


A TEXT-TECH PAPERS PROJECT

Extremes and Moderations
Early Southern California Poetry

Extremes and Moderations is a Text-Tech Papers project devoted to
recovering poetry written, published, and circulated in Los Angeles
and Southern California. Each volume brings neglected books and
poems back into view through carefully prepared texts, archival
images, biographical context, and a clear record of the surviving
sources.

Edited by Brian Kim Stefans

The Text-Tech Papers  |  Los Angeles, 2026



Collected Poems

1

Eliza Ann Otis

Collected Poems

Extremes and Moderations: Early Southern California Poetry

Edited by Brian Kim Stefans
The Text-Tech Papers



Eliza Ann Otis

2

CRITICAL READER’S EDITION
This edition gathers every poem in the poetry portion of California: “Where
Sets the Sun”; the separately issued Christopher Columbus; the recoverable
extracts from Echoes from Elf-Land; and two additional magazine poems. Text
is reset from high-resolution images of the original pages. Stanzas, internal
divisions, visible authorial indents, and italics in headings are retained;
narrow-column hanging wraps are not.

Eliza Ann Otis
August 16, 1833, Walpole, New Hampshire – November 12, 1904, Los Angeles,
California

Edited by Brian Kim Stefans
The Text-Tech Papers
Extremes and Moderations: Early Southern California Poetry

Research and edition prepared 2026. The historical texts are in the public domain in the United
States.



Collected Poems

3

CONTENTS

17Documentary Images

20Introduction

24Echoes from Elf-Land (1890)

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 25Cinderella, or the Crystal Slipper

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 30Little Boy Blue

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 33Jack and the Beanstalk

36Magazine Verse (1892)

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 37Semi-Tropic Musings

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 38The Water’s Dream

39Christopher Columbus (1903)

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 40Christopher Columbus

44California: “Where Sets the Sun” (1905)

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 45California

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 46A Wondrous Land

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 57Semi-Tropic California

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 58Our Summer Land

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 59Bride of the Sun

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 61Our Fair Southland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 63The Land We Love

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 64The Land of Sunshine

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 69Out of Doors in Sunland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 70A Golden Sunset

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 71A Royal Sunset

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 72Transfigured

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 73California’s Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 75My Lady of the Angels



Eliza Ann Otis

4

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 81The Home of the Fiesta

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 83Angelena

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 86On a Hollywood Hilltop

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 88Los Angeles to Chicago

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 89California at St. Louis

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 91Fair Westlake

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 93In Westlake Park

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 96Elysian Park

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 97Catalina

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 99Under the Oaks

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 101Santa Barbara at Sunset

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 103Santa Barbara Then and Now

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 106Santa Barbara

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 107Under a Pacific Sky

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 108Castle Rock

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 109The Channel Islands

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 110O Land of Sun!

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 112Winter Here and There

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 113On the Beach

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 115This Fair, Sweet Land We Love

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 117Trees, Grasses, and Flowers

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 118The Land of the Orange Tree

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 119The Great Sequoias

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 120The Spirits of the Trees

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 122Flower Songs

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 128The Second Birth of the Flowers

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 130The Child and the Pansies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 132Lilies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 133Water Lilies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 134Bluebells

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 135The Birth of the Chrysanthemums

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 138The Birth of the Rose

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 140The Spirits of the Flowers

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 144Mission Days

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 145San Fernando

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 147The Old Missions

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 151Santa Barbara Mission



Collected Poems

5

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 153The Passing of the Old Missions

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 156The Months and Seasons

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 157How the New Year Comes to Us

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 159

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 160A New Year’s Invitation

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 162The New Year

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 164The Old Year and the New

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 166The New Century

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 168These January Days

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 170A February Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 171March—’tis Only Spring

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 172These Clouded April Days

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 173April’s Close

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 174An April Outlook

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 176Semi-Tropic April

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 177O Rose-lipped May!

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 178The Maytime

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 179June—a Summer Picture

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 180A Day in June

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 181A Fog-cloud in Sweet June

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 182The Flower-lipped June

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 183June

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 186Dying July

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 187A July Day in Sunland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 189A Cloudy August First

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 190Semi-Tropic September

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 192September

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 194October in the East

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 196Semi-Tropic October

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 198October

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 199November Days

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 201Semi-Tropic November Noons

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 203November

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 204December

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 205Semi-Tropic December

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 206A December Idyll

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 207Our December Days

These New Year’s Days



Eliza Ann Otis

6

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 209The Closing Year

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 210As the Old Year Dies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 212The Vanishing Year

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 214The Year’s Last Days

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 215The Old Year in California

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 216The Old Year

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 217Good Night, Old Year

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 218The Old Year Asleep

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 220Thanksgiving Time in California

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 221This Thanksgiving Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 222Our Semi-Tropic Winter

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 223Winter in California

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 224The Winter of Sunland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 227Semi-Tropic Winter

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 228Our Glorious Winter

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 230Winter Land

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 232Winter

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 234Easter

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 236Easter

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 237Easter

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 239Easter Morning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 240Summer Musings

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 242Midsummer

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 244Autumn

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 245Autumn

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 246Sunrise

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 247The Morning Hour

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 249This Morn of Fog

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 250The Dawn

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 251Sunrise Upon These Sunset Shores

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 253Morning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 256Sunrise at Santa Barbara

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 257Noon

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 258The Beautiful Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 259This Summer Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 261Those Golden Days

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 263The Dying Day



Collected Poems

7

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 264The Day and I

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 265From Day to Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 266Today

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 268The Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 270Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 271Sunset

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 273A Summer Sunset

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 275Sunset on San Francisco Bay

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 276Sunset at Santa Monica

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 277Evening

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 278Night

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 282O Blessed Night!

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 283Night and Morning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 285To the Clouds—in Drouth-time

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 286The Coming of the Rain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 287Storm Pictures

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 289Our Winter Rains

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 290A Prayer for Rain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 291Waiting for the Rain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 292The Rains Are Coming

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 294When the Rain Comes

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 296The Blessed Rain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 298O Rain-Washed Skies!

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 299A Rainy Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 300After a February Rain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 301When the Rain Came

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 303After the Rain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 305The Rain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 306The Rain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 307Mountain, Desert, Canyon, and Gorge

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 308Yosemite

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 313Morning in the Yosemite

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 315On Eagle Point, Yosemite

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 316Approaching the Yosemite

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 317Bogoslov

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 319Old Baldy

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 320Upward to San Antonio’s Crest



Eliza Ann Otis

8

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 322Mount Wilson

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 323Sunset on Mount Lowe

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 325Mount San Bernardino

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 327Our Mounts of Snow

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 328Mount Wilson

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 330On Far Sierra Heights

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 331The Sierra Madre

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 332Our Mountains

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 334At the Grand Canyon

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 336On the Desert

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 337The Royal Gorge

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 339Niagara

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 340On the Desert

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 341The Desert

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 342On Mountain Heights

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 343Popocatepetl

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 345Under Arctic Skies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 346An Arctic Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 347The Pribyloff Isles

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 350Sunland and Snowland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 352In the Land of the Midnight Sun

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 353Storm-tossed on Alaska’s Shore

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 355Prediction

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 356Flower-land and Frost-land

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 357Here and There

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 358Sunset Gates

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 359Beside the Western Sea

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 360Poems of Patriotism, Valor, and Greatness

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 361Dawn of the Centennial

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 370Decoration Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 372The Death of Ellsworth

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 379Garfield

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 380Greatness

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 382The Star of Empire

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 385The Men and the Days of ’61

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 390The Nation’s Dead

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 392Our Immortal Dead



Collected Poems

9

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 394Grant

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 395Grant Dead and Triumphant

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 397The Days of ’64

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 399Liberty’s Morn

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 402The Lessons of Memory

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 405Westward Empire

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 409Sometimes

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 410Earth’s Great Seas

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 412Roll Onward

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 413When the Battle Breaks

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 415Our Country’s Call

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 416Freedom’s Seed

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 417America

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 419The Race Shall Wake

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 420Blossoms on the Deep

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 422Freedom’s Land

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 425The School of Liberty

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 427Anarchy

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 429America’s Morning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 431This Waking West

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 433Other Short Verse

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 434In Memoriam

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 435The Land of the Stripes and Stars

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 437In the Track of Empire

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 438The President in the Great West

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 439Our Country

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 440McKinley

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 442God and Nature

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 443Nature’s Voices

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 445Out-of-doors

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 447Tenting on the Canyon’s Shore

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 449The Love of God

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 450Kindred with Nature

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 453Bible Pictures

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 457God, Nature and I

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 458The Penitent

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 459God’s Poems



Eliza Ann Otis

10

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 460The Miracles of Nature

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 462Our Father

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 464Omnipresent Deity

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 466Nature

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 467Being’s Mystery

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 468The Light

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 469The Deathlessness of Being

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 470With Nature

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 471God’s World

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 473Life Through Christ

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 475A Winter Lesson

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 476In the Open

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 478The Banner of God’s Love

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 480Our Hidden Servants

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 482The Eternal Hills

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 484Nature’s Temple

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 485With Nature

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 486Pictures

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 487Come Walk with Me

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 489With Nature and God

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 490God in All Things

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 491The Alphabet of Deity

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 493God’s World

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 495Forever Nigh

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 497Nature’s Child

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 499Morning Out of Doors

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 500Nature’s Lessons

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 501Songs of Nature

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 503Life and Duty, Hope and Joy

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 504Wedding Bells

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 506From Midnight to Morning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 507This Fair, Bright Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 509Life

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 511Speak to Thy Soul

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 513Life Is Divine

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 515Man and Woman

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 516The W. C. T. U.



Collected Poems

11

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 518The Drunkard

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 520Woman

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 523Earth’s Divinest Thing

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 525Love’s Wishes to a Bride

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 526If Love Were Dead

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 528The True Woman

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 532The True Woman and Home

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 535The Undiscovered Country

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 536Lazarus

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 542Heart Weariness

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 543Life and Death

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 544The Babe of Bethlehem

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 547Look Up

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 548The World’s First Sabbath

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 550Easter Morning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 553What Am I?

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 554Shall We Not Hail It?

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 555“Good-night, Dear One!”

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 556The Sweets of Paradise

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 557Life’s Sunset Sea

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 558Gates Ajar

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 559Faith

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 560No Bar, O Father!

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 561Not Dying but Undying

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 562Soul-speech

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 563Transfiguration

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 564The Soul’s Release

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 565The World’s First Christmas

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 569On the Beach

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 570“To You This Day a Christ Is Born.”

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 571Truth’s Twilight and Dawn

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 573Eternity

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 574Let Me Find Thee

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 575Our Larger Life

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 578Cradled with God

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 579Christ Is Born

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 582No Place Where God Is Not



Eliza Ann Otis

12

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 584The Immortal Pathway

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 585Falsehood

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 586The Triune God

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 592Beyond

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 593The Sabbath

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 594His Ways

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 595“Lo! I Am with Thee Alway.”

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 599All Is Well

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 600Our Unseeing Eyes

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 602The Unspoken Mystery

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 603“Faith Crowned My Soul at Last.”

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 604My Unknown Self

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 606The Better Land

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 607Christ the Life

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 608The World’s Story

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 610The Life That Is Free

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 611What Am I?

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 612Juvenile Poems

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 613God Lighting the Stars

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 614The Fairies and the Children

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 615The Story of the Fairy

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 617A Vision of Santa Claus

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 619The Story of a Wicked Fairy

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 623My Children

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 626A Little Poem

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 628Lullaby Song

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 630Childhood

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 631Childhood’s Days in Winterland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 633Child Wondering

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 634The Child and the Rosebud

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 635Care-free Childhood

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 636Childhood’s Faith

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 637A Child’s Fancies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 639The Pet Bird

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 640The Rainbow

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 641Bo-peep

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 642Jennie and Johnnie



Collected Poems

13

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 644Fairyland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 647Jack and Jill

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 649Dreamland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 652The Little Mamma and Her Dollies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 653Out-doors in Sunland

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 655The Flower Maiden

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 657Little Boy Blue

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 659Castles in Spain

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 663How the Cow Jumped Over the Moon

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 665“Jack-in-the-Pulpit.”

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 668What the Child Said

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 669A Little Maiden

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 671The Boy the Angels Loved

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 677The Night Before Christmas

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 679A Little Maid

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 681A Child Again

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 684My Bunny

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 685Little Ida

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 686The Faith of Childhood

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 688Childhood in Summerland—January

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 690The Fairies and the Butterfly

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 691Jack-in-the-Pulpit

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 692The Child and the Birds

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 693Unclassified Poems

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 694The Leper’s Cleansing

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 697From My Window

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 699Memnon

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 701The Old Adobe

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 703An Evening Picture

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 704A Morning of the Long Ago

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 706The Clouds and the Fairies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 709The Soul of the Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 710An Eastern Summer Shower

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 712Clouds and Stars

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 714Peace

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 715The Evening Star

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 717In Chinatown



Eliza Ann Otis

14

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 718The Unwritten Past

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 719Our Two Worlds

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 721In the Fields of Knowledge

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 724Mid Olden Days

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 725Our Summer World

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 727Cocoanut Island—Hilo Bay

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 728Whittier

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 729Meteoric Showers

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 731The Modern Printing-press

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 733Night Stars

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 735In Vale and on Height

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 736The Philosophy of Browning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 739Morning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 741The Other Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 743Sweet Content

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 744Butterflies and Bees

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 745The Butterfly

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 746Bird Anthems

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 749Eastern Woods

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 750The Olden Thanksgiving

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 752In the Country

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 753The Maid of Orleans

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 756In the Old Earth’s Heart

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 759Child-faith—the Comet

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 760Dolce Far Niente

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 762Untouched by Time

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 763Sweet Bird-song Stilled

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 767What the Brook Says

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 769The Testimony of the Rocks

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 771In the Fields of Ohio

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 772The First Sabbath in Eden

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 775The Mocking-bird and the Morns of June

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 777A Secret

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 779A Morning Out of Doors

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 781The Golden Elephant

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 784Santa Claus Land

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 789On My Veranda



Collected Poems

15

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 791To Our Little One

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 792Our Baby

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 793The First Night in Eden

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 794The Little Children

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 795Emblems

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 796Snatches of Song

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 797Love

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 798Joyful Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 799Earth’s Fair Morning

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 800Song

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 801The Mountain Stream

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 802At Noon

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 803Under Arctic Skies

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 804An Arctic Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 805Love’s Dream

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 806Sonnet

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 807Love’s World

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 808Other Short Verse

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 809In Memoriam

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 810Stringed Pearls

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 811A Mountain Lake

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 812How Far?

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 813Life

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 814The Summer Brook

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 815O Happy Bird!

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 816Dolce Far Niente

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 817Sweet By-and-by

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 818An Eastern July Noon

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 819The Stars

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 820Our Summer Land

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 821This Summer Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 822The Sabbath

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 823Our Father

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 824Thanksgiving

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 825A New-born Babe

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 826A Sunset Psalm

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 827A Fragment



Eliza Ann Otis

16

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 828The Lily’s Death

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 829Who Knows?

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 830Day

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 831Good-night

 .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 832The Pen Falls

833Editorial Note

834Bibliography

836Colophon



Collected Poems

17

DOCUMENTARY IMAGES
Two distinct portraits of Eliza Ann Otis

These portraits accompany early biographical witnesses and place Otis’s public
literary identity before the poems.
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Eliza A. Otis in The Magazine of Poetry and Literary Review, 1892.
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Eliza A. Otis, circa the 1880s. Public-domain archival portrait.
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INTRODUCTION
Eliza Ann Wetherby Otis, 1833–1904

Eliza Ann Wetherby Otis wrote across the nineteenth century’s sharpest
changes: from a New Hampshire childhood and a young marriage shadowed
by the Civil War to journalism in Santa Barbara, a year on Alaska’s remote St.
Paul Island, and two decades at the heart of the Los Angeles Times. Under her
own name and the signature Susan Sunshine, she filled newspapers with
poetry, children’s writing, domestic journalism, travel, public
commemoration, and an exuberant record of Southern California. This
edition gathers the recoverable extracts from Echoes from Elf-Land, two poems
found in The Magazine of Poetry and Literary Review, the complete
Christopher Columbus, and the entire verse portion of the posthumous
California: “Where Sets the Sun.”

Stage I | New England, Ohio, and the Civil War,
1833–1865

Eliza Ann Wetherby was born in Walpole, New Hampshire, on August 16,
1833, the daughter of Charles Thomas Wetherby, a woolen manufacturer,
minister, and founder of Wetherby Academy, and Nancy Hyde Wetherby.
Nancy died in 1849, while Eliza was in her mid-teens. The family moved to
Lowell, Ohio, and Eliza was educated at Castleton Seminary in Vermont,
graduating in 1856 before rejoining her family in Ohio. Biographical accounts
published during her lifetime agree that she began composing poems at about
ten and that The Congregationalist printed her first published poem when she
was sixteen. She later taught in Ohio and entered the literary and printing
world through a family academy at Lowell, where Harrison Gray Otis studied
in the winter of 1856–57. They married at Lowell on September 11, 1859.

The first years of the marriage survive with unusual intimacy in Otis’s
manuscript diaries. Written from January 1860 through June 1863, the first
diary records Louisville, Kentucky, Lowell, Ohio, and Charleston, West
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Virginia; family and religious life; the 1860 presidential contest; slavery and
secession; and visits to Catholic, Jewish, Protestant, and African American
congregations. It also records the birth of the couple’s first child, Harrison
Gray Otis Jr., in March 1861 and his death in February 1862. When Harrison
enlisted in the Union army, Eliza followed the war through newspapers and
correspondence. A second diary describes two difficult journeys into West
Virginia in 1863 to visit him in camp and through the Kanawha Valley.

Harrison served for forty-nine months, rose from private to brevet
lieutenant colonel, and was twice wounded. Eliza’s wartime writing was
therefore not retrospective patriotic decoration but work made amid
separation, bereavement, hospitals, troop movements, and uncertainty. After
the war the couple lived in Marietta and Columbus, Ohio, and then
Washington, D.C., where Harrison worked in the Government Printing
Office and the Patent Office. Their surviving daughters were Beulah Lillian,
born in 1864; Emma Marian, born in 1866; and Mabel, born in Washington in
1871. A fifth child, Esther, born in 1875, died in infancy.

Stage II | Santa Barbara, Alaska, and the Los Angeles
Times, 1876–1889

In 1876 the family moved to Santa Barbara, where Harrison took charge of
the Santa Barbara Press. Otis’s own preface to California: “Where Sets the
Sun” later divided her western writing into the poems composed before April
1880 in Santa Barbara and those written after July 1882 in Los Angeles. Between
those periods came Alaska. Harrison served as United States Treasury agent in
the Pribyloff Islands, and Eliza spent a year with him on St. Paul Island. The
Arctic poems preserve ice, seals, volcanic Bogoslov, midnight light, isolation,
and violent weather alongside the warmer landscape that would dominate her
California verse.

Harrison acquired an interest in the young Los Angeles Times in 1882. Eliza
became an owner and director of the Times-Mirror Company and, according
to the personal sketch printed in 1905, belonged to the editorial staff from the
beginning of the Otis administration. She wrote under her own name and as
Susan Sunshine and directed the popular departments “Woman and Home”
and “Our Boys and Girls.” She also wrote the long-running urban column
“The Saunterer,” published from late 1884 to mid-1898. In those street-level
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sketches she watched Los Angeles change from an orchard and adobe town
into a metropolitan city, criticizing dirty streets and lost trees while advocating
parks, street planting, women’s civic activity, and managed urban growth. Her
newspaper work joined verse to household instruction, children’s
correspondence, civic celebration, travel, reform, religion, and the daily
manufacture of Los Angeles public culture. She was also active in the Woman’s
Parliament of Southern California, the Ruskin Art Club, the Friday Morning
Club, the California Congress of Mothers, the Landmarks Club, and First
Congregational Church.

Stage III | Books, public verse, and California,
1890–1904

The children’s book Echoes from Elf-Land appeared from the
Times-Mirror press in 1890. No complete digital copy could be located for this
edition, but the 1905 collection identifies and reprints substantial extracts:
“Cinderella, or the Crystal Slipper,” “Little Boy Blue,” and “Jack and the
Beanstalk.” A profile in The Magazine of Poetry and Literary Review in 1892
printed eight poems and supplied two works absent from the later book,
“Semi-Tropic Musings” and “The Water’s Dream.” Christopher Columbus,
issued separately in 1903 and later reprinted in full, brought her historical and
patriotic interests into a long narrative poem.

Otis’s range was much wider than the label “California poet” suggests. She
wrote long public poems on the Civil War, emancipation, national
anniversaries, Garfield, Grant, McKinley, and the Spanish-American War;
mission poems that register the settler culture’s romantic and racial
assumptions; devotional arguments on death and immortality; nursery
narratives; philosophical monologues; and hundreds of short lyrics on rain,
drought, mountains, desert, flowers, fog, seasons, and urban parks. Her
California imagery is inseparable from boosterism and from the political power
of the newspaper she helped own, yet its enormous accumulation of local
weather, place names, plants, civic rituals, and changing urban scenery also
makes the work a distinctive environmental and cultural record.

Eliza and Harrison lived at The Bivouac, their Los Angeles home
overlooking Westlake Park. She died there on November 12, 1904, after
twenty-two years with the Times, and was buried in Hollywood Cemetery,
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now Hollywood Forever. Her final poem, “The Pen Falls,” was written from
her sickbed four days before her death. Harrison assembled and edited
California: “Where Sets the Sun” in 1905, compressing what he described as a
still larger body of verse and prose. Friends founded the Eliza A. Otis Memorial
Association and dedicated a twelve-bell chime at the cemetery chapel on the
first anniversary of her death. Beulah Lillian, married to James McPherson,
died in 1906; Marian, married to Harry Chandler, and Mabel, married to
Franklin Booth, remained directors in the family newspaper enterprise.

Stage IV | Posthumous books, archives, and recovery,
1905–present

The diaries eventually entered the Huntington Library and were
published, with Harrison’s letters and war journal, as Architects of Our
Fortunes in 2001. They reveal a writer more searching, politically attentive, and
personally vulnerable than the relentlessly affirmative public persona
remembered by the name Susan Sunshine. Read together, the diaries,
journalism, and poems trace a woman who converted mourning and
displacement into an astonishingly productive literary life while helping build
one of the West’s most powerful newspapers. The present edition restores that
poetic record at full scale rather than reducing it to a small regional selection.
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ECHOES FROM ELF-LAND (1890)
Book One | Recoverable extracts from Otis’s children’s collection
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Cinderella, or the Crystal Slipper
There among the pots and kettles,
Little Cinderella,
With her lips as red as cherries,
Sweet and luscious as ripe berries;
Face so fair and free from freckles,
Cheeks as lovely as the roses,
Fairer than her garden posies,
Little Cinderella
Down among her pots and kettles.
There among the dust and cinders,
Little Cinderella!
There her sisters fain would keep her,
And of every pleasure cheat her,
While they don their silks and laces,

[Extracts from Echoes from Elf-Land: A Christmas Juvenile (1890). “Little Boy Blue”
and “Jack and the Beanstalk” are from the same source.]

The Fairy Godmother’s Silver Wand

Swings the wand around and o’er her,
Little Cinderella;

And a pumpkin large and golden,
Standing by the door-side olden,
Just without the kitchen quiet,
Changes as the wand swings nigh it,
To a splendid coach and four,
Little Cinderella
Sees it standing at the door.
How the fiery steeds are prancing!
Little Cinderella
Sees them, and her eyes ope wider
As her godma stands beside her—

Stands and waves her wand so lightly,
Smiling all the time so brightly,
Fairer than a Princess is she—
Little Cinderella—
While the fiery steeds are prancing.
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All her soiled and dusty garments
Little Cinderella
Sees are changing. Oh, how charming
Grows the sleeve that wraps her arm in;
Diamonds shine upon its whiteness,

’Tis like gossamer in lightness,
And her silken skirts are gleaming
As with hidden sunbeams teeming.

Little Cinderella’s
Lost her soiled and dusty garments.
Blue her eyes and gold her tresses!
Little Cinderella
Stands, and still her godma waveth
Silver wand, and still she sayeth
Words so full of magic meaning,
At which fairy gifts come teeming;
All that any lady needeth
From her godmamma receiveth
Little Cinderella—
Blue her eyes and gold her tresses.
Then when she is clad in beauty—
Little Cinderella—
Outward through the door she glideth
To her coach and four, and rideth
Like a Queen the highway down,
Rideth to the far-off town,
And the ballroom door she reacheth,
Little Cinderella,
Like a Queen all clad in beauty.
As she enters music ceaseth;
Little Cinderella
Is so fair each one forgets to
Dance, and each one sets to

Gazing at her. But the Prince comes near her,
Thinking she is sweeter, dearer
Than all the ladies he had ever seen;
Little Cinderella,
As she enters music ceaseth.
And he boweth low before her—



Collected Poems

27

Little Cinderella—
Then her to the dance he leadeth,
And no other woman heedeth.
E’en her sisters do not know her,
And most charming grace they show her
As she dances with the Prince—
Little Cinderella—
And he boweth low before her.
Ere the clock strikes twelve she leaveth—
Little Cinderella;
Riding in her coach and four,
Reacheth she the cottage door,
As her godmamma did bid her.
Soon her sisters came and chid her
In her quiet chamber lying—
Little Cinderella—
Ere the clock strikes twelve she leaveth.
Three nights thus the little maiden—
Little Cinderella—
Loveliest of lovely women,
Fairer than the lilies swimming
In their golden sea of light—
Hied her to the ballroom, going
In her coach and four, unknowing
How the Prince had learned to love her,
Without heart for any other—
Little Cinderella—
Three nights went the little maiden.
Ere the clock strikes twelve, my darling
Little Cinderella,
Leave the ballroom, leave the dancing,
Go to where your steeds are prancing,
And speed you from the ballroom door;
Thus her godmamma had bidden,
And each night away she’d ridden—
Little Cinderella,
Ridden from the ballroom door.
On the last night twelve was striking,
Little Cinderella
Heard the silver chimes a-ringing,
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How she hurried, quickly flinging
In her haste all things aside,
Running down the ballroom wide;
She was late—what would betide
Little Cinderella,
For, alas, now twelve was striking?
As she ran she lost her slipper,
Little Cinderella,
Swiftly closed the door behind her;
Ah! what if the Prince should find her
In the darkness all alone,

Coach and four and splendor flown,
Wearing only kitchen raiment?
Little Cinderella,
As she ran she lost her slipper,
But the noble Prince he found it;
Little Cinderella
Went back to her homely duty,
Wearing still the rose of beauty
In her red cheeks and her lips,
And her soft pink finger-tips.
There the Prince came next day, bringing
Her lost slipper, while she, singing,
Washed her pots with hands like roses,
Little Cinderella,
For the noble Prince had found it.
Oh, her eyes were blue as heaven,
Little Cinderella’s;
Like a rosebud stood she blushing,
Happiness her cheeks were flushing,
At the noble Prince’s greeting,
At the gladness of the meeting.
Then the door swung open wide,
Stood her godma at her side,
Little Cinderella’s;
Oh, her eyes were blue as heaven.
Stood again, and smiling, blessed her,
Little Cinderella,
Waved her wand, and lo! around her—
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Lovely as when first he found her—
Silken folds about her shining,
Jewels are her arms entwining.
And the Prince he woos and wins her,
Little Cinderella—
Stood again, and, smiling, blessed her.
Nevermore, ’mid pots and kettles,
Little Cinderella,
There her sisters cannot keep her,
Nor of any pleasure cheat her,
Little Cinderella,
For she is the Prince’s bride.

Publication.  Echoes from Elf-Land (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1890); accessible extract
reprinted in California: “Where Sets the Sun” (1905).
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Little Boy Blue
“Tittle Boy Blue! come, blow your horn,
The sheep are in the meadow, the cows in the corn;
Where’s the little boy who tends the sheep?
Under the haymow, fast asleep.”
All the world is wide awake,
Running o’er with gladness,
With no room for cloud or sadness,
For Summer’s here with eves of blue,
With golden sunshine looking through
From the glory of her skies;
With bird-song bubbling o’er
From her trees,
While the bees
Hum through fields of clover,
Oh, the happy sound they make.
As their joyous flight they take,
From flower to flower,
In the dewy morning hour!
Buzzing, buzzing do they go,
While the glad flies, humming low,
Where the honeysuckle swings,
Stir their little silver wings,
Oh, be wary, little flies,
For a big fat spider spies
You as you gaily come,
And his silver web is he
Spreading both for fly and bee;
And he thinks, I’ll have one
Of those foolish flies for dinner,
See him work—the wicked sinner!
Back and forth from leaf to leaf,
See him spin his silver thread,
Like a curtain overhead;

When the flies within his reach
Come with pretty shining wings.
See how quickly out he springs,
Seizes one and breaks his wings,

But he’ll stop with winning speech
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Then he hangs him in the sun,
Roasting him till he is done.
There is Mrs. Spider, too;
See, she turns the dead fly over,
So the Sun shall cook it through,
Then beneath a green leaf’s cover swift she runs,
Sitting there as meek as though
Nothing naughty she did know,
Put your ear down to the ground,
Don’t you think you hear the sound
Of the little roots astir,
’Neath the swaying lilies’ stalk—

Down along the garden walk?
‘Neath the pansies’ smiling faces,
Lifted in such quiet places;
’Neath the roses growing fair,
’Neath the blossoms everywhere?
O these Summer days are fine,
Golden is the Summer weather,
Brook and bird they sing together
Where the rippling waters shine;
While along the river’s line
Lean the willows all together,
With a softly-swaying grace,
Looking each to see its face
In the flowing waters cool,
Flinging shadows on the pool
Where the long-winged swallows glide
O’er the silence of its breast,
Dipping beak and feathered crest
In the silver of the tide.
All the rosy morn is still,
Saving only the sweet trill
Of the robin and the lark,
And the sudden, noisy whirr
Of the swift wings of the swallow.
But list, my dears, O list and hark!
For there is little Boy Blue
Who is blowing his horn,
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And he has blown such a blast he’s broke it in two.
“Little Boy Blue, why did you do it?”
“Oh, look at the corn and the cows coming through it,
While in the green meadows like clouds you can see
The white fleece of the sheep—a hundred there be;
And there ’neath the gold of the haymow asleep
Is the bad little boy who should take care of the sheep.”
My child, he’s not bad, the dear little fellow,
With his thin, pallid lips and curls that are yellow
As the soft swaying buttercups leaning above him,
Like God’s watching angels to guard and to love him—
He’s weary with watching, so young and so small,
For I know he was up while you children were all
In your beds and asleep—was up with the Sun,
For his father is dead, and his mother has none
To help her but him, and the sheep were so still,
As they fed on the tender young grass of the hill,
He thought he might lie down for a moment, and lo!
His poor little eyelids were heavy, and so
They quickly dropped downward, shutting him in
With beautiful dreams, and not even the din
Of the horn which was blown by Little Boy Blue
Has reached the sweet Dreamland he’s wandering through.
But the farmer is kind and is sorry for him,
Saying, “Poor little boy, let him sleep while we bring
The sheep from the meadow, the cows from the corn,
And I’ll see that he’s not called so early each morn.”
So away sped the farmer, and all of his men
Drove the sheep and the cows to their pastures again,
And the boys and the girls they tended the sheep
While the little boy lay by the haymow asleep.

Publication.  Echoes from Elf-Land (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1890); accessible extract
reprinted in California: “Where Sets the Sun” (1905).
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Jack and the Beanstalk
Out in the meadows, yellow and fair,
Stood the gay buttercups; thousands were there,
Filled with the sunshine, bright with the dew,
They shimmered like stars the wide meadow through,
Dandelions bowed to them everywhere,
Bees floated over them through the bright air,
And the rosy-red clover, whose honey was sweet,
Swayed soft at the touch of the rover Wind’s feet,
Which lingered and loitered and hid in its leaves,
Or with gayest of murmurs swept on through the trees.
Then out from a tiny red cottage there came
A gay little fellow, and Jack was his name.
He had pretty red boots and a cap with a feather,
And his clothes were of velvet; as fine altogether
As a prince did he look, and down did he run—
Just as over the mountains peeped the bright Sun—
To his garden, where he had planted so deep
A big, shiny bean, which he’d planted for fun
Only the yesterday’s eve; and oh, how his eyes
Opened wide ‘neath their lids in the greatest surprise,
For the bean had pushed its way up through the ground,
And ’twas taller than the tallest tree to be found.
“I’ll climb that beanstalk,” cried Jack in delight,
And swift he went up and was soon out of sight.
His mother came out and called him by name—
Called him loudly and long, but called him in vain;
No sound did she hear but the hum of the bee,
And the song of the robin as it sang in the tree,
And she listened and wondered where her dear Jack could be.
But Jack, he was happy, and climbed high and higher,
Up and up, far above the tallest church spire;
Up and up, till the mountains below him did lie,
Till he thought he could climb through the blue of the sky,
But after a while he ran out on a limb
Of the beanstalk which seemed to stretch out to the rim
Of the sky, and there, to his joy,
Was a wonderful land, where never a boy
Of his size had been seen—its trees were so high
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They seemed to stretch up to the noon of the sky;
Its rivers were vast, and its meadows were wide
As our Earth’s mighty continents swept by the tide
Of the great rolling oceans; and its houses—why they
Stood bigger than mountains right over the way.
“This is jolly,” said Jack, “and I believe I will run
And rap on that door—I’ll do it for fun.”
So he scampered away as fast as his feet
Could take him across the wide, sunny street.
But oh! every step was as high as his head,
And he struggled to climb them till he was more than half dead
With fatigue; but at length he got hold
Of a long, swaying vine which was yellow as gold,
With beautiful blossoms which grew thick on each stem,
As he pulled himself up by clinging to them.

Then he gave a loud rap, and lo! to the door
Came a wonderful Giant, big as a dozen or more
Of men like Jack’s father, and he scowled as he saw
Jack standing before him, and he reached down to draw
Him under his thumb, and he held him so tight
Jack was ready to perish with terror and fright;
And down through the long hall he carried him then,
And he took his snuff-box for a safe prison-pen.
And Jack he grew brave and he took from his pocket
He shot the stone at him, and it sank in his head,
Then down fell the Giant, and in a moment was dead.
Then the old Giant’s wife came hurrying in—
She was tall as a poplar, as graceful and slim,
And she smiled when she saw the old Giant lie there,
For he’d always been cruel and cross as a bear.
And she took little Jack and gave him a kiss,
Saying, “Pray, tell me, dear, the meaning of this.”
Then Jack stood up bravely on the table beside her—
While his beautiful eyes opened wider and wider—
And he said: “T live away down in the world
Round which the great seas and oceans are curled;
And last eve, when the Sun went down in the West,
I went to my garden, and deep in its breast
I planted a bean, and when morning had come
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It had grown up so high it reached to the Sun,
And I climbed up its stalk and happened to find

If I ran in to see you; but the Giant he swore,
So soon as ever he’d opened the door,
That he’d eat me for dinner, and he brought me in here,
And at first I grew weak and trembled with fear.
Then I remembered at once my stones and my sling,
And quickly I seized them and hastened to fling
A stone at his head, and it hit him, and lo!
He fell dead as you see him—and now may I go?
“Yes, dear,” she said, smiling, “but first I must give
Some treasures of mine that will help you to live
In plenty at home.” So down a stairway of gold
She took him. Doors of pearl did unfold
As onward they went, till they came to a room
Where diamonds shone, dispelling the gloom
By the closed shutters made, and she filled up a sack
As big as he could possibly take on his back—
With gold and with diamonds richest and rare;
Then she fastened it up and laid it with care

To help him along on his way as he went.
Then swift down the beanstalk Jack hurried away,
And reached his dear mother just at close of the day,
And he showed her his treasures, and oh, she was glad
Of the riches brought home by her brave little lad.

“‘Golden the lances the

Publication.  Echoes from Elf-Land (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1890); accessible extract
reprinted in California: “Where Sets the Sun” (1905).

This land where you live, and I thought you’d be kind

On Jack’s sturdy shoulders, and a servant she sent
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MAGAZINE VERSE (1892)
Periodical poems not reprinted in the 1905 collection
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Semi-Tropic Musings
1892

Nature sits royal priestess in the land today,
Such sunshine for her crown! Such beauty rare
In all the sunlit space of earth and air!

From overhead has dropped a silver thread—
The spider with strange cunning left it there—
A common thing, yet wonderfully fair!

’Tis like a woven sunbeam; in and out
Among the emerald leaves it flashes, swings,
Here in bright threads, and there in shining rings.

In what a wondrous glory stand the trees,
Like holy saints with robes unstained and fair!
While over all the sapphire deeps of air

Hang radiant and fathomless, like a waveless sea
Flooded with sunbeams! The mountains, blue
In their dissolving lights, are old, yet ever new.

Flowers mix their fragrance with our winter’s breath,
And to the sweet heart of these budding things
The gentle breeze steals in and folds its wings.

Far off above the lofty mountain’s crest
Sails a white cloud: beyond its wings may lie
Some unseen pathway to the upper sky.

Publication.  The Magazine of Poetry and Literary Review 4, no. 4 (October 1892): 376.
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The Water’s Dream
1892

What are your dreams as ye lie, O waters so cool,
Looking up to the scarred, scraggy face of the cliff?
Resting with hushed feet in the deeps of the pool,
Rimmed round with ferns which the light breezes lift
As if they were wings of the Dryads so fair—
Above you the sweep of the opulent air.

Filled full of wild forest odors, and full to the rim
Of the blue skies of bird-song which is flowing so sweet
In great swelling tides of harmony, meet,
As they blend with the forest’s full leaf-whispered hymn,
For the ears of the angels.

Your eye is blue as the skies, your breast is as still
As a soul that is baptized with peace;
Not a ripple doth stir, not a motion doth thrill
Your crystal of sleep, not a water-drop breaks
With a tinkle of sound on the heart of the rock.
You are hushed in your cradle of silence—the goldenrod makes,
With his taper of flame, a sentinel light
On the foliaged wall where Nature hath traced
Her fine-wrought mosaics in the forest-dim place.

And ye dream, ye dream, O soul of the wood,
Of the infinite sky, the scarred cliff and the flood.

Publication.  The Magazine of Poetry and Literary Review 4, no. 4 (October 1892): 376.
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CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS
(1903)
Book Two | The complete historical poem
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Christopher Columbus

To which Columbus came, hugging his dream
Of undiscovered lands lying across
The shadowy sea, as yet unploughed
By keel of any ship than the blue, starlit
Skies more pathless. For years, by night and day
Had the great Pilot heard its voice calling
Him with enticing speech. Arise! arise!
The beckoning west seemed crying. Beyond
The horizon’s purpling lines the lapping
Seas seemed kissing golden shores, and as he
Breathed Seville’s soft airs, heavy with odors
Of fragrant jasmine and spicy pomegranate,
And dreamed beneath her opalescent skies,
Or within her Moorish temples worshiped
Where saintly statues rose, or walked in courts
Of marble, where fountains sang in tinkling
Melody, and grand cathedral walls, set
With bright gems, echoed the music of the
Swaying bells, and where he drank the lemon’s
Spicy breath, or trod beneath green-needled
Pines, their aromatic wine inhaling,

And watched the ships lying at anchor by
The Golden Tower, and had speech with men
Of science and of thought, he nursed his hopes
Anew, and the New World brightened to his
Vision. O large-souled man! waiting and
Waiting still, through weary years, till thy smooth
Brow grew furrowed, and Disappointment’s stern
Winter whitened thy hair, divinest patience
Was thy crown until the New World, mid its
Smiling seas, rose to thy sight, set in the sunset’s heart.

But not from fair Seville, where
Guadalquivir’s shining waters sunward
Flashed, sailed his proud ships toward the setting
Sun; but from small Palos, dreaming by the
Wave, home of sea toilers, did at last—like

’Twas a fair city of those olden times
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A star out of midnight—set the great Captain
Forth to find the waiting world within the
Unknown West. The little town ran to and
Fro to see the three small ships upon the
Shining sea, mere motes upon the waters;
And women, with their babes upon their breasts,
Bemoaned his folly in defying death;
And some among the curious watching crowd
Talked scornfully, and winked their eyes, and shrugged
Their heavy shoulders, and called him madman,
Fool, and driveling foreign idiot, who
Yet should bait the fishes with his flesh when
In the restless deeps of unknown seas the
Maddened billows raging in their wrath should
Howl his requiem. The criminal, with
The strong iron bars ’twixt him and freedom,
Shut from heaven’s blessed air and day’s sweet light,
The foul dungeon walls his sunless and his
Starless firmament, his strong limbs cramped by
Narrowness of space, scorned liberty when
Offered at the price of sailing with this
So-called mad adventurer, and hugged his
Chains, and hugged captivity and noisome
Prison cell. Our God was there. The New World’s
Shores were not for such as he.

O ever
Blest Rabida! Beneath thy red-tiled roof,
Loved by the morning sun, kissed by his beams
When sinking to the west, beacon upon
The pine-clad heights of Palos, thou nursing
Mother of those mighty hopes cradling a
World unknown! God touched the eyelids of
Thy children, and friar and padre bridged
The deep with prayers, helped to swing backward
On their ponderous hinges the great Past’s
Iron doors. And there with steadfast gaze walked
Silently the noble Admiral, while
Scanning sea and sky, Hope’s fire burning beneath
His lids, and his large-visioned
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Eyes, forever seeing things unseen, turned
To his golden dreamland of the fair yet
Undiscovered world, Upon thy shores, O
“Memory-haunted Palos,” the midnight
Of Time’s past gave place to golden dawn of
Freedom, and those rude caravels, like specks

Upon the great sea’s breast, saw a New World
Rise upon far western waters, where, sleeping,
Lay the whole world’s hopes, broad’ning the round, sweet
Earth, and broad’ning man as he inhales
Its atmosphere of freedom. O dawn most
Pregnant when these small ships sailed from Palos!
The starlight pales within the glowing east,
From La Rabida’s height Columbus comes
With hurrying feet; youth’s heart seemed stirring
In his breast once more. The years of waiting
Are behind him now. The fluttering sails
Move him like angels’ wings. The hurrying
Steps of sailors on the decks is music
To his ears. The boatswain’s whistle is like
Gabriel’s horn. The Cross is there above
His vessels’ spars. The rising breeze swift fills
His waiting sails. Farewells are said, the anchors
Weighed, the unknown sea before them, but
Mystery beyond the blue horizon’s walls.
O days and days with naught but sky and
Sea! the blazing sun, the far and silent
Stars, or clouds and rain and howling tempests’
Wrath, and those small ships upon the boundless
Waste of mighty waters. A mocking ghost,
Despair, sits at the helm and clutches each
Sailor’s heart; only the leader’s soul lost
Not its faith; only his dauntless courage never failed.
But one sweet morn, when purple
Lay the West, and Morning’s star shone on
The sleeping skies, and calm was on the sea,
And white birds floated on the rippling waves,
And berry-brightened boughs seemed laden with
Hope’s wine, floating the deep, sweet as the starry
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Paean at Creation’s birth, when sang the
Morning stars together, one glad note ran
Across that unknown sea. “Land! Land!”
Then pealed
The signal gun and shouts and joyous cries
Of sailors swept the air, and glad Te Deums
Broke upon the decks. At last! at last! the
Waiting years were crowned.
Four hundred years! four hundred years!
And a continent we bring,
Where from ocean unto ocean
Each man’s a sovereign king.
Fling wide our starry banner,
No slave beneath its fold,
And tell our children’s children
This deathless story old.

Publication.  Christopher Columbus (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1903); reprinted in
California: “Where Sets the Sun” (1905).



Eliza Ann Otis

44

CALIFORNIA: “WHERE SETS
THE SUN” (1905)
Book Three | The complete poetry portion of the posthumous collection
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CALIFORNIA
California landscape, cities, parks, and shore
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A Wondrous Land
1879

Thy year is one long Summer, and thy earth,
Cradled in sunshine, keeps her heart so warm
There is no room for shadow or the birth
Of devastating thunderbolt or storm.
Sweet singers in the old Past sang of thee,
And ships made paths across the pathless sea
To reach thy golden shores, for bards had told
Of thy sun-flooded plain and mountains gaunt and old;
And those brown Children of the Sun had dreamed
Of thy fair skies, until to them they seemed
Not quite of earth, for their wise ones had said:
Close by the gates of Paradise—sometimes ajar—
Broods endless Summer o’er a wondrous land,
With shining skies and golden strand,
And beauty like the undimmed brightness of a star.

II.

Dark-eyed and drowsy-lidded, with face brown
’Neath centuries of suns; with cheeks touched with
The rich carmine of the wild pink’s flush, and
Wearing the gold of the wild poppy on
Her breast, regal in queenliness; her
Majestic forehead the Sierra’s front;
Her breast the swelling hills, smooth-rounded, and
Her lithe limbs the fair valley stretching to
The sea, clad in rich garments of springing
Grasses and set with precious jewels of
Bright blossoms multitudinous; with a
Voice of liquid melody heard in her
Running streams and the soft whispers of the
Summer breeze, in the old past, which like a
Dream has vanished, was California,
Loved of the Sun, a maiden fair,
Wearing the golden arrows of the
Burnished West, flaming with tropic splendor,
As the rich clasp for the sunset mantle
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Round her voluptuous shoulders thrown, to
Which the wanton breezes gave caressing touch,
While spicy odors lent their perfumes rare
To all her garments,
Sun-warmed and sun-browned
Were all the races, too, that told their love
Of her, with tawny cheeks warming beneath
Her ardent gaze. Upon the sunlit heights
They leaned to her and touched her robes with
Reverent fingers. The flowers which
Lay within her garment’s folds had for their
Ears soft tongues of speech. Sierra heights were
Holy altars from which the mists of Morn
Uprose like sacred incense. The running
Streams babbled a prophecy of never-
Ending being as they ran on to see
The Ocean’s vastness, beyond which lay the
Happy hunting-grounds, and the Good Spirit
Smiled. The wigwam’s curling smoke rose to the
Blue, losing itself in sunshine. Peace was
In all the shining air, and Nature these
Her native sons fed lovingly. How fanned
The giant oaks their bronzed foreheads, and dropped
Them nuts to ease their hunger! How leapt the
Wild hare for their arrow’s sport, and how stole
The deer into green thickets when their bow
Was strung, and the Sea laughed beneath their light
Canoes as swam the fishes for their rude-
Wrought nets. Ah! Nature loved them, her simple
Children, and California’s heart was
Warm with their caress; yet still she kept it
Fancy free, and cast coy glances at the
Coming years, as if her dusky eyes held
Glance prophetic, and, vision-brightened, saw
The glory of her womanhood. She let
Them pass, those tawny chiefs who wooed her, and
The later race of Andalusia’s
Sons, and kept her riches and her rarer
Graces veiled till came the final Conquerors.
Ah, then how gathered she her wines and poured
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Them for their tasting! The orange bloom she
Twined in garlands for her forehead. The rich
Poinsettia made a ruby for her finger.
Her garments of wild grasses she threw off,
Attired herself in robes of golden wheat,
And decked herself with silken tassels of
The growing corn. White roses formed the
Border of her mantle, and “Cloth of Gold”
Was round her garment’s hem. Her diamonds
She caught from playing fountains, and the light
Within her eyes was like the sunlight falling
Through swaying palms.
And then her lover came.
The one she was to wed, within his hand
The glorious banner bearing of the
Stripes and Stars. And she will be mother of
Royal sons, and Queen of Freedom’s golden West,
And at her gates shall surging Empire rest.

III.

Child of the mountains and the wide blue sea,
Cradled in calm and sunshine, lo! I lie,
With hands outstretched unto the world afar,
Fragrant with Summer’s breath on hill and lea,
Bright in my splendid glory as the star
Which gleams at twilight in the western sky,
Pinning Night’s mantle round the breast of Eve,
As Night and Silence with soft fingers weave
The tender spell of beauty for my hours,
Which all the year are cradled with the flowers;
For e’en when Winter holds my mountain crests,
And heaps his snows upon their granite breasts,
Bright Summer dreams below, so glad, I wist,
In robes of gold or sunset amethyst.

So glad! so full of song and shining days,
Nursing the tawny hills upon her knees,
Kissing my valleys as they stretch so wide,
Long-limbed and fair down to my ocean ways,
Where, laughter-loving, creeps the silver tide,
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And flings its whispers to the waiting trees.
Ah, how the days smile! how the air doth wake
To melody which bird and leaf-lute make!
The orange bloom is all the Winter’s snow
That my fair, smiling valleys ever know.

Know ye the wonders of my hills and vales?
The marvels of my clime—sun-flooded, fair?
The gold that fills the bosom of my skies?
So beautiful its light, before it pales
The warm, full splendor of all tropic dyes.
Know ye the mighty forest trees, my trees—
Twin with old Time their leaf-crowned majesties—
Giants by ages cradled? When at the door
Of his white tent sat Abram, looking o’er
The plains of Mamre, lo! my trees, my trees,
My first-born children nursed I on my knees.

Giant Sequoias, old are they, so old,
Yet still not bent beneath the weight of years;
Their brows are leaf-crowned yet and very fair,
Their mighty arms are still thrust out so bold,
Catching the sunlight of the upper air,
Or daring the storm’s strength as in wrath it nears.
And their grand trunks! the hills are not more strong,
And scarcely longer has to them the song
Of Earth’s full-rhythmed voices been outpoured
From sea and crag and light-winged bird that soared.
And my glad hills, loved of the sun and air!
Grand in the changing lights of dawn and eve,
Calm in the yellow sunshine of the noon,
Looking upon my valleys which are fair,
And on my rivers which do flow in tune
With growing things, with harvests which do weave
Their blades of green and fruits of vine and tree,
With bud and blossom which for love of me
Make my land beautiful and pave with sweet
E’en the far bypaths of my wandering feet.
And my clear skies! how marvelous are they!
Deep as the far stars, and so wond’rous blue
They make a cloudless pathway for the Sun
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Where he walks proudly from the opening day
Of the Young Year until its days are done,
With scarce a cloud for him to journey through;
And he looks down with calm, wide-open eyes
To where my pines and shadowy palm-trees rise,
And billowy seas of gardens, bright with flowers,
Fill the great lap of all my winter hours.

And my vast mountains! lo, I sit with them,
As they rise sunward to heaven’s silent blue;
Their snowy mantles white as God’s own light,
As if were trailing there His garment’s hem;
And from their lofty crags, in misty white,
Leap my grand cataracts swift downward through
The mighty distances cleaving the air
Above the foreheads of my forests, where
Tower my cedars and my giant pines,
And wild beasts creep along their dusky lines.

Ages agone the mighty glacier ploughed
My fretted cañons, where now softly sing
Sweet, crystal streams, and granite walls loom high
Like rocky firmaments, their fronts embrowed
With ferns and chaparral; the narrow sky
Stretches a soft blue line the cañon over,
The great, broad world seems lost forevermore
In those deep bowels of the mighty hills,
Cradling tall forests and low-laughing rills.

Bride of the Sun am I! Was ever found
A bride more fair, with skies of sapphire light,
And brooding calm, and valleys blushing red
With fruits and wine, and blossoms hedging round
My hills and gardens through the whole year, fed
By the warm, nursing air, and day and night
Bosomed in my rich soil, by frost unchilled;
The winds, like song of birds, with soft notes trilled
To melody, and my rich harvests spread
Till with their fullness I am garmented.

And lord of Seas, my mighty sea, which waits
By the white sands upon my curving shores,
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Laden with fragrance from the lands of balm,
Beating so softly at my Golden Gates,
Where broods the spirit of enduring calm;
And Summer holds the keys to all my doors;
Walking upon the sea or on the land,
She finds but beauty shed on every hand.
And calm of noon and calm of holy night,
And Time with smiling face above his loom,
Weaving his web of days and making room
For birth of grander empire which shall rise
Upon my soil beneath these sunset skies.

Swing wide, O Golden Gate of mine, swing wide!
Door of the world art thou, where men may come
And see my glory, see and enter in;
Borne onward by the swift, inrushing tide
Of mighty Empire, come, for I am twin
In my great future with the mighty Past;
And here shall Freedom triumph by my seas,
Strong as my mountains and my giant trees,
Unlock the doors of highest Destiny,
For love of blessed Liberty and me.

IV. (1882.)

How dieth the year in this land of delight?
In blossoms and sweetness, in sunlighted sheen,
In glory of freshness, in garments of green,
In warm tender breezes that whisper of June,
In the clasp of the roses, ‘mid the breath of perfume.

V. (1886.)

Here are bird-song, and sunshine, and flowers,
And fair, tranquil, tropical hours;
Here Noon lies drowned in the sweets
Of blooming, odorous deeps,
And orange and olive and palm
Stand dreaming ‘mid fragrance and calm;
In sunsets of gold die the days,
Passing down into star-lighted ways,
And summer bends low in the West,
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And lays her fair head on the breast
Of the Year as it dies, and she weaves
A shroud of soft grasses and leaves.
There’s no darkness or sorrow or blight,
No chill in the beautiful light
Of the days which come at the close,
But the Old Year sinks to repose
’Mid freshness and blossoms and song;
And freshness and blossoms and song
Usher in the New Year at its dawn.

VI. (1902.)

O great-browed goddess! Empress of the Seas,
Whose light waves fringe thy golden garment’s hem,
Whose lofty mountains and whose giant trees
Weave for thy brow a priceless diadem
Such as no other land may proudly claim:
How glorious shall be thy future fame,
For lo! the moving tide of Empire waits
To enter here within thy Golden Gates.

The rich soil of thy vast wide valleys lies
In shining gold of fadeless sunshine rolled,
The rains with silver wands hide in thy skies,
Waiting thy Winter’s glory to unfold.
And Growth, how grandly do her armies rise,
How silently the brown old Earth’s surprise,
Following the wake of the first Winter showers,
Which hold within their arms thy harvest dowers.

Thy perfect limbs, how fully rounded they,
How rich the milk of Plenty in thy breast!
Splendid thy garments trail along the way,
By thy flower-sandaled feet so lightly prest.
Oh, Summer loves thee, and she folds her arms
About thee ever while she gives her charms
Unto thy keeping; wealth of olive trees
And orange-bloom and fruit, she gives thee these.

And thy great vineyards! How the golden Day
Lies dreaming ‘mid their vines sun-wrapped and warm,
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And her large-lidded eyes, how full are they
Of beauty’s brightness, all undimmed by storm.
Thy songbirds sing through all the happy year,
And thy wild cascades, ever crystal clear,
Weave their white foam and silver-flying mist
In garments fair as rose and amethyst.

The marvels of Yosemite are thine,
And glory of vast forests wide and grand;
Touching the skies, thy highest mountains shine
With coronet of sunbeams which the hand
Of Night studs thick with stars; the strength of hills
Is thine, and all thy being stirs and thrills
With their great strength, and all thy valleys lie
Bright in their wond’rous glory ‘neath the sky.

And O thy vales! where grow thy fields of corn,
And thy great valleys garmented with wheat,
Like billowy seas they catch the light of Morn,
While o’er them pass the softly-moving feet
Of the low winds that, shod with breath of balm,
But faintly stir the pulse of blessed calm
Thy children love. And O thy oil and wine
As plenteous are as thy year’s full sunshine!

O gracious Queen! thy gifts thou givest free,
And giveth large as doth no other land.
No suppliant vain is Labor unto thee;
Thou holdest countless treasures in thy hand
To give to Toil, and e’er thy smiling face
Is full of promise, and thou makest place
For Plenty’s stores wherever Toil abides,
For daily on the never-failing tides

Of golden sunshine thou dost freely pour
The wealth of rich abundance for thy soil.

Earth groweth glad and Plenty laughs with life,
The buried seed awakes with quickened, throbbing life,
And all the mellow landscape feels the thrill
Of pregnant harvests on every vale and hill.

When the long, cloudless summer-time is o’er,
At the first coming of the Winter’s rain,
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How fair, O Queen of Lands! how bright and fair
Then art thou, and how gaily thou art drest
In robes of emerald which everywhere

Are gemmed with flowers, while upon the crest
Of thy round hills the poppies’ gold is seen,
Fit coronet for such a gracious queen;
And birds pour tides of song along thy way
And Winter dreams within the arms of May.

The future Queen of Freedom’s Empire thou,
And proud thy scepter over land and sea;
We see thy morrow’s dawning even now,
The glorious promise of thy Yet-to-be.
Within the ruts of dead and vanished years
Thy old Past lies, and now the Present hears
The onward march of Progress in thy gate,
And thou wilt keep thy trust inviolate.

VII. (1902.)

Strange, beauteous land, unlike all other lands,
Monarch of vastness, grandeur is thy dower;
Thy giant mountain peaks do upward tower,
Till Winter boldly on their summit stands
In frozen silence, while below him lies
A summer zone of tropic harvestries.

O Wonderland! The mighty “half-world sea”
Clasping the Orient and its isles afar,
Its white waves leaping as if they would unbar
In every land its hidden mystery,
Creep to thy shores and murmur but of peace,
As if they’d hush all strife and bid it cease.

The sun goes down upon thy sea’s broad breast,
And leaves thy loftiest mountains all aglow
With wond’rous light like Summer’s overflow;
Thy vernal valleys do in silence rest;
How vast, how vast and far they reach away,
As if they zoned at once both night and day.

O wond’rous land! Land of the Afternoon!
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The long, long ages they must tell thy story,
For here shall be unfolded Freedom’s glory;
For out of Nature’s vastness shall come soon
Great men, grand men, kindred with mountain height
And mighty plain, all sun-illumined and bright

As the unshadowed sky. No room is here
For moral weaklings, who ever do belie
All Nature’s grandeur, all her wise ministry.
Here, drinking in this sun-filled atmosphere,
The future yet may see the coming man
Fulfill the highest purpose of God’s plan.

VIII. (1904.)

O California! Land of golden light,
Sleeping beside the seas, wearing the white
Of Winter snows only upon the crests
Of lofty mountains reaching to the stars:
How sweet thy Summer dreams, how full of peace!

Thy sunset’s gold is bright and falleth still,
Like shining river over vale and hill;
The whisper of thy leaves is like a song,
Thy months glide brightly over flower-clad ways,
And Summer smiles through all thy length of days.

What other land can give us gifts like thine,
What other land unto the stars lifts high
Its mountain-walled, dome-carved Yosemite,
Whose Falls seem dropping from the sky’s blue deep,
With shining rainbows wrapped about their feet?

Thy cloudless skies! how bright their wond’rous blue!
Thy High Sierras, O how vast and grand!
A background for the world they seem to stand,
A rock-hewn firmament the gods might dare
To climb in silence to the upper air.

Cool breezes flow from out thine ocean tides
Which ripple o’er thy beaches’ shining sands.
And health and balm are in thy perfect air.
The rose of health is on thy garment’s hem,
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Time weaves for thee its sun-filled diadem;

Thy years of golden days are sweet as song,
December wears the blessed guise of June,
Laughs with the flowers and keeps his heart in tune
With the glad Maytime—the pathways of his feet
Are fragrance-paved by countless blossoms sweet.

Thy valleys are like empires vast and wide,
Where pine and palm do linger side by side,
Where through the year each month its harvest knows,
And the warm tide of sunshine ever flows.

Great wheat-fields ripple like a golden stream,
Thy vineyards with a wine-filled fruitage gleam,
Thy fruits and blossoms greet us everywhere,
And thousand birds with music fill the air.
Could Eden’s world have been more fair than thine,
More bright its days, more gold in their sunshine?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 1. Composition dated 1879.
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Semi-Tropic California
1885

The world is sweet and dewy-eyed and fair,
The whole Year, crowned with blossoms, sits within her gates;
December, rosy-lidded, breathes but perfumed air,
Orange and tropic palms the Old Year’s exit waits.
I wander out amid the flower-gemmed paths;
Bananas droop their branches, lilies swing
White perfumed censers, and in golden baths
Of flooding sunshine, like a scarlet flame,
The humming-bird is seen; gay roses fling
Their dewy petals to the wandering breeze,
And, with a flutter like the young heart’s beat,
The bright-winged birds upon the branches sing,
Till all the air is stirred to echoes sweet.
The bees pass humming by on drowsy wing,
And like wingéd flowers, or drifting gold, fair
White butterflies and golden ones sail on
Beneath the orange-laden boughs, and there
In the soft shadows crickets chirp; upon
The whiteness of the sweet alyssum’s bloom
Swings the gay beetle; in her cloth of gold
The Queen of Roses with her royal lips—
Which all the winter days have made not old—
Stoops to the purple of the honeyed lips
Of heliotrope; and at eventide
Eve’s dainty footsteps o’er the golden plain
Of the warm West, its sunset gates flung wide,
Sandaled with crimson and with scarlet flame,
Pass down; then turns the sunset gold to gray,
And purpling shadows slowly are unfurled,
And a soft hush through Nature steals its way,
Sound lieth soundless on the evening air,
And Night’s star-jeweled gates close round the world.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 4. Composition dated 1885.
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Our Summer Land
1895

A land of sunshine, where does grow the palm,
The orange ripens golden as its days,
The blossoms laugh along its shining ways,
And the whole year breathes blessedness and balm.
What of its mountains lifted to the skies?
Snow-crowned their summits and sun-kissed their sides,
From which outpour the many crystal tides,
Feeding the vales where Summer ever lies—

Bright Summer, knowing only blossoming,

And ripening fruits and harvests full and free,
And song of birds, and brooks’ sweet minstrelsy,
And where no clouds the lightest shadows fling.

Rose-sprinkled, sun-crowned, color-full and fair,
And emerald-footed, bathing everywhere
In balm and fragrance. Our winters gleam
With the warm sunshine, revel in the light
Of sapphire skies. Soft south winds blow;
The dun clouds gather, and then swiftly, lo!
Winter is here, such winter as we know—
Warm with the heart of Summer, no more athirst,
Baptized one day with rain, and through and through
Thrilling with waking life, waiting anew
For the glad sunshine from the sky to burst.
Roots stir, birds sing, and Earth’s laughing face
Swift gathers beauty, while the grasses spring,
Blossoms unfold, and butterflies find wing,

And Winter steals the charm of Summer’s grace.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 4. Composition dated 1895.

What of its Winter? Oh, “tis but a dream—
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Bride of the Sun
1897

O Love of mine! O gentle love of mine
Is this fair-bosomed land, with tender rose
In its soft cheek, and eyes most blue, as if—
Within them lay the light-filled Orient,
With breath that smells of musk and fragrant bay,
And all the scents of ever-flow’ring climes.
Upon thy hills blooms the wild lilac, and
The poppy’s gold lies like a sea, and all
The wild-flowers lift their lovely heads, each
Leaf a-smile with gladness, as if beneath
Were hid a happy soul that is beloved
Of Beauty. How thy grasses leap at the
Magic touch of rain, to garment with soft
Emerald thy bare, brown hills, that through the
Long Summer days have slumbered dreamlessly,
Cradled in loving sunshine. ‘The waving palm
Drops his thin shadows in the golden noon,
Like long, light scimitars upon the soft
Velvet of the sod. The calla Swings its
Censer, filled with its perfumed incense, sweet
As the fabled balm of blessed Gilead;
While the innocent-eyed violet peers

Face and smiles. But momently, ah! ever
Constantly, my heart turns with reverent
Love unto thy mountained heights, standing like

At the Sunset’s threshold, where the sea throws
Its great arm about the smiling shore.

O mountain world! Time pillows his head upon
Thy glorious crests, and old Eternity

Doth whisper of the Past, while kneeling in
Splendor are the lesser hills, worshiping

Thy vastness. O starry worlds! this voiceful

With wide-open lids into December’s

Kingly Titans at Dawn’s open door, and
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Choir of hills joins in the chant ye sing

To mountained majesty, whose foreheads grand
Bare themselves to storm, yet front the Sun in
Glory, and clap their hands unto the swift
Tempest, and it trembles amid their pines.
The centuries they tell like some fair nun
Her beads, and moveless stand, Sphinx-like, as when
Old Pan poured forth his tuneful notes to their
Unheeding ears. Glorious the valleys
Smiling in the Sun at their vast base, with
Sweet Summer in their hearts, holding the notes

Song, which steal the heart of Joy to make it
Fuller still of joyousness. O world of
Ours! how doth the Sun love thee, as thou dost
Lie baptized in holy calm and sunny
Gold. His bride art thou, and he will cherish
Thee till Earth sleeps breathless in the tomb of Time.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 5. Composition dated 1897.

Of mocking-bird and blessed robin’s



Collected Poems

61

Our Fair Southland
1893

Behold this Southland, ‘neath as perfect skies
As ever Sun shines on, or stars arise;
Laughing in beauty, redolent with bloom,

Where butterflies with fluttering wing drift on
The Sun’s warm tides, and the gay flowers don
Their brightest colors, pouring nectared sweet
O’er all the pathways of our wandering feet.
The hills grow golden with their yellow sheen
Of light, which ever the warm, ceaseless Sun
The swaying grasses; orange orchards stand
Like emerald seas, stretched out on every hand,
Filled with their yellow globes, like round moons spun
Of light, which ever the warm, ceaseless Sun
Feeds with his beams, and ever the low din
Of insect voice is heard, while spiders spin
Their webs of silver on the growing grass,
Where the light footsteps of the breezes pass,
Loitering as if they fain would steal
Some of Earth’s sweetness. Busy ants reveal
Their sand-built workshops, and the dead leaves fall—
In miracle of wond’rous color all—
On velvet sward, from trees that yet have learned
Not the sweet lesson of the Winter turned
‘To deathless Summer. Luminous days are set
Color-full like the fire opal, and yet
Filled full of balm is the Midwinter’s heart—
Days in which storms have never any part;
Days full of restfulness and Beauty’s soul,
And radiant gladness, as if their whole
Brooded of birth and miracles of growth,
And all the wide, sweet land were nothing loath
To drink its fill of sunshine and be steeped
In light, while the sweet passing hours up-heaped
Roses ‘round them, and all the birds’ souls woke,
Brimming with song, and from the silence broke

Its Winter fair as is a Summer’s noon;
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Till the whole air with melody was drowned,
And trees chimed in with many a whispering sound
From leaves innumerable. The still noons,
Golden with light, are full of happy dreams

Akin to summer’s brightest; running streams
Syllable in music the dreams they hold
Of ripening harvests gleaming in the gold
Of yellow wheat and corn and orange spheres
And amber wines; and, ever listening, hears
The passing hour the swift advancing tread
Of Ceres coming, by Pomona led.
The hum of bees December bends to hear,
Poured in soft murmurs to the waiting ear;
In greenest meadows the sleek cattle feed
‘Mid the lush grasses; note they not nor heed
Midwinter’s presence. No mad moods has he
Of storm or cold or elemental revelry;
Sandaled with blossoms, lo! he passes here,
Sun-crowned and fruitful, monarch of the year.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 5. Composition dated 1893.
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The Land We Love
1901

O Land of Sun! beneath this radiant blue
How fair thou liest! how thy mountains rise
As seeking heaven! Upon their summits high
An angel’s footsteps well might halt to rest,
While the bright world lying beneath his feet
In golden glory did his vision greet.
No cloud is in our heav’ns, the deep-blue skies
Seem infinite, and the great Sun doth march
From the far East unto the West’s wide door,
Like a proud monarch clad in robes of light,
And lo! his beams upon the Earth’s broad floor
Make Summer in this land forevermore.
She lies a-dream within our fruitful vales,
She nestles where our vineyards stretch afar,
Like wine the fragrance of Earth’s wond’rous bloom
Fills all her senses till she smiles with joy.
And when the rains come, O how swift the feet
Of the young grasses as they spring to greet
The glory of new growth! The vital air
Throbs with fresh gladness, while Summer steals
Like a young maiden to the Passing Year,
Till his old heart is gladdened by her smile,
And, age forgotten, like a king he stands,
Crowned with the flow’rs from her own tender hands.
October’s light is now within our skies,
October’s mellow ripeness floods the air;
The shimmering leaves are breeze-touched—pines and palms
Wave branches green, while gold-winged butterflies
Skim paths which birds have paved with happy song,
And naught reminds us Summer days are gone.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 6. Composition dated 1901.
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The Land of Sunshine
1896

Land of the Sun! of skies divinely blue;
Of Summer dreaming ’mid her flowers and dew;
Where all the months their rosary of days
Tell of the gold of Light’s unclouded rays.
The snow-clad mounts, the elder priests of Time,
Are now uplift in majesty sublime;
Mantled in white, their foreheads in the blue

Of shining skies, their base in sparkling dew
Soft bathed, while smiling Summer, blossom-crowned,
Sheds the sweet fullness of her fragrance ’round;
The orange bloom the valley’s only snow,
And perfume-laden all the winds that blow.
In valleys wrapped in grassy emerald sheen,
With laughing streams their flower-decked banks between,
We sit and dream, O heights! below thy crest,
While Summer soothes us to delighted rest.
Glad August comes with the full-ripened year,
The flooding sunshine fills the ambient air,
And Nature lies in sweet content so fair,
Nor dreams that Autumn’s steps are drawing near.
For Autumn is but Summer in disguise
In this fair clime where it is June alway
In its glad brightness, or the nursing May,
Whose hands are filled with flowers, whose skies
Have wond’rous deeps so warm and clear
That Growth walks ’neath them ever, and does see
Each month enriched by ripened harvestry;
Even when our so-called Winter cometh here.
Our Winter! Ah! how laugh its emerald vales,
How gleam its hills with golden poppies’ glow,
How fragrant are its orange blossoms’ snow,
How bright its roses bloom, nor ever pales
The fair white splendor of its lilies’ forms,
Whose perfect fragrance cheers us everywhere,
Nor dieth bird-song on its balmy air;
And when do come the Winter’s welcome storms,
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Beauty is born anew, the hillsides smile,
Life stoops to kiss the lips of all the flowers,
The pearls of raindrops through the happy hours
Shimmer upon the forest leaves, the while
The light winds breathe as if they were asleep;
The clouds hang tenderly above the land
As if they were a mother’s sheltering hand,
And would from harm the springing grasses keep.
The rain, it is a baptism of birth,
It ushers in Earth’s resurrection morn,
And golden sunsets with rich color warm,
And Summer’s life unto our waiting earth.
December walks the air-ways of the skies,
And counts his golden rosary of hours,
His glad amen is heard in Winter showers,
From out of which the new-born blossoms rise.
Glory of color and of growth are ours,
December as a king his robes of state
Puts on, jeweled with flowers, a fitting mate
For blooming June with all her golden hours.
For not a single leaf doth he cast off
That ever-gracious Summer smiling wore,
And richer are his countless gifts to us
Than all the Summer’s rich, unnumbered store.

Great light-robed land, all mountain-crowned and fair,
With thy grand heights uplifted to the Sun,
Where bird notes in melodious rivers run;

Land blossom-paved, whose softly pulsing air
Lies as ’twere anchored in delightful dream
On seas of sunlight, golden as the day
When Summer walks unclouded all the way

From dawn to starry dusk,
With fragrant smell of musk,
And orange scent within her shining hair,
And violet-odors smelling fresh and sweet
As the rose anklets bound above her feet.
Land glorious in beauty! Thy broad fields
Are orchard-nursing breasts, while vineyards wide
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Drowse in the daylight, with their purple tide

Draining the sunshine, which forever yields
Its ripening splendor till the soft warm Eve
Drops down upon the land, its starry eyes
Filling with tender light the far-off skies—

Eves when the song of bird
Is tremulously heard,
Falling within the starry silences,
In the dusk-gardens where the blossoms sweet
Baptize with fragrance ev’ry wanderer’s feet.
I love thy warm rich zone of cloudless light,
Thy purple mountains lifted to the skies,

Thy broad, rich fields of endless harvestries;
Thy countless song-birds, winging in their flight
The golden air and flooding it with song;
Thy blossom-nursing summers which do go
Flower-laden to the lap of Winter, so

A sweet June-laden dream,
Perfect in beauty, garmented in light,

While bird-song unto bird-song answereth.
And thy great Future! O it is to me
Like some enchanted vision that doth hold
My fancy captive; like some epic told

By bard divinest while we wonderingly
List to the marvels that he doth unfold,

And the air stirs delightfully, and thrills
With conscious gladness as each echo fills
Our list’ning fancy’s ear.
Oh, it is near, so near!
The wondrous Future of this land of ours,
And, empire-shod and promise-crowned, I see
No shadow darken its grand destiny.
Summer has scarce a month of sunny ways
To walk before the coming autumn days
Are with us here; yet still she smileth sweet,

Sun-kissed that “he doth seem

With blossoms breathing balm like Summer’s breath,
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And all the pathways for her dainty feet
Are blossom-strewn and fragrant as the dew
Dropped from the chalices of June, when new
The flowers awoke to make the whole world fair,
And perfume all the shining deeps of air.
But in this clime of ours fair Autumn’s face

Her in the wood and on the hillsides fair,
And hand in hand they wander everywhere;
Birds sing and blossoms smile, and breezes stir
As soft for him as e’er they did for her.
And they are wedded amid buds and bloom,
And Winter seems not to have reached the noon
Of joyous life; youth rests upon his brow,
His face is fair as that of Summer’s now;
Age touches not his form within this clime;

He walketh like a young man in his prime;

Decay shrinks from him and his way is rife
With perfect beauty and unfailing life.

This perfect day! I sit me down
And watch its light and watch the sky—
The vast, blue, cloudless vault on high,
Without a scar, without a frown,
I see the glory of the trees
On which the golden sunlight rests;
I see the shining mountain crests
And catch the whisper of the breeze.
And lo! The little opening flower

Each blossom lending earth the grace

Of wond’rous Beauty’s dower,
The waters flash beneath the sky,
Enwrapped in smiling silver sheen,
A mirror the green slopes between,
And bright-winged birds above them fly.
The tropic palms wave green and fair,

Is twin with Summer’s, and she lacks no grace
That sweet June wears, and even Winter’s feet
Walk Summer’s paths, and, wooing, he does meet

Smiles upward into Winter’s face,
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Dropping their shadows at our feet,
Earth dreams of silence where they meet,
And finds a quiet place for prayer.

Pours perfumed incense near and far,
It smiles like her at sun and star,
Filling with sweetness every bowl
Of opening lilies that we see,
Waking the happy birds to song
From every day’s resplendent Dawn
To Evening’s silent mystery.
O love! O love! We find it here,

Which He has formed so perfectly
Within this sun-filled atmosphere.
Here all our days are warm as love,
And, color bright, they smile and bless
With all their fadeless loveliness.

That makes them fair, that makes them bright
As those first days when Earth was young,
And earthly Time had just begun,
When all was good in God’s own sight?
Dear land of beauty, land so bright,
Wrong should not find a foothold here,
No sound of strife should smite the ear,
We should pave pathways for the Right.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 6. Composition dated 1896.

Our Winter, with bright Summer’s soul,

God’s love in every bush and tree

How can we doubt it is God’s love
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Out of Doors in Sunland
1902

I see the butterflies within the air,
And bees are buzzing in the sunlight, too,
And beauty lies about me everywhere,
From the bright earth unto the skies so blue.
There’s music, too, amid the whisp’ring leaves,
There’s glory on the crests of flow’r and tree,
And wond’rous are the robes October weaves,
And light her steps and full of ecstacy.
Like a glad maiden, lo! she wraps her round
With countless blossoms bright with Color’s sheen;
Th’ myriad grasses’ stir gives forth a sound
As the ‘soft breezes lightly creep between
Their many blades; ’tis but a whisper low,
Yet Nature hears and smileth at the voice,
There’s nothing still of all the things that grow,
And all things ’round me seem to cry, Rejoice!
How old, how old the little stone that lies,
So shapely round and smooth, beneath my feet;
Since first was spread above the bending skies
It has not failed the opening morn to greet.
The long, long years of Time the hills have known,
The water’s voice the ages all has thrilled,
And the glad chorus of the blossoms, too,
Since Time began has never once been stilled
In this sweet Summer-World where we abide,
Where on the hills the Morning lifts her wings,
Golden with light throughout the passing year,
And where in every tree the glad bird sings.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 8. Composition dated 1902.
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A Golden Sunset
1900

O ye grand mountains! pillars of the upper air,
Last eve I saw ye standing wondrously fair;
The glory of God’s touch was on ye, and His light
Transformed your highest crests until they all grew bright
As angel pathways, and I seemed to clearly see
The footprints they had left. Gold, and the witchery
Of Earth’s regal glory upon your topmost height
That wrapped your royal shoulders. Gleaming amethyst
Was on your shining foreheads, and the sky leaned down
To look into your faces, and to lay the crown
Of Earth’s regal glory upon your topmost height
Ere it should steal behind the curtain of the Night.

How glorious were ye when in the distant West
Night laid her first bright star upon the Evening’s breast.
Your purple robes flowed round ye, full and warm,
And on your crest Light smiled as never cloud or storm
Could darken them or make the glory ’round them pale.
O mounts! ye are my teachers, and ye never fail
In your divinest lessons. Grandeur and power
Breathe in their fullness ’round ye as ye tower,
Fronting the stars, and littleness is crucified as ye
Voice ever the omnipotence of Deity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 8. Composition dated 1900.
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A Royal Sunset
1900

The Sun kissed the Earth good-night as he stood
On the threshold of Eve afar in the West,
While his smile lit with glory the face of the sky
And one crimson cloud he wore as his vest.
The Earth gazing upward looked rosy and fair;
Her hoary old mounts uplift to the sky
Were transfigured with beauty and color and light,
As if, sandaled with brightness, th’ Lord had passed by!
The light breeze fell asleep in the cradle of Day,
Not a leaf was astir; the Earth was as still
As the great soul of Silence; the spirit of Calm
Had enfolded the whole world at its will.
Then Evening stole into the deeps of the blue,
Sowing the star-worlds wherever she trod,
And Nature looked up, and in them she saw
Th’ footprints of Creation’s omnipotent God.
The mighty hills are ’round us, mountains grand,
Mantled with glory. The soft air breathes on
Them, and opalescent lights cradle their craggy
Forms and clothe them tenderly with beauty.
The blue bursts into golden brightness, fair
As the Sun when he, enamored, breathes
His calm good-night, and ’round the old Earth weaves
The splendor of his beams, melting in glow
Of rosy colors, which, like a river’s flow,
Sweep on and onward till we only see
A world transfigured in the mystery
Of lights that glow and pale, then sink away,
Cradled in darkness with the dying Day.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 8. Composition dated 1900.
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Transfigured
1876

O mountain heights! but yesterday I saw you stand
Touched and transfigured by the setting Sun,
Reaching far up into the heavens, so grand
I deemed your crownéd heads must wear
The glory ot the upper spheres. Your feet
Were cloud-wrapped, and the curtained mists,
Fold over fold, like saintly garments shone,
While through them, like the gleam of amethysts,
The molten tide of glory surged and rolled.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 8. Composition dated 1876.
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California’s Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow
Bright the sunshine shone, its splendor
Touched the Summer earth and skies;
All the mountains stood resplendent—
Altars lit for sacrifice.
Flamed the treetops in their brightness,
And the rocks were touched with fire,

Climbed the round Sun high and higher.
Like an ocean stretched the valleys,
Reaching to the horizon’s rim,
Save where rose the grand Sierras,
Walling all their vastness in.
Here and there were ranch and cottage,
Bleating flocks and lowing herds,
Lonely shepherds in the silence,
Only cheered by song of birds.
And the Indian stood and worshiped
Where his altar fires did glow,
Saw his God within the sunrise,
Felt His breath in breezes’ flow.
Here he reared the Missions olden,
Planted olive tree and vine,
And his new-learned aves chanted
At the Mission’s sacred shrine.
Yet undreamed of was the glory
Of the gracious years to be,
All unborn the mighty Empire
That should stretch from mounts to sea.
Not till o’er this Land of Sunshine
Were the Stars and Stripes flung free,
Did our germ of Empire brighten
With the flower of Liberty.
Now the glory of the ages,

Is this mighty State now smiling
Where Sierra’s heights look down.
On the wide and gracious valleys,
Where our emerald orchards grow,

As upward through heaven’s cloudless pathway

Fairest gem in Freedom’s crown,
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And the fruit-crowned vineyards glisten
In the golden sunlight’s glow.
Here forever in the future
Shall the sons of Freedom turn,
Nursed by Nature’s grandeur, shall they
All the tyrant’s shackles spurn.
Here shall Freedom’s grandest triumphs
In the coming years be won,
Growing Empire’s steps shall hasten
Hither toward the westward sun.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 9.
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My Lady of the Angels
The days dawn beauteously and the sky
Bends cloudless above the fields of green;
The sun his golden lances flings between
The radiant blossoms, as passing by
The winds toy with them, lifting up their leaves,
And kissing their sweet faces: Nature grieves
For no rich benison that is not poured,
And all the mighty mountains, skyward leaning,

The eagle to their utmost height “has soared,
And turns his face where the full sunlight streaming
Bathes him in Light’s unhindered atmosphere,
And there, in the far ether, cool and clear,
He beats his wings against the silent blue,
Or dreams alone upon some craggy height
What fruits are there that do not glad our sight,
O land! sun-loved, thou lookest to the skies

With breath as fragrant as the lily’s own,
With voice as sweet as is the robin’s tone.
What beauty is there that ye do not know?
What blossoms are there that the sun hath kissed
In any land, however fair and bright,
That ye amid your wealth of bloom hath missed?
What fruits are there that do not glad our sight,
That tropic lands have nursed to ripeness rare,
But we may pluck from out our gardens fair?
O land! fair land! My Lady
Comes down your hills of green,
And weareth on her shoulders

The sunlight’s golden sheen;
And on her warm, sweet forehead

She wears a shining wreath
Of woven buds and blossoms,
But, O her face beneath
Is fairer than the lily,
Is rosier than the rose,

Thrust their long, peak-like fingers “mid the stars,
And lift their heads above Earth’s cloudy bars;

With eyes as clear as in the planet’s glow,
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No tinted daffodilly
Such beauty can disclose!
My Lady wears a sunny smile,
So sweet it is, I ween,
June never showed a fairer face
In eastern lands of green.
And when December cometh
She trips as gaily down
As in the bright May mornings,
And wears as dainty gown,
All sprinkled o’er with blossoms,
And still her shining hair
Is golden as the sunbeams,
And still her cheeks are fair.
O Lady! Lady royal!
The Sun himself doth woo
You with his lavish kisses,
Beneath his tent of blue.
And dainty are your garments

Of orange petals white,
And daintily your slippered feet
Peep outward to the light;
My Lady wears a lovely veil
About her shoulders fair,
And golden sunbeams pale beside
The splendor of her hair,
And never any earthly bride
Was ever half so fair.
Mantled with gold and robed in light,”.
Serene and calm, behold she stands,
The glory of these southern lands,
With eyes of blue and forehead white
With the sweet snows of orange bloom;
Twisted within her sunny hair
Are thousand buds and roses rare,
And ’round her brightness and perfume.
Her mountains lift their crests of snow
Above her Summer vales that lie
In tranquil dream beneath the sky,



Collected Poems

77

And perfume-laden winds do blow,
Soft-footed creep they ’mid the flowers,
And drink December’s golden wine
Of blessed warmth and pure sunshine,
And croon unto his cradled hours.
The Sun her lover, and he folds
His mantle ’round her when the year
Is elsewhere chilling, bleak and drear,
And then with tender clasp he holds
Her jeweled hand, whose fingers gleam
With diamonds of dewy light,
And on her breast, clear, sparkling, bright,
Her Kohinoor of lakes is seen.
When Winter takes his icy throne
Upon her lofty mountain crests,
Still Summer in her valleys rests;
Gay bees among her blossoms drone,
And silver-footed raindrops fall,
And set their busy looms astir,
And splendid garments weave for her
Of rose and emerald, and all
The blossoms do like jewels lie
Amid her robes of green, and burn
The poppies’ splendor as we turn
Our eyes hillward; beneath the sky
Those “blossom-beacons” we may see,
As if the rains had spilled the gold
Which the long, shining year doth hold,
Flooding with glory hill and lea.
Her city, lies beneath the face
Of the grand mountains. Here we see
Strong, great-browed Progress, ceaselessly
Work for the future, and in place
Of that dead Past that lay asleep,
And, dreaming, never seemed to thrill
With high endeavors, but lay still
In the old ruts where centuries keep

Their stagnant years, we see uprise
A city fair as any one
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That lies beneath the gracious Sun;
And here, crowned by her cloudless skies,
’Neath her warm Ocean’s flowing tides,
Whose soft waves fringe her garment’s hem,
While mountains weave her diadem,
In growing beauty she abides.
I see a city smiling in the Sun,
’Tis one of valleys and of emerald hills,
And rolling river that its green banks fills,
And mountain peaks that pierce the upper air.
I see a city smiling in the Sun,
Where tropic palms lift up their emerald crests,
And orange orchards on the glad plains rest,
Where rarely shadows of the storm-clouds come.
Afar the Sea its sapphire length uncurls,
And island mountains watch above its blue,
And songful birds the clear air winging through,
Till Night drops down with all its starry worlds.
I smell the fragrance of the orange flowers,
The odor of ten thousand budding sweets,
And, lo! my listening ears the bee’s hum greets
No less in Winter than in Summer hours.
I throw my windows wide to catch the Sun,
Whose soft, warm kisses press December’s lips;
While crowding lilies through his finger tips,
He wakes the blooming roses one by one.
The nestling pinks and pansies ope their eyes,
And yellow-belled abutilons swing wide
In airy dances, as if they were beside
Themselves with gladness under such fair skies.
The highest tree-tops are alive with song,
The mocking-bird has every note attune,
He scarcely for the robin leaveth room
While telling all his gladness to the Morn.
And soft airs lull me in the lap of Night,
And gentle breezes bring me balm and sleep—
In restful slumber all my senses steep,
Till on the hill-tops wakes the morning light.
Her smiling face she turns toward the sea
That gleams across the broad, sweet land bordering
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Her garment’s hem, vine-clad and orchard-crowned,
Upon whose breast the grasses stir when
Kissed to billowy waves of verdure;
And butterflies, poised on light wings, seek the
Wild-flower’s heart, and sip the honeyed sweets
From cups of blossoms with satin-tissued
Leaves, and colors more than rainbow.
The land
Runs down to meet the sea, as if to say,
“I love thee, let me rest beside thee, pillowed

On sunshine and kissed by soft, white lips of
Laughing waves that cling with shining ripples
To my shores.”
Behind her purple-shouldered
Mountains rise with snow-crowned foreheads, fronting
Her smiling vales like monarch Titans; their
Eyelids’ fringe the lofty pines; their throbbing
Pulse, the cañoned streams outflowing from their
Mighty heart of rock; their frown, the awful
Precipice; their garments, the sun-lit haze
Transfiguring them in beauty; their smile,
The sunrise and the sunset glory which
Warms the valley with reflected glow,
Upon whose breast eternal Summer sleeps,
Rich in her tropical charms.
The winds touch her
But lightly, breathing in perfumed whispers,
And scarce a day but she is sun-kissed and
Flower-crowned. For jewels wears she daintily,
The lily white and creamy roses and
Royal fuchsias. Flames the poinsettia
‘Mid her tropic tresses. Geraniums
Climb like vines and wrap her in their beauty,
And countless orange groves breathe fragrance, their bloom hanging like
Perfumed clouds between her and the sky. Her
Red wines run like the warm blood of youth through
Her veined vineyards, and her oranges, like
Golden apples of Hesperides, swing
On her emerald boughs. Like the far isles



Eliza Ann Otis

80

Of spice that smile upon the tropic seas,
Or emeralds bright in glowing sunshine set,
’Mid tropic green smiles fair Los Angeles.
And bright-winged birds love all her sunny air.
Afar the story of her sunshine’s wealth
Is told, and the sweet calm that fills her
Summer’s noon, and her Winter’s balmy breath
Is sought for healing.
The world turns to her,
Jewel of the West, and diademed queen
Of sunset. We hear the rustle of her
Garments’ folds, and the light stir of her flower-
Sandaled feet, as turns she with her voice of
Welcome. Her touch is soft as velvet, and
Her hand is warm and tender as a
Mother’s hand, and like a lover woos she
All who come to sun them in her brightness.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 9.
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The Home of the Fiesta
1896

Upon these sunset shores shall Freedom place
Her crown of Empire; here shall arise the
Cities of the future, resplendent with
The liberty which maketh great. The love
Of Freedom shall be strong as the ramparts
Of these eternal hills, whose heads, pillowed
Upon the world-old firmament, for aye
Defy the earthquake and the thunderbolt,
And tell the patient stars the story of
Their centuries of life. Passed hence the

Sun-browned children of the soil whom Nature
Had so fondly nursed and fed, that here beneath
These skies the later offspring of progressive
Time should build his fairest citadels, and
Science light his torch, and poets sing, and
Modern Raphaels find divinest power,
And statesmen shape the laws for human good.
And here we resurrect those golden days
That pleasure loved and noble manhood sought,
And our Fiestas crown with glory like
The Olympiads of old, and men shall come
From the fair sunrise to our sunset shores
To share the Carnival’s gladness and delight,
The marvels of our clime, our bright golden
April days, upon whose breast Summer lies
Sleeping, crowned with fruits and flowers,
And golden suns shine fair in cloudless skies,
And birds sing in the golden dawns and eves,
And all that’s grand and beautiful in life
Beckons to us and bids us be both glad
And great, greater than old Hellas, and
More wise and perfect in all things that pertain

O glorious Empire of the Golden
West! Time itself shall slumber in decay,
And the wide and billowy ocean cease

To Manhood and Beauty’s grace.
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To surge, and the transcendent mountains fall
Prone on the sunlit valley’s breast before
Shall perish here the love of all that tells
For Freedom, for beauty and perfection,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 11. Composition dated 1896.
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Angelena
1896

She sitteth at her mountain’s feet—
Her mounts with crests amid the stars,
Uplift above Earth’s misty bars,
Yet anchored in her valleys sweet.
And lo! she lifteth up her eyes—
Large-lidded, gracious eyes are they—
And looketh toward her ocean way,
Her ocean vast as are her skies,
And through the future’s open gate
She looks afar and tiptoe stands,
Her flowing skirts clasped by her hands,
And sees approaching Empire wait.
And then she moves across her plains;
Her trailing robes are very fair,

Broidered with blossoms everywhere,
By fingers of her winter rains.
And sweet the rose-hue of her mouth,
And bright the splendor of her hair,
As suns were in its meshes fair—
The bright suns of her golden south—
The suns she loves, for nestle warm,
Their golden beams within her breast,
And peace and calm find there full rest,
Nor broodeth fear of cloud or storm.

And as she walks men follow near,

And follow her with loving gaze,
And ever still about her ways
Do fair and happy homes appear.
A girdle of such homes she wears;
The morning weaves them robes of light,
Weaves them in red and gold and white,
And all the colors Nature dares.
From mounts to sea they stretch adown,
In every one home-voices swell,
And little children come to dwell,
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And farther onward grows the town.
And then her gracious hands she spreads—
Her loving hands, so warm and white,
Jeweled with days of golden light—
Above her many children’s heads.
And one hand’s rosy finger tips
She lays upon her Mountain’s side,

And one on Ocean’s silver tide,
And then the whisper from her lips:
“O waiting Empire! fair with hope,
Let here thy halting footsteps stay
In my wide valleys which do lay
Between my sea and mountains’ slope.
“You cannot dream how fair these vales,
How rich with harvests manifold,
Where never doth the year grow old,
And where its beauty never pales.
“Through all the year my birds do sing,
Through all the year my suns do shine,
Ripen my fruits and flows my wine,
And Summer never taketh wing.
“And Freedom’s soul is on. my heights,
And in my aisles of pine and palm,
Where broodeth ever Nature’s calm,
And gleaming world-cathedral lights.”
Then Empire smiled and stepped within
Her bloom-lined valleys; seas of gold
And seas of harvest round her rolled;
It seemed an Eden without sin.
And there beside her templed shrines,
Star-lighted and star-crowned she stood,
In perfectness of womanhood,
And Empire halted on her lines.
And here beneath her orange trees,
Beneath her lightly-swaying palms,
Within her noon of golden calms,
Between her mountains and her seas,
Shall Empire stay, and she shall see
Glad Freedom ply her loom anew,
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And golden threads draw through and through
The warp of human destiny.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 11. Composition dated 1896.
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On a Hollywood Hilltop
1904

The far horizon’s glowing line I see,
Shining above the placid ocean’s deep,
Where the light waves come creeping, half asleep;
The winds are hushed, scarce stirs the leaf-clad tree,
The great wide plains, outstretched before mine eyes,
Tree-dotted, fair, with sleeping hills around,
With the bright glory of the sunlight crowned;
Above, the cloudless glory of the skies.
The slumb’ring grasses in their dark earth-bed
Are dreaming softly; soon will they awake,
And with their emerald glory they will make
A magic carpet for our feet to tread.
The rain and sunlight! Cunning fairies they,
And busy weavers of the beautiful;
We only wait the rains to give us full
Rich patterns, growing day by day
To perfect loveliness; the hills will breathe
Of freshness when the glorious raindrops fall,
The lovely flowers will answer to their call,
And in the loom of Silence they will weave
Such glory round us when the shining sun
Follows the rain and wakes the sleeping earth,
And million grassy blades are given birth,
Making Earth fair as when Time first begun.
We wait the rains that bring earth growth and life,
Then come with me and look from this far height.
When comes the rain the poppies will unfold
And scatter round us all their wealth of gold,
The bannered trees will wave before our sight,
Rain-washed and fair, their many shining leaves
Clapping their hands in gladness when the breeze
Comes hand in hand with sunshine to the trees,
While Growth sits by, and silently she weaves
Grass, bud and blossom into perfect form.
No sound, no noise, yet still forever spring
The grass and vine and every growing thing,
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Up, up, still up, the offspring of the Storm.
This land we love, with mountain heights and vales
That lie outstretched as if God had unrolled
The mighty distances, smoothed fold on fold,
And left the mountain heights to guard the dales,
Is fair indeed beneath the shining skies;
But when the rains do harvest-laden come,
And Growth her tireless labor has begun,
It wears the beauty of a paradise.
We love it then, we love it even now,
With its soft airs, its calm, its golden days,
Its fragrant nights, silvered with bright moon-rays,
As if God’s hand rested upon their brow.

The clouds are hanging dark within the sky,
‘rhe winds are cradled in their silent sleep;
From out these clouds will not the Storm-God creep
And ope their fountains as he passes by?
Our Father, send us rain and make the earth
Glad with Thy bounteous blessing in its fall,
And full Te Deums shall rise from all
As we behold fresh Growth’s rejoicing birth.
Sound the loud paeans of praise, thanksgiving and joy,
The—has come and the rain pours down from the
In plenteous fullness; the clouds, like God’s mantle, do over us lie,
And each leaf-tongued thing upon hillside and plain
Shall join with our hearts in a thankful refrain
For God’s blessing, bestowed in the bounteous rain.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 12. Composition dated 1904.
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Los Angeles to Chicago
1886

We stretch our hands across the seas
Of waving grass and springing flowers,
O city grand beside the lake,
And greeting send from sunny bowers.
We waft you breath of orange bloom,
We send you fruits of ruddy gold,
And wines that sparkle in the light
Of the warm sunshine that they hold.
Here, where the trellised roses climb,
And press their lips on Winter’s cheek,
And days pass like a dream away,
In fragrant morns and evenings sweet,
We turn to greet you, and we send,
In orange bloom and orange gold,
Such story of our sunny clime
As any words could not have told.
In them our golden sunshine caged
Gleams through the yellow of their cheeks;
Of tender warmth and breezes mild
The fair, white, fragrant blossom speaks.
Our tempting wines their story tell
Of lands as fair as those of France
Or cloudless Italy, in whose fields
The gay and merry peasants dance.
The land is fair, its gates are wide,
And California beckoning stands
To those of winter-frozen climes,
With Summer’s warmth in both her hands.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 13. Composition dated 1886.
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California at St. Louis
1887

[The following impromptu lines, read by Mrs. Otis at the press banquet given
in Armory Hall, St. Louis, on the evening of Sept. 28, 1887, during the
National Encampment of the Grand Army of the Republic in that city, were
written by her after arriving at the hall and before the banquet began:]

Our California, azure-eyed and fair,
With golden sunbeams for her crown of hair;
Her blood the rich, warm wines that crimson all her breast,
Her breath the orange perfumes ‘neath her hillsides pres’t;
Land of the Sun, by western gates ajar,
Set with the jewel of the evening star;
With broad, fair acres, whose great harvests stand
Waiting each month the busy reaper’s hand;
Land of broad valleys, on whose shores shall stay
The march of Empire on its westward way:
From her great heart, sun-warmed unto its core,
She sends you greeting, and her bounteous store
Holds she in keeping for the Nation’s sons;
For those storm-weary, and for him who comes
Searching for health, her hand, outstretched and free,
Holds every good; and all her pulses be
Loyal and true.
O great Grand Army! who
Saved for her sons and for the whole land, too,
The Flag of Freedom, all its stars still there,
Within the azure of its fields so fair:
She sends you greeting, every pulse astir
With feeling while clasping hands with her
Who gave us Blair and Lyon, whose great soul
Passed on for Freedom. One of that great whole—
The matchless Union—she her greeting sends;
Proud of your deeds, rejoicing in the might
Of the Grand Army, greeteth she tonight
You one and all, a bannered host of braves,
Loyal to right, who saved for Freedom’s own
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The Flag we love. Mightier than king or throne
Ye who brought peace and freed the land from slaves.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 13. Composition dated 1887.
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Fair Westlake
1898

I look from out my window and I see
‘The dimpled lake reflecting sky and tree;
A world of beauty lying in the sun,
And all the brightness that the day hath won.
How cool the shadows that about it teem;
Its placid waters lying in a dream
Of happy stillness, while th’ encircling steeps
Are mirrored brightly in its azure deeps.

A dimple on the face of Nature, where
She sleeps serenely, or gleaming like a gem
Set there within th’ glorious diadem
She wears so proudly, with such wondrous grace,
Above the splendor of her smiling face.
The lovely park is garmented and green
With robes of tender grasses, while between
Their emerald folds the odorous blossoms peep,
Smiling in color from each lovely steep,
Guarded by bended trees with leaf-clad arms
That fold the Summer in such windless calms.
She never wakes to turbulence and storm,
But breathes serene and smiling with her warm
And tender hand like a soft rose-leaf to her face
Lifted, as if to keep within their place

Her golden locks of sunbeams which do fall
In warm and shining fullness over all,
Her mountain shoulders and her far, wide sea,
And the broad beauty of each smiling lea.
I love to sit within the park and look
At Nature’s face, as ’twere some open book
That God had writ, such wonders I do find
Of charm and beauty where the broad paths wind.
Dropping sometimes unto the water’s brink,
Where skies lie mirrored, as if there the link
’Twixt heaven and earth were hidden, and the door
Were just ajar through which we reach the floor

“This placid lake, it lieth still and fair,
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Where angels tread, and then they onward go
Where palms and flowers and emerald grasses grow,
And hills slope downward, rioting in bloom,
And all the air is drowned in rich perfume.
O life is sweet, while musing here we sit
And winged with light the passing hours do flit,
And lovely blossoms smile into our eyes,
And overhead are bending cloudless skies.
The leaves, breeze-touched, do clap their many hands,
The crystal streamlets shine like silver wands
As they flow lakeward, rushing, leaping down,
Sparkling and bright and wearing ne’er a frown.
Lilies are moored upon each shadowed pool,
And there dim lights are falling, sweet and cool,
Upon the waters, which do seem to lie
Hushed and a-dream beneath the cloudless sky.
Great beds of flowers, like happy souls at rest,
Lie charmed and still upon the green slope’s breast,
And palms wave brightly in the shining air,
And peppers rise like grand domes green and fair.
The eucalypti thrust into the blue
Their tall, straight shafts, pierced by the sunshine through;
Bananas wave their fronded plumes in air,
And like wingéd jewels floating everywhere
The many butterflies, with noiseless flight,
Sweep through the air, while song-birds meet our sight,
And all the year seems like a day in June,
Earth, sky and water in unbroken tune.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 13. Composition dated 1898.
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In Westlake Park
1901

O days of joy! I sit and view
The sunlight fall like rain
From the deep heavens above so blue—
So old and yet forever new—
Upon the fair green plain.
The lake before me lies outspread,
All dimpled o’er with light,
The leaf-clad trees above my head,
As to the living sunshine wed,
Turn golden to my sight.

And happy song-birds fill the air,
Or twitter ’mid the trees,
And blossoms open everywhere,
And fragrance steals around them there,
Soft-footed as the breeze.
Within the sky one faint white cloud
Like angel’s wings I see;
About it teeming fancies crowd,
While winds are hushed nor breathe aloud
Their message unto me.
Before me lovely palm-trees rise,
And eucalypti tall,
As beck’ning to the bending skies,
Like silent high priests in disguise,
They tower high o’er all.
Beside the tropic palm the pine
Stands dreaming in the sun,
And sombre cedars fall in line,
And cacti girdled with sunshine

Stand motionless and dumb.
The tender grasses never die,
The roses ever bloom,
The spotless lily’s golden eye
Turns upward to the smiling sky,
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While all the earth makes room
For countless blossoms to unfold,

And on the park’s wide breast,
Bathed in the nursing sunlight’s gold,
Our world of Nature, never old,
In fadeless youth does rest.
The soul of song is hidden here,
I feel it in the streams
That pour their shining waters clear
Into the lake, and fill my ear
Like lullaby of dreams.
I hear it in the sighing trees,
As million-leaved they stir
At the soft whispers of the breeze,
Which finds a voice in all of these—
Each leaf-tongued worshiper.
And Care slips by as here I dream,
And Joy’s own face I see,
Visions of Hope steal in between
Each shadow like a glad sunbeam,
And weary doubts do flee.
The trees, the great high priests of Nature, stand
About me here on every hand,
Their swaying leaves drop rain of shadows down,
While on their crests the sunshine as a crown
Rests gloriously; the flowers look up
Like angel faces, while the lake’s full cup

Of crystal waters, like another sky,
Holds floods of sunshine; the light waves drift by,
Kissed by the breeze and moving silently,
Like things of life, as if sweet Joy a-dream

Lay floating drowsily upon the stream.
The hills rise round us here, home-crowned and fair.
And mountains are behind them everywhere,
Seeking the skies; how far they upward lift
Their sunlit crests! the clouds below them drift
When storms arise, as if the Storm-King there
Unfurled his banners. But sometimes the air
Burns in the golden sunset; then we see
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Transfigured mountains, all gloriously
Aflame with light, like piles of amethyst,
All sun-encircled and by Color kissed
Into new glory; then they upward rise
Like flaming altars to the bending skies,
And this fair park lies like a threshold grand
Of some wide-open door to Fairyland.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 14. Composition dated 1901.
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Elysian Park
1901

Fair lies thy lovely face beneath the sky,
Kissed by the golden sunbeams and by dew,
And by the breezes as they wander by,
Light-footed, all thy winding pathways through.
Thy hills rise upward, emerald-clad and fair,
Green forests drop cool shadows on their sides,
Bright blossoms toss their fragrance everywhere,
And rippling bird-song on each zephyr glides.
The gracious Day looks smiling from thy heights,
Noon decks herself with brightness on thy breast,
And Eve comes softly with the starry nights,
As in thy tree-girt chambers to find rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 15. Composition dated 1901.
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Catalina
1895

O Summer Isle! asleep upon the blue
Of Ocean’s breast, the clear and dimpled seas
Creep softly to thy silver sands, pressing
Them as lightly as a young babe’s lips its
Mother’s cheek. Thy rounded hills, grass-clad and
Color-flecked, are eloquent of beauty;
Veined with fair valleys and many cañons,
Emerald-lipped, where tiny rills sing
Ceaselessly, and glad birds carol to the
Morn, and ever the gay butterfly does
Traverse, winged with beauty, paths of shining
Sunbeams. Summer fills all thy full year of
Golden dawns and dewy eves, and twinkling
Stars lean, tender-eyed, above thee from thy
Clear deeps of skies. The oak and sombre
Pine clasp hand with tropic palm;
The banyan tree thrusts out its thousand arms,
Catches the nursing sunlight for its million
Leaves, and with its many limbs makes its own
Forest—a dense, wooded deep, which shadows!
Haunt forever. The oak, child of the gray
Old centuries, spreads its cool emerald

On all thy hills. Thy gray sea-walls, rock-ribbed,
Front the eternal seas, with here and there
Bright wild-flowers, like a smile upon their
Stony lips. Facing the harbor’s blue sits
Avalon, rose-lipped and lily-crowned, and
Full-breath’d with fragrance. The winds lie hushed and
Sleeping in the sheltering arms of her
Fair hills, dreaming of summer calm and rest.
Like things of life, the light skiffs sail thy seas,
Companioned by the sunbeams, swiftly gliding,
As o’er smooth, liquid sapphire floors,
The dimpling waters laughing at their sides,
And murmurous music breathing in our ears.
O Summer Isle! bride of the Sun art thou,
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And jewel of the seas. We love thee well,
For thou art Beauty’s soul and Summer’s heart.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 15. Composition dated 1895.



Collected Poems

99

Under the Oaks
(Berkeley, 1894.)

The oaks are here above me, century
Old, yet not hoary, but, gnarled and strong, their
Giant arms knotted and vigorous, stout
To do battle with the tempest, and to
Beat the winds like playthings, catching them ’mid
Their boughs, which leap with them into mid-air,
Then, as the winds pass on, send with them a
Swirling host of leaves, flying like mad furies
Where the tempest leads. But today the winds
Breathe softly, scarce stirring the drowsy foliage;
The sky is one vast, shining sapphire, with
The Sun set in its heart. The Earth is like
A tesselated floor, flecked with sunshine
And thick with shadows. The brook flows silver-tongued,
Low-voiced and musical beside me,
Gurgling like happy infancy. And here
The gay dandelion curtsies to me,
Bright as of old, when I, a little child,
Dreamed it a golden star dropped amid
The meadow grasses. The daisies nod their
Heads as if in playfulness. The tall and
Sombre pines stand like cathedral spires, or
Titan fingers pointing to the blue, the
Sun touching their tops with glory. The
Butterflies wing swiftly by me in their
Soundless flight, a bit of color gladdening
The air. The happy flies flit in and out
From shadow into sunshine. The
Striped caterpillar crawls lazy in the sun;
Birds make gayest twittering, and Nature
Smiles while all things voice her gladness. A blush
Is on her cheek, and she is donning now
Her robes of emerald. The hills are drawing
Mantles of bright green about their shoulders,
Pinning them with gay blossoms such as the
Bee loves; and the merry sunbeams dance about,
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And kiss in very wantonness, and the
Coy breezes whisper soft words like lovers.
I wonder if all this stirs the old oaks’
Hearts, and sets them to throbbing while dreaming
Of their youth, so long vanished. Do they

With undiscovered lips pour out their hearts
Into the ready ears of brook and leaf,
Of blossom, sky and star? O giant Sphinxes
Of the Forest! ye are eloquent in
Silence, dumb but to human ears, ye grand
And ever-voiceful orators of Time!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 15.
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Santa Barbara at Sunset
1876

On rocky hillside, resting in the sun
We sat and gazed.
Blue skies were bending overhead,
And such a picture at our feet was spread;
The valley lying like a sunbeam’s smile,
Afar, like bulwarks of a world, a pile
Of ragged mountains. Sunbeams darted down
And kissed them, and though old as Time, and brown,
They blushed a rosy red from foot to crown,
Then stole in lovely hues of violet
And amber shades, and purple shadows wet
With the kisses of white mists creeping
Across the channel in a veil of mist,
Changing now to opal, now to amethyst,
Rose the far heights of Anacapa’s isle,
And Santa Cruz, where Mount Diablo’s crest
Scorns Nature’s smiles and Nature’s wild unrest.
Beside the sea she sits with calm, fair skies,
With emerald robes, flower-jeweled in their folds
Of dewy grasses, with her radiant eyes
Turned to the South, where shining seas expand
And island mountains front the shoreward land.
Rising like mighty Titans from the deep,
Their garments’ hem the lightly curling crests
Of laughing billows, which in murmurs creep
And lie in ripples where in beauty rests
The tinted seashell, in which the murmur low—

Sounds on in pauseless, unremittent flow.
The breath of orange floats adown her vales,
And roses pour their incense to her air,
And flowery perfume fills her lightest breeze,

As ’twere some wordless story of the great Sea’s heart—
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And bee and bird are singing everywhere
Through all the year beside her Summer seas.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 16. Composition dated 1876.
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Santa Barbara Then and Now
1887

Long years ago, warm nestled in the arms
Of hills encircling, and lying calm
And still within the lap of sunshine,
Wearing jewels fair of wild sweet blossoms,
And the dewdrops hid in lilting grasses,
With fragrant breath of lily and of rose
Filling the air with perfume, and the voice
Of birds pouring melodious song o’er
The bright length of valleys and in the tree-
Tipped cañons, where leaping waterfalls joined
In harmonious symphony with blue
Bright skies above her like a sapphire dome,
Lay dreaming Santa Barbara. Beneath rita.
Her red-tiled roof dwelt the señora and
Dark-browed Spanish don, and señoritas
With their midnight eyes shining like starry
Dusk. The fiery bronco sped across the
Plain, bearing his rider with sombrero
Crowned, with the heavy spur upon his booted
Heel, with which he woke the untamed fury
Of his steed, until he flashed like lightning
Down his way, yet answered ever the steady
Hand upon his bridle-rein.

The great world
Then was far away. Its noisy traffic,
Its tumultuous life, its giddy whirl
Of pleasure, and its cruel avarice
Stirred not this quiet land. Here, ’neath these oaks
That for long centuries the Sun had nursed
And the light breezes kissed, might Rip Van
Winkle in his dreamless slumber slept, and
Waked and found no change. Above him, white and
Still, might have watched the Mission walls, and their
Evening chimes have been his soothing lullaby.
The growing vines mayhap their interlacing
Tendrils would have woven into a roof
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Above him, and the squirrel reared his
Little mound, a soft, fresh earth-pillow for
His head. But noise of builder’s hammer would
Have disturbed him not, nor any human
Hand of Change. The skies would shine above him
Sunlighted through the day, starlit by night,
While still he breathed unconscious perfume.
The walled adobes, gray and old, were built
For the centuries, and the glad Children
Of the Sun who dwelt within them were full
Of sweet content. The noisy wheel of
Progress rumbled not for them. To sit
Within the sunshine’s golden flood, and bathe
Themselves in its warm splendor; to watch the
Hills with changing glory crowned, and see afar
Their grazing herds, or in the warm-browed noon
To steal in wide veranda’s shade the cool
Siesta, or watch at times the cock-fight in the plaza’s space, or fling the sure
Riata when manly sports were rife, and
Then to worship at some holy shrine
Within the Mission’s walls, and traffic once
A year or so with the merchant ships touching
These shores—this was enough for them. This wealth
Of sunshine and this fragrant air, these lordly
Acres, all unpressed by foot of alien
Interloper, was all they cared for, while
Marching Empire halted at their gates, nor
Sought for entrance.

But the years since then have
Brought swift changes, and Santa Barbara
Lies today like a rich jewel in the sun. The
Hand of Change has polished her and set her
In the golden rim of Progress. Fair falls
Her sunlight as in olden days; green are
Her hills as when by Spaniard trod; as full
Of perfume all her flower-strewn ways;

Richer her fruits that ripen in the sun;
Fairer the homes among her gardens set.
The world has touched her, o’er her threshold passed,
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Life thrills through all her veins, and hand in hand

Grow on her breast like flowers.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 16. Composition dated 1887.

She’ll walk with Change, while happy homes
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Santa Barbara
Sunset Musings. (1884.)
I see a city by the sea, and on
Its mountained forehead’s front is falling the
Crimson gleam of sunset light, as ‘twere a
Spirit’s wing just touching it in passing.
The valleys green rest at the hillside’s feet,
And the sweet soul of Fragrance multiplied
Hides in their thousand flowers. The sea holds
Up its mirror to the sun, and the stars.
Nestle in its deeps unruffled, rimmed round
With curving shores, while on its channeled breast
Do fairest islands sleep, whose lofty peaks
Curtain the farther seas from curious
Vision, and when the day is done they flame
Like altar-fires lit by the sun departing.
How soft the breezes whisper to the seas!
How sweet their breath upon the quiet land!
In lightest dalliance toy they with the
Leaves, then kiss them into silence as they
Pass, breathing a balmy lullaby. The
Olive shimmers in the fading light, and
The gold-sphered orange hangs upon its boughs
A miracle of sweetness. As if the
Trailing robes, all perfume-laden, of some
Fair goddess swept through her garden ways, her
Roses drown the air in fragrance, and her
Myriad flowery forms answer the
Far stars in number. Summer sits dreaming
In her warm Winter’s noon, while Winter comes
Disguised in June-like brightness. Fair Santa
Barbara, Nature doth wear thee on her
Breast, of all her jewels manifold the
Fairest and most priceless.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 17.
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Under a Pacific Sky
1877

I lay beneath a sapphire sky
Through which great golden sunbeams fly,
Through which sweet birds with downy wing
Make paths of song and warbling;
Through which the zephyrs dance and kiss
Me into dreamy drowsiness;
And Fragrance steals, and from her wings
A world of perfumed sweetness flings;
And all along the shining beach
The foam-fringed waves their circles reach.
Far off the cloud-like islands lie,
Wrapped in the blue of sea and sky.

And shining through the golden gleam,
Before me sun-kissed hillsides beam.
Behind them, reaching to the sky,
Great purple heights of mountains lie,
And smiling in the golden rain
Of summer sunshine, rests the plain;
And all along the valley’s calm
Stretch eucalypti, oak and palm.
And fair, the emerald hills between,
Lo! Santa Barbara sits a queen.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 17. Composition dated 1877.
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Castle Rock
In the warm splendor of the South,
Where golden Summer suns are hung,

Beside which mountain isles are strung;
Resting upon the broad blue deep,
Like rubies in the sunset glow,
Or gates of amethyst hung low
’Twixt Ocean and the horizon’s sweep—
Rises upon the curving shore,
Above the beach’s yellow sands,
Old Castle Rock. The billows roar,
Or touch its feet with silvery wands
Of rippling waves; the sea-birds spread
White wings within the tranquil blue
Where the year’s sunbeams filter through
From cloudless skies spread overhead.
Towards the sea its gray sides lean,
With many a scar and hollowed cave,
As if some secret were between
Its stony heart and Ocean’s wave;
Rent from the green height of the land,
Like some old storied Sphinx, whose gaze
Pierces the distance, through the maze
Of sunny deeps, we see it stand.
Behind, within the valley’s calm,
Where perfumed morns and noontides rest,
And eucalypti, oak and palm
Drop cooling shade upon its breast,
And purple heights of mountains rise,
And lovely, sun-kissed hillsides gleam,
Fair Santa Barbara sits a queen
Beneath these bright Pacific skies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 17.

Facing the open channel’s mouth,
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The Channel Islands
(Santa Barbara, 1890.)

Fair islands sleep upon the wave,
Whose shores the shining waters lave,

As in Love’s baptism their crest
On the blue-bosomed sky does rest.

O mountained isles! the sky leans down
And pours its tides of sunshine round,
A golden mantle for your breast;
Brooks leap in laughter, silver-like;
The opal distance gleams and glows,
The ripples’ kisses softly smite
Your Summer shores, while tints of rose
Melt into clear and shining blue
All the wide ocean spaces through.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 17.

Across the bright blue channel’s breast
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O Land of Sun!
1903

O Land of Sun, O Land of Light,
Of glorious vale and mountain height,
Where Night’s stars twinkle in the blue,
And shine on us the whole year through,
Scarce dimmed by clouds or veiled by storm;
Night smiling as our sun-filled morns—
Our sun-filled morns! Oh, who may say
What light and beauty crown each day,
What blossoms brighten all the land

What seas of fragrance flow and flow
Whichever way our steps may go?
O Sabbath Land! It seems to me
Ye kneel in worship’s reverie;
In such a land of light and calm
The ear must hear the angel’s psalm,
Must hear the echo of God’s word
Which the pure air of Eden stirred
When God looked on Creation’s face,
Each thing created in its place,
The smiling Sun within the sky,
The mighty mountains lifted high,
And swaying in the gentle breeze
The tall and glorious leaf-clad trees.
Anda then a bird’s note sounding clear
Within the fragrant atmosphere—
How sweet and full the song it sang,
As through the listening air it rang,
And fuller was the air with balm
As Nature listened in the calm
Of that glad day to that first song
From feathered throat. As borne along
Above the flowers, each lifted face
Seemed smiling with an added grace,
And, Light of all light, there God stood,
And this fair earth pronounced He “Good.”

With color waves on ev’ry hand,
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And it is good, and this fair land,
Which stretches to the Ocean’s strand,
Is Earth’s best land, her fairest place,
Which she so tenderly doth grace
With beauty and with grandeur; high
Her mountains rise unto the sky—

Her vales like empires are outspread,
Her giant trees above our head
Tower like great Titans. Th’ soft air
Is filled with sunshine ev’rywhere,

And O to be, just be, is bliss
In land so beautiful as this!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 18. Composition dated 1903.
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Winter Here and There
1902

In the far East the Storm-King’s angry tread
Shakes the great forests, while the boughs o’erhead
Writhe like the arms of demons in the blast
Of his keen breath; their leafy treasures cast
On the dead Earth are hidden ’neath the shroud
Of Winter’s snows; the winds scream loud
As if in fury; no song of bird or bee
Breaks the sad notes of Nature’s litany.
The pendant icicles the Frost-King leaves
On every roof—the frozen sheaves
Of Winter’s harvest, cold and white—
They mock the glimmer of the noonday’s light.
The stars shine clear and still within the blue
Of snow-wrapped Night, as if they, too,
Were shivering and mourned the Summer gone,
While breathing but the breath of chill and storm.
But here the days are gloriously fair,
Flooded with sunshine is the golden air,
The flowers burst into full and perfect bloom;
The air is filled with song, and maketh room
For bird and bee and bright-winged butterfly,
And days there are all cloudless, when the sky
Bends like a shining sapphire, and the Sun
Shines as November and the June were one.
O Land of Sun! of bird-song and of flowers,
How gladsome are thy so-called Winter hours,
Thy emerald grasses jeweled with the dew,
Thy fragrant roses blossoming anew,
Thy lilies paving pathways for our feet,
Thy tides of song forever flowing sweet,
No wild winds rave amid thy leaf-clad trees,
No frozen Winter’s maddened revelries.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 18. Composition dated 1902.
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On the Beach
1903

T sit upon the silent shore
And look the great wide waters o’er;
Afar, afar across the tide
I see the sun-kissed island’s side,
And leagues beyond the waters roll
To the far silence of the Pole.
But here is sun and here is light,
And seas of blue and seas whose white
Foam-crested waves just seem to glide
In laughing gladness with the tide,
And demon storms find here no place
In all the shining, sunlit space.

The golden Noon a-dreaming lies
Beneath the splendor of the skies;
I think I see her amber hair
Floating upon the water there,
As she with outspread arms lies low
Within its cradling overflow.
The kindred fields are very fair,
The mountains reach the upper air,
And God’s own glory seems to lie
Upon the wide-embracing sky,
And softly, softly roll the seas,
Scarce breathing their antiphonies.
The rosy Morn! ’Tis here I deem
It first might waken from its dream
That it was dreaming in the East,
When stars were round it and a feast
Of silence, folded in the white
Of silver gleams of coming light.
I turn my eyes shoreward and see
The beauty of the leaf-crowned tree,
The lovely hills that quiet rest

I see the flowers unfolding, too,
Nurtured by sunlight and the dew.

So fair on Mother Nature’s breast;
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And far, so far, the plains are spread
As are the boundless skies o’erhead,
And all the world is fair with light,
And changing colors, gold and white,
And glowing red and amethyst,
And silver of the sunset mist.
The changing hours of Day do here
Seem beads of gold dropped from the clear,
Fair skies o’erhead. Morn, Noon and Eve
Such wondrous patterns here do weave!
The mounts like jasper walls do rise,
The seas seem seas of Paradise.
And there the palms do lift their heads,
And here the emerald pepper spreads
Her wondrous branches, which are swung
Full-leaved, with clustering jewels hung.
Nature we feel is here so true,
So beautiful unto the view.
And so we sit beside the sea
And hearken to its ministry;
We see the sunset’s crimson lights

Glow warm upon the mountain heights,
We see the purple shadows fall
Upon the vales and treetops tall.
But O the wondrous sunset bars
Of gold and crimson where the stars
Will soon come out! Sweet Day, good-night,
You have been fair, have blessed our sight,
And here beneath these evening skies
How near seem gates of Paradise!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 18. Composition dated 1903.
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This Fair, Sweet Land We Love
1897

O great-browed Land! majestic, beautiful,
With thy grand forehead lifted to the stars;
Thy face the face of youth, fair, wonderful
With glory. O tender face! No frown mars
Its sweet, calm beauty, and thine eyes of blue
Hold heaven within their glance, without a cloud
To dim their summer brightness; flow’rs blossom new
Through all the year upon thy breast, and the loud
Winds are hushed, and here but sweet peace and calm
Breathe in thy sheltering arms, and thy full lap
O’erflows with harvests, and no thought of harm
Steals o’er our senses, for ne’er dost thou wrap
The mantle of the Thunder round thy breast,
Nor gird thyself with lightnings. O so sweet
Thy tender touch! Thou givest to us rest,
Dost pour its perfume on our weary feet;
Thy golden days slip past us like a dream
Filled full of song, and fragrance and delight.
Time holds his tides for us upon the stream
Where only sunny Beauty pours its white,
Full radiance. The soul of Day we feel
Within its light, a-dream, a-dream with bliss;
Just peace and happy tenderness do steal

Peace and perfume and endless Summer days,
And great glad mounts uplifted to the Sun,
And plains and hills and blossom-laden ways,
Until the golden year its course has run,
And calm of sea, and smiling calm of land,
And twilight melting into softest balm,
And moons of Night with stars on every hand,
And orange tree and tropic waving palm—
These are thy gifts, O blessed land and fair!
We drink thy sunshine as we drink thy wine.

To glad the world with Nature’s loving kiss.
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We love thee as thou art, and we would share
With the wide world thy loveliness divine.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 19. Composition dated 1897.
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TREES, GRASSES, AND
FLOWERS
Sequoias, orange groves, blossoms, and flower legends
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The Land of the Orange Tree
1886

Swing out, O golden globes amid the trees,
In the bright glory of December days!
The fabled apples of Hesperides,
Which gods partook of in their days of ease,
While wandering through those garden, flower-strewn ways,
‘Were not more golden than the fruits we know,
Which our warm, smiling winter, blossom-crowned,
Kisses to ripeness ’mid the glossy leaves
Of orange boughs, which the bright sunshine weaves
Into cool emeralds ’bove the sweet-breathed ground.
How rich the perfume that the Winter air
Drowns in delicious fullness all the day;
And on what odorous flowers our footsteps fall,
And through the trees how oft the glad birds call,
As though December were in sooth the May.
And through the flowering limes the wild bee’s hum
Falls in delicious drowsiness of song,
And in the aisles begirt with orange trees,
The golden globes, touched by each passing breeze,
Sway like to bells by fairy fingers swung.
To the tired dwellers beneath eastern suns,
Where hoary Winter wraps the Earth with snow,
And tempests fill the hollows of the skies,
Well may ye seem an earthly Paradise,
O sunlit land which Summer loveth so!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 20. Composition dated 1886.
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The Great Sequoias
1901

O would that I could read your story, giant trees,
As old almost as Time! In his young morning’s hour,
Out from the Earth ye sprang—the passing centuries
Have watched your growth, and the angry tempest’s power
Held ye in arms as mighty as the gods of old;
Nations have passed and tribal peoples vanished quite,
New nations have upsprung, new histories been told
Since first your full-leaved boughs did greet the morning light.
Yet still as glorious ye stand, as green and fair,
As in Time’s olden centuries ye proudly stood;
Old as the mountains, breathing the same sweet air,
Like deathless monarchs of the mighty hills and woods.
And shall ye long as Time, O wondrous trees! endure
As Earth’s immortals, old, yet still forever young,
Your giant trunks uplifted, so steadfast and sure
As if your boughs on heaven itself were hung?
O storied trees! O mighty giants of the wood!
Children of centuries! Yet still more deathless far
Than ye is Man, and we who ‘neath thy shade have stood
Shall outlive all things else, time, earth, and sun and star,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 20. Composition dated 1901.
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The Spirits of the Trees
Was standing ’neath a sunlit sky,
Each flower around me lifted up
A sweetly-fragrant, dew-filled cup,
And morning in the bright East lay,
The nursling of the waking Day.
The robins fluttered in the wood,
The lofty mountains wore a hood
Of wondrous colors, soft as light;
Afar the ocean flashed its bright
And dancing waves of silver sheen;
The broad vast valleys lay between
The place I stood and that wide sea—
The mirror of immensity.
And then methought below me stirred
A something neither beast nor bird,
A something neither man nor maid,
And yet most gloriously arrayed.
It stole from out the tree-top high,
Unfolded wings as if to fly,
And lifted up a face more fair
Than ever human form did wear;
Like shining suns its wondrous eyes,
Its words like lute-strings’ melodies.
Its robes were of a golden sheen
Like that the fluttering leaves between,
And its sweet smile!—an angel fair
Could no diviner sweetness wear;
And all the leaves of all the trees
Broke into whispered melodies.
And then the form drew near, and I
Scarce dared to breathe, so wondrously
It poised itself above me there,
Like some bright spirit of the air,
Or like a star so wondrous white
It seemed to blossom into light.
And then it spoke. Low-toned and pure
Its words fell round me as they’d lure
My heart to gladness and to peace—
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To thankfulness that would not cease:
“Daughter of Earth, I come to thee,
The living soul of yonder tree.
“T fill its branches and its leaves,
Each sound they make my finger weaves,
And I am here to glad the sky,
To glad the winds that pass me by,
To set my crown on hillsides fair,
And pour my blessings everywhere.”
And then he gently laid his hand
Upon the trees and on the land,
The gleaming skies above him bowed,
The winds no longer breathed aloud,
But hushed as in a rev’rent mood
To silence all that solitude.

“God through me blesses all the land,
Pours out His wealth on every hand;
I give you shade, I give you rain,
I help to clothe the hills and plain;
Then spare the trees, they are your friends
Which God in gracious mercy sends.”
His voice was hushed, and then T woke,
And from the tree-top near me broke
A glad bird’s notes, so sweet and clear,
It filled the morning atmosphere,
And then I thanked God for the trees
And all their blessed ministries.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 20.



Eliza Ann Otis

122

Flower Songs
1879

There are beneath my window growing
Such fragrant clusters of December’s flowers,
All the fresh brightness of the young June showing,
Fair as the children of warm Summer showers.
They nod their heads and whisper secret things
To the soft breezes as they silent pass;
I almost look to see their unfledged wings
Hid in the emerald of the growing grass
Which clusters round them there—wings which the touch
Of some strange power in Nature hid
Shall yet unfold; nor would I wonder much
Were there a soul beneath each petaled lid.
Sometime, when moonlight fills the silent Night,
And starlight rains its beauty on the air,
And the great Sea drops kisses on the white,
Pale, wave-washed sands stretching so cold and bare—
When all the world is flooded with the sweet
And fragrant incense of all budding things,
Such time, I fancy, that it will be meet
For these fair blossoms to put on their wings.
One night the moonbeams poured a silver rain
On the green earth, and breezes stirred,
All winged with silence, when again
I either dreamed, or else I really heard
A sound steal through my window—music low
As the soft murmur in the seashell sighing,
And then I saw a long line come and go
Of tiny forms, all sunny-winged and flying.
Such lovely sprites! Such dainty, fairy things!
One wore a lily for her charming dress,
And like a veil about her slender wings
Fell the bright gold of many a shining tress.
They filled the room, they swept around me there
Like a bright cloud tinged with the golden ray
Of Summer’s morn, and all the moonlit air
Grew sweet as the bloom-scented breath of May.
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And music sweet as all the song of birds
Which ever since bright Eden’s day have sung,
Like a great wave of song the silence stirred
Till e’en the stars in listening silence hung.

Scarlet Passion Flower. (1887.)
Lifting thy starry eyes to meet its gaze,
With face as holy as the kneeling nun’s,
Devotion looks from ’neath thy glowing lid,
And holy meaning in thy heart is hid,
As Nature’s priestess stand’st thou ’mid her ways.

Purple Passion Flower.
What meaning dost thou hold of Calvary?
Its thorny crown within thy holy breast,
Its cruel nails and binding cords are pres’t.
Dost thou, a silent witness ’gainst our sinful race,
Stand through the ages, lifting up thy face?
Or, to thy blessed leaves while drawing near,
Still, “Father, forgive them,” may our spirits hear,
And looking deep within thy mystic eyes,
Behold the shadowed hope of Paradise?

Seaweed.
Oh, what rare beauty manifold
Is hidden in the sea!
The mermaids join in happy laughter,
Their brows all crownéd be
With seaweed flowers of shape untold;
The Sea-King cometh after
His love, and finds her beauteous head

Wearing its aureole of red
And gold; her beauty’s grace
Is hidden by a web of lace
Wrought of the tesselated leaf
Her deft hand gathered from the sheaf
Of floating seaweed; like a spar
Framed from the bright beams of a star,
It lay before her intertwined
With all the colors that the mind
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E’er dreamed of; the sunset’s light
Fell on the waves and sank from sight,
And its bright colors must, I ween,
Have dyed her lace’s glowing sheen
While dropping its fine threads between.

Wild Pink and Alfileria.
Sweet flowers! the hillsides love thee, and their breasts,—

Nurse thee in tenderness, till your blossoms’ crests
Clothe them in beauty and strew the way
With smiling presence and warm, tender light
For the Young Year’s footsteps, as he comes to greet
The tropic splendor of our sunny skies.
Amid the grass ye lift your faces sweet,
Like the fair beauty of some little child

Playing at hide-and-seek amid the blades
Of green alfileria, whose purple smiles
In lovely blossoms in the loneliest glades
Of changeful March, till e’en his face
Grows wonderful in loveliness, and dear
’Tis like a god’s, all flower-crowned and fair;
His garments sunshine, and the emerald web
Of growing grass, all jeweled with the rare
Sweet wild-flowers by the warm sun fed,
And sprinkled with diamonds by the soft, glad rain,
Whose veil of clouds hides for but brief space the face
Of the clear skies and wealth of warm sunshine.

Scarlet Hibiscus,
I think the Sunset, jealous of your flame,
Did pluck its crimson glory from your stem,
And there above the amber of the West,
A glowing ruby from its diadem
Has laid it shining on the dead Day’s breast.
Oh, you darling pansies!
With your meek little faces,
And your airy, fairy graces,
Filling the garden’s quiet places,

Warm in the flooding sunshine of the Winter’s day,
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I’d really like to kiss-you,
And oh! I really wish you
Knew how very much I miss you
When I fail to see you in your garden bed.
Heigh-ho, you darling pansies!
You quicken all my fancies.
Oh, how the soft winds love you!
How sweet the birds above you
Sing royal music to you,
As if they really knew you
Were happy fairies—do you
Not dance at night until you
See the early coming of the golden dawn?
Here’s one yellow-breasted,
And it is purple-crested,
And with sunshine ’tis invested.
Its bended head is rested
Upon a Mushroom’s shoulder;
And some secret it has told her,
And its look is growing bolder.
Does the Mushroom love the pansy—is that what it said?
Here I kneel and bless you,
While loving winds caress you,
And all the flowers profess to
Joy in your happy faces,
In which they see the traces
Of charming human faces—
Of happy children’s faces
That are fair and sinless as when the world was new.
Here is one whose eyelids
Veil eyes of royal splendor,
And glances soft and tender.

Whose lips make me surrender
The kisses that I keep
For everything that’s sweet.
It is a little dusty,
But it is never musty,
Nor sullen-faced nor crusty,
As sometimes wayward little children are.
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I think the blue skies love them,
They bend so bright above them.
I almost think they covet
The pansies for their starry deep.
And the moonbeams love to creep
To their purple hearts and sleep.
And I’m sure the wood-nymphs,
When one comes their way, think
Nothing would so delight it
As a pansy-leaf for a royal mantle.
Pansies are Nature’s children,
Her darling little babies,
Her winsome little ladies,
Her precious little laddies.
And I’m sure their smiles delight her,
And with tricks they never fright her,
Nor with rough blows ever smite her;
But they live to brighten
Her fond heart, and lighten
All her cares with beauty;
And to bloom is a duty
Which the child-faced pansies love.

Golden Poppies.
Ah, golden poppies on the hillsides growing,
Where the breeze’s breath like a tide is flowing
In ripples o’er the grasses,
Which curtsey as it passes—
You lift your heads a-smiling,
The Sun’s full light beguiling,
To shine out from your faces
And light the hillside places
With a glory like a crown.
Ah, golden poppies swaying
As if your bells were playing
Some sweet, melodious chime
To fairies’ song and rhyme.
Like a sunset cloud you’re lying
’Neath where Summer birds are flying—
Hold your hearts their happy song,
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Does it glad you when are long
All the golden Summer. days?
All your golden bells ring lightly,
While the spider spinneth brightly
Rope of silver as he passes
Cheerfully amid the grasses.

Soon or late some smiling fairy
To your bells this rope will carry,
Then your bright bells’ silver chimes,
Mingled with the passing winds,
Shall be rung by fairy hands.
Then the world will pause and listen,
While the fields with dewdrops glisten;
Swing, ring, and the world will say,
Oh, the notes that we hear to-day!
What is it, Sweet, this music low
That breathes through the winds and sunlight so?
But only between us, you and I,
Shall the beautiful, gladsome secret lie,
And be sure we never will tell.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 21. Composition dated 1879.
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The Second Birth of the Flowers

Eve turned forever, all the blessed flowers
Drooped low their heads, each hung upon its stem,
All colorless and dead, and the Earth then
With sorrow and with pain grew pale and gray,
And all of beauty slipped from it away.
The clouds were thick within the Summer sky;
The bird and bee and bright-winged butterfly
Sailed nevermore within the silent air.
And not a brook made music anywhere.
No violet blue with tender, drooping lid,
Was anywhere within the grasses hid;
No daisy, golden-eyed, with smiling face,
Turned as the breezes sought it in its place
In the wide meadows, and no roses sweet
Brightened the wayside, and no clover bloom
Could the bees find within the hungry noon.
O sad and heavy-eyed, our Mother Eve
Fainted along the wayside, and did grieve
For her lost flowers—those smiles of God so fair,
Making an Eden for her everywhere.
Then hand in hand did Eve and Adam gO,
Too sad for tears, so heavy was their woe,
Before them all the wide world lonely lay;
They cared not whither they did take their way.
So passed the years, and all the Earth was bare,
Without a blossom to make sweet the air,
To brighten with its beauty the green sod,
And whisper to them the love of God.
But by and by a little baby fair—
With soft blue eyes and shining, golden hair,
With cheeks like lilies, and with lips as sweet

On that first morning when she woke within
The blessed garden free from stain of sin—
Was born in a white tent upon the great wide plain,
And then it seemed as if at once again
The world grew glad, and that to match its eves

I’ve heard it said that when from Eden’s bowers

As Eden’s roses which Eve’s eyes did greet
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Sprung the sweet violets, looking to the skies,

With their clear gaze so dewy soft and dear;
And then the budding roses did appear—
Red as the baby’s lips—and lilies sprung
Round the tent’s borders, and on green vines hung
The morning-glory’s bells, which light winds stirred
Till Eve’s glad ear the sweetest music heard.
And once more Earth grew fair and bright again,
The fields were glad as with the baby’s smile,
For thousand blossoms sprang to life the while;
Brooks leaped in laughter, and e’en Eve forgot
The sadness and sorrow of her lot;
And as the baby grew, where’er it trod,
Each footprint woke a blossom from the sod.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 23.
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The Child and the Pansies
1892

Did you see the little fairies,
That are hiding in the grass,
Who lift up smiling faces
Unto us as we pass?
Some purple-eyed and lovely,
And some with amber hair,
And round their pretty shoulders
Such dainty things they wear.
The wind it stops to kiss them,
The sunshine seeks to hide
Right in their hearts so golden,
As if wishing naught beside.
Oh, such dainty little faces!
Such dimpled little things,
Growing in quiet places—
Don’t you think that they have wings?
Oh, look! just look and see them,
I think they want to say,
You darling little child you,
I wish that you would stay.
Oh, you darling little posies!
You’re lovelier than the roses,
Than the lilies’ whitest snow;
Please tell me what your name is,

And tell me if you love me,
Because I love you so.
Then all the little pansies
Lifted their pretty eyes,
And curtsied as the wind blew
And made their sweet replies:
We are only quiet blossoms,
But vet we love to grow,
To make the earth more beautiful,
As does the lilies’ snow;
As does the roses’ color,

For I’d really like to know—
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And the violets’ lovely blue,
And all the thousand fragrant flowers

Of many-colored hue.
And long ago we think that

Some angel in disguise
Did drop a smile upon us,

While bending from the skies;
And that smile lit up our faces

Till they grew, like children’s, fair,
And he called us little pansies,

And that is what we are.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 23. Composition dated 1892.



Eliza Ann Otis

132

Lilies
1901

A fragrant lily in my garden grew,
White-lipped and fair; the bees’ hum softly fell

Around it there; at dawn the silver dew
Lay in its heart as in a crystal well.
The roses grew and nodded by its side,
The pansies upward looked about its feet,
And all the spaces of the garden wide
Drank in its flowing tide of fragrance sweet.

The world was brighter for its presence there,
Although it was a little thing within

The great walled spaces where all things were fair,
And Beauty from each growing thing did spring.
How like the lily in this world of ours,
The Christian’s life when it is pure and true,
How sweet the fragrance which it daily showers,
How rare the graces which it brings to view.
The fragrance of self-sacrifice it yields,
The whiteness of its purity we see,
And like the lilies of the Summer fields
It sheds a sweetness that is full and free.

God walks with us if we but walk the way
That Jesus trod. His presence makes it sweet.
Take Thou our hand, O Father! be our stay,
Lilies of Faith make blossoms round our feet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 24. Composition dated 1901.
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Water Lilies
1891

O lilies fair! upon the water’s breast,
Say, are you dreaming ’neath this sunny sky
Of the sweet song-birds that above you fly,
Ever joy-winged upon their happy quest?
How soft the shadows fall around you there,
While silver ripples hold you in their arms—
Just kissed to stirring ’neath the spreading palms—
Your faces holy as a nun’s at prayer.
The happy flies, a silver cloud above
The still blue softness of the clear pool’s breath,
Make ’twixt you and the azure of the West

Its rainbow shining soft as smile of love.

The small gray sparrows drink your breath of balm,
As if it held the spirit of their song,
Nursed by the spring and gently borne along,
Filling the world with music’s sacred calm.
The swelling buds are silent-lipped as they
Throw off their hoods and sunward lift their eyes,
Filled with the wonder of Birth’s fresh surprise,
And look so gladly in the face of Day.
The noon-bright air seems lost in reverie,
And Earth seems dreaming of diviner things;
Now quietly the water ’round you clings,
Not e’en one ripple stirreth silently.
Then Night comes with her million starry eyes,
And curtains you with shadows and with dreams,
Brightened to loveliness by starry gleams

From far-off worlds, those dwellers in the skies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 24. Composition dated 1891.
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Bluebells
1884

Bluebells, bluebells, bluebells, blow!
Ring your bells and ring them low;
From your hearts let music leap—

From your chambers where asleep
All the dainty fairies hide,
And their thoughts to music glide;
Where the winds with fragrance sweet
Make a cover for their feet;
Where glad bird-song on the ear
Falls in notes most sweet and clear.
Bluebells, bluebells, bluebells, ring!
While your perfumed tongues you swing,
Pour your music low and sweet
Round about our passing feet.
Ring! and let the Summer lean
With her dainty ear between
Bud and blossom as they sway,
When the light winds pass their way—
Lean and listen while shall ring
Voice of praise from everything.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 24. Composition dated 1884.
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The Birth of the Chrysanthemums
1891

In the far Orient, where the rosy Day
Opens glad eyes and sees along his way
The cradled dawns asleep, waiting the calls
Of fair Tomorrows, and his full light falls
Like sifted gold through tamarind and palm,
Or gleams in languorous quiet in the calm
Of the full noons where lotus blossoms lie

Departing Summer passed as Autumn neared—
A dusky queen—with all her forests speared

With brightest splendor; gold and crimson shone—
All colors of the dawn within her zone
Of swaying leaves, as if the Sun had there
Melted the live fire-opal, till the air,
Pillared with mighty forest trunks, did stand—
With mountained altars lift on either hand—
Autumn’s fit temple. But where beside her shrine
Were Nature’s priestesses—the Mogra fair, and vine?
Where all sweet Summer’s sisterhood that made
The world divine with beauty, and that laid
Mosaics of rich bloom ’neath swaying trees,
Feeding with perfume every passing breeze
From cups of lilies, mango, violet,
Jasmine and heliotrope, and the dew-wet
Kroona-flowers? And where the purple lines
Of morning-glory bells, swinging from vines
Wind-swept with melody; and where the stars,
’Mid bamboos shining; where the glowing bars
Of red warm bloom lying against the Dawn,
Filled full of fragrance as the breath of Morn?
As day had faded in the crimson West,
Summer had wholly past, her glowing vest
Pinned with a star, and backward she had cast
Incense of gathered bloom—she held them fast
Within her arms—roses and lilies white,
Verbena, iris, violet, and the bright

In roseate brightness on the water’s sky,
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Full-blooded. pinks, and flowers like twilight dim,
So purple-tinted, but which seem to swim
In fragrance, and gay-hued lotus flowers—
The dreaming souls of Summer’s fairest hours.
Then Autumn leaned and touched the Earth anew,
With voice as sweet as Israfel’s she drew
Close to her breast, and with her glowing lips
Kissed her brown cheeks and dusky finger-tips;
Filled with new charms her many faded bowers;
Set new fair moons upon her sunset towers;
Touched her pale dawns with gold and shining red;
Poured flaming beauty through her woods, and said—
Speaking through lingering south winds breathing low—
“Sad Earth, I’ll bless thee ere from thee I go.”
Softly the Orient Night dropped o’er the plain,
The clear, bright stars filling the sky’s blue main;
The white Moon shining like a silver bow;
The dreaming waters tinkling soft below;
The dusk-winged birds upon their many nests;

In plumes of light, radiant, soft and clear,
They silvered all Night’s balmy atmosphere.
But as they touched the Earth they cloven fell,
And in each half a bud began to swell, +
But when the miracle of Dawn was done
Earth oped her eyes to greet the coming Sun;
All shadows fled, the rosy sunbeams flew
To kiss her eyelids, while the shining dew
Decked her with diamonds of purest light,

When, lo! her breath as sweet as lilies white,
Lingering she drew, as when with swift surprise
Of large, pleased vision she had turned her eyes
Where were the blossoms from the moonbeams sprung,
Glorious as sunrise on their tall stalks hung.
What coils of splendid color, crimson-hued,
Dappled with gold and purple tints she viewed;
And some like wine when through it light is shed;
Some hundred-petaled like the tousled head
Of a great sun-dog, and some brightly white

The long, slant moonbeams falling on Earth’s breast
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As snow wreaths in the Sun; some held the light
Of “pink and purple censers,” such as swing
In summer gardens full with blossoming.
“TIT am content,” Earth cried, “let Autumn come,
No flower outshines her, proud Chrysanthemum.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 24. Composition dated 1891.
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The Birth of the Rose
1899-

An angel leaned from heaven and earthward turned
His starry eves. The skies did brighter shine
As his full glance fell on them, and they spurned
The lingering shadows; a glowing line
Of silver moonbeams touched the face of Day,
Soft as a mother’s kiss they falling lay,
And the Earth woke and lifted up her eyes
To her blue tent of overarching skies,
Her inmost being thrilled as she stirred.
With ear attent her listening spirit heard
The angel whisper, “Smile, O Earth, once more!
Let not your heart be any longer sore
Over the blight that sin hath cast on you.”
He, pausing, smiled, and then the silver dew
Fell on Earth’s face with its baptismal flow
Of silent blessing, and then, looking, lo!

As round about her she did see uprise,
Like little children clad in fragrance rare,
The sweet rose stalks all blossoming and fair.
The pulsing air grew gladder with their breath,
And from the Earth seemed lift the curse of death,
When glowed Day’s herald star full bright and clear
In the cool deeps of Morning’s atmosphere,
And purple Dawn waxed golden in its glow,
And glad streams tinkled in their seaward flow,
Past bamboo tufts and pulsing lotus leaf,
And the rich yellow of the harvest sheaf,
And the fair East kept brightening to the blue
Of the high zenith; the faint dusk grew
To glowing crimson, scarlet amethyst,
Till Morn’s star sank in floods of golden mist.
Alt shadows fled, the gold-wingéd sunbeams flew
To kiss Earth’s eyelids, and the shining dew
Decked her with diamonds of the purest light,
While her full breath was sweet as lilies white,

Earth’s eyes grew bright again with glad surprise,
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And lo! the rose with angel beauty born
Smiled its charms into the face of Morn,
The sad Earth lift her sorrow-laden eyes,
And dreamed once more of Hope and Paradise.

They whisper to the air which around them
Lingers, drinking in quiet ecstacy
Their perfumed breath like some lover fond, and
At its touch the dewy petals softly
Stir and tremble in their fragrant gladness.
The dew sends soft-lipped kisses down; the
Sunshine pours its wealth of tenderness, and
Writes its perfumed poem in pale orange
Tints, which, mingling, lose themselves amid the
Shades of pink and rich, deep red and crimson,
And all the roadside lies, so fair and sweet,
A symphony in color, a rhythm of
Sweet odors, a wayside psalm of beauty.
Golden Abutilon. (1886.)
Swing, swing, O airy golden bells!
To the whispered music of every breeze that swells.
All the leaves are leaning from the trees to listen,
And on the rose and lily, growing underneath your boughs,
Like pure-faced nuns, who’ve breathed their holy vows,
I see the shining dews of gladness glisten;
And the birds within the tree-tops fold their wings to hear
Your airy, fairy music in its cadence low and clear.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 25. Composition dated 1899-.
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The Spirits of the Flowers
1878

A shining globe, a silver sphere
Lay sparkling and bright in the morning clear;
It had drifted down through the starry air
And made its bed in the Lily fair;
And when the dawn of the daylight broke
A thousand rainbows in it awoke;
They stretched themselves to its unseen poles
And glimmered above its tiny shoals;
And there from every shade and hue
Out peeped the face of an elfin crew.
Their heads were crowned with shining hair,
Formed of the gold from the sunbeams fair;
‘Their eyes were sparkles of starry light,
Dropped from the star-born meteor’s flight;
Their gossamer wings of azure hue
Were woven from the lightest winds that blew,
And filled with woof from the sunset’s deep.
On whose golden sea they were wont to sleep.
Their breath was sweet as the Lily’s own,
And sweeter than music’s sweetest tone
Their gurgling laughter rose and fell
To the soft time-beat of the Asphodel.
But the Sun beat warm on the Lily pale,
And the dew-drop spread its misty sail;
It floated up on a sunbeam’s crest
Into the blue of the ether’s breast;
It rose aloft like a swift balloon,
Past the shrinking form of the pale white Moon—
Upward and upward, higher and higher
Towards the Sun’s great burning heart of fire.

But out from the dew-drop’s shattered sphere
Stole the fairy Elves, and downward, sheer
Through the golden, shining air they sped,
Into the heart of the Lily’s bed;
Into the deep of the Roses curled,
Wherever its petals were unfurled;
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Into the blossoming Heliotrope
And the bosom of every Pink that oped.
They swung on the edge of the Mignonette,
And danced where the sweet Geranium set,
They sipped the dew from the Gillyflower,
And in Orange buds they built a bower;
Into the Night-blooming Cereus stole;
And touched its stamens with glints of gold;
They nestled down in the Daffodil,
And kissed the Iris, rainbow frill;
In Sweet Alyssum they sat and dreamed,
From the heat by a cobweb curtain screened;
From the Apple Blossom’s milk-white sheen;
They plucked a robe for their virgin queen;
And a leaf they stole from the sweet Peach flower
And hung as a curtain for her bower;
And deep in the Honeysuckle’s bloom
They found a gorgeous palace room.
And they waved their wands, and with honeyed sweet
Was the full deep cup of the flower replete.
They stole to the Violet’s drooping head
And with perfumed nectar the floweret fed;
And they carved the Lilac’s fragrant bell
Into a breeze-rocked citadel.
And one tiny Elf with fairy bride.
Stole softly down to the water’s side,
To a crystal lake in the sunshine bright,
Starred here and there by the lilies white;
And they stole to the heart of the Lily’s gold,
And its fragrance wrapped them fold on fold;
And he plucked from its stem the Lily sweet,
And they pushed far out on the waters deep;
Then the Hornet flew as their pilot down,
And the Butterfly perched on the Lily’s crown,
And he spread his wing for a snowy sail,
And they sailed far out where the shadows lay,
And the sunshine fell in a column pale,
There in the cool of the forest’s May.
An hour they strayed in the forest deeps,
And it took new scents and perfumed sweets;
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It shone in new and charming. dyes,
And Nature waked to a glad surprise,
For wherever the fairies’ sweet breath fell
Waked flowers as bright as the Asphodel.
And the azure flush of the Violet made
Their scented path through the wooded glade;
And the Mountain Laurel lifted high
Its pink-white blossoms to the sky,
And the tinted leaves of the Eglantine
Gleamed on the edge of the forest green,
And drowned in its perfume the sunshine lay,
And the winds were drunk with its sweets that day.

Then back o’er the waters the fairies sped,
Leaving a world of bloom behind,
Still by the dusky Hornet led,
And the Butterfly’s sail spread out to the wind,

Up sprung the honeyed Clover sweet;
And the Bluebells gave a musical peal
At the springing touch of each fairy heel,
And the Cowslip stirred in its shrinking grace,
And the gold-eyed Daisy raised his face,
And with crimson petals and golden heart
The Tulip stood by itself apart,
But the purple Night dropped down its shade.
And the glowing light in the West did fade;
Then the Firefly came with his shining spark—
A beacon-light through the growing dark—
And they climbed his back, a willing steed,
And back to their fairy camp did speed.

And the winds were soft, and the dew fell bright,
Like a rain of silver through the Night,
And the Elves they danced on the grassy green,
And each had a cup his wings between.
It was fastened there by a gossamer thread,

And there were the dews of Night distilled,
Till every cup was with nectar filled.
Then each unclasped the silver thread

‘They reached the shore—’neath their tiny feet

Which they had plucked. from the Spider’s bed;
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And with cup in hand to the flowers they sped,
And they bathed each flower with nectar there,
Then waved their wands in the star-lit air.
Each bathed in a drop of pearly dew,
Then three times swung his wand anew,
Then faded out each form and face,
And only perfume filled the place.
Their work was done, and each had passed,
A perfumed soul, to his flower at last.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 26. Composition dated 1878.
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MISSION DAYS
San Fernando, Santa Barbara, and the old missions
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San Fernando
[On the centennial celebration (Sept. 9, 1897) of the founding of San Fernando
Mission.]

And voices hear that long, long since were still;
And dusky faces that old Time has banished
Once more these hoary piles do throng and fill.
The footsteps of the lurking savage greet me,
I hear the tread of many sandaled feet,
The snowy sails of drifting galleon meet me,
As turn mine eyes unto our sunset deep.
This tent of skies above me bends in glory,
The old Past halts to close its pond’rous gates,
And o’er its page of yet unwritten story
The smiling Future holds her pen and waits.
Waits till the silent air wakes to listen
To glad Te Deums from the treetops flung,
Where in the morning sunshine gleam and glisten
The Mission bells amid the oak boughs swung.
There swing they till the Mission walls uplifted,
Beneath tiled roof in stately beauty stand;
Bells of the Past! whose music slowly drifted
Above the altars of this heathen land.
’Twas then the clanging doors of Superstition
Swung to, and waiting Progress seized the key
And dawned the morning of Hope’s glad fruition,
Whose fullness lay in the bright Yet-to-be.
’Twas then that History here began her story,
The old Past died, the Future’s day began;
These sacred walls, today so old and hoary,
Spoke first of hope and heav’nly life for man.
The untaught savage heard and gladly listened,
His altar fires went out upon the hills;
Triumphantly his new-taught Glorias answered
The ringing music of his running rills.
O Mission walls! how sacred is your story!
O blessed milestones on the weary way
From the dark night of savage Superstition
To the full light that crowns our land today.



Eliza Ann Otis

146

Decay has seized you, yet ye shall not perish—
This pledge we give with firm, uplifted hand;

The unknown Future still shall see them stand.

The Past, enfolding with its deeds of valor
A Mecca for the pilgrims’ weary feet,
A shrine the story of the Cross shall hallow
Where we with reverent voice the Past may greet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 28.

Your walls, so pregnant with grand deeds, we’ll cherish,
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The Old Missions
1892

Look to the Sun, O gray old walls of stone!
And to the hills—your elder brothers they,
Who stood and watched when on that ancient day
A century agone those dusky hands
First laid your corner-stones. With them kindred
Are you. The Past has wedded you, and round
‘You still flows its soft atmosphere. Romance
Beside you dreams, her soft breath like the rose
Which the wind touches and it yields its sweets;
Could we but waken her to speech, our ears
Would hold its melody as they do hold
For aye the soft melody of rippling streams,
Of tinkling music of the fountain’s flow,
Or sounds of soft winds breathing through forest
Pines, or sweetness of fond childhood’s laughter
That we loved.
Looking on your’ gray old walls,
Heavy with rime of years and grim decay,
Fancy those native sons with their bronzed faces
Paints; those sons who, nursed by the warm sunshine,
Kissed by the gentle winds and fed by the
Growing corn, grew Samson-like in sinewy
Strength, fleet in the chase, and skillful with the
Oar. Swift as a shooting star glided their
Light canoes, skimming the waves like sea-gulls
In their flight. With what unerring skill tracked
They the hare, and followed the coyote,
Fierce-mouthed and snarling, to his lonely haunt,
The fierce and hungry mountain lion to
His lair. Simple their needs, and simple was
Their faith—Sun-Worshipers, who, when morning
Broke, and the great round Sun uprose, flashing
His splendor on the heights—their mountain altars—
Worshipfully went forth, in reverence
Bending, rejoicing in his light, whose smile
Was sunshine, and whose breath was summer warmth.
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Green slept the winter hills in those old days;
The soft air round them flooded with silence;
The deep blue skies, like an infinite sea,
Golden with sunshine, while with pathless flight
The birds winged the bright air, or poured their songs
From tree and swaying bush in symphonies
That stirred the world to gladness,
As if music were its soul and its heart
Were love pulsing with melody. Nut-brown
Those early children of the soil, the Sun
Their father, and they reared to him altars
Where burned undying fires. The soft East Wind,

Blowing at dawn, was but the messenger
Whispering of his coming, and when the East
Burst into red bloom, or burned with amber,
Or glowed with pure white light on their faces—
Touched by his beams—they fell, the transplendent
Glory of the skies lighting his garments’
Hem, and the breath of flowers the incense
Which Earth offered when first his golden eye
Opened above the mountain’s crest, making
A new day for the waiting world.

As now,
Then glowed the golden poppies on the hills,
And these they deemed a smile their god had dropped
In passing, and so they with unspoken
Reverence loved them, and the diamonds
Of dew and pearls of white wild-flowers lying
’Mid the lush grasses. O Nature’s temple!
Wide and grand it rose, roofed by the bending
Sky, the columned trees its towering spires,
The Sun its god, the myriad untold
Stars its taper lights, the million birds
Its singing choirs, and its grand organ peal
The thundering Cataract, with undertone
Of leaping rills, whose silver cadences
Were sweet as wind-blown harps at eventide,

But to these shores there came the long-robed priests,
And tender as a mother’s lullaby.
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With sandaled feet and hands bearing the Cross.
The blue waves danced beneath their vessel’s prow,
Till the green shores seemed beckoning to their feet,
And breezes soft a whispering welcome breathed.
Here they the banner of their faith unfurled,
Planted the Cross upon these sunset shores,
And swung their Mission bells among the trees,
And told the natives of the faith they brought,
And stirred their wonder by their pompous rites,
And nursed Hope’s blossom in their simple hearts.
How sweet to them the story of the Cross!
How grand the Glorias the Mission bells
Rang to the waiting hills, oft wakening
The birds at morn! The rippling water’s song
Mingled with glad Te Deums. Silver-tongued,
The Spanish padres chanted low and soft
And clear their vesper hymns, and their incense
Burned on rude-built altars ‘neath the templed
Dome of bending sky. But soon the native
Heart, kindled to new faith, lent willing hand
To rear the Mission walls. The sun-dried bricks
Were brought. The patient cattle on the hills
Were slain, yielding their hides the hundred roofs
To bind. Patient the feet the high mountain
Walls that climbed to fell the mighty trees.
Patient the backs that bore through pathless ways
The monarch forest trunks down the steep slopes,
And strong the sinewy arms which giant
Boulders stirred to serve for rock foundations,
Silence crept slowly from the hills she loved
As the new life dawned, and the square turrets
And the red-tiled roofs rose above the sleeping
Plains, and backward slippeth to dim forgetfulness

The old idyllic life. With these gray walls
Sprang a new-born hope. No more the Sun,
Marching through cloudless sky-paths swept by rays
Of light, saw here her worshipers. Here grew
Dim all his altar fires, paling as starlight
In the sunlight pales, before the grander
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Glory of the Cross. A new day had come,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 28. Composition dated 1892.

And Empire’s star shone clear within its dawn.
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Santa Barbara Mission
1902

Its old walls stand beneath the summer sky,
The winds have kissed them for a hundred years,
The ancient olive trees, yet green and fair
As tireless sentinels, are standing there,
The dark-eyed señorita still appears
With smiling face among the passers-by.
There walk the monks as they did walk of old
When here another race did hold its sway.
The pictures on the walls are dim with age,
For time hath turned since then another page—
Seen the Past vanish and a new Today
Of glorious promise round these walls unfold.
Still hang the bells beneath the tiled roof-towers
That woke the Indian from his slumbers deep,
And the old fountain sparkles in the sun;
Like liquid silver do its waters run,
While the grand mountains watch above it keep,
And the old Earth spreads out its wealth of flowers.
Within the churchyard there the sleepers lie
Who died before the coming of Today;
The crumbling stones above their bodies rest,
The flowering sod above their forms is prest,
Outside the walls the happy children stray,
And birds soar upward to the cloudless sky.
This ancient pile is voiceful of the Past,
Our fancy sees the Indian bending there
Before its altars, th’ dark-browed sons of Spain
Kneeling round him; then there comes again
To breathe to God her silent fervent prayer
The aged señora, clinging ever fast
To what the priest hath taught her, waiting there
To have him bless her—then she goes her way
With heart joy-filled; the days they are not long,
The morning seemeth like a happy song;
Life is so glad, so free from care the day,
And beauty lies around her everywhere.
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Today the waters of the smiling sea
Lap the white sands upon the peaceful shore,
The sunset swoons upon the golden waves,
The mountain crests the falling sunbeam laves,
But lo! those worshipers forevermore
Have vanished and they only be
To us a memory. These gray walls rise,
A monument to days that have gone by,
For they were built at Hope’s beginning here,
Ere Freedom’s morning shone forth full and clear;
While vet the land did slumber silently,
These gray old walls were lifted toward the skies.

Then let them stand to mark the highway trod
By pioneers of Progress who blazed th’ way
For us to tread. The blessed morn drew near,
The starlight darkened and the dawn was clear,
And neared the promise of the coming day
When they were reared and dedicate to God.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 29. Composition dated 1902.



Collected Poems

153

The Passing of the Old Missions
1897

That dim old Past, that yesterday of Time
Which sleeps behind the centuries afar,
As sleeps behind a cloud the sun or star,
Has wondrous story on its page sublime
Of this fair land that we today do hold,
Sought first by white man for its wealth of gold,
Coming from o’er the sea, the calm, great sea,
That clasps the smiling land
With foam-white, tender hand.
No orchards grew upon the valley’s breast,
No vintage ripened in the smiling sun,
Only the wild-flowers blossomed one by one,
A miracle of beauty each, and fair
As the gold-dropping sunbeams which did play
Amid the oaks whose falling acorns lay
Upon the ground, food for those savage sons,
The tawny children which the land did know,
And cradled fondly centuries ago,
Before the white man came,
With Cross and altar flame.
The soft sigh of the leaves that swayed upon their boughs
Held voice for them that mingled with their dreams
The silver melodies of crystal running streams,
And the far murmur of the sleeping sea
Which the breeze brought them as they wandered free.
All were the Great Spirit’s own, down-breathing
Into their hearts, a benediction weaving,
Which wrapped them like a prayer and made them glad,
As if He stood with men
On hillside, plain and glen.
This great wide land was very fair and bright
Ages agone, as it is still today;
The golden sunbeams all about it lay,
The mountains lifted faces touched with light,
Crowned with the glory of the sun and stars.
Not oft a cloud spread out its misty bars
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Across the sky within whose vast blue deep
The summer lay in lang’rous calm asleep;
The scent of bay was sweet within the air,
And all the starlit dusk
Breathed scent of rose and musk.

Ah! this the land the Sun wooed for his own,
And wove his beams into a spell of bliss,
Mantled its mounts in gold and amethyst,
When day declined,
And earth’s brown children gathered at their feet,
And lit their altar fires, and danced their fleet,
Wild, savage dances, and sang of their sires,
And the swift flight of arrows that did smite
Their ruthless foes, as when the day retires,
Night flings her dusky javelins, and there
Smites with her dark the world, till the bright sun
Rises again and puts out one by one
The many shining stars,
Lifting his golden bars.
How many years have slipped adown the past
Since first the Fathers came and builded here
The Mission walls! ’Twas then that Hope drew near
In her white garments, on whose spotless hem
The Cross was broidered, and in her hand she bore
The sacred crucifix, and the diadem
Of a new life lit by the morning star
Of coming Progress. O day of Time’s days!
When on these sunlit shores there softly fell
The waking echoes of the Mission bell,
Stirring the silent air
With call to praise and pray’r.
O how the red man wrought through years of toil
To rear these walls! Each hammer’s stroke that fell
Upon the slumb’ring silence was the knell
Of the old savage Past; each tower that rose
Under the blue sky shining in its light,
The sure-poised finger of fair Prophecy
Pointing unto that future, which was white
With peace, and which should supersede the night
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Of Superstition; the dawn was breaking,
A fairer day of promise then was waking,
The brighter Future stood
Pregnant with coming good.
O land, O land of ours! the early morn,
Shining and clear, with pulses beating high,
Was on your hills, its light within your sky,
When to these Missions gathered peacefully

The art of husbandry; the long years brought
But peaceful conquest; the wigwam vanished quite,
Pueblos sprang to life, the fertile plains
Were dotted o’er with many lowing herds,
And fields were rich with harvest-ripened grains;
The olive’s silver leaf stirred in the breeze
Like a wind lute, and gentle harmonies
Woke in the sunny vineyards on the slopes
Of the green hills, and Plenty’s self awoke
Like some fair goddess, open-eyed, serene,
And silently, afar,
Rose coming Empire’s star.
Listen! the sound of swift-advancing feet!
A new race comes, for it ye paved the way,
O Mission-builders! but ye must not stay,
Time lays his hand upon your crumbling piles.
Make way for Empire! Earth’s dusky children heard,
And they have vanished. No longer smiles
The wildwood flower for them, nor lingers near
The faithful ox to draw the willing plow,
The vineyards know them not, the purple grape
Is plucked by other hands, the Fathers wake
To see new faces at their altars stand,
Facing the New, the Old
Stands with its story told.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 30. Composition dated 1897.

Thousands of savage red men who were‘taught
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THE MONTHS AND SEASONS
The Southern California year from New Year to nightfall
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How the New Year Comes to Us
O Land of balm and Land of Sun!
Where Winter holds within his noon
But lingering summer days of bloom,
But calm of sky, and calm of sea,
And grandeur of immensity;
Where clouds move white above our head,
Like young lambs which are shepherded
By the soft breezes which do run
Light-footed as the golden hours,
To steal the fragrance of the flowers.
Where close against the doors of Dawn,
Our vast high mountain thrusts its head,
With Winter’s whiteness garmented;
While maiden Summer stands below,
With perfumed breath and orange snow.
The Young Year with his skies of blue
She feeds with blossoms and with dew;
And lo! upon his natal morn
Weaves robes of harvests, fashioned fair
As bloom of flowers and sunlit air.
The sea dreams by our golden sands,
The palms stretch slender fingers down
To toy with sunbeams in the crown
The New Year wears. The smell of musk,
Of rose and lily fills the dusk
Of twilight hours. The silver moon
Seems lying in delicious swoon
Amid the stars. The New Year stands
With emerald paths to walk upon,
And bird-songs flowing on and on.
The blue sky smiles upon the sea,
The sea smiles back upon the sky,
The cradled islands lying by

While Summer trails her garment’s hem
Cross shining sea and shining land,
And gentle breezes tiptoe stand
To kiss the New Year on the mouth,

Feel Summer’s kiss and smile with them,
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With kisses warm from their own south,
And all the listening months stand by
In mute and waiting ecstacy
Beneath a glad and smiling sky.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 31.
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The glorious and spring-like air
Falls round us like a veil,
And through it all the opening flowers
Their perfumed sweets exhale.
Upon the cedar’s topmost limb
The spider’s silver thread
Sways back and forth—a shining line,
The sunbeams love to tread.

out golden sands.”’
The flies buzz in and out between
The needles of the pine,
The butterflies, like bright-winged flowers,
Float through the warm sunshine.
I hear a little bird afar,
Within some high treetop,
Sing sweet and clear—the echoes ring
As they were loath to stop.
And all the world a willing ear
Is turning to the sound,
And e’en the gray old rocks, unseen,
Fling all the music round.
The New Year opens wide its eyes
On emerald hills so fair;
And Beauty smiles beneath the skies,
And walketh everywhere.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 31.

These New Year’s Days
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A New Year’s Invitation
1903

O come, O come! the days are fair,
The land is em’rald-drest and sweet,
With perfumes flowing everywhere,
With growing grasses at our feet!
The air is swept by glad birds’ wings,
And golden butterflies drop down
To where the fragrant lily springs,
And countless buds the rose-bush crown.
The palms sway softly in the breeze,
The fragrant violet smiles and blooms
Beyond the shadow of the trees,
And dreams through all the golden noons.
The mountains lift their crests of snow,
All touched with colors warm and bright,
Smiling upon the vales below
That dream in Summer’s golden light.
And when the dusk her curtain draws,
And star-crowned Night comes softly near,
She shakes her perfumed garments out,
And fragrance fills the atmosphere.
And here within this West we find
The sense of an unfettered rest,
And largeness that is unconfined,
And peace on Mother Nature’s breast.
And here, near shining silver seas,
The orange groves and vineyards fair
Fill smiling space, and honey bees
Buzz gaily through the golden air.
The New Year comes with dainty feet,
And robes of sunlight golden fair,
Stealing with steps so soft and fleet
From where his starlit pathways are.

He comes to fill this golden West
With yet more priceless, richer boons,
And make the coming Future blest
With Freedom’s fullness, and her noons
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Golden with riches of delight.
So hither come where Promise smiles
Forever fair before the sight,
Through leagues on leagues of perfumed miles.
All ye pale dwellers ’mid the snows,
Come, and be glad where Nature lies,
Sun-robed and fair, and ever flows
Beneath these clear, unclouded skies,
Health’s living stream; the atmosphere.
Is full of balm, and June’s sweet air
Seems pulsing through December’s days—
Perfume and growth are everywhere.
Then hither come; the days are fair,
The land is em’rald-drest and sweet
With perfumes flowing everywhere,
With growing grasses at our feet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 31. Composition dated 1903.
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The New Year
1885

Last night the Old Year passed away, all
Scarred with guilt and sin;
This morn the New Year, pure and white,
Time’s angel ushered in.
The starry midnight gates were flung
Upon their hinges wide,
The angels dipped their silv’ry oars in
Time’s incoming tide.
Swift sailing on its starry course upon the airy deep,
The Old Year saw a golden boat adown the star-beams sweep;
And when it touched the midnight shores of ether’s outmost sea,
The Old Year wrapped his mantle folds about him silently.
And when the morning open flung its gates within the East,
The New Year, crowned and sceptered,
Stood with beckoning smile of peace.
II. (December 31, 1901—January 1, 1902.)
The Old Year, vanished sentinel of Time,
With silent steps seeks the engulfing Past,
And all its deeds, both lowly and sublime,
Are writ on its imperishable Vast.
For nothing dies; the glory of today
Was given birth by yesterdays that were;
Great deeds are deathless, and oblivion keeps
For them no sealed and silent sepulcher.

Science soars upward on her tireless wings,
Freedom shakes off the shackles from her hands,
Truth halts because of binding chains no more,
And Superstition as her captive stands.
O great Today! We hail thee as a child.

Crowned with the garnered glory of the centuries,
Proclaims the coming of a grander morn.
The year is young yet, but still it hath wept tears
Enough to drown ten thousand hopes of men;
It hath grown sorrow-old and furrowed with its fears,
And it hath torn its mother’s breast—the dear old

Of all Time’s ages, and the New Year’s dawn,
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Earth’s—when
It did hold the tempests as its lash,
And sent its avalanches down with crash
As if some star was rended from its sphere.
But Nature, with gentle hand, is seeking now
To tame the boy, to heal his mother’s woes;
And the warm sun is nursing her, and bow
To her the fairest of bright skies—the sunlight flows
In golden rivers all the ether through,
And grasses green are springing up to new
Fresh life to hide her scars—while regenerate stands
The Young Year, holding in his clean-washed hands
Such jewels of bright hopes of harvests stored
In rain-soaked soil, where he so freely poured
His wild floods out, and moaned and fretted days
On days. And baby buds of blossoms laughed with him,
And fragrant breezes through the forest ways
Breathe in sweet ecstacy their exquisite hymn.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 32. Composition dated 1885.
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The Old Year and the New
[At an entertainment in Santa Barbara, in 1876, in response to a toast to the
New Year, Mrs. Otis recited the following original poem:]

The Newsboy’s Vision.
Time stands and blows his bubbles into space,
And far into the deep and fathomless
Depths of dim immensity, uprising
Swift beyond the stars, beyond the path of
All the circling worlds, outstretching far the
Verge of all the planetary spheres, out
Into unbeginning and unending
Space, mingling with the old Eternity
That was, and is, and shall be, flies swift and
Silent as the wind’s shadow, the dead Old Year.
Asleep in my low attic chamber,
On my poor little pallet of straw—
I had drawn the rags closely about me,
For the night was chilly and raw.
Above me the stars were a-beaming,
They gleamed through the cracks overhead,
And the moon made a glorious pathway
Of light from the sky to my bed.

All at once—was I waking or dreaming?—
Coming down on those silvery stairs
Which the moonbeams had built in the night-time,
Pure and bright as a penitent’s prayers,
Was a form unsullied, untainted,
Untouched by a blot or a stain;
Its robes were as spotless as heaven,
Its feet were as swift as a flame.
When it touched on the star-lighted ether,
On earth’s outer limits of air,
Time reined in his steeds for a moment
And crowned and sceptered it there.
Then out through the gates of the midnight—
The door of the East was ajar—
His robe like a shroud wrapped around him,
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The Old Year vanished afar.

And as Morn with her soft rosy fingers
Flung open the gates of the East,
The New Year looked out from its chambers
With a smile and a blessing of peace.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 32.
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The New Century
1901

Great monarch Time, with centuries of years
Upon his forehead like a shining crown,
Looking the pathway of the ages down,
Still grand as noblest manhood he appears
With face unwrinkled and with arm as bold

By conscience armed and by the right made strong,
He moveth on while ages new are told.
And glad he looks upon this Land of Sun,
And fain would halt a moment by the way,
So rare its beauty and so bright its day;
Great mountained land, and land of vales that run,

All blossom-crowned and harvest-filled and fair,
From mounts to sea; here smiling Plenty waits
And bids the world enter her golden gates,
Where riches lie ungathered everywhere.
Time opes his treasures and to us he throws
The keys of Empire to unlock the gates
Of world-wide commerce, which impatient waits,
Its mighty stream, like tidal overflows,
Seeking an inlet to this plenteous land,
In the clear dawn of this new Century’s day
We rise to meet it—in the broad highway
Of ceaseless Progress, lo! we beckoning stand.

We stand and face the centuries of time,
The New is here with wonders most sublime,
With strange new powers progressive manhood stands,
The key to Nature’s laws within his hand.
The lightnings he may marshal at his word,
The air to speech is at his bidding stirred,
The very stars he measures and doth weigh,
He gives to night the brightness of the day.
The Iron Horse moves on with thund’rous tread,
By giant steam a harnessed courser led;
For him the lightnings leap the mighty seas,

As dauntless hero’s facing hated wrong,
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And reach the shores of the antipodes.
And at their gates he puts his list’ning ear,
And lo! their whispers he may plainly hear.
Man groweth to be master of the world,
The flag of Science he hath wide unfurled,
The hoary rocks their secrets yield to him,
Star-speech is heard through all the midnight dim,
He’s rent the veil from Nature’s hidden face,
And now he stands where he can clearly trace
The laws that govern her, and make them stand
As willing servants ready at his hand;
As king he stands, as monarch of the earth,
In this bright morning of the Century’s birth.
No more the slave of Ignorance he waits,
For he may now unlock the long-closed gates
Of Knowledge, and proudly lay his scepter there,
Climb to his throne, monarch of earth and air.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 33. Composition dated 1901.
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These January Days
1892

The days slip by so calmly bright and fair;
The clouds troop lightly and no raindrops fall;
The sunbeams pour a flood of golden sheen;
The air is balmy, breathing soft and low;
The flowers shed fragrance, filling everything
With odors sweet, as in fair days of June,
And like a flower with wings the butterfly
Finds shining paths along the sunny air,
While the bees’ hum pleases our listening ears.
With the wings of gossamer the happy flies
Make rainbow-shining as they flit along.
The little buds upon their slender stems
Are dreaming, summer-like, while grasses green
Show slender tongues that yet shall whisper low
The symphonies of wind as light they pass.
Dawns show their gold, while sunsets are aflame
With amber lights and richest crimson glow.
The stars look down from purpling evening skies,
Their silver arrows falling on the hills,
Their silver rain flooding the sleeping vales.
Night holds her breath while Beauty kisses her,
And dreams of Eden. Mountain heights look down
Star-crested, while the smiling moon touches
Caressingly their shoulders. The mocking
Bird, in the clear midnight hush, oft wakens
And sings, and jubilant echoes answer
To his song. How sway the golden orange
Spheres! twinkling ’mid thick boughs like starry worlds
Within an under firmament. Winter
Here is flower-crowned, glorious, strong-limbed,
A Hercules with fair Adonis face,
Which Nature’s marshaled armies spring to greet,
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While Earth, his worshiper, adorns herself
With beauty, nursing with care her many charms,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 33. Composition dated 1892.
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A February Day
1901

The world around is wondrous fair and bright,
Flooded with fragrance and with radiant light;
A crown of beauty on th’ emerald hills,
A voice of music in the flowing rills,
A tide of song within the upper air,
Where glad bird-life is flitting everywhere,
A glory on the trees that catch the sun,
Where ‘mid the leaves the golden ripples run,
Chased by the laughing breeze whose soundless feet
Trip gaily as the light, and are as fleet.
This month has stolen the smile of the May,
Her robes are as fair, her colors as gay,
Her skies as bright as June’s shadowless ones,
Her days are as golden and warm as her suns,
And oh! there’s a heart in the music that pours
From th’ throat of the lark as upward it soars;
A heart in the fragrance of blossoming things,
In the tender young grass as upward it springs;
And my own heart grows glad with th’ beauty which lies
On the bosom of earth and the face of the skies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 34. Composition dated 1901.
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March—’tis Only Spring
1898

The fronded palms are lifted o’er my head,
The roses climb into the eaves’ broad arms,
And nestle there the birds, safe from alarms,
And unto beauty this fair day is wed.
No harsh winds blow across the tender skies,
The golden air is full of sweet perfumes,
Morn in the east the whole sweet world illumes;
Like walls of amethyst the mountains rise.
O far, so far into the blue above,
Robed in the glory of this glowing morn,
Like vanquished hosts the shadows have withdrawn,
As fleeth Hate before the light of Love.
The wondrous beauty of the blooming flowers,
The dreamy tenderness of earth and air,
The summer brightness brooding everywhere
From early morn to evening’s rosy hours,
Make us forget ’tis only Spring today,
That loitering Summer walkest months before,

And walk with Time along her flower-paved way.
But O! this land! this land of song and light,
Of shining skies that hardly know a cloud,
Where winds are stilled, nor seldom breathe aloud;
A charm like Summer’s is on vale and height.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 34. Composition dated 1898.
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These Clouded April Days
O sky! cloud-wrapped and frowning so darkly,
What grim, moody madness hath seized thee? O
Where is the sunshine of April—the sweet,
Dreamy, languorous days that belong to
Our fair, semi-tropical clime, on whose

Breast slumber, languishing, odorous noons,
And warm-shining suns, all golden in
Garments of light? What meaneth the pall that
Is spread ’twixt us and the sun-lighted spaces
Of sky? Let the wind kiss its face and bear
It with light wings away, for lo! the Sun’s
Loving children do long for the light of
His smile, and even the poppies -grow pale
On the hillsides so fair, and the purple-
Eyed grasses do bend as if saying a
Prayer for his coming. ‘This pavement of
Cloud is not the thing for thy feet, O bright
God of Day! but sky-burnished sapphire and
Empyrean blue shouldst thou tread, while lances
Of light and gold-dust of sunbeams should fill
The wide deeps about thee. O Helias,
Smile! and break through the curtains of mist, then
Orange trees with golden bells laden shall
Pour out their rhythmical sweets, and the air
Shall grow glad, and earth’s blossom-filled pulses
Shall stir, as she drinks in the wine of thy
Light, and feels the warm kiss of thy lips.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 34.
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April’s Close
1896

Smile, smile, O Day! in thy beauty and gladness;
Laugh with the Dawn as she comes over the hills,
Trailing her long, flashing ribbons of rills.
O the blue of the sky is cloudless and deep!
Broader than earth is its infinite sweep;
Stars sleep in its heart, soft curtained by light,
And the soul of Day in ecstatic delight
Broods over the world, o’er this clime of the Sun,
Where soft-footed and glad the light breezes run
O’er oceans of bloom, and April is gay
With roses and lilies, as fair as the May
In blossoming glory, with bosom as warm
As dewy sweet June’s; and the purpling Dawn
Forever finds Summer asleep in our vales,
Where waveth the palm, and never there fails
The song of the bird, the murmur of bees,
The shimmer of light on the leaf-laden trees.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 34. Composition dated 1896.
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An April Outlook
1904

[From “The Bivouac.”]

The park lies close beneath my window here,
The tall, green trees within the air so clear
Are all uplift, like pinnacles of flame;
The sunshine floods each leaf, they seem to drain
Its golden glory, and they so lightly dance
As the soft breeze doth make its slow advance.
The hills like perfect emeralds glow and gleam,
The vales are bright in their rich, grassy sheen,
And flowers are nodding in the sunshine bright,
Whose golden arrows take their shining flight,
Filling the air as if ’twere summer here,
And earth were breathing June’s sweet atmosphere.

How blue the sky! A wondrous vast it is,
Filled with impenetrable mysteries;
How blue the lake beneath the bending sky,
And grand the mountains here uplifted high,
Cradling the vales within their fond embrace,

Daisies are looking to the sun, and lo!
The modest violet its sweet face does show;
‘Lall eucalypti whisper to the light,
And countless birds are winging their glad flight,
As if the smiling sunshine, beckoning, drew
Them on and on its unseen pathways through.
O beautiful, so beautiful and fair
The outlooks from my vine-wreathed windows are!
In flame-like colors do the acacias glow,
Like bright fire-opals countless blossoms show,
And the still lake is like an eye of light
That earth has lifted to the sunshine bright.
O summer world! O summer land of ours!
Breathing the fragrance of undying flowers,
Girdled by mountains and the mighty sea,
Fondled by Growth in all her witchery.

Crowning with glory the old Earth’s sweet face.
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No land like thee beneath the glowing sun,
No land so fair since Eden’s days were done.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 34. Composition dated 1904.
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Semi-Tropic April
1893

Fickle and fair is April in the East,
Dimpled, sometimes with snows, sometimes with flowers;
How different is she from this maid of ours,
With laughing eyes and blossoms in her hair,
Sun-crowned with light, and lovely everywhere,
With happy birds which fill the air with song;
With grasses lying like an emerald along
The paths she walks; with skies which be
Cloudless as June’s, as deep with mystery
Of boundlessness. How gay her ribboned streams,
Like silver shining in her valley’s lap!
How golden are the ever-shining beams
The passing days with tender glances wrap
Around her morns and ever-glowing noons!
How silvery her stars and shining moons!
Her days are pearls of gladness, and her eves
Like notes of song. How sweet the buds she weaves
Of orange bloom and almond blossoms’ snows!
How rich with fragrance every wind that blows!
Coy as a maiden, yet divinely fair
As perfect womanhood our Aprils are,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 35. Composition dated 1893.
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O Rose-lipped May!
1891

O rose-lipped May! O laughing May!
With eyes so blue and cheeks so warm,
The poppies lie upon thy breast,
The lilies lean at thy caress,
The roses kiss thy heart at noon,
And lo! the butterfly is winged
With color like a sky-born flower;
The bees buzz in thy golden sun,
The days grow longer, lingering

As if to drink thy breath of balm.
The winds are hushed in breathless calm,
And ever-growing grasses stir,
And golden-hearted daisies shine,
And merry-hearted crickets sing,
And glad birds pour their melodies,
And laughing waters leap and run,
And all thy days are fair and sweet;
As if the earth anew were born,
And Beauty dreamed upon thy breast,
And in thy arms lay cradled Rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 35. Composition dated 1891.
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The Maytime
1904

O the day is laughing, the sunshine bright
Floods the whole fair world with its golden light,
And I hear a whisper amid the trees—
The joyous whisper of the Maytime breeze.
For the May is here with her breath of flow’rs,
Wearing a bright necklace of golden hours,
And the waters dance in the shining sun—
Ripple and dance till the day is done.
The glad birds are singing from east to west,
From the valley’s floor to the mountain’s crest,
While the bees’ hum sounds like a breath of song
Which the fragrant zephyrs waft along.
And the butterflies, like wingéd blossoms fair,
Sail the golden deeps of the sun-filled air,
All the world is a-smile with its gladness, too,
From the fair green earth to the ether blue.
O wonderful skies of May’s golden dawns
That bridge the path of her perfect morns!
Sun and fragrant her noons here lie
In a dream of bliss ‘neath a cloudless sky.
And her eyes are soft as a zephyr blown
From the far sweet depths of a tropic zone,
And above us her starry tapers gleam,
While we lie in her arms, a-dream, a-dream.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 35. Composition dated 1904.
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June—a Summer Picture
1887

The peppers swing their lazy branches low
In the sweet sunshine, for breeze-kissed are they,
And all their rosy clustering berries play
At hide-and-seek as soft winds come and go.
And on their very topmost bough I hear
A happy robin singing sweet and clear
A song of June. I wonder what it knows
Of flowery secrets; what its ear has caught
From whispering grasses and from swaying reeds,
Stirring where summer air so softly blows,
And silver-tongued the shining river flows?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 35. Composition dated 1887.
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A Day in June
1899

O day of days! of sweet delight and love,
Where glowing beauty leans from sky and tree,
From everything in life, below, above,
From all the vastness that my eyes do see.

White-shining clouds float soft in sunny skies,
Just tipped at morning with the sunrise gold,
And the glad blossoms ‘in their wondrous dyes
Do countless ever ’neath my feet unfold.
Mitered with light the lofty mountains rise,
Like other worlds above the sleeping vales,
And, lo! the glory of the sun-filled skies
Is on them ever till the sunlight pales.
O glorious altitudes! they lift
The sad soul higher until grief slips by,
As if the airs of Paradise were sift
On the pure winds beneath that upper sky.
The earth is soaked in sunbeams, and the sea,
The air is full of song and fragrance sweet,
And I am glad if only but to be
Where fragrance, song and light and beauty meet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 35. Composition dated 1899.
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A Fog-cloud in Sweet June
1903

The sun is hid beneath the cloud,
A cloud of fog so dark and grim,
The winds are stilled nor breathe aloud;
Within the trees we hear the hymn
Of happy birds. Their song is sweet,
They do not miss the sunshine’s glow,
Their spreading wings are just as fleet
As in the sunlight’s overflow.
But oh! we miss the cloudless blue
Paved with the gold of sunlight fair;
We miss the glory shining through
The vast unhindered deeps of air.
Sweet June in fog-wrought garments rare
Is not the June we long have known,
With sunbeams for her tresses fair,
And brightness ’round her pathways thrown.
Dear June, with skies of cloudless light,
So infinite and vast and deep,
As sun-filled as the lily white,
Or golden poppy on the steep—
Come back and fill our land with sun,
Come, light the glory of the stars,
Come back and smile as you have done
Since first you passed our Southland’s bars.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 36. Composition dated 1903.
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The Flower-lipped June
The air is sweet, and all the breezes stir
With perfumed “laughter, then rippling run to
Meet the glorious sunshine as it so
Softly falls on leaf and tree and gently-
Opening flower and running stream. How gleam
Its golden arrows in the brook, and how
Lean the swaying grasses down to touch the
Flowing crystal! There a little robin

Comes, its breast aglow with red, and dips its
Beak, then lifts it, while a diamond drop
Still clings to it, as if to lend a sparkle.
To its song. Reclining, the beautiful
Hills sweep with a veil of mist upon their
Foreheads, while the blue eye of June looks love
To them, and through her royal lips the light
And odorous breezes breathe Love’s softest
Whispers, and the stars shine forth in twinkling.
Ecstacy. Ah! flower-lipped June, with—
Fragrant lilies on thy snowy lids, and
The warm rose flushes on thy dimpled cheeks;
Thou art for lovers, and thy breath is love
And perfumed benediction.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 36.



Collected Poems

183

June
1893

Summer is with us, and she whispers low
In fragrant words through all the winds that blow.
How bright the blossoms which her sweet lips press!
How smile the buds her tender hands caress!
The June-bright skies are sapphire-like and fair,
Bird-songs have not a single note of care;
Golden the wings the butterfly doth spread,
And rainbowed those of bee and fly o’erhead.
I catch the lily’s scent; the roses sweet
Pave with their perfume pathways for my feet;
The palms drop shadows cool upon the grass,
The green vines nod unto me as I pass;
The cricket’s chirp sounds merry to my ear;
The humming-bird is sipping nectar near;
The world is bathed in sunshine everywhere—
Valley and mountain top and deeps of air.
Sweet June, stay with us, O sweet June! go slow;
Stay long to glad us, do not haste to go.
These summer days are golden as the sun;
The sky is cloudless, and the pulsing air
Breathes like a spirit. Breezes run
Fondling the blossoms infinitely fair;
The million leaves upon the many trees
Beat joyously their numerous small hands,
As birds sing sweetly from amid their boughs;
The spider spins the silver of his bands
In his white tent, bright-lying there between
The lilies and the roses. Upward twines
Soft-footed, noiselessly, and robed in green,
The fragrant honeysuckle’s slender vines,
And banksias, fragrant in creamy white,
Bury our porches in their living bloom,
Catching the golden sunbeams in their flight,
Kissing to brightness all the fragrant gloom.
Days dream upon the breast of sunny Earth,
Skies touched with glory bend above them there;
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Fragrance and bloom have each unhindered birth,
While pure and still as a white saint at prayer
The light drops down.

III.

June is the month of flowers and bright blue skies
The wide world over; scarce a shadow lies
Beneath her lids of rose, her cheeks of bloom.
Her days are long and sweet, and yet they pass too soon.
Her breath holds all the fragrance sweet of violet,
And lily fair, and clear-browed mignonette,
And honeysuckle’s bloom; the pansy’s face
Is lifted, purple-eyed and fair,
And birds sing to her, breathing everywhere
Of love and joy, of purity and peace;
And all her morns stand golden in the East.
Heaven seems not very far when June is here,
’Tis just beyond her starlight still and clear.
O June! sweet bride of Beauty, on thy brow
The Year doth lay its crown of many flowers;
The Sun doth love thee, and he stealeth now
Up Dawn’s bright steeps till thy fringéd pearls of hours
Are nearly all filled with his glowing light,
So early comes he and so late doth go;
He stands upon the threshold of the Night,
And says good-bye in whispers sweet and low.

Filled with the glory of some far-off sphere,
Which sinless swings within immensity,
While its o’erladen fullness falleth here
In dews of silence and of golden light,
And blessed fragrance, such as Eden knew
When this new world first climbed the starry height
And shed its light amid the fields of blue.
O in that Sometime which doth lie afar,
Beyond the tides of Time’s unresting sea,
Beyond the light of farthest sun or star,
In the wide realms of immortality,
Will not blest Junes forever blossom fair

And June’s starlighted nights, they seem to be
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In brighter glory than this earth may know,
And God’s own radiance fill them everywhere,
Till suns seem dark beside their wondrous glow?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 36. Composition dated 1893.
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Dying July
1890

How smiles the illimitable sky! how
Break in flooding glory on the hills and
The far mountain tops, on the wide seas, and
The sweet-sleeping plains, the golden tides of
Light. Birds sing and breezes laugh in rippling
Wantonness, ana the leaf-tongued trees breathe their
Melodious whispers to the air. Day
Is full of song, and soul, and beauty. The
Bright skies lean earthward, and lay their soft blue
Like a lover’s hand upon the mountains’
Crest, where the tall pines stand sentinels, with
Faces somber, but with breasts holding the
Light of centuries. The flowers breathe soft,
But their petals stir as if warm hearts beneath
Them throbbed in tenderest pulsations. How
Soft the air! how full of balm! how sapphire-
Eyed the day! How rich the emerald of

Trees upon its breast! No torrid sun to
Torture it. No lightnings fierce to rend its
Calm repose. No belching thunders to break
The fragrant silence. Earth smiles, and like some
Vestal virgin on her bier, all veiled in
Beauty, dieth July within our tropic calm.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 37. Composition dated 1890.
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A July Day in Sunland
1903

Flowers, tall trees, blue skies and shining sun,
Mountains that rise unto the deeps of air,
Birds filling deeps where sunbeams run
On viewless feet, to bless earth everywhere.
Soft breezes blow amid the many leaves,
The grasses beckon us along the way.
Like piles of gold the ripened harvest sheaves
Jewel the fields where Plenty’s footsteps stray.
The shadows lie asleep beneath the palms,
Green vines creep up and cover roof and wall,
The cricket’s song is free from all alarms,
And soft the whisper of the wild bees’ call.
Green grasses creep unto the lake’s clear brink,
Bright blossoms smile upon the sloping green,
And there a water-rat comes down to drink,
And here a gold-winged butterfly is seen.
The day is fair, no cloud is in the sky,
No shadow lies upon the wondrous blue;
How gracious is the air with fragrance filled,
As fair the world as if ’twere made anew.
No sultry heat disturbs our golden noon,
No sudden storm paints blackness on the sky,

And, winged with light and peace, they pass us by.
O Summer Land! O land divinely fair,
With swaying palms and blossoms manifold,
With cloudless, infinite deeps of air,
Where Summer rests on seas of shining gold.
More beautiful art thou than other lands,
With thy vast templed hills and mountains high,
The glory of thy strength unchallenged stands,
As does the beauty of thy vales which lie
Like fruitful Edens steeped in golden light;
Like days just born when Time itself was young,

For shining days are Summer’s perfect boon,
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Thy sweet days come and then they take their flight,
Fair as those days when Time had just begun.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 37. Composition dated 1903.
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A Cloudy August First
A day of clouds, a morn of mimic showers,
Like raindrops coming down with careless glee
Into this rainless Summer-Land of ours,
Like happy wanderers only just set free.
What means this mood of Nature’s, why does she
Drops tears instead of sunshine, o’er her sky
Draw such light veil of clouds, and wantonly
Tease us with memories of days gone by,
When oft we listened to the Summer’s chime
Of pattering raindrops upon the window-pane—
The rhythmed melody of falling rain?

Not often here does smiling Summer know
A wandering cloud upon her wondrous blue,
Save at Day’s close, when golden evenings show
Lights as if heav’n itself were shining through,
Or her pale dawns brighten with rosy light,
When all the East unbars its gates of gold,
And silently the shadowed Night takes flight,
And the bright Sun his banner does unfold,
Till flames his glory on the sunrise hills,
And all the sky grows luminous with light,
As rosy-winged stands Morning on the height.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 37.
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Semi-Tropic September
1891

September’s laughing harvests,
Her skies of deepest blue,
Her meadow-larks and singing-birds,
Which wing the wide air through—
I sing of them.
Her swaying vines and roses,
And fields of growing corn,
Her soft-winged, fragrant breezes,
That fan the cheeks of Morn—
I sing of them.
Her vineyards purple-tinted,
Her green, nut-laden trees;
Her wide alfalfa meadows—
Like billowy emerald seas—
I sing of them.
O low-voiced running waters!
O waving pine and palm!
O spaces orchard-broidered,
And filled with summer calm—
I sing of you.
September’s light is on you,
Her dewy-lidded eyes
Drop warm and tender glances
From out her cloudless skies.
On cedar tree-tops singing,
The mocking-bird I hear,
And, all the warm air filling,
The robin’s song rings clear.
The lark pours out his gladness,
And rises to the sun,
As if the May-time glory
Again to earth had come.
Rose-tinted breaks the Morning,
Gold-paved the shining Noon,
And Evening feels the pulses
Of tender bud and bloom.
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We dream through golden sunsets,
Through nights of stars and calm,
We wake to rose-hued mornings,
And fear no storm’s alarm.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 38. Composition dated 1891.
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September
1882

The Summer’s noon has passed, and brown
And sadly old the tall hills stand,
Their russet robes are all smoothed down
By sober Autumn’s careful hand.
No rippling folds of shining green,
With daisies gemmed and violet,
About their giant forms are seen;
No fingers weave their coronet
Of buds and blossoms dewy-eyed.
No more the golden-tasseled corn,
Which every wandering breeze has spied,
Waves gaily in the light of morn.
The old oaks spread their emerald cool,
Like some oasis lifted high;
The silver of each shining pool
Gives place to white sands, parched and dry.
No running brooks with silver tongues
Murmur sweet music through the glade.
Yet skies are blue and Summer suns
Through all the Autumn days have stayed.
Still through the golden paths of light
The butterfly’s bright wings are spread,
The humming-bird his jeweled flight
Takes ’mid the sweets which blossoms shed
In garden walks where roses bloom,
And gay lantanas lift their heads,
And purple heliotrope is strewn
Above the glowing garden beds,
And fruits hang ripe on tree and vine,
And vineyards riot in the sun,
And only Daylight’s swift decline
Notes that the Summer days are done.
September comes with her soft-footed tread,
Sandaled with beauty, and with sky overhead
Drowned in warm sunshine, as delicious, clear,
As if the splendor of the June were here.
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How peeps the Sun down the dewy dingles sweet,
Kisses the streams as on they run to meet
The shining sea; and lays his web of gold
O’er the hilltops in a massive fold,
And then drops downward to the orchard-clad
And vineyard-covered fields, and to the glad
Sweet gardens where the roses open wide,
Swaying delighted on the sunny tide
Of air balm-laden. Birds sing sweet
From orange boughs, and the high limbs that meet
So near the heaven they seem to touch the blue
Where scimitars of eucalypti through
The golden glory seem to pierce, as fain
They would touch heaven, and then again
Beckon to earth and whisper, leaf-tongued, low
Of stars and skies and things we may not know.
The breezes bathe their feet in shining dew,

Running each morn the wide warm meadows through;
They kiss the flowers, which nod them sweet replies,
Stir morning-glories till they ope their eyes
In purple gladness, woo the birds to sing
As if ’twere some glad morning of the spring.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 38. Composition dated 1882.
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October in the East
1899

October, handmaid of the passing year,
In the far East comes golden-crowned and bright
With the rich splendor of her woods, which near
And far flash into glorious light,
As if the Sun, with all his treasure-trove
Hid in their leaves, with brightest colors wove
A splendid diadem for the Old Year,
Brighter than Summer’s rose or grassy spear.
The blue skies bend above the drowsy earth,
Which laughs no longer with its Summer mirth;
The hills are brown, the blossoms all have gone,
But, oh, the glory of the woods! T long
To see their wondrous face. The many streams,
Holding the gold of all the Sun’s bright beams,
Rush singing onward, fed by Autumn rains,
Whose chorus breaks into wild, rich refrains.
Sometimes a song-bird calleth from the trees,
And sometimes Winter whispers to the breeze
Of his near coming, and the waiting world,
Whose lengthening nights’ cool shadows are unfurled,
Shivers so softly as it clingeth yet,
With fading face and heavy eyelids wet

The skies are bright which bend above the land,
But there’s a traitor in the camp who steals
The warmth of sunbeams, and who quick reveals
His frosty javelins and hastes to smite
All growing things, and like a veil his white
Breath covers them whene’er the starry dark
Drops down upon the world. In vain we hark
For his swift footsteps; they come and go
Soft-footed as the Winter’s falling snow.
Silent as Death they steal through forest glade,
And wide, still meadows in the evening shade.
Castles and towers and waterfalls he leaves
Etched on the window-panes, nor ever grieves

With Autumn showers to passing Summer’s hand.
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To see the gentle floweret hang its head,
Or see the world of lovely grasses dead.
A merry soul he is, yet cruel too,
And blasts of cold be blows his fingers through,
And winks at Winter as he’d bid him see
His wanton hand upon each bush and tree.
But still the day shines bright at noontide’s hour,
And the great forests, rich in beauty’s dower,
Flame into splendid color. Rainbows pale
Beside their brightness, and the arching skies
Like one great gleaming sapphire rise;
Noon floods them with his sunshine’s richest gold,
And Earth the Indian Summer doth enfold
In her warm clasp until the daylight fades,
And Jack Frost steals again from hidden glades,
Smiting the Earth till Nature slowly dies,
Or in a swoon of pulseless silence lies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 39. Composition dated 1899.
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Semi-Tropic October
1889

Here beneath October’s sky,
Where the joyous butterfly
Still in happy gladness floats,
Where the music from the throats
Of unnumbered birds still rings,
And the budding blossom springs,
Sending forth its dewy sweets;
Where the golden sunrise greets
Verdant fields of ripening maize,
Where through all the orchard Ways,
Through their aisles of shade and sun,
Is the ripening orange hung.
And the vineyards at our feet
Flooded are with juices sweet,
Comes the perfect autumn-time,
As to woman, beauty’s prime.
See the wind across the corn
Ripple in the dewy morn;
See its emerald billows gleam,
Tossing in the amber stream
Of the sunlight’s shining tide!
Bend and rise the tall stalks there,
With their streaming banners fair.
Half asleep the morning lies
’Neath her azure tent of skies,
But at length the droning bee
Wakes amid the uplands free;
From behind the emerald wall
Of the eucalypti tall,
There is heard the robin’s note
On the silent air afloat;
With his massive wings spread wide
Does the brown hawk slowly glide
O’er the walled and rocky steeps,
Frowning o’er the cañon’s deeps,
And the mockingbird sings clear
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From his airy hemisphere.
Arms of snow the lily lifts,
And within the orchard rifts,
Where the parted boughs do swing,
Lo! the oriole comes to sing;
And the twittering sparrow peeps
As the early worm he seeks.
O the glory of our skies!
Deep as vast infinities!
Cloudless as a perfect June!
Sweet with blossoms’ rich perfume!
All the air is pure and warm,
All untouched by cloud or storm,
And each forest leaf is crowned
With the sunshine falling round.
And on Nature’s throbbing heart—
Lovers by themselves apart—
October leans with red ripe lips,
Holding in her finger-tips
Roses dewy-sweet and fair;
Fuchsias in her shining hair.

Nature leans and kisses her,
Where the wild bees are astir,
And her soft red lips are sweet
As the red rose at her feet.
And the splendor of her glance
Is brighter than the radiance
Of the starry eyes of May,
Or of June’s most perfect day.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 39. Composition dated 1889.
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October
1893

With velvet-footed tread October came,
Gold in her hair and roses on her cheek;
Fair as sweet May, her fingers not yet weak
With age, but dimpled still the same
As when the glad Year, calling her by name,
Kissed her till crimson dyed her virgin cheek,
And the soft breezes, wandering, sought to speak
Of her rich beauty. Now, in mellow tides
The sun, as through the cloudless skies he rides,
Pours out his light, and, tenderly I wist,
Drapes all the hills in gold and amethyst,
And, as the sunset passes, wraps a mist
Of royal purple round them, wherein sleeps
The souls of sunbeams passing daylight keeps.
October smiles about us, while her days
Grow shorter, and her pleasant hillside ways
Are brown and sere, although upon them yet
Smiles the bright sun, his golden lancets set
In the full-bosomed air, where softly stir
The light-winged breezes, touching palm and fir,
Rippling the rose leaves, stooping ’mid the grass,
Whisp’ring of summer as their footsteps pass.
The little birds among the many trees
Sing sweet and clear their tuneful harmonies;
The skies above us bend in cloudless light,
Like one great rounded sapphire to the sight;
Warmth nestles in the daylight’s golden noon,
And days breathe softly as in some half-swoon
Of sweet, delicious joy that has its birth
In the rare beauty of the sky and earth.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 40. Composition dated 1893.
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November Days
1901

The golden air is with bright sunshine filled,
And countless flowers have richest fragrance spilled
Wherever the soft-footed breezes creep;
All angry winds are hushed and lie asleep
Within the cradle of our tropic calm,
Birds build their nests with never fear of harm
From tempest’s wrath; the palm-tree drops its shade;
The pepper-tree a canopy hath made
Of emerald boughs, with clusters thickly set
Of rich red berries, like an amulet;
The lily lifts its white and timid face,
And countless roses bloom, while here a place
Is found for every flower that Summer nursed.
No chilling winds around them ever burst,
No dream of Winter ever frets the hours;

Jeweled with light and with November showers,
The mossy blades are pushing through the sod,
And to the passing breezes gaily nod,
While the tall trees with leaf-clad branches rise,
Beckoning the birds whose songs fill all the skies.
The bee’s hum, like an undertone of song,
Sweeps gaily round us, and flies buzz along
On rainbow wings, and deep the cloudless skies
As if they held Time’s vast infinities.
O grand the mounts that lift their sunny crests
Above the beauty of the valley’s breast!
They catch the glory of the sunset’s glow,
And sometimes wrap themselves in robes of snow,
But Summer ever sitteth at their feet,
Forever gives to them her incense sweet,
And here November smiles in robes of green,
And woos sweet Summer for his gracious queen,
And treads her flower-paved ways with smiling face,
And unto her his scepter giveth place;
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And so our year is one long summertime,
Nor groweth old; ’tis June in its fair prime.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 40. Composition dated 1901.
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Semi-Tropic November Noons
1891

The noons of our November days yet hold
The dreaming Summer, her eyes still blue
And their drooping lids fringed with the gold
Of sunbeams. The Sun smiles down upon her,
Her lover still, kissing, with soft, warm touch,
Her fragrant lips. The perfume of the rose
And the fair white lily fills her pure breath,
And on her breast there blossoms sweet and fair
The purple heliotrope, while gay verbenas
Blush, like souls of cherubs kissing her sweet face,
Which Time has left unwrinkled, for he loves
Her so he would that she should never pass
From out his tent of skies, curtained for her
With glowing, tropic splendor. But Morn and Eve
Does Autumn claim, and, like the shrew she is,
Breathes frostiness upon the still air, drops
Chill upon the earth, and strives to reach, like
Some usurping thing, sweet Summer’s throne, with
Harsh jostle crowding her. But Summer wakes at
Noon, trailing her flower-gemmed robes, up-looking
To the skies, which bend protectingly, with
Marshaled hosts of sunbeams filling all their
Deeps; with light and perfumed winds running so
Soft-footed to and fro upon their glad

Sentinel errands, hunting the depths of
Air for the paved crystal haunts where hide the
Mustered rains waiting their bugle call, as
Waits the Dawn the Sun, and the brown Earth their
Coming. Summer puts her ear where pale and
Sere the withered grasses lie, and the rose
Answers her smile, and the cricket gaily
Chirps, and, amber-winged, the butterfly lights
On her shoulder. She hears no stir beneath
The sleeping earth of grassy root or lifting
Blade. The bird seems singing unto her of
Hope and coming gladness. For a day she
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Mayhap rests, cradled in chilliness, and we
Cry, “Fair Summer’s gone!” But the gray mantle
Of the swift-gathered clouds drops shining
With its crystal floods, which the thirsty earth
Drinks up with gladness, and lo! the sun bursts
Forth rejoicingly, and November, with
The scepter in her hands, beckons with a
Smiling face, and eyes made lustrous in their
Rain-washed blue, to lovely, semi-tropic
Summer, and she takes again her throne,
Her feet sandaled with bloom, her fair robe’s hem
Trailing ’mid springing grasses, odorous
Winds breathing from east to west, and from the
Smiling south and north. How wait the glad suns
Upon her! and in their ether deeps the
Planets smile. The mountains lift their purple
Fronts while distance seems to lessen. Warm the
Glow upon their rocky lips! Marvelous
The play of sunshine! The rock-lipped cañons
Smile, bearded with pines; the laughing water
Pours free its silver tides through their deep throats;
The butterflies float through the amber air;
The birds waken to fresh caroling. Bees
Dream honeyed thoughts and clap their wings
With small, innumerable sounds that make
A full-voiced anthem. The flies look sunward,
Spreading rainbow wings, while down beneath the
Soil the roots stir softly, reaching toward
The light, The Old Year smiles, for Summer still
Is here, and all the earth sings for her ears
Songs sweet with resurrection.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 40. Composition dated 1891.
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November
1892

A song-bird sits upon my porch and sings
Songs that are full of summer joy and rest,
As though he held his heart within his breast;
A lovely butterfly with golden wings
Floats like a blossom on the sunny air;
Fragrant and sweet the many blooming things
That make my winter garden bright and fair;
The leaves turn to the sunshine, shimmering the while,
The ripened berries in the pepper trees
Hold in their rosy globes the reddened glow
Which constant Sun’s warm kisses will impart;
The grass is golden where does fall the smile
Of the warm sunshine. Flies and bees
Make gentle murmur in the noonday’s heart;
Calm the wind’s breath as though it were asleep;
As night does fall the moon does upward creep,
Set round with stars, like shining points of gold,
Seeing a world as fair with blossoming
As it were summer or sweet-budding spring.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 41. Composition dated 1892.
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December
1886

Falls ’round us still in glowing, golden sheen.
And each fair day between its dawn and night
Smiles like a flower its sheltering leaves between.

Dream we amid the flowers and ’neath bright skies,
Blue as a turquoise and cloudless in their light
Of golden sunbeams. The days take flight
Winged with warm zephyrs like the breath of May,
Laden with sweetness, and lo! the butterflies
Flutter like blossoms that have stolen wings
To seek the happy robin while he sings,
As if in song his soul would melt away.
December, like a maiden azure-eyed,
Stands on our hills and dances in the vale;
Riotous is she in joyance, and pale
Beauty nor light. June’s self is not more fair
Than our sweet, sun-crowned days of Winter are.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 41. Composition dated 1886.

The year is passing, yet December’s light
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Semi-Tropic December
O tropic ‘skies! what hand hath poured your gold,
And laid soft, amber touches on the hills,

And loosed the voices of the singing rills?
Were ever skies more fair than those that bend

Did ever flowers more tenderly lend
The fragrance from their dewy petals pressed
To the soft wind, which, incense-laden, sweeps
Where blossom-crowned December, dying, sleeps?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 41.

With daisy-stars “mid the green grasses told,

Sun-flooded o’er the Old Year’s sleeping breast?
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A December Idyll
O days divinely fair! we would not dream
The year was drawing swiftly to its close,
So warm the golden sunbeams that do gleam
On blooming lily and on opening rose.
We walk the floorways of our vales and hills,
With tender grasses underneath our feet,
List to the silvery tunes of running rills,
Hear bird-song round us, wondrous clear and sweet.
The brown bees float within the sunny air,
The many flies show wings of prism’d light,
Bird answers bird from treetop everywhere,
And through Earth’s sunny paths they take their flight.
I love December, with his patient hours,
And garnered gold and gleaming lights which pass
Sure-footed as the Sun amid the flowers,
And o’er the billows of the growing grass.
His morns are glorious with the growing light;
His noons are languid as with summer calms,
The light-winged breezes linger in the flight,
While Perfume holds them in her fragrant arms.
Like some great god whose battles all are o’er,
With Victor’s crown upon his forehead prest;
While the great seas their grand Te Deum pour,
He passes proudly to his quiet rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 41.
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Our December Days
1890

These winter days are infinitely fair,
As if they held the soul of the whole year’s
Sunshine. How bend these bright December skies
Above the world, filled full of pulsing light!
Wingéd breezes sweep them softly, as if they
Loved to loiter dreaming in their deeps, kissed
By the circling Sun, and breathing fragrance
Which the sweet Earth pours from all her flowering
Altars. How laugh the tender, grassy blades,
As springing from the earth they feel the thrill
Of blessed resurrection! Down through the
Soil these messengers of life, the winter
Raindrops, fall, their silver tides stretched out to
Find the roots of sleeping grasses and of
Waiting bush, that all the summer long have
Dreamed. That mystery of contact! That strange,
Growth-renewing power! Beneath the ground the
Roots stir, the sap flows upward, circling the
Plant as does the blood circle through human
Veins, and the mystery of fresh new life begins.
Ah, Nature! how little of thy
Grand pages can we read, and how dim
The twilight of our knowledge is! These very
Miracles are wrought before our eyes, and
Yet we see not how they are accomplished.
The quickening process hidden lies. We
Say things grow. But what is growth? It is the
Answer to God’s thought that things shall be and
Thrive. He speaks and it is done. Earth, Air and
Water but his servants are. The Sun, the
Shadow of his smile.
O semi-tropic
Days! in which the year so brightly passes
To its close; when stars drop dew, and Night dreams
Balmily, and flowers shed their fragrance
As the Sun its light; when winds are hushed and
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Star-worlds sleep in the serenest depths of
Blue, and when bird-song like a river flows
Across the breast of Morn, and the fair Earth
Decks herself in robes of green, and puts her
Flowery sandals on, girdling herself
With silvery streams, while golden oranges,
Like shining spheres, swing ’mid the green-boughed trees,
How near ye are unto the Eden of
Our soul’s most pleasant dreams!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 42. Composition dated 1890.
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The Closing Year
O wondrous days of blossoming and light!

Smiling like youth, though many months have told
All of their beads of days, each one as fair

Days when the great deeps of fathomless air
Hold bluest skies, and golden sunbeams hurl
Their shining lances toward the earth and sea,
Dripping with golden warmth, while everywhere
Lo! the soft breezes laugh in ecstacy,
Slow-floating o’er the widespread meadows fair.

Eternal Summer dreams upon thy breast,
O golden land of blossom-haunted days
And star-gemmed, moonlit nights, where rest
Is slumber-crowned and dreamless till the rays
Of the oncoming sun light all the hills of dawn,
When out of Night and fragrance, and the vast
Of dreaming Silence the perfect day is born,
Linked by its sweetness to the summer past.
Then comes December, sandaled with his flowers,
With tinkling streams that sing along his way,
Past meadows green and the bird-haunted bowers
That throb with melody as if ’twere May.
Old Year, Earth loves thee, and she holds thee fast,
As ye were still a babe upon her breast;

The tender Earth will lay you to your rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 42.

O golden days in which Time ne’er grows old!
November, flower-crowned, waits the Old Year’s flight,

As Summer’s brightest, as June’s purest pearl—

Smile still, Old Year, and when December’s past
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As the Old Year Dies
1898

The earth is bright today as when young June,
With eyes of heavenly blue and rosebud
Lips, smiled on the breast of Summer at the
Melody of tinkling streams, and the rich
Beauty of the opening rose, and breathed the
Lily’s perfume, inhaled the fragrant breath
Of dew-wet violets and all the world
Of bloom. Autumn puts on within our clime
No diadem of gold or crimson leaf,
And wears upon her fingers no frost-wrought
Diamonds, or shining pearls, save those of
Sparkling dew which gleam in the warm sunlight
Like the rich fire-opals of the golden
Orient lands, proud in their opulent
Splendor. What wonder that here of old lived
The Sun-Worshiper; that on our hills gleamed
His bright altar fires, for the Sun is King
Here, and sceptered like a god, and walks the
Skies unhindered seldom by a cloud, and
Drops his javelins of light along his
Way, smiting the hosts of Winter till they
Flee to the far heights, routed and vanquished.
Those free brown children of the ancient days
He warmed and fed, while cradled on the lap
Of Earth they lifted eyes to him which held
The stars of midnight and the light of love.
They raised their hearts to him like cups of wine
That he might drink their fullness and be glad;
They smiled in answer to his smile, and said,
He loveth us and we will worship him.
And the leaves’ rustle seemed unto their hearts
His whisper to them of his love and care.
The gracious air, filled with the insect’s hum,
And happy buzz of rainbow-wingéd flies;
The music of the waters low and sweet
Were Nature’s hymns poured to his gracious ear.
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He nurtured harvests for them, fruits and herbs,
And growing roots that filled the fruitful soil.
He fed the honey-bee with nectared bloom,
And kissed the jeweled butterfly as on
It flew along the unseen paths of air.

The grassy sabers shimmered with his beams,
And forest leaves seemed all a-smile with light.
Fair was the world, and glad, brooded by Peace.
No Mission bells had yet waked echoes in
The land; no Cross proclaimed the love of Him
Who died that men might live; and so these brown
Children of the Sun dreamed on the breast of
The fond mother, Earth, and talked of happy
Hunting-grounds beyond the sun and stars, and
Deemed some morn the gateways of the East their
Sun-God would unbar and they would pass, winged
With his own light, to other life than this.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 42. Composition dated 1898.
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The Vanishing Year
O leaves! O dancing, emerald leaves,
Coquetting as the breezes blow;
What spirit is it stirs you so,
And such light spell of gladness weaves?
Is there within the golden air
Some soul of joyance all divine,
Some whisper in the warm sunshine,
Some voice of Summer everywhere?
December’s sun is in the skies,
December’s smile is bright and warm,
With scarce a frown of cloud or storm,
While many blossoms glad our eyes.
O Summer lingers all the year,
And dreams as on the lap of June;
Naught in our world is out of tune,
Even the glad-winged birds are here.
The early twilight softly drops,
And Night falls golden with her stars,
But calmly lifts her shad’wy bars,
When Day peeps o’er the mountain tops.
And then the valleys smile anew,
And then the hills lift happy hands,
As each one beckoning, waiting, stands,
While flies the Old Year from the New.
The grass blades rustle on the hills,
The flowers laugh low, the sunbeams kiss
The feet of him—he does not miss
One love-note of the singing rills.
He dieth like a king, and he
Does shudder not nor shrink away,
Palsied and old, but, glad as May,
Passes as strong and smilingly.
The birds sing in the list’ning wood,
The world drops fragrance on his bier,
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The New Year wakes, and, lo! is here,
In golden beauty where he stood.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 43.
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The Year’s Last Days
1890

The sweet air is full of golden sunshine,
In which birds spread their wings like tiny sails,
And the bee loses itself as, buzzing
In happy gladness, it does drift on tides
Of light, warmed to his heart. The gay pennons
Of the butterfly are spread, fluttering
So soft, a winter blossom of content
It seems, or wingéd smile upon the Old Year’s
Breast. Sky leans to Earth with eye divinely
Blue ‘neath lid of sunshine, and sweet, warm mouth
Fragrant with the breath of gentle south winds,
And the Earth looks up with her liquid glance
Of running streams, with roses in her cheeks,
And breath of odorous lilies on her
Lips. O’er hill and valley trail her emerald
Robes, jeweled with blossoms, and her silver
Laugh is heard in rippling brooks. Time loves the
Old Year as he finds it here, for ’tis a
Coy maiden who will not grow old, but who,
With her glad twelve months ended, all blossom-
Crowned, with cheeks like smiling June’s, wearing a
Girdle of unnumbered flowers, with silver
Anklets of the running streams, making such
Music for her dancing feet, she slips with
Happy laughter from his sight into the
Palace of the Past, which stands upon the
Shores of Yesterdays, a whole year’s sunshine
Round her poured, a year of bloom and harvest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 43. Composition dated 1890.
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The Old Year in California
1887

And is it true that here the years grow old—
Die to give place unto still younger ones,
Pregnant with progress? Can years die
While strong-limbed and sturdy, thrilling with life,
Smooth-browed and sunny-eyed, and palpitating
Yet with beauty? While warm the Earth slumbers,
And on her breast is bud and blossom sweet,
And sprouting harvests? While fruits ripen, and
The Sun’s lidless eve beams goldenly, and
Stars lean above the perfumed Night, and soft
Dews drop from the world-lit space upon the

Is the aged Year, with not a furrow on
His ruddy cheek, nor touch of Time upon
His forehead. His lips drop fatness, and his voice
Is melodious with running waters
And the symphony of birds, The wild
Bee’s hum breathes murmuring undertone through
All his whispers. He has his messengers
Of humming-birds and gay-wingéd butterflies,
That linger round him as in the May-time
Of his glorious youth. Like luster of
The sunshine is his hair, its locks as thick
As leaves of Vallambrosa’s forests, and
His limbs as free from tremulousness as

Are our bare and rock-ribbed mountains, high
Uplift, like sky-crowned Titans to the upper air.
No, the Year dies not, but with swift feet, strong
Limbs and unfailing vigor, wrapping his
Harvest robes about him, all blossom-bordered,
He steps out among the yesterdays of Time,
The deathless monarch of the vanished Past.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 43. Composition dated 1887.

Flower-lipped Earth? Fairer than the young Year’s
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The Old Year
1878

The Year draws near its close, so azure-eyed and fair,
One wonders if in truth the Year is old—
Such golden, sun-wove garments it doth wear,
Such jeweled brightness it cannot be told.
Hath it not somewhere caught upon its wing
Immortal beauty such as cannot die?
Holds not the Autumn all the warmth of Spring;
Its scent of flowers? The bright-winged butterfly
Floats now upon the shining waves of air,
As happy as in May it sips the dew,
And yellow-belled abutilons there are
Where swings the humming-bird, and fresh and new
Bright roses ope their petals to the Sun,
Which kisses them until in crimson dyes,
Like maidens blushing, stand they every one;
And even the blue, cloudless, sun-swept skies
Hold floods of song; and only such light breeze
As fans with tender touch the Spring’s young flowers
Lingers amid the emerald of the trees;
Only comes lesser space ’twixt the dawn and sunset hours,
As if the Year was weary and would sleep,
Cradled within the sunshine’s golden deep.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 44. Composition dated 1878.
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Good Night, Old Year
1890

The Summer’s feet are on December’s hills,
Her breath is in our thousand blooming flowers;
Her merry laughter in the silver rills
Is heard through all the sweet, enchanted hours.
Her face is fair as in the lotus lands,
Where sweet Romance lies dreaming in her arms;
Some spell is on her, and she halting stands
And crowns the Old Year with her rarest charms.
June never held such skies of shining blue,
Nor ever birds more glorious songs did sing;
Good night, Old Year! pass on, and let the New
Open its eyes upon the lap of Spring.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 44. Composition dated 1890.
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The Old Year Asleep
1891

O snow-crowned mounts! ye miracles of light,
As Moses stood before the burning bush
In ages gone, near holy Horeb’s mount,
Reverent with awe and wonder stood I
But yesterday where grand Sierra heights
Were lifted to the skies, while thick fogs trailed
White garments round their sides, girdled with twin
Rainbows. Gray San Antonio, Time’s

Elder brother, hoary as centuries,
Lifted his scarred crest above the clouds, and
Pillowed it where the stars were hid, curtained
By light within the deeps of air. In dim
Shadow the valley lay beneath a
Canopy of darkened mist, but the light
Of heaven was on the mountain top. The
Sunshine poured its gold upon its snowy
Mantle; warm, rosy sunset lights, and gleams
Of amber, royal purple tints, glowing
Crimson flushes, illuminated its far slopes,
While the sky seemed bending down to catch its
Smile. A light cloud—or was it the backward
Sweep of some archangel’s wing?—fluttered a
Moment o’er its summit and was gone;
While, like a banner from heaven’s ramparts
Trailing, the sunset clouds were luminous
With opalescent lights. The Old Year lay asleep
Within the valley’s calm, where golden swung
The orange spheres, and vines were ready to
Put forth their leaves. The light winds sang low
A lullaby to dreaming grasses, while
Fluttered the butterfly, its wings astir,
Like gleams of sunshine in the lambent light;
The falling raindrops whispered of life and
Blessed resurrection. How soft the
Old Year breathed, his dying eyes still clear; his
Face unfurrowed; his heart still warm, pulsing
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With beauty. Like the old gray Pyramids
By the lotus-guarded Nile, the snow-clad
Mountains stood, white as if Death had touched them.
Within this tropic land all other things
Throbbed warm with color and with life’s fragrance.
Were these Sierra heights, with heads touching the
Unseen stars, to be the Old Year’s sepulcher;
Their snows his shroud, their choired wings the singers
Of his requiem as he passed from his
Twelve months’ reign of Summer? Nay, not these. For
Him all things that Summer loves around
His bier shall crowd; birds singing softly as
In the sweet June hours. The perfumed flowers
Are like the voice of immortality,
And cradled with them shall the Old Year sleep.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 44. Composition dated 1891.
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Thanksgiving Time in California
1877

Here Nature tunes her gladdest notes,
The breeze its softest whisper flings,
The sunshine gleams in golden rings,

And paints in many-colored hue
The budding flowers. ‘The drops of dew,
Like rounded, perfect spheres aglow,
The glories of the rainbow show,
And through the clear, warm air there floats
The first sound of the robin’s notes,
And lo! with many-colored wings,
Scarce touched with motion, floating by,
As half asleep upon the air,
The gold and scarlet butterfly.

And from each fragrant, flowery cup
The humming-bird drinks nectar up.
And all along the roadway’s side
Peer grasses in their emerald dress.
Nodding their green blades in the sun,
As if a new Thanksgiving psalm
Was trembling on each slender tongue.
The sea lies prone beneath the sky,
Its billows dance along the shore,
The mountains hear its lullaby,
The rocks its wrathful, sullen roar.
The air seems listening, and the Sun
Coquetting with the leafy trees,
That whisper sideways to the breeze,
Shines all day long, nor veils his face,
Save with the rosy clouds of Even,
Bright hinges of the sunset gate
The golden bar ’twixt earth and heav’n.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 44. Composition dated 1877.
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This Thanksgiving Day
The days are bright with beauty, and the sky
Bends fair above us; scarce a passing cloud
Touches the blue, so infinite and deep;

And through the sunny air do bird-wings sweep
As if ’twere summer, while the butterfly
Flutters upon the opening rose’s cheek;
The breezes softly blow, no loud harsh winds
With icy breath the fragrant silence stir,
And list’ning we may hear the soft low whirr
Of flies’ and bees’ innumerable wings.

Bright flash the crystal waters sweeping down
From mountain springs unto the sunny sea,
Through valleys where the ripened harvests he.
Adown the garden walk so lazily
The caterpillars crawl; the crickets sing
Their hymns at dusk, and lo! sometimes we hear
A lone cicada singing harsh yet clear.

Summer seems lingering to the full year’s close,
We see her smiling in the opening rose,
We see her emerald sandals in the grass,
And catch her whisper as the south winds pass;
Her dimpled cheek is in the lily’s bloom;
Her eye of blue shines through November’s noon;
Upon her breast the violet does glow,
Her laughter ripples with the streamlet’s flow;
Her lang’rous breath is in our balmy air,
And her warm pulse is throbbing everywhere.
November loves her—with Thanksgiving pours
Into her lap the full year’s harvest stores.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 45.
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Our Semi-Tropic Winter
1892

Winter puts on a robe of tender green,
And decks his head with many blossoms fair,
His breath with fragrance fills the balmy air,
And sunbeams wrap him in their golden sheen.
Birds sing for him, and bright-winged butterflies
Float on so idly through the sunlight’s gold,
While bees to them their happy psalms unfold,
Beneath the dome of ever-shining skies.
Sweet sings the nightingale when twilight drops,
Calling afar through spaces far and dim,
And gay the merry cricket’s evening hymn;
Clear shine the stars above the mountain tops.
And soft the whisper ’mid the orange groves,
Where winds breathe lightly as a child asleep,
And young love comes its happy tryst to keep
Beneath the radiance which the starlight throws.
Just stir the leaves like many beckoning hands,
And Fragrance steals the long-aisled orchards through,
And blossoms tremble, kissed by silver dew;
The opening lily like a priestess stands.
Low-voiced and sweet the many rivers run;
Pictures of grace, the bending willows lean
To view their faces in the flowing stream;
The mountains lift their faces to the sun.
The Year grows never old beneath our skies;
His hair is golden as the sunny dawn,
His face is rosy as the dewy morn,

Upon some unseen path he slips away,
His feet flower-sandaled and his heart sun-filled,
Full of the wine that gladness has distilled,
Smiling and fair as is the glorious May.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 45. Composition dated 1892.

When sleeping in December’s lap he lies.
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Winter in California
1878

The clouds rise slowly, then the eastern blast
Flings open swift the flood-gates of the storm,
The earth drinks in the welcome rain at last,
And Winter sees a world in beauty born.
The Sun throws open wide his golden door,
‘The bright skies lift, a dome of deepest blue,
And all the earth is one wide emerald floor
With flowery patterns woven through and through.
The soft winds dally with the sun-kissed air,
The waves of gushing bird-song flood the sky,
The golden orange, ’mid its blossoms fair,
Gleams in the sunshine as the days go by.
The lilies swing their censers to the breeze,
Orchards burst into whitest drifts of bloom,
And glad bees hum amid the flowering trees,
While Winter wears the Summer guise of June.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 45. Composition dated 1878.
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The Winter of Sunland
O tropic land! sun-kissed,
Crowned with the amethyst
Of the lush clover’s bloom
Through winter’s smiling noon;
Drowned are your hillsides
With the orange tides
Of your poppies golden;
Fanned by the swaying palm,
Nursed in enchanted calm,
Steeped in fragrance sweet

Of rose and orange flower.
Life from each winter shower
Springs and wakes the earth from slumber,
Waking blossoms without number.
Violets peep dewy-eyed,
And the nun-like lilies rise,
While in scarlet pride
Stirs the gay poinsettia,
Throwing off the wind’s light fetter.
Deeper, vaster grow the skies,
And the fields the million spears
Of a standing army show;
Fragrant-breath’d, soft breezes blow,
And the golden orange spheres
Like the starry planets shine,

While the vineyards yield their wine,
And the crystal rivers leap,

Waking from their summer sleep,
All their dry sands disappear;
The transparent atmosphere
Seems to bring the whole world near.
Hark! we hear the robin’s song,

And the mocking-bird sings clear
From the tall tree’s highest bough—
Bend your ear and listen now.
Golden is the oriole’s breast,
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Flashing ’mid the green leaves there,
While he sings and takes his rest.
Like a river in the skies
Is the lark’s song, as he flies
Bathed in rippling harmonies.
Golden-winged the butterfly,
Like a bit of sunshine gleams
O’er the crystal of the streams;
And with low, incessant hum,
Lo! the honey-bees do come—
Floating argosies of sweet—
Robbers of the honey hid
’Neath each drowsy blossom’s lid;
And the quail calls soft and low,
As through quiet paths we go.
See the yellow daisies swing,

Hear the breeze-swept bluebells ring,
While the cricket’s steadfast call
Like the Angelus does fall,

When the Night her curtain drops
O’er the plains and mountain tops.
And the merry frogs we hear

’Mid the reeded shallows near.
Lovers are they of the clime
Where each month is summer-time,
And their bluff old chorister

Tunes his flute wherever lie
Shaded pools beneath the sky,
Where the waters seem to dream
In the shallows of a stream.

See the long brown furrows turned,
Where the shining plow doth speed,

Making ready for the seed
To be nursed by Winter’s sun.
Scarce a week before you see
Harbingers of harvestry
In the million blades which push
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Through the soil. On tree and bush
All the sun’s warm lances lie,
And beneath, in mimicry,
See the leaf-like shadows stir,
Lying on the water’s breast,
Or in tangles in the grass
Where the warm south wind doth pass;
And we hear the low, swift whirr
Of the birds’ wings as they fly
’Twixt the blue of sea and sky.
Summer dreams in Winter’s arms,
And his cheek is never old;
Never turns the sunny gold
Of his shining locks to gray;
Never fade his winning charms—
Stalwart, strong is he alway,
Never vexed and petulant,
Voicing only sweet content.
Dreaming like a maid he lies,
’Neath the splendor of his skies;
On his lips does Summer press
Kiss of lingering tenderness;
Blooming days are always here,
And they press about the bier
Of the Old Year as he dies,
Breathing softest harmonies,
Winged with summer-warmth he flies,
King of Beauty, to his rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 45.
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Semi-Tropic Winter
1893

A tall geranium grows without my door,

Its scented breath is sweet as any rose;
The robins love it, for they often close
Their wings upon its leafy emerald floor,
Staying their flight, and then such songs they pour
That one would dream the air were filled with song
Which the winds breathed, and everything along
Their pathway caught and sang it o’er again,
Until Night came with its low voices, when
Sounds fall asleep upon her starlit breast,
And gentle Silence nurses them to rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 46. Composition dated 1893.
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Our Glorious Winter
1901

Our Winter’s feet with gold are shod,
And all his robes are green;
With many a jeweled blossom hid
Their emerald folds between.
The pansies nod so sweet and shy
Beneath the palm-trees tall;
The robin and the butterfly
Float softly over all.

How lift the mountains to the sun
Their snowy crests of light;
How joyfully the streamlets run,
While blossoms watch their flight.

And Summer’s touch we see
On every field and opening flower,
And every leaf-clad tree.
The robins sing as if ’twere June,
The bees as gaily hum,
The sky is not less bright and fair,
And seldom storm-clouds come.
The days pass like a summer dream,
The softly-pulsing air
Is full of fragrance which is shed
From blossoms everywhere.
The roses’ perfumed sweets we scent,
The lilies fair unfold,
And the bright hillsides are ablaze
With the wild poppies’ gold.

Cold Winter stands afar
Upon the mountain heights and hides
His frowns beneath a star.
His frozen breath we do not know,
His chill we do not feel;
The orange bloom our only snow

And Summer’s breath is in the sky,

O Summer’s heart is in the day,

Where Summer’s footsteps steal—



Collected Poems

229

And linger ‘mid a world of bloom,
And grass-clad hills and vales,
And make a June-time of the year,
Whose brightness never pales.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 46. Composition dated 1901.
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Winter Land
1885

Far up beneath the Arctic skies,

And all the earth lies cold and dead,
I see the rude barrabkies rise.
The blue smoke, like a slender thread,
Above their sodded roofs is seen:
And one small window, thrust between
Their grass-grown sides, lifts up its head.
In the short summer-time the day
Through all the weeks grows scarcely dim—
Only the twilight’s shadowy rim

And all the dull gray summer through
Sit thousand seagulls on the rocks,
And the choochkies come in countless flocks,
And gaily-crowned sea-parrots, too.
The meadow-lark sings sweet and clear,
And makes a pathway as it flies
Of happy song unto the skies—
The only singing minstrel here.
And little children, dark and brown,
With high cheek-bone and stolid face,
Without a single winning grace,
Live ’neath the cloudy summer’s frown.
No sports have they to make them glad,
No playgrounds, and no pretty toys,
No dogs, nor ponies for the boys,
No dolls for girls all neatly clad.
No pleasant walks nor garden flowers,
No lovely trees with branches green
In all this northern land are seen—
’Tis all unlike this land of ours.
With ice the Winter spreads the sea,
The frozen ground is white with snow,
And winds in awful tempests blow,
And far the drifting icebergs flee.

Where Winter’s frozen wings are spread,

‘Twixt night and morning’s rosy ray.
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And sometimes on some drifting floe—
The lone Columbus of his kind—
The polar bear sets out to find
More southern seas, and sailing slow,
He rides along those northern shores,
A lonely sailor fierce and grim;
Ah! who would like to sail with him
While he some far-off sea explores?
Short are the winter days, and dim,
The twilight falls soon after noon,
The long dark night comes on full soon;
Swift sets the sun behind the rim
Of the white seas so still and drear,
And the bright stars hang in the sky,
So low they look, you almost try

To reach them, for they seem so near,
Oh, who would give this life we know,
Its starry nights, its golden days,
Its fruits, and all its wooded ways,
For that north world of storm and snow?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 47. Composition dated 1885.
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Winter
On His Eastern Throne.

Upon our farther shores, where thunder the
Atlantic’s surges, and mad billows heave
In icy coldness, Winter stands like
Some old giant god, palsied and chilled,
His limbs shaking with the fierce cold, his breath
White with hoar-frost, his crown the glittering
Icicle, sharp as an arrow piercing
The frozen air; the dead Earth at his feet,
Shrouded in white, her streams locked within
Their icy tombs, lying hushed in soundless silence.
Her forests stretching gaunt, naked
Arms unto the chilling blasts, ghosts of their
Summer selves, when, green and beautiful, the
Golden sunbeams dreaming lay within their
Leaf-clad arms, and birds amid
The many boughs poured melody upon

The shining air till it was full of song.
Hushed are the bird-songs now; gone is the breath
Of flowers, and th’ soft wind sighing through the
Leaf-lutes of the trees, for white is Winter’s
Throne, his shoulders covered with his snowy mantle,
And for his saber he doth hold
The keen North Wind, piercing with jagged edge
The very hearts of men till they stop beating
When he doth find them poor and shelterless.
Oh, he is cruel, savage, pitiless,
Doing his worst with Poverty and Want,
And scourging them. by thousands, feeding on
Slaughter and drinking death like wine.

Winter on His Semi-Tropic Throne.
Not such is Winter here! A fair young god
He stands, upon his head a crown of
Sunshine, and around him wrapped a robe of
Emerald, woven with flowers fragrant
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As the breath of Araby; and his fingers,
Gemmed with diamonds of dew, touch the bright
Earth caressingly, and the streams leap in
Fresh laughter, and shining rills ripple in
Music, as the clouds pour down the rhythm
Of sweet rains. In every tree-top, lo!
The happy birds “sing east, sing west” until
The world is song; the air is deluged with
The gleam and gold of sunshine, and the winds
Are mellow with the fragrance of the wine
Of flowers. The heart of Winter is but
Bud and bloom, his breath is fragrant as the
Lands of spice, and his pillow is for aye
The lush grasses and the ripening wheat,
And blossoms numberless as God’s own stars;
His pulses are in tune with happy June’s,
His face as young and beautiful as hers,
As warm his airs, as lovely are his skies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 47.
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Easter
1902

The earth lay still within the arms of Dawn,
The air was pulseless; not a single leaf
Stirred on its parent bough; all sound was hushed
Save the soft flow of Kedron’s silver stream
That gurgled to the hills a rippling psalm
Of joy. The blue was starlit still, and the
Pale silver light upon the olive trees
Seemed like a ghost of sunlight. The lilies
Stood like white-faced nuns along the way. The
Glorious mounts about Jerusalem
Lifted their silent faces to the sky;

The wide-branching palms were motionless, and
The flowers of the field, baptized with dew,
Held fragrant censers, filled with odors sweet,
That seemed the breath of coming joy. The vast
Dome of the temple on Moriah’s height
Lay still within the shadows, save for a
Faint gleam from the waking Dawn that touched it,

As ’twere the promise of Day’s coming glory.
No whisper stirred the olive trees along
The way. The shadows hid amid the thorn-trees’
Boughs, and the faint stars grew fainter still as
Night drew back and the far East did slowly
Brighten as if angels trod its portals.
It seemed as if the Earth were hushed and lay
Breathless in expectancy, as to the
Holy sepulcher, where lay the blessed
Christ, the weeping Marys came, bearing sweet
Spices and precious ointment for the Lord’s
Anointing. It was so still within the
Garden that sound seemed dead, and all the world
A-swoon with woe. Then Mary Magdalene,
Her eyes dim with heart-breaking anguish, and
Her fair cheeks paled to ashen whiteness, spoke
Tremulously: “Oh, who shall roll for us
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The stone away, so we may enter where
Our Lord is laid?” They neared the tomb, and the
Dawn brightened into day, and a lance of
Holy light shot downward through the olive
Trees, as if the world had waked once more to
Gladness. But as they looked, their eager eyes
With wonder filled, for the great stone at the
Tomb’s door was rolled away, and, hastening
In, Mary knelt where the body of her
Lord had lain, her heart breaking in great sobs
That rent the anguished air. But lifting her
Eyes at length, what does she see? An angel
Form, all shining as the light, is there, and
A glory not of the earth brightens the
Sepulcher, and a voice sweeter than aught
Of time, more melodious than all earth’s
Melody, speaks to her: “Fear not, I know
Ye seek the Crucified. He is not here;
The Christ ye love hath risen, and He hath
Conquered Death for aye.”
O glorious Easter morn!
O day of days for man!
Hope in our hearts is newly born,
Through Christ the sting of Death’s withdrawn,
Through Christ who risen lives.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 48. Composition dated 1902.
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Easter
1898

The day is fair and sweet, the sky is bright,

And the still winds run softly through the air,
And with swift wings the many birds take flight,

And glory broods in silence everywhere.
Afar the mountains rise so still and calm,

The meadows lie asleep beneath the Sun,
And Nature lifts a rose-encircled arm

While beckoning Beauty down her paths to come.
O mountain heights! I look to you and dream

Of other mounts uplifted to the sky,
Of a fair land where holy memories teem,

And the dead centuries unforgotten lie,

The land of Calvary and Nazareth,
Of Easter glory and its open tomb,
Where He—the risen Christ—the bonds of death
Burst as the flow’r bursts from the bud to bloom.
The Lord is risen! Earth hears the blessed word,
Life blossoms into fuller joy and grace,
Divinest hope within the soul is stirred,
And a new future opens for the race.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 48. Composition dated 1898.
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Easter
1886

Night’s face lay dark, save for its gems,
Its royal diadem of stars,
And one soft line of silver bars
Which stretched above its midnight hem.
Earth slept; no light breeze stirred her breast,
Or touched the silence of the leaves
That breathless hung upon the trees,
From vale to highest mountain crest,
But as the holy morn drew nigh,
How waxed the heavens asunder far,
As floating down from star to star,
Through the deep bosom of the sky,
Drew near the holy Seraphim,
Earth stirred with the strong earthquake’s throe
As though its inmost heart would show,
Nor keep its deepest thought from Him
Who now was waking in her breast—
The glorious Christ. The angels drew,
With pinions pulsing through the blue,
Down to His holy place of rest.
Back from His tomb, with shining hands,
They rolled the stone; the Crucified,
The risen Lord, the Glorified,
Lifted His face, and then the bands
Of Death triumphant laid aside,
While angels knelt and worshiped Him,
Men slept until the dawn shone dim,
But hell shrank back all terrified.
O man redeemed! The glorious light
Of Easter dawn shall not grow dim
While rings the song of Seraphim;
Nor shall hope fail our waiting sight.
Redeemed! wide swing the golden gates—
Beyond the grave—we walk with Him,
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No fears to make our pathway dim,
Eternal life our dying waits.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 49. Composition dated 1886.
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Easter Morning
1896

Breathe soft, O blossoms, dewy-lipped!
Wave lightly, grasses lush and green,
And boughs and bushes, emerald tipped,
Make room your many leaves between
For the sweet bird-choirs that shall sing

To the glad skies and shining sun
Their joyous anthems. Ev’rything,
E’en to the waters that do run
With crystal feet amid the sands,
Breaks into gladness as the dawn
Trails on the mountain tops its bands.
O golden light! O holy Man!
Earth thrills again as once of old,
When Death was vanquished, and the grave
Bourgeoned with hope as it was told,
“The Lord is risen, and He can save.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 49. Composition dated 1896.
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Summer Musings
1896

How run the winds ’twixt earth and sky;
They brush the soft white cloudlets by;
They brush the highest tops of trees;
And then they bend to such as these—
The lily and the violet,
Lowly amid the grasses set,
As footstools for the birds and bees,
Or chords for Nature’s harmonies.
The Sun walks lovingly the blue,
And throws his glances fondly to
The winsome, laughing summer Day.
A smiling god is he, at play
With every leaf and tree and flower,
And every bright gold-sandaled hour,
And all things love him that abound,
Save shadows clinging to the ground.
A silken screen above my head—
A spider’s opalescent web;
The leaves advance on bough and stem,
Waltzing with sunbeams, loving them;
My eyes to the unclouded ways
Where treads the Sun, where Light is born,
And day by day comes Night and Morn,
And Time’s swift, unseen footsteps stray,
Nor leave one track along their way.
No track along those skies of blue;
Forever old, forever new
They bend above the mountain heights,
And drop, like dew, the days and nights.
The Earth smiles, still divinely fair,
As when those skies uplifted were;
’Tis only Man himself grows old,
As days and years of time are told.
Grows old! and yet, O heart of mine!
When Time is dead and skies divine
Have lost their stars and lost their sun,
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And hills have vanished, every one,
And all the cool, sweet mornings lie
Like dead leaves underneath the sky,

Like some sea-cradled isle shall rise
The land of Youth against the skies,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 49. Composition dated 1896.
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Midsummer
1895

Summer lies dreaming on the mighty hills,
Veiled with soft tints of opalescent lights;
The valleys are a-swoon in splendor. Frills
Of green grasses border the meadows brown;
Sunbeams upon the levels, like a crown,
Lie as soft as liquid gold. Birds’ happy flights
Stir the air with a melodious sound.
Soft breathe the winds as infancy asleep;
The leaves, like many hands upon the trees,
Clap softly, as if full of sweet delight
At the fond touch of breezes as they sweep,
Invisibly-winged as thought. Tremulously
The flowers lean upon their nodding stems,
Weaving for Earth its wondrous diadems
Of color. The soft air, in stillness moored,
Hangs golden o’er the meadows and the sea,
Hushed in Noon’s heart to silent ecstacy.
Butterflies like wingéd blossoms to and fro
Flit through the air, while swiftly come and go
The nectar-laden bees, as if light-filled
And drunken with the sunshine, humming yet
Soft undertones of melody, all set
To joyousness. Summer indeed is sweet,
Wrapping no clouds about her save the gold
Of sunset and of sunrise, with which her feet
Are sandaled, clasped with golden stars;
And on her breast she wears the full sweet Moon,
Swimming in light, and all its silver bars
Of lustrous moonbeams trailing on the Earth
And silvering all things hidden in night’s noon,
The plains wax bright, the sea and valleys smile,
And Night, like some fond mother, leans adown
To light the trees, like tapers, on the crown
Of the far mountains, and gilding the while
With silver light the many sleeping leaves
Lying in trance of soundless harmonies.
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Through day and night this semi-tropic clime
Yields beauty, coolness through its summer time
The trancéd air breathes but softly and yet sweet
Around the brow of Summer’s golden days,
And Splendor crowns them with her lavish hand;
Anchored in light the valleys seem to stand,
Mountains above them, oceans at their feet,
And bird-song paving all their tree-walled ways.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 50. Composition dated 1895.
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Autumn
Oh, this is sweet, this world so fair of ours!
Where Autumn’s hands are full of Summer’s flow’rs,
Her skies as fair with floods of golden light,
Her breath is warm and fragrant and her night
As balmy as midsummer’s sweetest eves;
The glory of her softly-swaying leaves
Is not less full than June’s, for here Decay
Finds not a foothold, for Growth holds the way;
One long, long summer is our twelvemonth here—
A harvest home through all the golden year.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 50.
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Autumn
O blossoms opening to the Sun!
O white-fringed daisies golden-eyed!
Dream you that Summer days are done?
See you the opal-tinted gleams
Where sunshine through light haze streams
Across the low, brown meadows wide?
See on the bright lids of the Day
The softest hint of shadows fall,
That full-lipped Noon’s warm kisses may
Not wholly lift, while over all
The skies bend blue, yet low the Sun
Creeps o’er the bright, sweet-scented verge
Of the warm South, and Morning keeps
A lengthened tryst where star-worlds surge
Through the dim ether’s silent deeps.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 50.
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Sunrise
1883

O sunrise gates! the gold of heaven
Has dropped between your bars,
And Light her shining curtain draws
Between us and the stars—
The silver stars that light the skies
When Night lies dreaming sweet,
And Morn behind Tomorrow’s hills

Had stayed her coming feet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 50. Composition dated 1883.
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The Morning Hour
O the golden arrows
Which the dawn is flinging!
O the glorious music
The happy birds are singing!
The busy spider spinning
His web of silken sheen
I’m sure does stop to listen
In his tent of forest green.
Ah, the happy cricket,
He joins the forest choir!
Don’t you catch his strident note,
Lifted high and higher?
The bee it buzzes louder,
And the flies they sing—
Touched with rainbow colors,
Every gauzy wing.
Oh, the toad is blinking
Where the sunshine falls,
And the flowers are climbing
Over garden walls;
And the grasses beckon
To the shining dew,
Which makes a pretty mirror
For them to peep into.
Like a million diamonds
Gleams each dewy sphere,
Every one a-shining

Like a crystal clear.

Every one as perfect
As a starry world,
With a rainbow beauty
All about it furled.
Oh, the blessed morning!
Dear children ope your eyes
To welcome all the beauty
That floods the earth and skies.
The world is fair as Eden,
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And looks as it were born
Anew with light and splendor
On every cloudless morn.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 50.
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This Morn of Fog
1903

The fog this morning curtained all the heights,
And wrapped the sky in sullen folds of gray,
Dimming the glory of the Dawn’s full lights,
And shutting out the golden sunbeam’s ray.
But when the fog was lifted, O how fair,
How beautiful the distant shining hills,
The radiant, glorious, sun-filled air,
Which the soft throb of Nature’s pulses thrills!
It was as if new-born the whole Earth lay,
A miracle of beauty, stainless, fair,
Within the clasping arms of smiling Day,
God’s cleansing hand upon its everywhere.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 51. Composition dated 1903.
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The Dawn
1891

O starry skies! adown the steeps of Night
Dark slips, and lo! the bright resplendent Dawn!
The purple shadows fade, and then the golden morn,
With all heaven’s glory in its brightness flung
Upon its forehead, while each leaf-wrought tongue
Stirs, trembling softly in the growing light,
As if some holy thought had touched them. Bright
With the beauty of the coming sun
They rustle softly, and a sound is heard,
Poured like rapt chorus through the bright’ning air,
As if with thousand tongues Earth breathed a prayer—
A psalm of praise. The grasses bend their heads,
The flowers stir like unto sweet-faced nuns,
And lift their swaying censers to the skies.
And the wide air takes sweetness from their breath,
While unto heaven the broad Earth lifts his eyes—
The dew upon his forehead, as he would
Worship his Maker who made all things good.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 51. Composition dated 1891.
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Sunrise Upon These Sunset Shores
’Tis morning, and the glorious Sun above
The vast purple heights is lifting up his
Head. He touches them with his lips, and lo!
They break into glowing blushes, as if
Beneath their rocky breasts were hearts warm with
A tender passion. O Sky! leaning above
Them, with eye blue as the dew-gemmed violet
Blossoming at their base in the wide, sweet,
Far-running meadows, do you not love to lean
Above a world so fair, so full of light, and
Soft-voiced breezes, and ocean whispers, and of
Laughing tides which pour their silver brightness
On the sands, or run rippling on to kiss
The dim line of the horizon’s verge, and
Lose themselves behind its sunny face? And
Do not the Islands bring you joy, lying

Upon the channeled seas, their heights uplifted
As they would have you lay your face upon
Them, and whisper to them all the mystery
Of the air, and the tender love of the
Soft starlight when it broods above the earth?
Do you not love the trees, the glorious
Swaying trees, with their arms all lifted
Heavenward; and the running streams, bright as
Your own star rivers? O bending Sky! do
You not love the flowers, the stars of Earth
Which the sun has kissed to beauty? I think
You must look down and long to touch them, and
To sometimes wear a rose upon your breast.
Is not the red of this morn’s sunrise like
The rose’s red, and its gold the pattern
Of the burnished poppy’s leaf? The small white
Cloud, scarce larger than my palm, curled near
The zenith, is like a lily’s petal, and
I think it must hold perfume.

Lean down, O
Sky! above these sunset shores—these towering
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Mountain heights, these sun-kissed valleys, and the
Gracious sea with its unwrinkled face,

Dimpled with islands. You are so fair and
Frownless, the earth loves you, and her heart and
All her bloom she gives you for your smile.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 51.
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Morning
1878

Nature has swept the frown from off her face,
The world flashed out with diamonds in the morn;
The pearly dewdrops—each a perfect sphere—
Gleamed from the trees and from the emerald lace
Of the soft grasses. Day was born
And cradled in the gold of tender sunrise,
And over it bent bright and shining skies;
Not one soft dimpled cloud in all the blue,
But only the great infinite deep of air
Spread like a curtain, while the Earth, fair
In its springlike beauty, looks as young
And fresh as Eden.
’Tis said the age of miracles is past,
’Tis vain to dream of miracles to be,
And yet each day new miracles we see;
Day’s dawn is one, when from the rosy heart
Of the still East its lifted curtains part,
And Morn is born. What miracle of rose
And red and amber and of purple flows,

Dyeing the heavens with glory, until we
Let vision swim in brightness! Immensity
Of sky and air glow with new life as Night
Slips to the void of silences, and white
And pure, dew-washed, sun-swathed and brightly fair,
Baptized with color, Morning waketh there,
Fresh as in Eden, stainless everywhere.

III.

Oh, I do love to watch the morning wake
In the wild woods among the mountain heights,
To see a new Day spring from the great deeps of Night,
Swathed in the wondrous, ever-changing lights
Which the still fingers of the pale-faced Dawn
Weaves ’mid the shadows as faint breezes stir,
Soft as a mother’s breath amid the trees;



Eliza Ann Otis

254

The birds wake with them and you hear the whirr
Of many wings, and the soft twittering
From feathered throats which pour a tide of song,
Like some sky-river of sweet melody,
Flooding the world when the full day is born.
A few faint stars hang on the brow of Morn,
Ere the Sun rises and the shadows flee,
And Dawn with halting steps climbs up afar
The starry steeps our eyes so faintly see.
Ah, with what smile from out the bright’ning east
Looks the great Sun at length upon the World!
The waters sing and all the forest trees
With dewy diamonds are so swift impearled.
And the sweet land breathes fragrance, ev’ry flower
Hanging so fair upon its swaying stem,
Lifts its bright face to heaven and helps to weave
For the new Morn a perfumed diadem.
Each blade of grass looks fresher for the night,
As Morn smiles down upon it, and the hills
Grow more resplendent, and like altars stand
Which God hath lit. The little rills
Seem to have learned new songs, with notes so sweet,
The echoes run to catch them as they fall;
The plumy reeds stand silent o’er the stream,
And faint sound drops like music over all.
The beautiful Day wakened in color and light,
With a breath from the sea and a voice from the height,
With the winds breathing music ’mid blossom and tree,
While the glory of Morn held a promise to be
Richer, fairer at noon, when the fullness of sun
Had drenched all the glad earth in its gold and had won
The heights of the zenith, and its javelins hurled
To smite every shadow that darkened the world.
Oh, say, am I dreaming, all a-dream in this light,
With this glory about me of vale and of height,
A-dreaming of summer, of June’s breath in my hair,
Of bird-song and music and blossoms so fair,
While the New Year is young and asleep on the breast
Of old, deep-breathing Time? Is he taking his rest
In the arms of these sunbeams, a bee buzzing near,
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And the sweetest of bird-songs poured into his ear?
Where is Winter, the tyrant, with cold, chilling breath,
With saber of icicles and harvest of death,
With his garments of snow, forests naked and bare,
Winds fierce as a lion when it springs from its lair?
Not here in the South, in this fair sunland of ours,
Where Summer smiles ever in garments of flowers,
Where Time dreameth sweetly on his couches of bloom,
And the year at its close is as bright as its noon.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 51. Composition dated 1878.



Eliza Ann Otis

256

Sunrise at Santa Barbara
1879

The dawn broke softly in the radiant east,
And all its gates glowed golden in the sun;
The mountains gleamed, a pile of amethyst;
From north to south, from east to west, as one
Great shining sapphire hung in the sky,
And not a cloud within its blue was set,
Only along its outer edge did lie
In rich mosaic, gold and violet,
In one quick flash along the mountains rolled,
The sunrise glory; deep within the blue
The stars were buried by its floods of gold,
And lo! the miracle of Day was wrought anew.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 52. Composition dated 1879.
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Noon
1897

The very air grows brighter and the sun,
More golden in its light; its pulses beat
With soft, warm breezes, fragrance-laden, sweet,
As if a soul were in them every one.
Ah! do I dream, or do I just awake—
Awake to see how fair the world can be;
How wonderfully sweet its melody,
And what a shining brightness it doth take?
I love the world and life and all it holds,
The song of birds, the smile of sun and sky,
The grand, tall trees, and all the witchery
The vast warm noon in its full heart enfolds,
But most of all I love to love and be
Beloved of Love, in his great heart to lie
Drinking his soul while glad my days pass by,

And less of self and more of love I see.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 52. Composition dated 1897.
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The Beautiful Day
1896

A lovely flower looks into my face,
A fragrant flower with purple-lidded eyes
That smile with gladness ’neath the sunny skies;
It moves so airily as light winds chase

Each other gleefully along the way,

Sun-filled and fragrant through the viewless air,
Kissing the dewy blossoms everywhere
That smile so brightly on the breast of day.
The sun drops golden treasures on my floor
As it peeps through the leafy clusters hung
On climbing vines, and nestles there among
Their branching arms, while they tell o’er and o’er
Their whispered gladness. All the day doth seem
To be alive with joy. And now I see—
As if born of the sunlight it might be—
A humming-bird the many leaves between.
How dance the shadows ’mid the sunlight’s gold!
I almost dream that they a heart do hold,
That sunlight’s making love to, with a bold

Sweet speech that words have never told.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 52. Composition dated 1896.
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This Summer Day
1896

‘The day is fair, the breezes blow;
They wander with their dancing feet

Where blossoms and the grasses grow,
And their love songs repeat.

The sky is blue above my head,
Not any cloud in all its deep—

Its vast, blue-curtained deep, that’s spread
Above the Earth’s wide sweep.

The flashing sunbeams, lo! they drop
Their slender javelins of light

On level plain and mountain top,
And farthest craggy height.

They drop their gold amid the grass,
Amid the many-bannered trees,

And all the robins as they pass
Drop liquid melodies.

Poised on the sunlight’s golden sea,
Like some stray soul adrift, afar,

As it some wanderer might be
From distant sun or star.

The butterfly with fluttering wing
Sails onward in the light,

And flies and bees are marshaling
Themselves for happy flight.

The glad, sweet day is all alive,
Is all a-thrill with bliss;
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Be glad, my soul, be glad and strive
To be at one with this!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 53. Composition dated 1896.
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Those Golden Days
1900

O deep within my. soul are hidden ways
Where silent-footed Memory walks and
Lingers lovingly with well-remembered
Gladness, and lives where echoes still the laughter
Of pure joy. Th’ turf is green where happiness
Did walk; the streamlets sing where Faith did hold

Her way, so tender-eyed, of old, and bright
The banks with flowers where Trust did dream and
Young Love whisper his sweet words. Still gleam, all
Marble white, the palaces that Hope did
Build and garnish with all precious stones; still
Sing the birds of heaven such notes as are
Attuned to youth’s and childhood’s ears, and still
I see the meadow lands of clover bloom,
The scarlet and the gold of the rich wild
Honeysuckle, sweet with fullest fragrance;
Hear the hum of happy bees; the buzz of
Summer flies, with crystal wings where rainbows
Gleamed; see, golden-winged, the butterfly
Threading the pathless air; welcome the June
Morns fair, all dewy, sweet and cool; and her
Golden noons drowsy with odors from a
Thousands flowers, her still, soft eves when earth
Was starred so thick with gleam of fireflies’
Light, and the skies were full of silence, and
Stars and constellations that held each its
Wondrous story. O those tender, happy
Days! A mother’s love was there, and there was
Sweet, caressing tenderness, easing all
Heart hunger, and life was all before, save
Only life’s beginning, which seemed brushed by
Angel wings. No shadows darkened it, ’twas
All as fair as Eden. O those golden
Days lying upon the hills of Sunrise!
In the clear light of young life’s morning, dear
Is their memory, and like a rainbow
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Still they arch my skies, and I go forth to
Meet the coming century, stronger in
Courage, and with nobler faith, because they
Crown me yet with sacred memories that
Blossom forever in the garden of
My heart—O tender, loving days!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 53. Composition dated 1900.
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The Dying Day
1878

The very air lies golden, full and sweet
With dreaminess, as if ’twere steeped in thought;
The very mountains have a fuller meaning
Touched with the glory by the sunset wrought,
And fold on fold the white fogs creeping upward,
Stand here and there like pearly gates ajar,
While rosy lights and purple-tinted shadows
Brighten and darken like a paling star.
The fair sweet hillsides, in their emerald glory,
Show flowery brightness like a ruby’s heart,
And crimson clouds, like scented rose-leaves, slowly
In the soft blue steal by themselves apart
Unto the West, and with the amber brightness
Which shines like sapphire on the golden floor
When Day is sinking in her dying splendor
Upon the threshold of Night’s dusky door,
They mix and mingle, veiling her with beauty,
And then like pallid mourners steal away,
While gently Night, with her star-jeweled fingers,
Closes the eyelids of departed Day.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 53. Composition dated 1878.
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The Day and I
The day breathes softly, and the silent trees
Stir not a leaf within the sleeping air.
Birds flit from bough to bough, unknowing care,
Glad in the beauty and the mysteries
Of silent sun, and skies so blue and vast,
Which ne’er a shadow on their pathway cast.
’Tis happy life above, and all around,
And here soft-footed Fragrance silent treads,
Breathing delight, and with rich Color weds,
And blossoms make an altar on the ground;
The tall, lone pine a very priest doth stand,
While bending cedars wait on every hand.
The sun pours down a tide of golden light,
The lake is dimpled with his many beams,
And groweth glad to clasp the silver streams
That singing run in their unhindered flight
To reach its breast, and there do sleeping lie,
Cradled in silence ’neath the cloudless sky.
The meadow-lark sings out for very glee,
The robin waketh into happy song,
The merry linnet trills his notes along
The sweet green slopes that smiling here I see,
And Day is glad, and lo! I bend with her
At Nature’s feet, a rev’rent worshiper.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 54.
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From Day to Day
1899

I see new meaning in-each waking dawn,
New glory in the boundlessness of skies,
New splendor in the sunshine of the morn,
Catch anthems new in the soft melodies
Of million leaves, which, all breeze-stirred, do sing
The sweet world’s psalms, and softly clap their hands,
As stir the crimson bells of opening flowers;
New glory in the mountain wall which stands
Like God-built altar for this world of ours.
Not quite the same today’s sunshine that gleams
In golden light upon this world of ours,
As that which yesterday lit up the streams,
Or, smiling, lost itself amid the flowers.
Yet not less fair, less beautiful the day
And not less full the sunshine’s cup of gold
In which Noon bathes her tresses. In Summer’s arms
The sweet Earth lies while her fair days are told,
And maiden June unfolds her many charms.
And when the splendor of the Night is here,
And the young moon walks ’mid the countless stars,
And calm and Fiend fill the atmosphere,
Nor noise nor strife the sacred silence mars,
My soul drinks in the night and seems to rise,
New-winged by thought, into the deeps of air,
Filling the Vast above us; and there it lies;
Cradled in trust, while round it everywhere
God, ever-present, fills the sea of skies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 54. Composition dated 1899.
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Today
1899

The rapturous air leaps smiling to my side,
Smiling with sunshine which is flooding wide
The infinite Vast above, around us here,
Which warms and glows in Summer’s atmosphere.
I feel the pulse of life in everything,
Throbbing in blossoms as their anthems ring
In soft-lipped fragrance; in the dewy leaves,
Clapping their million hands upon the trees.
It stirs the lake’s sweet heart in ripples bright
That seem but silver echoes of the light,
And e’en the sands that lie as if asleep
The breezes waken till they lightly creep,
Soft-footed as the day, and wander wide,
In ranks and columns in a shifting tide
Of happy motion, that goes not astray,
But eyeless hurries on its pathless way.
And footless grasses which the soil has nursed
Through its warm bosom have in silence burst,
And there they lie outspread upon the sod,
An emerald psalm writ by the hand of God.
And the bright Sun treading the cloudless skies
Catches the voice of earth’s grand harmonies,
Hears the great sea its mighty anthems roll,
Filling the silences from pole to pole.
And Night at last her midnight gate unbars,
Hinged with the jewels of a million stars,
And Day slips. through it with his soundless tread,
Joins vanished days that one by one have fled;
But o’er Time’s pathway the oncoming hours
While walking see another morrow’s flowers.
Today! It fills the chalices of time,
With silent motion by us full and sweet,
Only to blossom in tomorrow’s light,
Which but for it could never be complete.
Tomorrow is Today when it is here,
With glowing centuries upon its breast,
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With centuries to come still drawing near,
With great Todays into their fullness prest.
Today! It fills the chalices of time,
It makes the largeness of the years to be,
It holds the seed of every thought sublime,
It is the rootlet of Eternity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 54. Composition dated 1899.
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The Day
1900

I love the Day, so full of light,
Of beauty rich and fair,
Of wondrous skies and mountain height
And glory everywhere.

I see the tiny blade of grass
Which sways before my view;
The bud and blossoms as I pass
Turn faces ever new.
Color doth fold them in her arms,
The soul of Fragrance hides
Amid their many-petaled charms,
And there unseen abides.
And O great-bosomed Noon doth stand,
And pour her golden wine
From the full cup within her hand,
Filled with the warm sunshine.
Earth’s glory fronts us everywhere,
On land, in sky and sea,
But still the unseen shining air
Veils deeps of mystery.
And not until the day is passed,
And silent Night is here,
Do the great gateways of the Vast,
Wide backward flung, appear.
Day hides the stars, it shuts us in
This narrow world of time;
Were there no night what should we know
Of starry deeps sublime?
And thus, like Night, doth Sorrow draw
The spirit’s veil aside,
And lo! God’s stars of love and care
In God’s own heavens abide.
O Day! great shining, golden Day, how I love thee!
How bright is the gold of thy sunbeams above me;
How rich without measure is the wealth of thy light;
How wondrous the vision ye unroll to our sight!
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The heaven-reaching mountains grow glad as they hear
The sound of thy footsteps through Dawn’s gates drawing near,
And baptized with the glory of color they rise,
In kingliest majesty, saluting the skies.
In their emerald dress from the shadows of Night
The great valleys creep out to rejoice in thy light;
The numberless orchards, their leaf-banners unfurled,
Stand forth in the splendor of thy sun-lighted world.
And the flowers lift up their sweet faces to thee;
They have sprung from the kiss of thy lips, and they be
Thy beautiful offspring. O fair Day! day divine,
How thy clear sapphire skies in their gladness do shine.
God is Light and is Love, and we see Him in thee;
Though He veileth His face, yet still ever do we
Feel Him part of thy glory, thy infinite vast
Like a garment His presence about it is cast.
And we think of the life where the shadows of time
Shall be lost in that day, eternal, sublime,
Where God shineth forth in His glory of light,
And “undarkened by suns,” He’s unveiled to our sight.

Golden Day.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 54. Composition dated 1900.
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Day
1903

O laughing sprite! so glad and free,
So full of wondrous witchery.
Thy bird-notes flood the upper air;

Lightfooted breezes everywhere
Toy with the leaves and kiss the flow’rs,

While fragrance fills this world of ours.
The lavish sunshine pours its gold,

And wraps the grasses fold on fold;
The water’s silver sheen is seen

Lying the tree-clad slopes between
Within the park, which here doth rest,

Like smiling childhood, on the breast
Of the bright Day. The shadows drop

Only below the full-leaved top
Of the tall trees which, standing, rise
Like sentinels beneath the skies.
O glorious Day! thy soul must be.
The offspring of infinity—
Of God, who spread the shining skies,
Who bade the lofty mountains rise,
Who stretched the seas from shore to shore,
And stills their storm-tossed, angry roar,

Who makes to open at thy kiss—
In colors rich as amethyst—

The countless flowers that blooming rise
To glad with beauty all our eyes.

O Day! I love thee. Sun and sky
And gentle breezes floating by,
And bird-notes, flow’rs and swaying trees,
And Beauty’s glorious harvestries—
These are thy children, and we see
In them the touch of Deity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 55. Composition dated 1903.
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Sunset
1895

Good-night, bright Sun, with eye of golden light,
The chambers of the West ope wide their doors
With gold-paved threshold and rose-burnished floors,
The stars are sleeping on the breast of Night,
But they will waken as ye sink from sight.
The rock-ribbed mountains and the quiet vales
Draw rosy mantles ’round as daylight pales,
And stars shine forth, and all the silent deep
Of sky twinkles with glory; wondrous sweep
Of ever-circling worlds! Revelation vast,
Beyond all dreaming of the daylight’s hours +
The darkness bringeth! Even thus, at last,
When death shall come to free these souls of ours
Shall vision broaden as we reach the Vast.
The Sun is sinking in the golden West,
The winds scarce whisper ’mid the many leaves;
One shining star Eve wears upon her breast,
And glorious are the colors that she weaves

On the far mountain tops, whose purpling hue
Is mixed with sunbeams Day hath left behind,
Spreading their glory out beneath the blue,
Paving a path for the soft-footed wind.
How still. the Earth, as if she musing lay,
Or told her beads beneath the coming stars;
The shadows fall—good-night, O lovely Day!
Within the west the sunset draws her bars.
O the great Vast that lies within the night!
Thought cannot bridge it, Fancy cannot dare
The endless orbits hidden from our sight,
In which great worlds are circling everywhere.
Be still, my soul,-and know that God is here,
His hand on all things, through eternal space
Guiding each sun, each planetary sphere,
As all sweep on in their allotted place,
O doors on starry hinges hung!

Within the West ye backward swung,
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As sank the Sun when day was done
Into wide space away, afar,
Behind the glory of a star.
And then outflashed the golden flame
Which from some sky-built altar came,
Which earth doth neither know nor name;
But O the splendor of the sky
That did along its threshold lie!
O golden Sunset! could I see
The Hand divine that painted. thee,
I’d find the Hand that leadeth me—
The Hand that guides the stars, and holds
Earth and her children in its folds.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 55. Composition dated 1895.
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A Summer Sunset
O golden is the sunset West!
How rich its splendor stored!
How bright its amber glory poured
From shining sea to mountain crest,
O’er the sun-drowned valleys and the hills,
O’er the ocean and the murmuring rills,
While there above the bright horizon’s line
The Sun lies dreaming, ready for his rest.
Glorious the pause before he sinks from sight,
While yet the brightness of his illimitable light
Enfolds the world, still shadowless and fair,
And the glad birds call each to each, where
In their leafy bowers they sit in glee,
Hushing their chords of sweetest minstrelsy
Till morn shall come. A hush falls down
Like a sweet benediction on the town,
And all the wide green spaces of the land;
And even we more softly breathing stand
To watch the twilight’s coming. The gentle flowers
Draw closer their soft hoods of tender leaves,
While the light breeze touches them and weaves

Its good-night whisper in a tone so low
We scarce can hear it, though it soundeth so
Like music. The Sun’s light gilds the trees
On their high tops, and in and out the murmuring bees
Drone softly yet, till lo! a star
Twinkles above the sunset’s fading gold,
The dark shadows fall from far,
And the young Moon its silver crescent hangs
In the thin air, and then the day is told.
Yet still we sit and dream in quiet reveries,
While out the planets flash that gild the night,
And thought to other worlds takes swiftest flight.
O glory of the darkness! for our eyes
Ye lift the curtain which with daylight falls between us and infinities, and lo!
We see world after world slow-marching go
Down the vast ether plains; we stand
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And front the universe, while sinks from sight
Our own small planet in the sea of Night.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 56.
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Sunset on San Francisco Bay
1892

The Sun went down while clouds of gray,
As toward the West he took his way,
Muffled his footsteps and his face,
Of all his glory not a trace
On sea or land or sullen sky,
Till lo! as passing swiftly by
The rim of waters, where we see
Melt into vast immensity
Ocean and air, the veil was lift
And heaven itself seemed there adrift,
Its golden floor spread far and wide,
Floating upon the ocean’s tide;
The splendor of its light the world
Drank into fullness—it was hurled
On land and sea and mountain height,
Like some fire-opal’s melted light,
And lo! the Sun, a ring of fire,
Brake from the clouds, his glowing pyre
Transfigured earth, and, glorified,
Sank like a god beneath the tide.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 56. Composition dated 1892.
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Sunset at Santa Monica
There was a dreaming goddess in the sea,
Her floating hair made ripples on the deep;
The whispering waves upon the beach did creep,
And clung to the white sands lingeringly.
The sea had hushed its murmurs and did lie
As if its soul were passing, while on high
Above its western rim the sun hung red,
And golden beams upon the water shed,
Till all their deeps seemed turned to liquid gold;
The winds breathed not, and passing time was told,
In the hushed silence of the coming eve.
No leaf stirred; not a bird did weave
A note of song; no insect’s hum,
The warm, still, quiet air was dumb,

The mounts grew rosy red, a flush
Of crimson, through the purple hush
That wrapped them, stole, transfigured they,
Like altars of the dying day,
Gleamed with the glory of the light.
Night thrust her fingers through the grass,
And long, lank shadows everywhere
Fell on the meadows sleeping there.
But still, like swift sword-thrusts did pass
The golden: sunbeams, dropping still
Aslant the wide, low levels fair,
And on the summit of the hill.
Then, to the cool, deep, sapphire sea,
Swept by his garments’ golden trail,
The Sun sank low upon the brim
Of quiet waters on the rim
Of the wide, opal-shining West;
Then closed the Sun its shining lid,
And by the soft, blue wave was hid,
And Day was done.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 56.
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Evening
1902

I watch the gold upon the swaying trees,

As Evening nears, and in the shining West
The Sun is sinking to his nightly rest,
And insects breathe their sweet antiphonies.
Like God’s high priests the tall trees heavenward rise,
With leaf-wrought censers by the sunbeams filled,
And countless odors by the flowers are spilled,
And every leaf smiles upward to the skies.
The sleeping lake has smoothed its silver face,
It lies unruffled in its perfect peace,
As the soft winds their vexing whispers cease,
And holy calm within the hour finds place.
And now the stars—God’s treasuries of gold—
Flash out within the fields of deepening blue,

Wide realms of space unfold unto our view—
With utmost silence is the Vast unrolled.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 57. Composition dated 1902.



Eliza Ann Otis

278

Night
1882

‘The whispering echoes dance amid the trees,

The amber sunset wears a golden smile,
The sunbeams tremble with the passing breeze
In long, slant ripples on the leafy pile
Where green boughs bend above the tall tree’s trunk.
Bird calls to bird in soft, sweet, chirping notes,
The cricket’s voice has to a whisper sunk,

As listening to the music from their slender throats,
The Sun sinks down and faintest shadows steal

From the far West—the gold is mixed with gray,
And from the deep-blue sky I almost feel

The stars flash out their far, faint, trembling ray.
Night hath its stars! O glory that is hid

By the clear shining of the noonday sun!
I love the Night with her star-fringed lid

Closing above the world when Day is done.

What impress of vast space, sweet prophetess, she bears!
How points her hand beyond the scenes of Time!
With her what vast, unhindered flights our fancy dares,
Into what realms of mystery sublime
It soars! She drops the bars between
Time and all outer realms that lie afar,
And spreads before us all the wondrous scene,
And gives to us as stepping-stones each star.
Melt now the hills against the purpling blue,
And dreamy shadows dreamy forests fill,
And bird and bee and everything is still
As is the silent dropping of the dew,
Raining its pearls Earth’s star-lit chambers through,
E’en the brook’s murmurs seem more hushed and low,
As if scarce breathing in its onward flow,
With Night’s soft fingers pressed upon its breast,
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As if to hush it into moveless rest.
E’en the trees slumber, every leaf is still,
And every blossom in the wooded dell,
While all the grasses lean as if to tell
Good-night to bird and bee in sweet good will
As diapasons of vast silence swell.
The stars come out, the very winds are still
As if Night, breathing softly ’mid her trees,
Communed of Nature’s silent mysteries,
And drunk to utmost largeness there her fill
Of the great Vast which holds us in its clasp,
Upon the threshold of that unseen line,
Dividing human sight from sight divine,
Infinite knowledge, too, from human grasp.
The far star-worlds, those twinkling points of light,
The jewels set within Night’s shining crown,
Like eyes of countless angels looking down
To this earth-speck they dare not in their flight.
What know we of them, of those silent spheres
Sweeping immensity, their orbits hung
Where erst life out of mighty chaos sprung
In the dim morning of eternal years?
O Night! upon thy holy face there lies
The awful shadow of immensity,
Truths unrevealed of Nature’s mystery,
The alphabet of God within thy skies.
When shall we learn to read it and when know
All that thy starry spaces hold and hide,
Where God hath snowed his worlds and cast them wide
Through all the blue fields which the Vast doth show?
The starry Night hath voices all its own,
Like whispers from some far-off world outblown,
Stealing adown the silent, moonlit air,
Where roses bloom, and blossoms everywhere
Fill our sweet gardens. Sometimes a bird,
Breathing sweet music ’mid the boughs, is heard,
And silver ripples on the lake’s pure breast

Smile in the moonlight where the waters rest.
And little blades of grass do softly stir,
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With bended heads, like rev’rent worshiper;
O Night is dear, and its great soul I see,
Communion holds with vast infinity!
One small white cloud within the deeps. of air,
Cradled in sunshine, beautifully fair,
And its bright edges, painted by the sun,
Grow golden while Day smiles, till, one by one,
The stars come out within the fields of blue,
And the great mountains, old yet ever new,
Drop their fair pearls of color, and the Night
Wraps them in purple, veiling them from sight.
And then such hush upon all Nature falls,
The breezes sink to rest, the bird no longer calls
Upon its mate; the soft hum of the bees
We do not hear amid the many trees;
The flowers droop their heads as if asleep,
And the dew falls as if the sky did weep
For the fair Day so lately gone to rest
In the dim chambers of the darkening West.
But O the wonder that the Night reveals!
No longer Earth the one great star that wheels
Through wide sky spaces—worlds on worlds we see
Dotting the vastness of immensity.
A little speck, an atom this world gleams
Amid the glory of the countless beams
Of the broad star universe which lies
Filling the deep infinity of skies.
So as the darkness doth unveil the Vast,
Death shall enlarge our wisdom when we cast
The scales of flesh aside, and soul-life springs
Into full oneness with eternal things,
Drinking God’s glory in until we rise—
The soul all eye, all ear—in Paradise.
Death shall bring the soul’s morning as the night
Brings countless stars the daylight hides from sight.
O Night! I long to hide myself within thine arms,
To study thee, to look into thy wondrous face,
To feel the soothing glory of thy many charms,
And wander ever on and on with thee through space.
How measureless and vast the skies ye do outspread,
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Star-lighted, planet-filled their wondrous spaces be;
In these great deeps we find undimmed above our head,
The written alphabet of God’s infinity.
Oh, were it not for thee we should not see the stars,
The blinding glory of the Sun but hinders sight,
Shuts out infinity of space with golden bars,
And holds’ us earth-captives till thou dost come, O
And sometimes doth sorrow like the Night unfold
Unknown, infinite deeps of God’s own loving care,
Till holy Trust doth lead us from Doubt’s barren cold,
And light and love and faith are round us everywhere.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 57. Composition dated 1882.
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O Blessed Night!
Eve, starry-crowned and silent, and with dusky
Eyes and purple-shadowed hair is here, and
The infinitude of space is on her
Forehead. Worlds on worlds move round her, and we
Seem, where scattered lies the dust of shining
Spheres, to feel our way to heaven. Up through the dark
Thought climbs to outmost space. Through all its hush
God breathes. The stars are but the shining points
Where He has laid His finger. Behind them
We feel the throb of Being uncreate.
Night is electric with His presence, and
Earth swings nearer heaven. O blessed Night!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 58.
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Night and Morning
1894

With full-moon splendor shines the starry sky;
The planets dream, the vagrant winds go by,
Touching the flowers and roaming listlessly,
Loitering at times to sip their fragrant sweets,
Hiding ‘mid orange blooms, or where the white rose meets
The lily, then hurrying softly by
To where, with modest faces, violets lie,
With blue eyes lifted to the star-gemmed sky.
They tarry gently, sometimes sink to sleep,
Like a tired child, while dew-wet blossoms keep
Their silent vigils all the hushed night through,
Wrapped in soft star-beams and the silver dew.
The great Earth lies as if in pulseless swoon,
And sound lies dreaming in the midnight noon
Till Morning nears, and then, lo! so soon
As the first glimmer of her garments shine
In faintest violet along the line
Of the dim East, then ripple into gold
As the great Sun-God touches fold on fold.
Sound wakes again, and dreaming Silence stirs,
And Dawn lifts slowly all the cloudy blurs
That Night had spilled. Amid the many trees
Waken the birds with twitterings soft and low,
And light-winged breezes gaily come and go,
Laden with dewy fragrance from the snow
Of lilies fair and all things blossoming;
The far stars sink into Light’s sustaining
Sea. The bee wakes; the joyous butterfly
Pursues his viewless path beneath the sky,
Skimming the air with lightest dalliance,
While the many myriad sunbeams glance
From mountain heights and lofty swaying crest
Of tallest trees and running river’s breast;
The river turns to gold; the mountains, crowned
With light, are flaming altars; the profound
Of skyey deep—a vast sapphire bending
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Above the world, beautiful, unending—
Gleams, catching the glory of the rising Sun,
As up Day’s steeps he climbs and swiftly hurls
His volleyed arrows, filling the whole world’s
Wide, dewy atmosphere with golden light.
In breezy lightness, filling all the white
Clear glory of the morn, the swaying leaves
Clap their glad hands; the wide wood breathes
Music. From everything a glad voice breaks
As from the darkness a new Morning wakes.

“All Nature’s heart is

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 58. Composition dated 1894.
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To the Clouds—in Drouth-time
1876

O Clouds! that hang above with dark and frowning faces,
With bosoms heaving as if storms were pent within,
With black and furrowed brows such as the thunder chases,
Bend low, we pray, and kiss the earth with soft-lipped rain.
Pass not away from the low-voiced and perfumed pleading
Of flowers that drooping hang upon their withered stems,
From brown and sighing grasses, and mute plains that, fading,
Lift sadly day by day their grain-wrought diadems.
All Nature’s fainting heart is turned to you in pleading,
And voiceless prayers are lifted by each leaf-lipped thing—
O Clouds! give to these prayers a speedy, gracious heeding,
And let the welcome rain your benedictions bring.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 59. Composition dated 1876.
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The Coming of the Rain
1876

O, mamma dear, where has the Sun gone?
Why is he hiding his face?
What is the Rain crying for—is it because
Clouds pushed the Sun out of his place?
No, darling, each flower has been lifting
Its poor little face to the sky,
And the hills have grown dumb in their sorrow,
While the Sun wandered wantonly by.
Their lips were parched and were burning,
Though moistened with mist and the dew
Which Night, with her star-jeweled fingers
Dropped lovingly down from the blue.
I fancy the winds must have heard them,
And out from the pitying West,
And the soft tender heart of the South,
Their forces they hurriedly press’d.
And they hunted the Clouds that had wandered,
That were full of the life-giving rain,
And they brought them to water the Earth,
All athirst from hilltop to plain.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 59. Composition dated 1876.
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Storm Pictures
1892

Before the Storm.
The clouds were piled in masses in the West,
So wonderful they seemed a new world born,
With mountains, lakes, with crystal waters torn
With billowy waves tossing in wild unrest,
Yet touched with silver was each shining crest.
Then there were castles turreted and fair,
And grand cathedrals lifted in the air,

turned to you in pleading.”
And vale-like spaces for proud cities’ rest,
And spectral forms that might have hidden wings;

Perhaps the sunset painters lingered there,
For when Night neared, swift as a bird that flings
Itself to motion, lo! within the air
A wondrous picture! every cloud was bright,
Transfigured, glorious in the sunset light.

The Storm.
Then Morning came, so sullen-faced and dark,
With all the wide space filled with falling rain,
Which stabbed so swift the sunless air amain
With crystal daggers, and the winds cried “hark,”
With strange, sad voices rushing ’mid the dark
And trembling branches of the swaying trees,
Their leaves. breathing their wordless mysteries;

And some were downward swept like fragile bark,
Tossed on strange seas, but O the Earth was glad!
The sleeping roots stirred softly in her breast,
The white sands of the streams with joy were mil,

As little rills around them swiftly prest,
For the soul of Life in the raindrops lay,
And mountain and valley were glad that day.

After the Storm.
How blue the heavens, how wonderfully fair!
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Like a great shining sapphire hangs the sky,
Bird song and fragrance wander lightly by,
And gleeful in its brightness seems the air—
Throbbing with life its pulses everywhere,

And flowers breathe fragrance that is new and sweet,
Earth from her dream is waking ’neath our feet—
For Beauty’s advent we may now prepare;
And soon some morning will our waking eyes
Behold her million-bannered army stand
With emerald blades uplift on every hand,
And blossoms sweet of many-colored dyes;

And, graceless robber, he will steal her charms.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 59. Composition dated 1892.

Summer will dream within December’s arms,
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Our Winter Rains
1892

Where are the rains—the crystal-footed rains
That glad our semi-tropic clime as slips
The Old Year to his rest? That with rainbows
Crown the glad Young Year, and like a nimbus
Shining, gleam around his head? O deeps of air!
Where in your infinite caves, with sunbeams
Glowing and golden, do they hidden lie?
Keep ye the waterdrops for diamonds
To deck some far-off world new-wedded to
A sun? or have the light winds, with restless
Feet, chased them with merry laughter
To some sky haunt, and from their cloudy cups
Bid sun and star drink them like wine?
The marshaled Clouds look on us from the sky,

And lean above the heights, or sweep along
Like mighty chariots of some awful
Thunderer, or rise like black battlements
Beetling the West, and then the west wind blows,
Or north, or some sweet, warm breath, as fragrant
As June’s dawns, comes from the far, sunny south,
And in a twinkling vanish from sight
Battlements and cloud-wrought chariot. Forth
Looks the bright Sun. The blue is sapphire-like;
The infinite spaces of the sky’s great dome
Show not a shadow. Earth looks up athirst;
Even her rivers pant amid the sands;
The withered grasses droop. The flowers hold
Empty cups. Noon sits with fevered lips,
While Night, her tongue dew-moistened, pleads for rain.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 59. Composition dated 1892.
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A Prayer for Rain
Soft-footed as the stars the sunshine steals
About us here—the hushed breeze yields
To the faint touch of Silence, and a-dream
It lies upon the breast of flow’rs which lean
Beside the fair lake’s breast, as if to see
The wonders of their being’s mystery.
One cloud lies black the shining blue within,
With ragged edge and long arm furrowing
The fields of space, as if ’twere striving there
To find some lurking tempest, hidden where
The rains are loitering, while the Earth lies dumb,
Tortured with thirst for rains which do not come.
O Father, hear us! Let the deeps of sky,
Touched by Thy power, lift their great flood-gates high;
Let the vast cisterns of the Storm be filled
And thy warm rains upon our soil be spilled;
Let thy rich harvests smile upon the plain,
While Plenty walks through all our land again.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 60.
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Waiting for the Rain
1904

The sky bends cloud-veiled face above the dry, parched earth,
Gigantic pillars rise and touch the zenith high;
Like lofty Titans do they tower in majesty.
We wonder if behind their vast, unmeasured girth
The storms do slumber and the longed-for rains do bide,
And there in cruel mockery in secret wait.
Will they not open for the Earth their great floodgate?
Upon the roaming winds will they not quickly ride
And touch with jeweled raindrops all the flowers,
And find the harvest seeds that sleep within the Earth,
And all the grassy blades that, too, are waiting birth
Within the mighty womb of this fair land of ours?
The Sun looks out with golden beams within the West,
Yet higher and higher climb the clouds within the East;
They drape the mountains and cover every crest,
But still yet smiles the golden sun within the West.
O Night, sweet Night! as you drop your curtain down,
Whisper the Clouds to give us gracious showers,

‘To pour their benediction on the fields and flowers,
From bare and thirsty vale to lofty mountain’s crown.
Then will thanksgivings rise from every leaf-tongued thing,
From the wide, bare plains where sleeping grasses lie,
From the glad, cleansed air where our sweet song-birds fly,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 60. Composition dated 1904.

And from our hearts our grateful thanks to God we’ll bring.
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The Rains Are Coming
Oh, the rains are coming!
Don’t you hear the grasses stirring?
Don’t you hear the bees a-humming?
In the sunshine soft and golden,
Filling all the skies that bend
Above the mountains olden?
Oh, the rains have washed them clear!
And such wondrous depths appear
That we wonder whither
We might fly, if we could try
Our wings here and thither.
Oh, the rains are coming!
And the flowers are getting ready,
Ready for the winter blooming,
And the little birds are tuning
All their little throats for song;
And the crickets hop along
Ready for their happy chirping;
And the caterpillars lurking
In the sunshine quiver,
And they would, if they could,
Run, they know not whither.
Oh, the rains are coming!
And the little roots are stirring
That have slept throughout the Summer
All the brown and dead earth under,
And they soon will lift their heads,
Wearing for a Winter bonnet
Tender stalks with green leaves on it;
And they’ll stretch up every day,
Higher as they’d run away;
If they could, oh; they would
To the star-worlds stray.
Oh, the rains are coming!
And the white sands of the river
I am sure are all a-quiver
Waiting for the stream to kiss them,
Waiting for the running river.
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By whose side the grasses bend,
While the dropping sunbeams send
All their golden beauty down
On the daisies like a crown.
And they would, if they could,
Drink the water down.

Oh, the rains are coming!
Soon, oh, soon, the sweet wild clover
Which the wild bees hover over
Will put on its robes of beauty,
With its purple blossoms shining,
With the morning-glories turning
Where the breezes creep so softly,
And the palm-tree groweth lofty,
Like an em’rald hung in air,
You shall see bird and bee
Sipping honey there.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 60.
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When the Rain Comes
1898

The hills are all athirst, and brown they rise
Against the blue magnificence of skies;
Like giant vast each lifts his mighty head;
The grasses lying on their shoulders dead,
As if growth were forgotten and old Time
Had ceased to feed his children with the thyme
Of fruitfulness. No root is there astir,
Sweet Nature feels no pulse abeat for her
Upon those hills beyond us, where we see
Her in deep trance of stirless mystery;
There she will lie like a dead goddess till
The skies are clouded, and its great cisterns fill
With rush of waters, and the blessed Rain
Moistens her lips and sets athrob again
Her silent pulses; then, O then shall we
Her new life wakening into beauty see.
The miracle of growth will meet our eyes,
And earth be fairer than her shining skies.
Clothed in fresh garments of the richest green,
Jeweled with flowers will Nature then be seen,
Her face as fair as young life ever shows,
Lovely with lily and with blushing rose,
Her breath as fragrant as the Summer’s own,
Which comes to us o’er beds of blossoms blown.
And O the glory of her rain-washed skies!
Illimitable in deepness to our eyes,
Looking as if through some wide, unseen door
We might find God and walk forevermore
Through the great Vast above us, shining clear,
A realm of light, a flowing atmosphere
Of untold glory. Then the Earth is fair,
The hills like gods rise glorious everywhere,
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The plains smile like a child in beauty dressed,
And all our world is wed to loveliness,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 61. Composition dated 1898.
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The Blessed Rain
1903

The very earth is laughing now
With gladness at the copious rain
Which falls upon the hillside’s brow,
And on the emerald-covered plain.

The growing grasses all do hear,
The blossoms smile and lift their face;
The flowering trees are standing near
And pouring fragrance into space.
The tinkling raindrops seem like notes
Of glad bells filling all the air.
How soft and low their music floats—
Low as a saint’s voice when at prayer.
We hear in them the promise sweet
Of harvests full and rich and free,
Each drop that falls beneath our feet
Whispers of plenty that shall be.
The Sun is hiding as they fall,
But still the Earth is glad and gay,
From lowly grasses to the tall
Leaf-bannered trees that o’er us sway.
The clouds, like wings of blessings spread
Above our heads, fill all the sky,
And rich the treasures that they shed—
How full their blessed ministry!
The streamlets leap amid the sands,
And gather heart as on they go;
The river breaks its narrow bands
And laughs at its new overflow.
And when the storm is past, how we
Shall welcome sun and shining blue!
The world will then be fair to see,
For Growth will marshal here anew
Her great, grand army, silently,
With rank on rank and file on file,

The whole land with new beauty smile.
They’ll capture Nature, till we see
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The flowers will wake to newer life,
And bloom afresh upon their stems;

Lilies and roses will be rife
With new-wrought, fragrant diadems.
And oh, the rain-washed skies! how fair!
How deep and vast will they outspread!
A sun-filled sea of shining air,
A light-wrought curtain overhead.
As noon were in the valleys born,
And all her golden glory filled
The heart of day, from early morn
Till the unhindered starlight spilled

Its radiant silver on Night’s breast,
Bringing uncounted worlds to view
That in the deeps of ether rest—
That world-cradling, star-sown blue.
O fair, so fair, so wondrous fair,
Beyond all other lands we know,
This land of ours when parented
By sun and rain; its overflow
Of wondrous harvests all the year
Makes glad our hearts, and summer skies
Are cloudless, and we never fear
The maddened tempest’s batteries.
They are not here; a land of calm,
Of blessed sunshine and of flowers,
The land of peace, the land of palm,
Such is this glorious land of ours.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 61. Composition dated 1903.
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O Rain-Washed Skies!
189

O rain-washed, sapphire skies! how fair
With beauty infinite are ye!
Heaven lies in your immensity,
So far, so bright in deeps of air
We cannot see, though everywhere
Its glory gleams, its soft airs blow,
Till earth seems heaven here below.
Life stirs anew beneath the soil,
Birds wing their flight through shining seas
Of golden sunbeams, while the breeze
Breathes sweeter than Hesperides.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 62. Composition dated 189.
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A Rainy Day
1901

I watch the clouds that float the sea of air,
Their grand battalions marshaled everywhere,
From east to west they fill the mighty deep,
From north to south in one unbroken sweep;
And lo! the mountains lift their lofty crests,
On which the snow crown of the Storm-King rests.
But here the clouds pour down their pearly showers,
And blossoms smile through all the rain-filled hours;
And velvet-footed, silent as the light,
Viewless as air unto our watching sight,
Growth wends her way and touches with her hand
The grassy blades that in the fields do stand;
Her lips are pressed on budding flow’r and tree,
And lo! they stir in noiseless ecstacy;
Something divine hath touched them, too, we know;
’Tis God’s own breath and wondrous overflow
Of power divine. O untold mystery
Of earth’s unfolding which we daily see!
The nursing sunshine and the plenteous rain
God gives to us, but they would be in vain
Did He not mingle with them that strange thing
Which we call life, from which all growth doth spring.

God walks on earth today, not less than when
The Christ was with us, seen and known of men;
Than when He lit the stars, unrolled the sky,
Cradled the seas, lifted mountains high.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 62. Composition dated 1901.



Eliza Ann Otis

300

After a February Rain
1902

The boundless air is still, its breath is sweet,
The earth wears garments of an emerald hue,
The skies bend over us infinitely blue;
We hear the tinkle of Spring’s dancing feet—
The laughing breezes hasten forth to greet
Her coming. From golden poppy bells,
In tender tones harmoniously swells
Soft, wind-born music. Lilies lean,
Holding white censers; the grasses screen
The nun-like violets which humbly seek
The lowliest places; their blue eyes peep
Upward in gladness; song-birds sing,
Or sweep the air with their soft, feathered wing,
And all the earth is filled with voice of Spring.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 62. Composition dated 1902.
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When the Rain Came
Oh, what were the birds saying, what were they singing
Out in the woods one day,
After the rain had come, and the old brown Earth, so dumb,
Found something sweet to say?
The grasses were stirring, with their soft roots purring
Down in the earth so dark,
And sure in the wood, where I listening stood,
A robin called, hark! hark!
And his mate drew near and bent down an ear,
Stirring never a wing,
As he leaned and listened where raindrops glistened,
E’en forgetting to sing.
Oh, what did he hear on that morning so bright,
When the Earth was awake
With the kiss of the Rain on mountain and plain
Through the long misty night?
Hark! hark! peep, peep! tweet, tweet! his glad little feet
Kept time with the song in his breast,
For he knew that the rain meant harvests again,
And plenty of gladness and rest.
Then from the tree’s crest I saw the bright breast
Of an oriole flash.
And yellow the gold on the feathery fold
Of his waistcoat and sash.
And a crow black as night swept down on my sight,
And a thrush stirred its wings,
And a lark rising high to the deeps of the sky
Makes a path as it sings.

And bobolink, bobolink, what do you think?
“Rain is coming,” says he.
“Yes, yes, tweet, tweet!” said the mockingbird sweet.
“And I’m as glad as can be.”
Then the dove called and cooed in the depths of the wood,
And the swallow soared high,
And a little brown wren twittered softly again
’Neath the roof of the sky.
And the butterflies came like blossoms of flame,
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And the spider came out
With a velvet-like tread, and gaily he spread
His bright silver about.
And the striped-coated bee buzzed on merrily,
And a rush overhead—
’Mid the curtain of leaves on old forest trees—
Showed the squirrel had sped.
Sing, sing! cried the robin, as he started a song which rippled along,
And the bulbul drew near,
And the oriole gay sang sweet from the spray
Where the wren twittered clear.
Sing, sing! for the rain is coming again,
And the flowers will shine,
Like earth stars between the grasses so green,
With a glory divine.
Then with voices sweet as Summer when the wild bees murmur,
Sang the birds in gladness,
And the songs they poured were like blessings stored,
Freeing Earth from sadness.
Then bud and blossom stirred, as happy Nature heard
These her high priests singing;
Roots began to grow, grasses to breathe low,
As all to life were springing.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 62.
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After the Rain
1895

The roses breathe to me today
A song I love to hear,
And other lifting blossoms join
And fill my spirit’s ear.
The sky above us leans in light
That floods the world with gold,

And all the whispering breezes pass
With graces manifold.
The grand old mountains mantled are
With colors wondrous fair,
Like some ethereal visitants
Formed of the light and air.
Out of the rose’s heart the bee,
With wings of filmy mould,
Comes buzzing on the sunshine’s sea
To bathe within its gold.

So warm, so liquid soft it lies,
This pulseless, winter air,
It seems as Love lay breathing low
Within its bosom fair.
And something in the soul of Day
Seems kindred unto mine,
While Beauty leans from leaf and tree
In forms that are divine.
Heaven’s threshold is not very far

Beyond such days as this,
And angels hidden in the light
Oft touch our hands, I wis.
There is a soft, glad whisper everywhere,
Stirring the leaves and all the shining air,
A whisper soft as light, as sweet as flowers, born of the coming of these winter
showers.

She laughs in gladness on the hillside’s crest,
And in the valley fair, where wakes the thrill
Of Growth’s sweet music which will not be still.

For Joy is born anew in Nature’s breast,
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The long months’ slumber of the Grass is o’er,
The magic rain has kissed its roots once more,
It is awake, and soon its blades will spring
Through the brown soil—Earth’s emerald covering.
New perfumes soon will flood the air like light,
And leagues on leagues of freshened blossoms bright
Shall pave the paths we tread, and Winter’s feet
Be newly sandaled here with flowers sweet.
Soon, cloud-like, shall the golden poppies’ glow
Cover our hills, like sunset’s overflow,
With radiant beauty; soon the shining noons
Be bathed in seas of countless rich perfumes.
And all the birds shall unto fresh songs wake,
Drinking the glory of the sun, and make
A jubilee of gladness with the flowers
Through all the glorious, rose-lidded hours.
The rain-washed skies grow brightly blue and deep,
Mirroring immensity; no cloud-wings sweep
Th’ glorious pathway of the shining Day,
But golden-wingéd hours pass down the way.
The mountains lift their purple crests on high
After their baptism, and the blue sky
Reaches its arms of sunbeams down to them,
And places on their brows its diadem
Of wondrous light till cliffs and cañons stand
As if new-wrought by God’s almighty hand,
As if the roots of stone had come to bear
Pure Light’s white blossoms in that upper air.
Yes, Joy is born anew in Nature’s breast,
She laughs in gladness on the hillside’s crest,
And in the valleys fair, where wakes the thrill
Of Growth’s sweet music which will not be still.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 63. Composition dated 1895.
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The Rain
1878

Dimpled and sweet the fair child lay,
His golden head on his mother’s breast,

And his great sad eyes in wonder stray,
Watching the gloom of the darkened West;

And the raindrops patter against the panes,
The first sweet rain of the Autumn days—

Here Summer has only her golden rains,
Rains of sunshine and shining haze.

And only such clouds as the sunset flings
Like golden banners along the West,

And strange to the child whose memory holds
Only a thought of fair, bright things—

Sunlight and starlight, and golden west—
Is the Autumn rain, and the storm-cloud’s folds

That hide like a pall the mountain’s crest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 64. Composition dated 1878.
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The Rain
1893

The rain falls gently and the green Earth smiles;
Each blade of grass, each budding bush and tree
Seems full of gladness, and harmoniously
Their low-voiced whisper to the breeze beguiles
Our thoughts. They seem so gracious with their wilds
Of waving leaves, like many hands that be
Clapping their joyance, while breathing free
Of new life brought through rain’s blest ministry.

I think there is a soul in all Earth’s things,
And speech, did we but understand its tones,
A psalm, which in melodious utterance rings
From leaf and tree, as each its Maker owns;
And mountains are Earth’s altars, which do rise,
Holding Earth’s incense to the waiting skies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 64. Composition dated 1893.
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MOUNTAIN, DESERT,
CANYON, AND GORGE
Yosemite, the Sierra, the desert, and the Grand Canyon



Eliza Ann Otis

308

Yosemite
1882

I climb her heights and look as from a star
Upon a lower world; the clouds seem nearer
Than the silent vale below;
I catch not e’en the murmur of the river’s flow,
And the bright bird that circles on its wing
From the blue air around me seems to spring.
Here we find a world within a world; charméd
Deeps and flashing waterfalls that seem to
Drop from the o’erbending blue, and dizzy
Heights which the sight staggers; and mighty walls
Uprise a white and unstarred firmament.

Amid the silence of thy wondrous heights
Was God’s own hand uplifted in that far
Distant Past when Time was young and earth lay
On the breast of Chaos. God spake and it
Was done, and thy sky-reaching mounts uprose—
The world’s grand battlements—and the sleeping
Vales sprang into being, while the river leaped
Into the silver arms of motion and
Moved with ceaseless anthems onward to the
Waiting deep. O wilderness of mountains!
Ye do seem but half of earth with your proud
Crests pillowed amid the stars, Orion’s
Hand upon your rocky foreheads, and the
Sky binding them with its soft blue, while the
Sunbeams, lying upon them like a crown,
Wrap them in light and beauty, But mine eyes,
Filled with reverent wonder, see temples
Here, such as man’s weak hand hath never reared,
Wrought by th’ chisel of Omnipotence when
He, with arm uplift, sundered the rocks and
Carved in this wilderness His cathedral
Mounts, with spires and mighty architraves
And rounded domes thousands of feet upraised
Into th’ high heavens, ’round which forever
The currents of the upper air flow in
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Strong tides changeless as Time. Yosemite,
Parent of wonders! The leap of thy grand
Waterfalls beggars all speech to tell. They
Are girt with rainbows and garmented with
Mist, as if the clouds muffled their forms while
Sunbeams paved their path with glory, and they
Were hung as veils for infinite brightness.
They voice the eternal with their full lips
Of mighty waters, and the rocks tremble
As they hear, and forest trees bend low to
Catch the baptism. Afar the black lips
Of the dead volcanic craters yawn, as
If Hell her mouth had opened in the dead
Past, until God had closed its jaws and bade
Its fires to cease, and made Grandeur walk where

Once Destruction trod and poured its lava
Fires. How rises proud El Capitan like
Rocky firmament above the flowing
Merced’s waves, his feet lashed by their foam, and
His fir-crowned crest touching the holy stars.
Near him thy Falls, with rainbows round their feet,
Leap from the skies to earth with thunderous
Rush, as they were gods outspringing space, and
Playing with the winds which wander with them.
Thy grand Half Dome, six thousand feet uplift
Above the river’s bed, stands like a gateway
To the far-off skies, and it hears the rush
Of worlds circling through space, and looks upon
The birthplace of the winds, and thrusts its arm
Into the chambers of the clouds, touching
The lightnings and watching the thunders roll.
Thy Sentinel Rock stands guard as ages
Pass, and th’ mighty forests round his shoulders
Mantle him with green, while afar he looks
Into a world-wilderness of peaks. On
Thy proud bosom lies thy wondrous jewel,
Fair Mirror Lake, th’ diamond of waters,
Its setting Granite Domes and Royal Arches,
Which the sun envelops with his glory.
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Thy trees are giants of their kind—fingers
Up-pointing to thy wondrous heights, which God
Has made the marvel of the world.

God laid His fingers on the mountain’s face,
Its granite lips were opened in His praise;
His footsteps trod the mighty cañon ways,
And lo! the streams leapt singing from their place
On high Sierra’s crest unto the valley’s floor,

Where sound their anthems now forevermore.
How beam the stars from their high places down!
The winds with silver feet thy waters tread;
Like great high priests the cedars overhead
Cast their sweet incense where their branches crown
Thy lofty heights, and golden sunbeams pour
Their glad Te Deums out forevermore.
Solemn and vast thy mighty Domes do stand,
Their faces lifted to the stars and sun,
And sometimes like a fleecy banner flung
By some vast Titan’s ever-viewless hand,
Clouds stream from their bald foreheads, till we see
The lightning alphabet of Deity.

Temple of grandeur, with thy. granite heights
Touching the stars, while the winds do brush their
Foreheads and whisper the secrets of the
Starry skies into their ears. Great forests,
With giant trees, sweep the wide distance o’er

Thee; illimitable they seem as space,

And grand as they were pillars of old Time
On which the far skies lean, strong in the strength
Of centuries. How wondrous thy mighty
Falls, leaping like world-old Titans from the
Heights, and thy vast Domes and Spires, carved from the
Eternal rocks when Time was young. Thy sleeping
Lakes are a bright mirror for th’ world about

Rolls like a liquid song along its way,
Through thy green valley, cradled in sunshine.

Them, and the fair Merced—“River of Mercy”—
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God has woven for thee a crown of sunbeams,
And thy tall trees stand catching the sunlight,
Till they seem at times like molten gold poured
Into Nature’s vast alembic, to be
Shaped at her will into a priceless
Diadem of brightness. Silver firs and
Mighty cedars wave their boughs above thy
Lofty walls, glorious in beauty, and
Thy Sentinel Rock stands moveless, fronting
The ages and mocking at Change. Thy vast
Domes seem hung in air, kindred with sun and
Stars, companioned by the clouds, at home with
Storm and tempest, when they rave above the
Earth, and, lightning-shod, traverse the broad skies
Unhindered. The rainbow arches itself
In glory round thy falls, and color lights
Their misty spray until it seemeth like
Some wondrous blossom of the shining air
Laid on the breast of Day. Thou art indeed
The signet of Omnipotence, and His
Alphabet with which He writes th’ glorious
Triads of His eternal power.

Here Nature holds herself in regnant state,
And sits a queen with mountains for her crown;
Her robes are royal, jeweled with bright flow’rs,
Her crystal waterfalls look as they leaped
From the far heavens with bright rainbows wreathed
About their feet and on their forehead’s front,
When the sun kisses their face and pours on
Them a baptism of light, glorious
In beauty. The Valley’s granite walls rise,
Like a rocky firmament, thousands of
Feet above its emerald floor, and the
Tall pines and cedars growing on their crests
Seem to brush the skies and lay their fingers
On the stars. The anthem of its mighty
Waters fills all the centuries with its
Unceasing harmony, thundering of
Power. Here we see Omnipotence has
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Chiseled vastness, shaping the rocks into
Glorious cathedral heights on which the
Sun lays his first morning beam and his last
Kiss at evening. They front th’ mighty distances,
And look afar through space, while their high crests
Are lift above the clouds. Kindred are they
With bending skies and circling planets, and
The rolling thunders pour mighty voices into

Their ears in tones that shake the very stars.
How rise the mighty cedars on their sides,
Like columns to uphold the far, star-fraught
Firmament, monarchs of trees, great giant
Titans, baffling the winds with their unbending
Majesty. Yosemite! No words can
Paint its wonders. It is a thought of God,
So marvelous that human speech feels its
Own feebleness, its great poverty of
Utterance, and is still with rev’rent awe.
O those far heights which lie beneath the stars!
The clouds sweep round them like a misty veil.
O’er flowery slopes we climbed, through forest bars,
Through floods of sunshine up the dizzy trail,
Until we reached their summits. Standing there,
We looked adown, as from a planet’s edge,
On the far lower world—a world it seemed where
Soul was dead, and where, pinned down by wedge
Of mighty peaks, motion had died—
A world drowned in the sunshine, steeped in quiet rest,
Where never the Wind’s swift steeds might stride.
Or the soft breezes stir the river’s breast.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 65. Composition dated 1882.
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Morning in the Yosemite
1882

Oh, IT have lain and watched the dawn grow clear,
Have seen from out the shadows lift his front
Like the foundations of some other sphere,
Grand, granite-walled El Capitan, his head
Wearing the jeweled sunlight, while his sides
Wore tints of darkness and the Dawn, and still dead
Blackness lay upon the river’s flowing tides
Which through the centuries have laved his feet;
And suddenly, as if the angel of the Dawn
Had fanned the air with his soft, roseate wings,
The brooding stillness of the woods is gone,
And from the upper deeps at once there springs
A tremulousness that stirs the glossy leaves
Which through the night had moveless hung and slept,
And sudden sunlight rich mosaics weaves
In gold and emerald where its beams have crept;
And shadowed columns stretch along the ground,
Cast by the trees that face the glowing East,
Carved by the sunlight without tool or sound.
The air is full of odors, the eyes feast
On dewy buds and blossoms and the ear
Is steeped in song; amid the giant trees
Sit the bird choirs, their symphonies you hear
More sweet than the old masters’ harmonies;
And veiled in mystic beauty, shining clear
In silvery brightness, jeweled with the light,
And flashing diamonds, its feet wrapped round
With rainbows and soft spray of misty white,
Where earth and sky are wedded, heaven drops down
Its Bridal Veil, and the valley’s crown,
Like some gigantic priest of other days
Grown through the centuries, with head uplift,
Gazes with far eyes into the clasping skies—

The grand Half Dome. Upon its granite cliff,
Down-shooting from the Cloud’s Rest lofty rise,
Shines the first golden arrow of the Dawn,
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Mirrored in beauty in the lake below.
And with keen eye, watching the face of Morn,
The mighty offspring of some earthquake’s throe,
The moveless Sentinel with dome upreared,

Stands lone, transfigured on the heights—his beard
The branches of the pines which glow

Far off the vast Sierra’s peaks arise
A wilderness of grand, majestic heights,
Their shining crests within the azure skies,
With the rich aureole of the sunrise lights
Resting upon them like a radiant crown.
The grand old Domes, the pillars of the air,
Look on the columned forests down,
‘heir rounded summits standing lonely there—
The valley’s mighty altars lit with fire.
And now the sun fills all the stream with gold,
Bridging it with sunbeams as it rises higher;
It casts its shining spears into the old
White waterfalls—the shadows flee away,
And stands complete the miracle of Day.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 66. Composition dated 1882.

And bared brow, white as the Winter’s snow,

Like some old god’s in the effulgent light.
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On Eagle Point, Yosemite
1885

The calm sweet Night was overhead,
The skies were full of stars which shed,
With the bright silver of the fair full Moon,
A rain of radiance through the fir-tree boughs.
The wonderful glory of that midnight noon
Filled the wide distance and lit up the brows
Of peaks, snow-clad, eternal in the calm
Of upper skies; clouds may touch
Their time-old shoulders, and tempests ride
With the sharp ploughs of whirlwinds down their side;
But their bald summits stand forever there
In the clear blue of the unclouded air,
Between the clouds and Heaven uplifted high,
Kindred with sun and moon and starlit sky.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 67. Composition dated 1885.
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Approaching the Yosemite
189

Like rock-built firmament uprose the heights
As we drew near the valley’s open’ door,
Fronting the West. The waters leapt downward
In white-robed cataracts, as if the sky
Had opened wide and thrust its foamy tongues
Of mist within the world. Vast granite walls,
Born from the womb of Time, were kindred with
The stars which hid themselves amid their high
Forest crowns, that seemed to rest against the leaning heavens. The swift river ran as
if its voice were hushed in its deep flow of
Snow-fed waters. The fair valley slept in
Shadows, its head upon the Sunset’s lap,
An aureole of light on its higher
Peaks, as if God’s finger touched them and blazed
Forth in shining glory. Like curtain for
Eternity the forest stretched away
Far as our vision reached, and the rocky

Pinnacles of peaks, where dead volcanoes
Slumbered in the arms of bygone ages,
Which had nursed their fires and seen them darken,
Rose in the air, vast, gray and frowning as
They were captives of those upper heavens,
Their feet earth-chained, their heads pierced with a barb
Of shining light. How little seemed Today,
How like an atom Man, a speck beneath
Those mountain heights twin with the earth and sky.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 67. Composition dated 189.
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Bogoslov
The great ship plowed the pathless seas,
The night was round us dim and dark,
And all that Northland’s mysteries
Seemed closing round our moving bark.
The stars o’erhead were strange and new,
The land a lonely land and drear,
No cities rose upon our view,
No voice but the sea’s voice we hear.
Around us lay an island world,
Rock-ribbed and frowning vast and cold;
Mighty the waters that were hurled
From the gray, sullen heights so old.
On, on, until the morning woke,

And the sun rose in smiling mood,
And round our ship the great waves broke—
The mighty pulse of Solitude.
Afar a lofty mountain rose,

Mantled in its eternal snows,
Its head within the frozen air.
A burning mountain-smoke uprose,
And from its yawning crater leaped
In awful blackness as Night’s heart
Were in its vast alembic steeped,
Across the blue its train outspread,

Veiling the sunlight, and the world,
Like the wide, blackened sky o’erhead,
Seemed dumb with terror; daylight furled
Her robes around her, pine-trees bowed

Within the wild wind’s frenzied clasp,
And the mad billows roared aloud,
And leaped and leaped as if the vast
Great sea in terror sought to find
A refuge from the mountain’s wrath;
Mingled with bellows of the wind
Its wild waves sped along our path.
Oh, that far world, so near the Pole,
Seems like the ghost of all we dread,

A giant ’mid the mountains there,
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Where terror flees and finds its goal,
And Nature’s tender soul is dead.

Word of God. This island of Bogoslov, in the Bering Sea, north of the Aleutian chain, was
thrown up from the depths of the ocean years ago, and from its volcano fire and smoke
spouted, visible for miles at sea,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 67.
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Old Baldy
(Mt. San Antonio, 1884.),

Uplifted to the skies like some great giant
Monarch, there he stands, Time’s elder brother;
Touching his lordly crest, the fair skies bend
To kiss his furrowed cheek, while Winter with
His frozen fingers weaves his snow-crown,
Even while Summer, with her shining sheen
Of golden sunbeams, wraps him round and his
Feet sandals with emeralds, and along
His garment’s hem strings dewy pearls and flowers.
The clouds lean down to rest upon his shoulders,
And the lone eagle, cutting the air with
His wide wings, upon his rock-ribbed sides
Guards his young nestlings. The mysteries of
The air are his, and all the secrets of
The thunder’s voice into his stony ear
Are poured, while his eyelids flash with lightnings.
World calleth unto world through all the wide
Starry space, and moveless in his sphynx-like
Silence he faces the centuries, and
- Makes no sign. And yet he knows
Of vanished races, and the history
Of the sun-browned generations who have
Come and gone, watching his royal splendor.
And he has felt the clutch of mumbling earth-
Quakes, and the breath of wild convulsions; yet
With his gaze turned heavenward, not a pulse
Of fear has stirred this monarch sentinel of Time.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 68.
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Upward to San Antonio’s Crest
Climbing with tireless feet, each step uplifting
To the upper air, mountains on mountains.
Rise before, each one a pyramidal
Height thrusting broad shoulders into the cloud.
Land of the Skies! Nature’s soft touch upon
The heights is seen in forest patches and
Shimmering, dew-wet chaparral, in beds
Of graceful lichens, and in the incense-
Breathing flowers, which are the Summer’s smile,
And in the trailing mosses, hung like
Shadowy, waving banners from the trees.
Far down there is the flash of waters, with
Their crystal feet leaping amid the rocks,
Or lying in still pools, with the sky down-
Looking as to see its face hid in their
Shining breast. The cañons, the great lips of
The hills, are parted, and their beards of pine
Are shapely, but their wide, Titan throats are
Granite lined—their sides stony as sphynxes.
That lower world, how far away it lies!
Up and still up, until ’twould seem you might
Pluck from the sky a star and slip it for
A jewel on your finger there, or from
The sinking sun steal the gold of slanting
Rays upshining at your feet. The great world
Lies far below in silence. Like an

Inland sea the mighty desert stretches,
And the wide, fertile plains, hushed by old
Ocean’s lullaby, dream in their tropic
Calm, all orchard-dotted, vineyard-clad, and
City-crowned. Standing upon this lofty
Mountain’s crest, you feel as if upon the
Watch-tower of the world, and as if there
Old Time might come and sit with you, and in
Your ear tell all the secrets of the
Centuries. Ten thousand feet below the
Ocean lies, and men like flies slip through the
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Hazy distance. Like Moses in the mount,
Infinity o’ershadows you, as when
He talked with God, while there you stand, as
Leaning from a planet’s edge to gaze upon the world.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 68.
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Mount Wilson
1895

Men love thee well—they love thy silent heights,
Where the stars nestle and the sun shines clear,
And the far skies seem stooping downward, near
To Earth’s heart with all its hushed delights.
Up through the deeps of air, as on a thread
Hung ’twixt the earth and stars, we climb the steeps
Of thy trailed sides, with the vast cañoned deeps,
E’en like another world below us spread.
The air hangs full of stillness. Solitude
Broods like a spirit; not a thread of sound
Runs through the silences that hedge thee round,
Save the sweet cadence of the multitude
Of happy birds, who, music-throated, fill
The clear, sweet air with a glad rain of song,
And through the wooded covert sweep along
Thin, silvery tunes the insect armies trill.
But man’s world moves thee not, though bright and fair,
Moored in the sunshine and spellbound it lies,
All garmented with summer harvestries,
And wrapped in gold of the glad summer air.
Though to thy crest Earth’s many lovers come,
And sit: between thy cedars and the stars,
To breathe thy spicy air where nothing mars
The loveliness of Earth in this sweet home
Of Nature, where the silent hours take flight,
Wingéd with the beauty of the changing day,
And heaven seems breathing where the spiced winds play,
And thousand blossoms open to the light.
Oh, well I love to come to thee and climb
As ’twere some Jacob’s ladder to thy crest,
And pillowed on thy mighty bosom rest,
Bound by thy spell, forgetting care and time.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 68. Composition dated 1895.
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Sunset on Mount Lowe
1895

Like a thin veil upon the dreaming plain
Lie golden lights and hues of violet;
The hours grow still as spirits, but amain,
With rosy fingers in soft colors set,
Draw wondrous pictures on the wide Earth’s floor.
Touching with rose the fields of green and brown,
Sifting the opalescent glory down
On hill and vale and steeple-guarded town.
Unfolding like a flower, the rosy light
And clouds of fire lie prone within the West,
Like watching gods guarding the still hours’ flight.
The many shadows seem like wingéd things
Hunting the jeweled stars that slowly break
From the far, high towers of Night and take
Earth willing captive till the glad Dawn’s wake.
And by and by, as darkness draws its veil,
And in its arms invisible doth fold
The faces of glad flowers, the wide dale,
The many hills and the grand mountains old,
From this high mount we dwellers seem to lean
O’er diamond-paved cities which do gleam
Warm with the sparkle of electric fire
Like some glad vision of the soul’s desire.
Enchanted Silence round about us lies,
Broken but by the sweet antiphonies
Of murmuring insects, which dream day has come
As the great Search-Light throws its brilliant beams
Over the valleys, over mountain heights;
Like some vast flying comet whose light streams
Amid the stars, so overflames its light
Through the still vastness of the brooding Night,
And far above us does a long line run,
Fed by electric fire, the hidden force
Bearing “white chariots,” one by one,
A silent steed along their mountain course.
The great rent rocks stand as if hushed with awe,
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Open their world-old sides to let us pass,
And the high peaks look skyward as to ask
How man hath tamed the awful lightning’s force.
The woods, roused from their sleep of centuries,
On those far peaks that lean against the sky,
Swept by Dawn’s lights and Sunset’s mysteries,
Shiver with wonder that man dares to try

Is upward lifted, as in dumb amaze
That man is there along those heaven-high ways,
Conqueror of all, king of their silences.
Huge-browed, the mountains look with solemn face,
Yet beckoning glance, as if they bade men come
Up to their summits, knowing their dumb might,
Vast though it be, is even like the slight
Touch of a baby’s finger, as in place
Of mind-enlightened effort which can hew
A highway starward, tear earth’s bowels through,
And mould the heights to service strange and new.

Mt. Lowe.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 69. Composition dated 1895.

Heaven’s battlements. The vast Cañon’s gaze
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Mount San Bernardino
(11,500 feet high.)

O battlemented height! O’er thee God bends
From heaven to touch thee with His finger,
And pour His air around thee, filled with the
Glory of the sunlight. Time leans from thy
High ramparts and looks on Earth, and, touching
Thy rock-ribbed sides, dreams of eternal years
Of imperishable grandeur. Anchored
In granite, and with rock-hewn forehead reared
Unto the skies, thy head cloud-pillowed and
Heaven-crowned, he deems thou canst not perish.
The winds thou holdest as thy servants with
Which to plow the air, or sweep its awful
Stillness. Thou lookest on the stars and dost
Hear God call them by their names. Thou knowest
The secret of the thunder, the mad bellowing
Of the winter tempest, the music of
The summer breeze wooing thy forest’s heart,
Soothing its cradled flowers, and whisp’ring
With the sunshine. The glory of the sunset
Mantles thy shoulders, and the golden dawns
Stand velvet-footed on thy crest, watching
The world’s waking. Time from thy bold summit
Has watched generations pass and found thee
Changeless. Races have vanished at thy feet,
And earth becomes their sepulcher; but thou
Still dost wear the unwrinkled face of youth,
Its emerald garments and its silver
Girdling streams, which laugh with thee in gladness
And full-rhythmed joy. The vast sun-warmed plains
Dream at thy feet, with Summer nestling in
Their heart, and look to thee in reverence,
Worshiping thy might. The soft mists, with arms
Invisible, wrap thee in beauty and
Veil thy ruggedness in ethereal
Charms, until our sight might hold thee some great
God chained in enchanted silence, crowned with
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Power and loveliness, and almost dream
Even thy rocky heart warm with human
Tenderness. But when clouds gather on thy
Awful front, and lightnings flash beneath thy
Stormy lids, and like some mighty Thor thou
Thunderest, then thou art terrible,
And we are glad to be cradled on ‘the
Summer plains, and look at thee from far, clasped
To the tropic valley’s ever tender breast.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 69.
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Our Mounts of Snow
1897

O our mountain world of snow,
Brooding over Summer so!
White as Time’s old hoary front,
As if ye had not been wont
To your nursing breasts to fold
Tropic bloom, and there to hold—

Since the days when Time yas young,
And his blossoms round you flung—

Summer sounds and summer dreams,
‘Mid laughter of your running streams.

Looking, scarce we know your face,
Missing all of Summer’s grace;
White and vast as Titans bold,
With your shining lances cold,
Speared with frost ye stand on high,
Robed with snow ’neath Summer’s sky.
At your feet is Summer’s calm,
Orange bloom and waving palm,
Song of birds and scent of flowers,
And the gold of sunlit hours.
Ye are grand, O mounts of snow,
Neath our blue skies’ tropic glow!
Grand as if the foot of God
Had passed o’er you whitely shod,
And his mantle trailed a space,

Left its shadow on your -face.
But the Sun, with burning eye,
Smiles as if in mockery;
The white glory melts, and lo!
Vanished are our mounts of snow.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 69. Composition dated 1897.
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Mount Wilson
1895

Amid the mighty forest of high peaks,
From whose grand crests the tall pines pierce the sky
Like Titan lances, cleaving the blue asunder,
Thou liftest thy bold front, O monarch mount!
Thy vast sides ribbed with cloven cañons,
Whose deeps seem earth-emboweling. Forests
Hide in them as playthings for the wind, and
Crystal-footed streams leap amid rocks,
As answering to the far-off trumpet
Call of the great sea. Climbing unto thy
Summit, the world lies at our feet. Valleys
And lower hills, and sea-washed shore, and the
Girdling rivers, with shining faces lifted
To the Sun; the man-built cities looking
Like pigmy toys; the long line of smoke from
Out the iron throat of the swift-moving
Engine, like some white banner over the
“Valleys flung. How small I feel! How like an
Atom dropped into the wide space about
Me, as I stand upon thy crest and view
The vast encircling land. Behind thee, scattered,
Lies the wide and mighty wilderness of
Peaks, rising in solemn grandeur above
Old Time’s gigantic cañons, speaking with
Sublimest tongues of infinite power.
The unfettered winds hide thee, and sing in
Whispering breezes their lullabies unto
The flowers, or pour their fuller anthems,
While rocking the mighty pines, as cradling
Them within their tireless arms. And grand the
Oratorios poured by voice of many
Waters which leap singing from the vast heights
With rainbows round their feet and upon their
Shining foreheads. O thou mount of wonders!
Behind thee broodeth Solitude, old as
The world, and Nature’s face is still untouched
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By human fingers. The wilderness is
There, and Nature wears her crest of rocky
Pinnacles and the wild beauty of her
Forest tangles. Man hath not put upon
Her his strong fetters, nor sought to tame her
Spirit. But far beneath thy front we see
Where man hath walked, and dimpled the face of
Nature with his works, making the vales smile
With their orchard bloom and gleam brightly with
The emerald of their vineyards. Green and
Fair lie the vast fields of wheat within their
Season, billowed in shining beauty like
The sea when sweep the Wind’s wings o’er their breast.
And man’s world lies cradled, looking up to thee,
Great priest of Nature, lift above the clouds,
And holding nightly commune with the stars;

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 70. Composition dated 1895.
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On Far Sierra Heights
1900

I stood beneath the blue and bending skies,
Where glorious Sierra heights arise;
How grand is Nature there, how vast, elate,
Majestic in her solitary state.
Man is afar, and there the mountains breathe,
Their lips star-touched, and the wild winds do wreathe
Clouds round their foreheads, while the giant trees,
Like singing Titans, pour their symphonies.
These world-high chambers of earth’s upper air,
Roofed by the skies, how gloriously fair!
Night brings her stars and sets them in her sky
While far below us does heav’n’s cloudland lie.
The lips of Silence on the heights are pressed,
And Sound is pillowed upon Nature’s breast;
The winds are hushed, and lo! we seem to be
Alone with Time and with the Deity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 70. Composition dated 1900.
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The Sierra Madre
(As Viewed From Pasadena.)

O grand old mountains! the valley’s walled
Sierras, to which the infinite. skies
Do whisper, and on whose lofty crests the
Oratorios of the winds are heard,
Breathed in the ears of stars, o’er thy broad shoulders
The clouds rest like a mantle, and the fogs
Press their cool, misty lips at dawn upon
Thy rocky foreheads. And the sunshine, how
It loves thy lofty heights, making thy heaven-
Reaching walls resplendent with its brightness.
I have seen them stand as if God’s robes were
Round them, shining like sapphire and like
Amethyst, with rivers of sunbeams poured
Upon their sides from the warm deeps of sunset.
And I have seen them, too, like holy altars
While the Sun’s fire burned bright upon their crests,
And like reverent priests stood giant pine
And cedar.

This morn, O grand Sierras!
Ye did seem part of the bending sky,
Curtained with glory. The white and luminous
Mists were round ye, just stirred by breezes light-
Winged, while through their folds diaphanous the
Sun’s pure white rays were shed in diamond
Brightness, and blue as heaven thy mountained
Glory gleamed behind the mist-wrought curtain.
O Mother Mountains! No Sinais of
Terror are ye upon my spirit, but glorious
Pisgahs rather, where shines Omnipotence,
And my glad spirit spreads its wings of trust
And flieth godward, and in the bosom
Of His love and power finds rest and peace.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 70.
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Our Mountains
1901

Lofty and grand, as if they touched the stars,
And held communion with the moving winds,
And the great-voiced thunders, our mountains rise,
Uplifted to the blue of the far skies,
Solemn and majestic, like Time’s giant
Children. How voiceful they of power,
Of th’ unhindered might of the Eternal,
Who spake and it was done, and who holdeth
The vast seas within the hollow of His
Hand, and guides the planets as they onward
Roll forevermore within their unseen
Orbits, And how eloquent their voice of
Enduring strength and the wondrous glory
Of changeless majesty. The stars dream in
The sky-deeps above them, while clouds mantle
Their shoulders when the rains of winter drop
Their pearls upon the emerald plains, which
Laugh with blossoming beauty, while their breath
Is fragrance and their voice is song. O mounts!
- How beautiful ye are when the bright Sun
Leaps from th’ arms of Dawn and pours his baptism
Of light upon ye! Rivers of gold and
Shining jasper streams and floods of amethyst
Roll o’er your granite fronts, and we seem to
See the pearly gates ajar upon your
Crests, and Thought leaps upward, as if borne on
Angel wings past suns and stars to heaven.
The Sun doth love ye, and when Evening comes
His last look rests upon ye, while with its
Transforming touch he makes ye glorious
In beauty, earth’s miracles of wonder.
Our grand old mountains, how they lift their heads
Unto the skies! Like rosy petals lie
The soft red clouds of sunset on their crests,
And in the morn the golden Sun for a
Moment seems to stay his swift uprising,
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And shines like some wondrous Kohinoor

Of glimmering sunbeams falls like a mantle
Round their shoulders. They commune with the stars
When Night is here and Silence dreams upon
Their breast. The Moon climbs upward and whispers

Her secrets to them, and the winds weave there
Their symphonies and sing of power.
Hand in hand with Time they stand and watch the
Ages pass and smile at Change; see nations
Rise and perish while their rocky fronts remain
As changeless as the stars. O type of the
Eternal are they in their enduring
Strength and majesty! and they speak to us
Of Him who spoke and it was done, and who is now and ever shall be, and they are

And His wondrous signature of power.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 71. Composition dated 1901.

Upon their lofty summits, while Day’s shining hair

Time’s alphabet of the Eternal One,
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At the Grand Canyon
(Grand Canyon of the Colorado, June, 1901.)

God’s own hand hath left its impress on thee,
His touch is seen upon thy rock-hewn forehead,
And thou dost stand, a world within a world,
Where Chaos lingers still, and Mystery
Walks dumb amid the mighty chiselings
Of Time. The sky looks down upon thee with
Undying wonder, and the atmosphere
Throws robes of mystic color round thee which
Change at morn and noon and eve their rainbow

As from the edge of some far-off planet
We stand upon the rim of thy vast deep
And look down upon thy giant forms, thy
Carved domes and temples with their rocky spires,
And thy wide valley’s floor, where to our eyes
Thy mighty river seems a silver thread
Creeping with hushed voice amid the shadows.
Thy great trees, which lift their branches to the
Sun, look like tender grasses, a living
Line of green, stirless upon thy breast,
As if the lullaby of ages had
Soothed them into slumber. Thou dost seem a-dream,
To lie while the airs of the old Past flow
Round thee. Thou dost look into the face of
Time and smile at Change, a marvel strange amid
Created things. We may search the wide earth
Over and still find no likeness elsewhere
To thee. God’s own finger hath scooped out thy
Titan forms, and Time stands by in worshipful
Admiration and is still. So we stand
Dumb with reverent awe, while Wonder wraps
Us in his robes of worship and clothes us
With humility, till our souls cry out—

Folds, intangible as the Summer’s breath,
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Our God is here, for lo! we see His footprints
And the marvels of His hand within this place.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 71.
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On the Desert
(En route to Buffalo, June, 1901.)

The Eve is here with coming troop of stars,
The Day has gone to sleep within the West,
Wearing a lingering sunbeam in its vest
Of crimson clouds—soft, golden bars
Of light on the far mountains lie,
Kindred with those which glow within the sky.

Silence profound upon the desert lies,
And Loneliness with soundless, ghostly tread
Walks the wide spaces; shining o’erhead
The stars from out the deeps of bending skies
Look down upon it—the plants lean
In breathless silence the white sands between.
Weird cacti rise upon the lonely plain
Like some grim phantoms of a vanished past,
Or speechless genii of the desert vast
Which may not move or e’er find voice again.
The yellow lizard runs amid the sands,
And everywhere the pale-green sage-brush stands.
O Desolation! fitting home for thee,
And yet how fair the wondrous lights that fall,
The atmospheric glory over all,
The charm of color in each thing we see,
A picture painted by the Father’s hand,
And framed in silence, lo! we see it stand.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 71.
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The Royal Gorge
(En route westward, June 29, 1901.)

Oh, I have looked today in Nature’s face,
As into some great God’s, omnipotent and vast
As high infinity. His rock-built dwelling-place
Nature herself hath fashioned. I stand dumb
With wonder. The poverty of human speech
Weighs on me, for it can never paint
Majestic, rocky mounts whose foreheads reach
To the far skies with the soft touch of heav’n
Upon them, as to smooth their wrinkled crests,
And crown them with the sunlight’s glory where
The wild winds rave and the mad thunder rests,
And stars seem nearer than the forest floor.
Thousands of feet these great rocks upward lift
Their rugged forms, huge Titans of the wayside,
Guarding the river as its waters swift
Rush onward. They, garmented with grandeur
And girt with strength, disdain the tempest’s wrath,
Fold round their forms the robes of Silence,
Girdle themselves with waterfalls whose path
We trace as ’twere the alphabet of Time
Writing its elemental story there,
Which we may read and see what God hath wrought
Amid the mountains, in His temples fair,
Where hills are His high priests, and living streams
The choir who chant their anthems in His praise;
And wild birds pour their glad Te Deums, too,
And the pine trees their fragrant censers raise,
Filled with the incense Nature offers here.
“I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills
From whence cometh my help; my help cometh
From the Lord which made heaven and earth. He
Will not suffer thy foot to be moved, He
That keepeth thee will not slumber. Behold
He that keepeth Israel shall neither
Slumber nor sleep. The Lord is thy keeper,
The Lord is thy shade upon thy right hand;
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The Sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the.
Moon by night. The Lord shall preserve thee from

All evil, He shall preserve thy soul. The Lord
Shall preserve thy going out and thy coming
In from this time forth, and even for evermore.”
So sang God’s saint of old, so let us sing,
We who have looked today upon the face
Of God’s high mountain peaks. O let them ring
With the soul worship that our hearts shall raise.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 72.



Collected Poems

339

Niagara
1901

With voice of many waters thou dost speak
In tones of thunder to the listening world,
And thy vast floods sweep onward, clothed in their
Robes of sunshine, dropped from cloudless skies,
Wrapping thy deeps with glory until thy
Waters flash with light. Rainbows are on thy
Forehead, white veils of mist are round about
Thy feet. Thy path doth lie ’twixt two great realms
Of Freedom, where hopes of man are highest,
And thou art free, resistless in thy might,
As thou dost onward flow past the wide land,
Chanting forever thy glorious anthem
Of God’s power, while the earth trembles as
Thou dost leap from rocky heights to the deep
Channel where thy waters swirl resistless,
And where the might of man would be as vain
To battle with thine onward flow as would
An infant’s puny arm to stay th’ angry
Thunderbolt of raging storm. Great river,
With thy unfathomed deeps, sweep on within
The pathway that thy waves have ploughed,
Thou emblem of Omnipotence, of His
Unceasing power, which like to thee doth
Rest not day or night through Time’s long ages.
Seeing thy grandeur, we do stand dumb and
Worship the Invisible who in the
Old eternity of years spake and thou
Didst answer Him with thy voice of sounding
Waters, chanting their ceaseless anthem—
The burden of whose utterance, as we
Listen to the overwhelming thunder of
Its mighty tones, is ever, God! God! God!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 72. Composition dated 1901.
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On the Desert
1903

I crossed the desert’s wastes, and lo!
The white sands paved their vast wide floor
Where weird, wild cactus plants did grow,
And Desolation’s wings spread o’er
The silent vastness; sunset fell,
And swift the plains transfigured lay,
Like something that had blossomed new
Within the clasping arms of Day.
Such wondrous lights around us lay,
Such wondrous colors fell around,
The scattered rocks no longer gray
Shone with a glory most profound.
Gold, crimson and rich amethyst
Gleamed in the sunset’s burning light,
A new world on the desert’s breast
Was bursting there upon our sight.

Afar, along the desert’s rim,
The mountains rose like crimson towers
Whose light might nevermore grow dim;
Unnumbered little sand-born flowers
Lifted their heads the rocks beside,
And seemed to softly smile as we
Along that waste of sand did ride,
No longer white but glorified.
O wondrous artist is the Sun!
How rich the colors that he takes,
How fair the picture when he’s done!
There’s magic in the scene he wakes
From the dead whiteness of the plain;
As he sinks downward to the West,
His beams reach every grain of sand,
And there like shining gems they rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 72. Composition dated 1903.
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The Desert
(On the Desert, Oct. 5, 1904.)

Thou strange, weird specter of Nature’s wide domain!
Gaunt, soulless, with the ever-burning flame
Of the bright Sun enfolding thy parchéd sands,
Where the spiked cacti like a demon stands,
With thorny spears ready to pierce and bleed
The unwary traveler who takes no heed.
The mountains round thee grim and rocky rise,
As if they mocked the beauty of the skies.
The stony ledges on the hillsides rest
Like bleaching skeletons upon the breast
Of the dead centuries of the mighty Vast—
The wondrous storied yet unwritten Past.
A silent sphynx, a strange, dumb mystery,
In vain we try to read thy history.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 73.
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On Mountain Heights
1904

O mountains! ’mid your solemn silences,
With my heart filled with thoughtful reveries,
I love to wander, for ye speak to me,
And tell of power and awful majesty.
And then again like the dumb Sphynx ye rise,
Silent with all your hidden mysteries.
Ye know the past, but still ye will not tell
A word of its great history. Breezes swell
’Mid leaf-tongued trees that skirt thy cañon’s walls,
Answering to music of thy waterfalls.
Man dwells not here amid your lofty heights
That stand alone with God, watching the flight
Of Time, catching the music of the spheres,
Watching the sunrise as the Morning nears,
Beholding generations as they come and go,
O God is here! So still, so calm, so high,
Ye are His temple, rising to the sky,
Above the world of sin, the world of care,
Your pillared domes do rest in upper air.
The fret and care of life is far away,
And here we hear God’s great wind-organ play.
The waterfalls do thunder of His power,
The sunbeams sing of love, and fill each hour
With beauty. No sound of traffic’s din we hear.
Peace, peace is round us, and we feel God near.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 73. Composition dated 1904.
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Popocatepetl
(Mexico, Nov. 2, 1904.)

I stood and gazed afar, afar,
As if unto some other sphere,
Across the wide plains lying near,
And there, high-lifted as a star,
Piercing the blue sky’s shining deep,
Above the distant cloudlands hurled,
As bulwark of this lower world,
T saw the lofty mountain’s steep.
The glittering snows were on its crest,
Like silver gleaming in the light
Of tropic suns, their mantle white
Did on its mighty shoulders rest.
How far ’tis lifted to the blue,
How high! as if ’twere drawing near
The mighty orbit of some sphere,
Some planet that is circling through
The realms of Space, and, moving on,
Seeks where God walks within the Vast.
So does this mountain standing fast
Rise ever upward, and does don
The glory of the skies above,
Splendor of color and of light,
And starry jewels of the Night,
As if they were the gift of love.
Majestic mountains, at thy feet
The boundless valleys are unrolled,
And their warm tropic breasts enfold
Great harvest seas whose billows meet
In glorious tides of plenty there.
And there do old, old cities rise,
None fairer underneath the skies.
Mount of the sun! The gods might dare
To climb thy awful steep and look,
As from a star, the world upon,
Might see the boundless ether don
The golden glory that it took
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From the bright Sun as it arose
And paved the mountain with its gold,
And paved the valleys, wide unrolled,
With sunbeams at the pale Dawn’s close.
O mount of majesty! Sublime
In awful grandeur, vast and high,
Standing as pillar for the sky.

To rest upon; footstool of Time,
Ages on ages old art thou.
Infinity o’ershadows thee,
O lofty mount! Reverently
In wordless homage do we bow.
For God, thy Maker, He is here,
No hand but His could lift thy form—
O mountain brother of the Dawn!
So near to far-off starry spheres.
The winds mate with thee, and the clouds
Garment thy sides; the sunlight pours
Upon thee all its golden stores,
Omnipotence thy form enshrouds.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 73.
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UNDER ARCTIC SKIES
St. Paul Island, Bogoslov, and the Pribyloff experience
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An Arctic Day
(St. Paul’s Island, Bering Sea, 1880.)

Oh, the fair world seems dead in this desolate land,
This land near the Pole with its cold, sullen sea,
With its gray leaden sky looking down on the sand
Of the rock-fretted beach and snow-covered lea.
I hear the lone billows make moan on the shore,
I hear the dread tempest’s mad shriek in the air,
See the ghost of the waters rising white evermore,
Then sink down in foam, while in sullen despair
Stand, gnawed by the seas, black, desolate, grim,
The beetling crags, like the wrecks of a world,
While far o’er the waves, cold, pallid and dim,
Right beyond where a white-tossing billow is curled,
Falls the wraith of a sunbeam, just a wraith that is white,
As if touched by the frost when the Sun, sinking low,
Slips down through the ice to the regions of Night,
And the ice-floe makes moan as it drifts to and fro.
The mole-hill at noon casts its shadow behind,
So low skulks the Sun on the sky’s southern rim;
Ice-ribbed are the mountains—the fierce northern wind
Has piled the white drifts on the desolate plain;

- Nor tree casts its shadow, nor shrub lifts its head,
And Daylight dies swift in the arms of the Noon;
Here the great mother-heart of Nature is dead,

The iceberg her tombstone and ice seas her tomb.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 74.
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The Pribyloff Isles
1880

O strange, bleak land! cradled within the seas
Where Winter holds his carnival, and the
Wild winds rush with the cry of awful
Thunders through the shuddering space, heaping
The seas into high mountainous billows,
Piling the sands in dome-like shapes, or
Into shifting pyramids; scooping out
Hollows in the soil, which storms of passing
Centuries plough into deep valleys, whose
Bare, white sandy walls are playthings of the
Blinding tempests. Land where but the ghost of
Summer comes, with garments of white mists and
Trailing fogs; where the blue heavens are
Curtained with the clouds of brooding storms, and
Seldom comes the golden brightness of a
Cloudless summer day. On thy wild, rocky
Cliffs, where angry tides break in white foam through
The cloud-curtained summer-time, without the
Soul of song do millions of strange birds
Sit dumb. Here the arrie makes her home on
Thy bare, frowning, sea-washed walls. No nest of
Downy softness weaves she for her young,
But in the high-cut hollows of thy cliffs
She lays her eggs, and broods above them through
The sunless days. The scarlet-crowned sea-parrot
Sits and listens to the wash of waves, his

Head, like some bright blossom, starring the bleak,
Gray cliffs; and the hornéd puffin, with its
Feathered horns turned backward, like a golden
Half-moon from its head, sits on the jutting
Crags, kissed by the spray, but songless, as its
Soul were sad and longing for the sunshine,

Lying as in a dream, its bright eyes turned
Unto the sea with meditative gaze.
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And here the choochkie, with its coat of brown,
Just touched with white, as if some falling snow-
Flake brushed its wings, chirps through the gloomy
Summer, and twitters to its young within
Their grassy nest; and the songful meadow-
Lark with its nest upon the hills, and ’mid
The lowlands of this island world, the fair
Sweet prima donna of the birds, rises
To greet the sunshine and the clouds alike,
Paving its pathway through the air with song.
And here, when the gray mists melted, and sunny
Days, like some bright dream of beauty, broke
Within those skies, and the shining sapphire
Heavens showed infinite deeps of air, and
The sea was bright and calm as it had
Never mirrored cloud, or, tortured by the
Tempests, been tossed into swelling mountains,
Whose angry waters gnawed the rocks and ate
Into the land until its edge crumbled
Into its maw, we wandered out, rejoicing
In the glad new heavens and earth of
Glorious sunshine. On the wide rock-strewn
Slopes, down-stretching to the sea, millions of
Happy seals, imaging content, covered
The rocks, or sported in the waves; down to
The water’s edge, far as the eye could see,
Twinkled the shining flippers of the herd;
As lying in their dolce far niente
They fanned themselves within the sunny warmth.
Over the waters, like an island hung
In air, with the blue heavens of sky
Above, and the blue mirror of the sea
Beneath, rose Otter Isle, with its closed
Crater, which in other years smoked in its
Wrath; and farther o’er the watery plain
Lay rocky Walrus Isle, like some huge leviathan
Stretched in his mighty slumber on the deep;
And farther still away, with its blue crown
Of mountains, whose high crests seemed pillared on
The sky, Saint George’s Island, like a
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Gigantic castle, reared by some ocean
Genii. Oh, those long, dreary days without!
A night! with only a soft, starry twilight
Veiling the birth of Morning, when the fair,
Round, golden sun dropped into the sea but for swift baptism, without a dream of
Rest; when Midnight’s dusky robes were locked

Away, and in their place she wore soft
Garments of shining gray, just silvered with
Faint starlight, and the sea crept to the Pole,
Laughing in sunshine, holding untold
Within its breast all the strange secret of
The Midnight Sun. O dreary land, ice-locked
And desolate, where Nature’s ghost walks
Evermore, and seas imprisoned sleep in
Icy shrouds beneath the unseen shadow
Of the Northern Pole!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 74. Composition dated 1880.



Eliza Ann Otis

350

Sunland and Snowland
(At St. Paul’s Island, Bering Sea, Alaska, April, 1881.)

Close by the Golden Gate so wide ajar,
My memory whispers of a wondrous land,
With beauty like the undimmed brightness of a star,
Where hushed sea-waves creep over golden sand.
Each month a tangle of blossoms,
Sweet as a field of clover;
Each month like a May repeated,
Like a song sung over and over;
Each time with a fresh note added;
Each time more sweetly in tune;
Each month to the May-time glory
Is joined the ripe splendor of June.
In the winter the rhythm of rain-drops,
And the smile of the growing wheat,
And the laugh of the running streamlet,
Waking young buds from sleep;
The glow of the golden orange,
The shade of the stately palms,
The warm, rich red of the berry,
Full ripe in the Winter’s arms.
But here, near the dim circle of Arctic
Seas, the midday sun hangs low above
The southern edge of the o’erbending skies;
Gray mists have shrouded it, and howling winds
Rush fierce and swift from out the frozen North,
Hurling black clouds till noonday seems like night;
The sea is still; locked in its icy fetters,
It moans and mutters, but we hear no sound;
Its lips are ice-pressed down upon the billows,
Which beneath gnaw at the sands, and, maddened,
Writhe in frozen silence. Every hill
Is white as is a ghost, and the far old
Mountains stand grim, stark and cold as bleached skeletons.
Nature is savage here, and
Wild, and her utterance, even in spring-time,
Is in bellowing tempests, and in seas
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Thunder-tongued, breaking on gray cliffs and deep-
Seamed rocks, into which maniac tides have
Gnawed when lashed into mad fury by the
Driving storms. No forests crown the hills; nor
Tree, nor shrub, in all this island world drops
Shadowy beauty in its short Summer

id Snowland.
On valley’s length or on the rising heights.
Somber and sullen the slow Summer comes,
Trailing dun, gloomy robes of densest fogs.
The sun steals masked through cloud-enveloped deeps;
The tender-bladed grass, unkissed by the
Warm sunshine, puts on a mournful green, like
That the solemn pines wear on vast heights,
The flowers, like white-cheeked nuns, hide their soft
Faces by the gray old rocks, and blossom
Tremblingly, though some there are that steal the
Sun’s bright hue, and golden-eyed, star the green
Hills, and smile as if they’d caught a sunbeam
Gone astray, and hid it in their petals.
On scarred sea-cliffs, as if o’erawed by mystery
Of shuddering waters on the rocks beneath,
Millions of songless birds sit dumb. All
Nature’s heart is chilled in this her island
World which she has cradled in the mists and seas.
O land of sunshine and of fragrant flowers!
Of tropic palms and orange-laden trees,
Of golden days and blossom-scented hours,
Of wild sweet bird-song, and of humming bees!
O Summer-Land! from this far northern isle
To thee I hold out waiting heart and hands;
As longs a lover for his mistress’-smile,
So long I for thy golden, sun-kissed strands!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 75.
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In the Land of the Midnight Sun
1882

What lies beyond your awful verge,
O ice-bound seas! where ships go down;
Where beats for aye the angry surge
Beneath thy alp-like iceberg’s frown?
What lights the blazing spectral fires
That flame against thy northern skies?
Ah, frozen seas and ice-wrought pyres!
Guard well thy fateful mysteries.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 75. Composition dated 1882.
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Storm-tossed on Alaska’s Shore
1897

Bleak the morn and wild the sea,
Writhing in its demon glee;
Gnawing madly at the shore
Where its great, white billows roar—
Roar and leap upon the rocks,
With a sound like earthquake shocks.
How the white spray foaming flew,
Veiling sky and ocean, too,
While the winds with awful shriek
‘Gainst the rock-walled islands beat—
Beat and howled in maddened wrath
There and on our lone ship’s path.
Far above us, overhead,
Like a banner for the dead,
The volcano’s smoke appeared,
Streaming o’er us as we neared
That bleak island world afar,
Whose summer skies scarce know a star.

O bleak, wild mountain! I would know
If e’er the Sun doth downward throw
One warm and scintillating glow
Upon thy frozen breast of snow.
Or was it here that Night was born,
And cradled in the lap of storm,
Its lullaby the winds’ wild roar,
As leap they thy vast ramparts o’er,
To seize the Sea and make its breast
One life-engulfing mountain crest?

O far, so far seem lands of bloom,
Sweet lands of fragrance and the noon
Where lieth Summer in a swoon
Of light and gladness, and is calm
The breathless air where pine and palm
Sleep in the sunlight, and the hills
Dream to the music of the rills,



Eliza Ann Otis

354

And poppies glow above the sod
As if they were the smile of God.

E ast and West:
‘The match

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 75. Composition dated 1897.
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Prediction
Upon these sunset shores shall Freedom place
Her crown of Empire; here shall arise the
Cities of the future, resplendent with
The liberty which maketh great. The love
Of Freedom shall be strong as the rampart
Of these eternal hills, whose heads, pillowed
Upon the world-old firmament, for aye
Defy the earthquake and the thunderbolt,
And tell the patient stars the story of
Their centuries of life.
Passed hence the sun-
Browned children of the soil, whom Nature had
So fondly nursed and fed, that here beneath
These skies the later offspring of progressive
Time should build its fairest citadels, and
Science light his torch and poets sing, and
Modern Raphaels find divinest power,
And statesman shape the laws for human good.
O glorious Empire of the Golden
West! Time itself shall slumber in decay
And the wide and billowy ocean cease
To surge, and the transcendent mountains fall
Prone on the sunlit valley’s breast before
Shall perish here the love of Freedom.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 77.
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Flower-land and Frost-land
1876

Oh, am I awake or a-dreaming?
And where do my senses stray?
What means this budding and blooming—
December as lovely as May?
Oh, where has the Snow-King wandered?
And the magical Frost-Realm—where
Have vanished its gleaming cities,
Its towers with silvery stair?
The gleam of its magical mountains,
Its diamond forests and fern;
Its lakes with their ripples of crystal,
Its flowers of rainbow and pearl?
Oh, where is the music of sleigh-bells,
And the rush of hurrying feet—
The rhythm of happy laughter
From the boys and girls in the street?
And where is the roar of the North-Wind?
The dance of the feathery snow?
The growl of the waves that are caught in
The ice and imprisoned below?
Oh, am I awake or a-dreaming?
And where do my senses stray?
What means this budding and blooming—
December as lovely as May?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 77. Composition dated 1876.
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Here and There
(Atlantic and Pacific—December, 1878.)

Ah! miss we here the glory of the woods
Which Autumn kindles into scarlet fire,
Or clothes in gold and crimson-tinted dyes

Before she makes of it her funeral pyre?
Such brightness is the whisper of Decay,
It is the prelude of a leafless wild—
Of a long, dreary, wintry, snow-swept day,
When storms sob through the forest like a child,
Or like a heart deserted; bare and white,
The trees toss skeleton arms, and moaning bend,
While tempests shriek, and in wild fury pile
Their snows upon them; while Frost and Winter send
Such terror to the Earth that, blanched and white,
It lies a frozen thing, so dead and cold,
So haggard and so ghastly to the sight,
We wonder never that the poor old
Year should die.
But here, flower-crowned and bright
With golden sunshine, and skies blue and fair
As Summer’s own, the year dies not, but from the sight
It is translated, while glory lingers like a crown where
It hath passed, and the New Year opes its eyes
On sweet and June-like beauty filling earth and skies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 77.
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Sunset Gates
1885

O rosy gates of the West!
Swing open wide for me,
And let me sail in my Fancy’s boat,
Over the Sunset Sea.
Swing open, O gates of pearl!
Of amber and crimson, swing!
While I float in my boat through the sapphire deep
Where the starry islands spring.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 77. Composition dated 1885.
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Beside the Western Sea
1900

Oh, I wait to see the glory of this land that fronts the
Land as yet unsung in story of earth’s greatest and its best,
But its future swims in brightness, and the golden Yet-to-be,
Shining with Fame’s spotless whiteness, lies beside this
Poets here and grand immortals in the realm of art and song,
Patriots shall tread its portals, and the sons of science throng
Here, where Summer ever lingers; here, where lofty mountains rise,
Thrusting upward granite fingers to the deeps of cloudless skies.
Wide we set our sea-gates open to the old and waiting-
Commerce, all her barriers broken, brings to us of wealth a feast,
And the glory of this Nation in its rich futurity
Shall shine proudest in its luster here beside this Western Sea.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 77. Composition dated 1900.
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POEMS OF PATRIOTISM,
VALOR, AND GREATNESS
Civil War memory, national figures, and westward empire
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Dawn of the Centennial
1876

O Golden Land with skies so warm and tender,
With fragrant breath of never-dying flowers,
With solemn mountains robed in purple splendor,
And built with rocky battlements and towers!
I love the beauty of thy quiet cañons,
Sunlighted through the summer’s dreamy hours;
With orange bloom and shining palm and banyans,
And the rich fruitage born of winter’s showers.
In thy green aisles and through thy sounding arches
Float tenderest whispers of far tropic climes,
And dreams of Italy, with glowing masses
Of sunset clouds, and deep blue skies, and vines
On sunny slopes, lifting their purple clusters
All kissed to richest ripeness by the Sun,
And soft airs from the Adriatic’s waters,
With every hour of thy fair daylight come.
How shall I write the story
Of the year that is gone?
What shall I do with the glory
And what do with the wrong?
Go out of our life, O dead Year!
Lay in thy sepulcher,
Sleep with the Past!
What hast thou to do with the New Year?
Thy reign could not last
But through thy twelvemonth;
Go sleep with the centuries,
And come not to vex us
With troublesome memories
After thy exodus.
Vain hope! O heart of mine,
Though dead is the year,
Though to hinder its waking
You sit by its bier,
And seal up its sepulcher,
Still it is shaping
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And making Today.
The New Year must feel the thrill of the Old
Even though it be buried and dead and cold.
Write its deeds, then,
In fair letters of light,
That shall shine as the Sun,
Where glory has won
A brightness undying.
Then let pale Penitence
Write deeds that were wrong,
And writing, weep tears
That shall wash them as white
As Forgiveness can make them,
More white than the light.
Why vanished that forgotten race?
O Queen of Nations! land which God hath made
For His great workshop, where His hand has laid
Foundations deep and strong, and bulwarks high
For Freedom; where He has unrolled the sky
A shining banner with its fields of blue
Star-fretted, and grandly stretching through
It thrown the white stripes of its Milky Way,
As bright as ’twere the birthplace of the Day,
Reared mountains mid whose air the brain and brawn
Of giant intellects and patriot souls are born;
And through great fields has stored vast beds of coal,
Made ready for our use in ages old;
Enough to feed our vulcan fires and keep
All busy industries awhirl, and keep
The giant Steam to utmost fullness fed,
While round the Continent with thundering tread,
O’er countless iron roads he pushes on
The Iron Horse, bearing to distant wilds,
Where now, with Nature slumbering, Silence smiles,
The Tide of Empire to the setting Sun,
To the far waters of the Oregon;
To California sitting by the sea,
With germ of Empire budding silently,
With skies so bright they do but seldom bear
Only rain of sunshine in their golden air;
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With soil so rich its fruitful hills and plains
Seem never thirsting for sweet summer rains;
Spread lakes like pearls, and inland seas that bear
The white-winged ships of Commerce, and such fair
Green fields, like emeralds in sunshine set,
And round them dewy diamonds, that fret
The sunshine with their brightness; and stored
The earth with mines, and their dark caves floored
With rich gold, and precious stones, and ores
Of iron and copper—such vast stores
As fill a nation’s need; and floods of oil
Hid in deep wells beneath the bounteous soil,
Enough to make a beacon for the world;
And round the great, vast continent has curled
Two mighty oceans, through whose broad highways
Perchance shall come in coming future days
Great tide of travel from the ancient East,
Bearing rich stores of pearl and amethyst;
The Old World’s greatness, with its wealth of lore,
And all things fair to make more fair the shore
Of this New World.
The land is old which we call new,
Its buried cities lift their face,
Tombstones of a forgotten race,
Old as the Pyramids and Sphinx,
Perchance as old almost as Time—
Monuments all wrapped in mystery,
With no Today, but Yesterday,
But’s gray with hoary touch of Time—

Where once their high-walled cities stood,
Leaving them ghost-like in their shroud?
But Echo gives back no reply,
And Silence sits all solemnly,
And Fate says, “’Twas not I
Who made forgetfulness their grave:”
And History says, “On page of mine
There is nor word, nor leaf, nor line

How marched the white sands o’er the place
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The wherefore of their destiny.”
Then Faith looks up with her steady eve,
And words of clear-voiced prophecy,
And says, “But I can make reply
Why vanished that forgotten race,
Not one of all its many sons
To claim a heritage or place
In all this continent of space.”
Then I, so still and reverently,
While Faith made clear the wherefore, stood
And felt that all she said was good.
In the old-time land of the flood,
That faces all the centuries,
The land of Nineveh and Rome,
And ancient Greece and Athens’ own,
Of Egypt and of Palestine,
Of England, royal in her line;
Of China sitting by her seas,
Counting her life by centuries;
Of Spain with Inquisition fires;
And Germany, where first the glow

Sat trembling Freedom, dumb with woe
In days we call the Long Ago.
In all the lands beyond the seas
That face all Old Time’s centuries,
Was manhood’s sacred trust denied;
The right of man to be a man,
Unless high-born, was crucified.
All the Old World was tainted by
The tainted breath of Bigotry.
But Tyranny, all blindfolded,
The way to Freedom’s pathway led—
Unknowing that it was the way—
Across the white sea’s foaming yeast
To Winter, rocked with cold and storm,
With forest-temples vast and grand,
And long aisles filled with organ notes,

Wind-thunders of a frozen land,
Slow sailing over unknown seas,

Of Reformation’s fires began,
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And wild, storm-fretted lengths of bays,
The Mayflower come to this new world,
And Freedom’s banner wide unfurled.
For this did pass that vanished race,
To give to Freedom here a place.
It is two hundred years and more
Since first upon that rocky shore
That white-sailed ship fought with the breeze,
And ploughed its pathway through the seas,

“Each man an unencompassed host,”
So sternly standing at his post,
Daring for Freedom’s sake to breast
The dangers of the wilderness.
Faith ceased, and then I sat and mused
Of all those far, wild solitudes;
And turned and faced the Then and Now;
The Then, when a wild forest waste
Covered a continent of space;
The Now, when thick as forest bough
That in those old, dim forests stood,
Stand cities where did stand the wood.
And then I said, Hath Freedom wrought
All that she dared, or wished, or sought?
And then I looked from east to west,
From west to east and back again,
And looked upon the whitened sands,
And on wide stretch of lengthened plain,
And saw vast fields where men were slain,
Sleeping on tentless camping ground;
Whole armies without breath or sound.
And then I said, Oh, what is this
What fills fair Freedom’s home with graves?
Have fought with them the winds and waves,
Or here hath stalked all gaunt and grim,
With wasting foot like hurricane,
Famine, another name for Death?
And then there came to me again,
As if the graves were filled with speech,
As if from each a victor rose
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All glorified with his repose,
A sound that was not voice nor speech,
That told to me the tale of each,
Of all the countless sleepers pale,
That slept by wood, or sea, or vale.
Oh these are they who came from far,
From every corner of this land,
To meet their treacherous foes’ advance,
Marched boldly as an avalanche,
And won a glory bright as stars,
The far-off stars by which they passed
From battlefield through prison-bars,
Where Immortality doth wait,
And Fame stands sentry at the gate.
But long the land was desolate,
And long the tents stood thick and white,
Like ghosts of mist-wrapped moon at night;
And long the sentry’s silent tread
Kept steady marching to and fro,
And watched lest every hillside tree
Should hide the form of stealthy foe;
And watched the rocks, and gripped his steel
Whenever breath or shadow fell;
And watched amid the frozen storm,
When all the world was dim as death,
And warmth was chilled in every breath,
And Nature lay as in a shroud,
A frozen, misty shroud of white;
And watched in Summer’s sultry heat,

When all the sky seemed scorched with flame,
And burned at night and noon the same.

Then came long marches over sands,
With white dust filling all the air
Like smoke of some old Trafalgar;
The lips all parched with fever heat,
Yet pressing on the weary feet;
And all along the tiresome way
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The patient horses sink and fall
And pant amid the burning sand,
Till strength to pant has passed away.
And then the battle’s front, and din
Of thousand cannon shot and shell,
And brave men fighting long and well,
And many a white and upturned face,
And glazéd eyes looking to the sun,
And many a ghastly, bleeding wound,
And red blood washing all the ground.
But still with arms as strong and true,
Unyielding as the sturdy oak,
Amid the blood and battle smoke,
Brave patriot men moved ever on,
Bearing our starry Flag of Blue,
The red and white stripes gleaming through
The black and murky smoke of war;
And where it led they followed on;

Unfalteringly, and bravely fought,

Like lover fighting for his bride,
And had no thought, no wish beside.
They pushed the hosts of Treason back,
They made them bite the very dust,
And then they gave us Freedom’s trust,
To keep and hold for Freedom’s land.
And they who bought our land anew,
Who gave their lives a sacrifice,
They died to give a down-trod race
’Mid Freedom’s rightful heirs a place;
They died to make each man a king,
A mightier king than throne or state,
A monarch that should dare and do
All things for Liberty’s dear sake.
And thus with this undying trust,
This year, and other years to us
Have come and gone and found us true,
Not one star faded from the blue
Of the old Flag for which we fought
As Freedom’s bright embodied thought.
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The brave Chief who our armies led,
With heart as leal and strong today
As when amid the battle’s fray,
With steady hand has held the helm
While we were drifting on the sands
And ’mid the rocks where ships go down,
And guided us where we may lay,
Nor sail, nor anchor cast away,
Amid the shining isles of Peace.
And he whose white plume shone afar
Where shot fell thickest, and grim War
Rained wounds and death with grape and shell,

Till all was dark and hot like hell—
Brave soldier from the Buckeye State,
His hand shall grasp the helm of state,
Shall guide to nobler triumphs ‘still,
To bloodless victories, which will
Bring grandest conquest to the right,
And make a nation’s noblest might.
All hail to our Centennial!
Let Liberty be glad,
And only tyrants sad;
This great New World is free,
The very soil doth laugh,
And all its dimples take
Of fruits and grain the shape,
And busy Industry
Has million forms aflit,
And Manufacture’s whirr
Has million wheels astir,
And busy Commerce speeds
Its sails o’er all the seas,
And all the lands sit down,
Glad in our free renown,
Beside the cradle of our Liberty;
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And from the East
The New Year beckons with a smile of peace.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 78. Composition dated 1876.
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Decoration Day
1876

Bend blue above the Earth, O skies!
And softest breezes kiss the shining air,
Sweet flowers let floating incense rise,
With odors sweet weave hymns of praise and prayer,
And question not the fearful need that laid
These silent sleepers on these tentless plains;
Their loss the rolling years cannot abate,
Nor time with all her centuries estimate
The sacrifice which their brave manhood paid
To save a nation from its dying pains,
Dead are they? No, in all the blessings bought
By the rich promise of their manhood slain,
They live immortal; in the deeds they wrought
Their names are written in undying light,
Which passing centuries shall but make more plain;
Theirs is a morning which shall know no night.
This fair bright land is the heritage of
Freedom, and her title deeds are writ in
Graves. Today the Nation lives because these
Heroes died, and Freedom soars broad-pinioned,
Strong, like to the fabled Phenix of the
Olden time, born yet anew from out the
Sacred ashes of these her dead yet deathless
We call them dead; we walk with reverent
Tread through all the wooded aisles and grass-paved
Streets of the silent cities where they rest;
With. tender hands strew flowers so bright and
Fragrant-breath’d upon the grassy mounds where
They repose in dreamless slumber. But dead
Are they?

Dieth the Sun when hidden by a cloud?
Dieth the Moon when in a misty shroud
Her light is veiled? Or die the Stars when day
Hides them with brightness from our sight away?
So die they not, though hidden from our sight;
Each grave hath voice; each triumph of the Right
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Is the embodied thought, the deathless I
Of heroes born to immortality!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 80. Composition dated 1876.
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The Death of Ellsworth
1879

It was the hour of Freedom’s dark eclipse,
The dawn of grim War’s red Apocalypse!
From the far north-lakes to the land of palms,
O’er Hate’s dull thunder rang the cry, “To arms!”
And thicker than a forest sea of pines
Gleamed shining bayonets along the lines
Of marching armies, moving firmly on
From East and West, from Maine to Washington.
The awful Southern cloud, so black and dun,
Which long had loomed with sullen, angry face,
Had flashed at length its furrowed fire through space,
Had shaken with a worse than earthquake shock,
From proud old Sumter’s strong and sea-girt rock,
With its dread thunders all the startled land,
And at the mad sound men had swift upsprung
As if a million loyal hearts were one,
And purpose firmer than the mountain rock
Swelled into being at the treacherous shock;
Strong men stood up and then with pale lips swore,
Come life or death, that on the Old Flag o’er
Their heads proud waving there should never be
One bright star less—Country and Liberty
The dear old Banner’s broad blue field should see
Washed from its stain by life-blood of the free,
Bright fell the moonlight on Potomac’s wave,
Her broad, deep waters like a silver sea
Shone round green banks and kissed the flower-decked lea;
Spring’s perfect beauty crowned those star-gemmed nights;

Like giant sentry stood the solemn heights,
Moveless and silent; the coming of the Spring
Had waked the Earth to fragrant blossoming;
In the far groves the nightingale was heard,
Pleased that her song the listening silence stirred;
Soft was the whisper of the emerald leaves,
As answering to the Night Wind’s gentle breath,
And soft the babble of the murmuring brooks,
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Winding like silver threads through forest nooks,
And white within the moonlight like a star
The grand dome of the Capitol was seen afar.
Silence had fallen on the city’s streets,
Save where the sentries trod their lonely beats,
Or where, like phantom cities stretching wide
About the Nation’s capital on every side,
Gleamed the white tents and dying camp-fires’ glow,
And arméd men were moving to and fro.

O fair the starlight o’er those Southern plains,
And pure the brightness that the moonlight rains,
And grand the glory of those circling hills,
And proud the city that their circle fills.
Green are the forests that o’ercrown the heights
Of Arlington, yet every breeze of Night’s
That sways those forests, stirring leaf and limb,
Stirs fears that set even stout hearts trembling;
Kor here and there the river’s banks along,
Do camp-fires gleam, and Southern hosts are strong.
What awful rain of shot and bursting shell,
What leaden hail, what burning fires of hell
Might hurl destruction through the startled air
Should rebel batteries be planted there
Upon the glorious hilltops that uplift
Their smooth, green crests, unscarred by rocky cleft—
O ye who love the Old Flag and its stars,
Down with the rag that bears the crimson bars!
Up! forward! march! and haste to occupy
The vantage ground, or in the effort die!
So when the midnight moon was hanging low,
Ere morn had set the eastern sky aglow,
A moving army down the city’s streets
Passed—one strong column where the river beats
In measured throbs against the Long Bridge piers;
Another, past the Aqueduct, which hears:
The roar and swell of waters rushing by;
And one, by Ellsworth led, moved steadily
Down to the ship which still at anchor lay,
And swift embarked, then down the stream away.
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On, on until it neared the city old—
Quaint Alexandria sitting in the mould
Of ancient years, her walls grown gray with time,
Her gabled roofs steep as a mountain’s line—
As green with moss as rocks by forest stream;
Her crooked streets so narrow that they seem
Strangers to sunlight—the sidewalks lay
Sunken in places as if stern Decay
Had sought to eat the solid brick away.
And old, old houses by the river’s side
Leaned, as if faint, towards the flowing tide.
The night had faded, and a perfect morn,
Golden and cloudless in the East, was born;
Each blade of grass, each fragrant blossom stood
In the fair dawn a jeweled sisterhood.
Down by the landing softly swept the tide,
In silver ripples on the green bank’s side;
Their murmur sounding ‘neath the gray old piers
As if they held the prophecy of tears.
How in the dreamy silence of the hills
A solemn peace seemed brooding. Nature fills
All things with beauty as if God were there;
The glorious gush of bird-song filled the air,
The bees hummed lingeringly amid the flowers,
Whose dewy fragrance filled the morning hours;
With tinkling music ran the laughing streams,
And on the hill-tops Morning’s golden beams
Fell like a halo from the eastern skies;

The bright Morn held no voiceful prophecies
Of the dark shadow that ere noon should fall
Across the Nation’s heart; of th’ unspoken call
Of stern Tomorrows that the years would bring,
Of loyal millions with their sad eyes dim.
Ah! so still, so very still was the air;
Oh! who could dream that in the daylight fair
Hate was busy and was building away
In the slumberous silence of that sweet May
Its blood-red altar! Oh, will no voice shout
To the brave old ship that is coming out
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From the river’s stream to the landing’s head—-
To the brave young hero who with martial tread
Walks the deck—will no voice utter aloud
‘Neath that rebel flag, Death is weaving a shroud?
No! Fate is voiceless, and the silent street
Soon echoes the sound of their coming feet;
Pickets are posted and the dead old town
Is soon made for Freedom a camping-ground,
And Southern maidens, whose soft eyes are wet
With tears of parting all undried as yet,
Whose ears still hold the sound of swift retreat,
Still feel Love’s kisses on each tear-stained cheek,
Peep from behind closed shutters pale with fear,
Fancying the invaders whose firm step they hear
As something less than human—Northern hordes
Untaught and savage—men whose ruthless swords
Love blood and slaughter and War’s wild rapine,
With trembling hands white as the lily’s sheen,
Holding the curtains in their velvet palms,
With hearts swift beating with their wild alarms,
And faces pale as their own bosoms’ snow,
Kneeling, they look to see the coming foe.
But soon, as if upon the black midnight
Had dropped the brightness of the noontide’s light,
As passes when the summer sunshine glows
On the far frozen arctic land of snows,
The long, black night, unbroken by a day,
Passed the pale specter of their dread away.
No vulgar rabble met their frightened gaze,
No ragged mob its lawlessness displays,
But staunch as the lofty pines that rise
An emerald wall against the sunrise skies,
Erect and firm, with quick yet measured tread,
Came the Zouaves by brave young Ellsworth led;
His manly beauty grand as ’neath Southern skies
Ere ripened into splendor. His brave look defies
Danger and death. His firm lips wear the seal
Of strength and tenderness. The cannon’s peal
Would belch its thunders never at his back;
His feet would foremost tread the fiery track
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As mows the reaper Autumn’s fields of grain,
And his strong arm would foremost move to bless
Or friend or foe in need or helplessness.
Then sad eyes brighten and faint color steals
To lip and cheek; that stealthy look reveals
The soldiers’ manhood; half their terrors cease,
As if such presence stirred the bells of Peace.

Yet Southern hate and Southern blood were warm,
And like the swift red lightnings of the storm,
Hidden within the blackness of the cloud,
Outbursting with fierce thunders crashing loud,
While tempests shake great forests in their grasp,
And lash the seas to mountains ere they pass;
So in the pause of conflict, gathering strength,
Broke Treason’s thunders o’er the land at length.
O blossoming roses‘red and white,
O violets blue as the skies above,
O gentle maidens pale with fright,
O all-voiced things of Peace and Love!
Cry, cry aloud to the sunny air!
O wandering winds find voice and speech,
For Ellsworth’s steps are tending where
Death waits—his single hand would reach
That bannered insult to the free
That floats from the old moss-grown roof
Of Alexandria’s hostelrie,
Where Treason shows its cloven hoof.
His swift feet climb the winding stairs—
Ah! to what undreamed heights they led!
With one strong grasp the flag he tears
From the tall flag-staff overhead.
The loyal winds sweep round him there,
The sunshine crowns his head with gold,
But brighter still, and still more fair
Shines round him Fame’s grand aureole.
Stood he there erect and strong,
Hating Treason, hating Wrong,
Doing duty as his wont,

Where War’s red scythe mows down its swaths of slain
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Facing there the awful front
Treason offered to her foes.
With that banner on his arm,
Downward to his doom he goes.
Nevermore shall light of day
On his living face be shed,
Half-way down that dark stairway
One swift shot and he is dead!
Dead! the bullet in his breast!
Dead! with th’ grand, calm face upturned,
And the hero heart at rest,
Which so late had proudly spurned,
In its self-forgetfulness,
In its “unrevengeful calm,”
All that Southern hate confessed,
All the might of Treason’s arm.
They bore him tenderly away
Down to the river where the sobbing tide
Broke in the brightness of that perfect day
In low, sad rhythm on the old ship’s side;
The grand old banner hid its starry light
Half down the tall mast’s length—sad sound
Of music and of muffled drum
Filled all the wide, deep silence round—
All other sounds were hushed and dumb.

Up the great river moved the dead along,

While the low murmurs of their dirge-like song
To the far sea in solemn chorus sweep.
O how the Nation’s Capital
Stretched out its hand to him!
How wept the young, the good, the fair,
While stern men’s eyes grew dim!
How noble was his coffined face,
How grand the starry pall
Our mourning Mother gave her son,
Among her first to fall!
Out of his dying grew the life
Of purpose grand and high,

Beneath him all the water’s pulses beat,
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Out of his dying Freedom spoke,
And free men gave reply.
They spoke on bloody battlefields,
They spoke through prison bars,
They spoke till Peace flung wide again
The grand old Stripes and Stars.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 81. Composition dated 1879.
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Garfield
1881

It is God’s will, and so it must be right,
Although at every pore the Nation bleeds:
But God looks onward, past the brief dark night
Of Time, and while we blindly grope,
Crying for light, His sunrise crowns the hills,
And then we see what love His purpose fills,
How better far His wisdom than our hope.
No coffin-lid can on his manhood close,
No dead white silence on his name can fall;
In the grand stillness of his last repose
He lives among us mightier today
Than when in battle Freedom’s hosts he led,
Or, thunder-tongued in eloquence of speech,
Spoke words undying in the Nation’s ear—
Words that all coming centuries shall hear.
The grave of Garfield! Oh, such graves we need
As stepping-stones on which the race may climb

They are our Jacob’s ladder to the skies—

Such dead die not, though hidden from our sight;
Such graves have voice; each triumph of the Right
Is the embodied thought, the deathless I
Of heroes born to immortality.
Mock not his memory with mere idle speech!

Great acts, and true, that shall uplift as well
Towards the grand, pure heights on which he stood.
Guard well the memory of his noble life,
Keep fresh and green as heritage for Time
His manhood’s greatness and his deeds sublime.
Friend! Soldier! Statesman! Chief! hail—and farewell!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 83. Composition dated 1881.

To the grand heights where Freedom’s steps shall lead;

To the clear heavens of Freedom’s shining day.

Let acts, not words, the Nation’s sorrow tell—
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Greatness
1882

I looked into the night,
After the sunset‘s glow had fled,
And there before me lay.
A revelation by the darkness made—
The mystery of the skies,
The glory of the Milky Way,
The star-crowned heights
The longest life of years
Would not suffice to reach,
Glimmering through the blue,
Just faintly shining through
Like atoms, those great vast globes of light.
And what of these? The far-off stars
Shall fall like tears from off Creation’s face,
And of their shining glory there shall be no trace.
I saw a man elate
With pomp and kingly power,
Of thought the potentate—
The nations reverenced him;
Of Nature he was king,
Her laws he read as from an open book,
Her mightiest forces took,
Like harnessed steeds, to do his will,
Making the lightnings thrill
With swift intelligence of thought,
And the still air he taught
The mystery of speech,
Until it came to be
A vast, grand whispering gallery.
Yet he, with eloquence as silver-toned as song,
Died, life’s noblest mission yet unwrought,
He gave to lonely griefs nor help nor thought.
Before me stood a woman, pale
As the pure lily’s white-tipped face;
Genius, nor aught of beauty’s grace
Had she, so lowly born;
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The world could see no glory in the strife
Of her meek contests—life
Brought no renown, and fame no wreath
Of shining bay or laurel leaf.
But she had dropped like dew
Her tender speech; she knew

And her sweet words and kindly deeds
Had softened widows’ woes,
And orphans’ blessings round her rose,
And men, too, who had borne such weight
Of sorrow that it seemed as Fate
Were God, and God were naught,
Had by her such sweet faith been taught
That sorrow had for them a blessing wrought.
And God shall write her great,
Unto life’s noblest mission true,
That mission which is only but to do
Ever the duty that lies nearest you.

In San Francisco Chronicle.
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The greatness of the sad soul’s needs,
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The Star of Empire
1885

(Read before the Ohio Association in Los Angeles.)

Fair California, sitting by the sea,
With germ of Empire budding silently,
Thy skies so bright they do but seldom bear
But floods of sunshine in their golden air;
Thy soil so rich its fruitful hills and plains
Seem never thirsting for soft summer rains;
Sweet singers in the old Past sang of thee,
And ships made paths across the pathless sea
To reach thy golden shores, for bards had told
Of thy sun-flooded plains and mountains gaunt and old;
And those brown Children of the Sun had dreamed
Of thy fair skies, until to them they seemed
Not quite of earth, for their wise ones had said:
“Close by the gates of Paradise, sometimes ajar,
Broods endless summer o’er a wondrous land,
With shining skies and golden strand,
And beauty like the undimmed brightness of a star.”
Out from the valleys where the skies are old,
Yet bend in varying splendor o’er the earth,
Where Freedom’s steady pulse has long been told
In deeds heroic and in patriot worth,
The State of Brough, of Garfield and of Grant—
Proud galaxy of Freedom’s noblest sons,
We come upon these sunset shores to plant,
Not only ’neath these glowing summer skies,
Our broad rich vineyards which by sunshine kissed
Yield ripened fruits which gleam like amethysts;
Not only orchards, where like golden suns,
Through the cool emerald of their thousand leaves
Glows the ripe orange, and with harvests done,
Like mighty pyramids lie our ripened sheaves;
Not only to build cities that shall stand
And face the centuries in their pomp and pride,
Come we as pilgrims to this sunset strand,
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Where the brown Children of the Sun have died
To give us place—O not for this they passed.
’Tis not for this dead ages serve today,
And sleeping centuries lift their heavy lids
To watch the march of Empire’s westward way;
’Tis not for this that like some sculptor great,
Lifting with pride the veil from off the stone,
Reveals the colossal statue insensate
Yet with a god-like grandeur round it thrown.
Time lifts the curtains of this Sunset West,
Flings open wide its mountain-guarded gates,
While all the land from its trancéd slumber wakes—
From the long night of its unhindered rest.
But here sits pregnant Empire young and fair,
The sun of Progress kissing her white face
As she makes ready for her coming heir—
The grand New Life to which the Old gives place.
’Tis ours to watch with her, to build the State,
To mould its laws, and blaze the path for Right,
Our sunrise and our sunset homes to mate—
Twin in their glory and their patriot might.

But here beneath these glowing skies
Of cloudless summer glory,

Nor fail to sing its story.
The State of strong and stalwart men,
Of statesmen and of heroes,
Of prairie land and forest glen,
Of commerce-laden rivers;
Of lakes that lie like spreading seas,
Ploughed by the keels of Plenty;
Foremost in warfare with the Wrong
Her sleepless sons stand sentry.
An athlete on the fields of life,
With muscles never tiring,
With heart and brain and brawny arm
To grander deeds aspiring.
Oh, here beneath these glowing skies
Of cloudless summer glory,

We’ll ne’er forget the Buckeye State,
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Nor fail to tell its story.
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The Men and the Days of ’61
1885

The fragrant breath of flowery June had filled the Summer skies,
And the world had waked to beauty as to some rare and fresh surprise
Of new creation, grand and sweet, like Eden’s happy morning,
As if again the world were young, and sinless days were dawning.
A broad, bright river stretched away with silver on its breast,
And in the purpling distance rose the lofty mountain’s crest.
A wide, fair valley gemmed with flowers and dewy emerald grasses,
A long white ribbon of a road adown the valley passes;
And there, ’mid stately elms and oaks and somber pine-trees tall,
Stood the mansion in the valley, a grand, ancestral hall.
The ivy vines crept o’er it, and the roses hedged it round,
And the lilac shed its fragrance, and the lilies bent them down
To kiss the fragrant mignonette, and the blushing pinks that grew
Along the border of the walk that ran the garden through.
The apple-trees were all in white, and the blooming peach-trees shed
Their dainty blossoms all along the wide, sweet garden bed;
And like wingéd jewels, in and out amid the roses rare,
Fluttered the shining humming-birds, like things of light and air.
A sparkling fountain shed its rain in murmurs soft and sweet,

And laughing children stretched their hands its shining drops to meet,
Or ran in romping gladness along the garden ways,
Like sunbeams flitting down the paths while their stately father plays,
As if a boy himself again, at merry hide-and-seek,
And like white lilies through the boughs their laughing faces peep;
And their young and gentle mother, still beautiful and fair,
Looks down upon her treasures with a smile that is a prayer.
A small, rude house stands by the mill,
’Tis homely, plain and humble,
Yet happy groups of boys and girls
Within its grasses tumble.
They’re full of life and careless glee,
Of boyish pranks and laughter;
Today is bright, it is enough,
They care not what comes after.
Their mother bends above her tub,
A meek and brown-eyed woman,
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One used to toil and daily cares—
Wife of a sturdy yeoman,
Whose brawny arms and horny hands
Do daily toil and labor;
A kindly husband, father, friend,
An honest man and neighbor.
His only rest at sunset hour,
Between the night and morning,
Or when the blessed Sabbath comes
With sacred gladness dawning.
Then with his wife upon his arm,
The children following after,
He walks to church in full content
To the music of their laughter.
He is a man of heart and brain,
As well as brawn and muscle,
Loving the quiet of his home
Far better than the bustle
Of larger life in cities led
’Mid scenes of speculation.
Yet his sturdy arm would bravely strike
For the safety of the nation.
Down where the meadows run to meet the green banks of the river,
And where the golden sunrise lights in shining arrows quiver;
Where the June blossoms fill the air with fragrance and with sweetness,
And happy choirs of birds pour forth their songs in rich completeness.
The little garden, bright with flowers between its emerald hedges
Where roses in the June’s soft breath stand bowing to the sedges,
Stands a cottage in the shadow of the beeches and the pine,
Covered o’er with honeysuckles and the morning-glory’s vine,

To the sunlight of the morning all its windows open flung,
And the bright canaries’ cages in the open spaces hung,
While singing at the window to the April blossoms nodding,
With a voice as clear and sweet as any wildwood robin,
Her dimpled fingers pink and white thrust out amid the roses,
Where a moment, like a snowflake, her soft, white hand reposes,
Leans the pretty housewife in her perfect girlish beauty,
Looking far too slight to bear any heavy cross of duty;
While below, her husband, turning the fresh earth amid the roses,
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Thinks among the blossoms there none so sweet a flower discloses.

To you will come like trumpet note the solemn voice of Duty;
For even now upon the breeze its sound is surely waking,
And loving hearts in thousand homes their sad farewells are taking.
From our shattered ranks and armies is heard its solemn pleading,
From the thousands of our dying that on battlefields are bleeding;
From the prison pens and dungeons where our soldiers starve for bread,
And grow mad for lack of water, vermin-covered, worse than dead;
From the Southland’s far plantations, where the black man is a slave—
Whipped and sold, a thing, a chattel, that his manhood cannot save—
These are pleading, and the echo fills the saddened air with pain,
Stabs the pulses of the Nation till it bleeds in every vein.
Even now the summons cometh, even now the shadow falls
Just within the golden sunset, lo! the dread Tomorrow calls.
A month of days had melted into nights and nights to mornings turned,
Till o’er that quiet valley July’s late sunlight burned.
The meadow grasses quivered in the scorching rain of heat,
But below the shining river ran in murmurs cool and sweet,
And beyond, across the meadows, like a border cool and fair,

Rose the wooded hills, the forests like an army standing there.
’Neath their soft and leafy shadow the silver church-spire shone,
Touched by wandering sunbeams lurking ’mid its gray white walls of stone.
Last eve across the valley had the church-bell’s echo rung;
Rippling through the sunset stillness, hushing all the busy hum
Of village life; through lanes and sweet byways and pleasant street,
Had come the sturdy tramping of many hundred feet,
In answer to the ringing and the calling of the bell—
Tramp, tramp, tramp! how the coming numbers swell!
There had been news of battle and of our army’s bloody rout,
And men seemed to catch the echo of the Rebel triumph shout;
And it set their hearts to beating, and it filled their souls with fire—
Bull Run’s blood-red battlefield stirred the hearts of son and sire,
And from princely hall and cottage, and from humble wayside cot,
As one man the men had gathered all with souls that faltered not;
And a regiment enlisted from the country and the town—
Men of brain and brawn and muscle, men of wealth and of renown—
Men of strong and steady purpose, with the horny hands of toil—
Nature’s noblemen whose birthright was to plough and till the soil.

Oh, homes like Eden folded within the Summer’s beauty,
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Yet beneath the sweat of labor in these manly breasts were set
Hearts of oak whose loyal fires steeled each thinking bayonet.
Out from the grand old hall their colonel with his noble face and mien,
And the stalwart, sturdy yeoman in his foremost ranks is seen,
And the brave and lion-hearted from the cottage o’er the way,
Comes with stately step and steady to marshal for the fray.
Beat, beat, beat! to the rattle of the drum and the ringing of the bell,
Drum, drum, drum! how the surging numbers come and the hosts of Freedom swell,
How the banners float aloft, how the shining bayonets gleam,
As the regiment is gathered on the shaded village green.
Then a pause, a sudden stillness, filling all the summer air,

And the old and white-haired pastor lifts his fervent voice in prayer:
“O Our Father! God of nations, God of battles, hear us pray,
And work for us Thy miracle of loving care from day to day;
Our Country calls, and here this morn, on Freedom’s holiest altar—
We lay our dearest sacrifice with faith that does not falter.
“O Thou who for the love of Thy poor human children bleeding
Hung on the cross and died to live, now for us interceding,
We pray that on the march and on the battle’s gory field,
Where Death turns up his furrows, be Thou their hiding place and shield;
Tread down as in a wine-press the flaunting Stars and Bars,
And soon let Peace fling wide again blest Freedom’s Stripes and Stars.”
’Twas thus the Nation sprang to arms when
Freedom’s need was spoken
In the thunder of the cannon when Sumter’s walls were broken,
In the challenge of the bugle, in the rattle of the drum,
In the ranks of gathering foemen massing strong in ’Sixty-One,
With that bastard flag uplifted, flaunting insult to the free—
Flag of bondage, flag of Treason, with its bars of infamy.
Drum, drum, drum! how the very air is stung till its pulses quiver!
How the echoes fill the valley, how they tremble down the river!
How they stir from North to Southland! how they thrill from East to West!
How they sound from o’er the prairies and from every mountain’s crest!
Was there ever seen such marching—faces steady to the foe,
Sire and son together moving with their pulses all aglow?
With the Nation bowed and pleading, bending on its knees to pray,
Was the great Grand Army mustered and strengthened for the fray.
What of the years that followed, O soldiers, tried and true?
What the record of our army—the Grand Army of the Blue?
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And the vales of Old Virginia, where with blood the rivers run;

Let the answer come undying from the March unto the Sea—
Where it curbed the strength of Treason, where our banner floated free—
From the rushing Shenandoah, from the gleaming Rapidan,
From the bloody battlefield saved by ride of
Sheridan;
From the scene at Appomattox! let the triumph answer ring,
Where our army with its Leader, mightier stood than conquering king.
Grant at Appomattox! Sound it! Ring it all the ages down—
Mercy was the Victor’s mantle, generous kindness was his crown,
Grander ’mid his host of heroes, ’mid his ranks of tattered blue,
With their war-worn riddled banners, rent by grapeshot through and through—
Grander than the mightiest heroes Iliads have ever sung,
Grant, the Soldier of the Nation, with the battles he has won.
O great Grand Army! who today your yearly trust are keeping,
With your swords within their scabbards and your trusty muskets sleeping;
O great Grand Army! lying low on tentless fields of battle;
O martyrs! who in prison-pens heard not the rifle’s rattle,
Whose souls passed out through prison bars to waiting thrones of glory,
Time’s latest ages still shall keep the splendor of your story.
Then raise your starry banner, strike up with fife and drum,
As with fragrant wreaths and roses the grateful millions come
To the Meccas of our Freedom, to the altars of our trust,
To the Nation’s shrines made holy by our hero soldiers’ dust!
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Answer for us, Lookout Mountain, Gettysburg—and Donelson,
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The Nation’s Dead
(Memorial Day, 1884.)

Men sprang from farm and shop and forge, their loved homes forsaking,
When Treason’s voice in cannon shot from
Sumter’s walls was breaking;
They marched in columns and in ranks beneath our starry banner,
From East and West, from North and South, from town and wild savannah.
The Nation with its lifted hands and voice of solemn pleading,
Gathered her best and bravest sons, the sacrifice unheeding;

“Go forth and battle for the Right, give up the Union never!

Oh, never shall our hearts forget the thrills of exultation
That like a mighty tide swept o’er the pulses of the nation,
When came like joyous trumpet-note, or glorious paean swelling
In every heart, and filled with hope the lowliest loyal dwelling:
No more for us the cannon’s roar, nor shot nor shell shall rattle,
No more the cruel shafts of death upon the field of battle,
For lo! at Appomattox is our crown of triumph won,
And the flaunting flag of Treason into the dust is flung.
Loud our paeans swelled and louder, and our banners proudly gleamed,
Like the pillar of Jehovah, o’er the faces bronzed and seamed
By the awful strife of battle, by the toilsome march and pen
Of the filthy Southern prisons, where by thousands died our men,
When back from Appomattox and the sunny Southland far,
With their shattered ranks and legions, came our heroes of the war.
But our hearts beat warm and tender for the comrades lying low
On the tentless fields of glory where the sighing south winds blow.
Bring spotless lilies, opening buds and roses,
Heap high the garlands where our heroes lay,
Rich be the fragrance where their dust reposes,
Green be the laurel, amaranth and bay,
O spirit of our martyrs! ye mighty unseen throng,
Ye army of the faithful who to all time belong,

And shrined within our hearts you’ll live forever and forever.”
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From far Atlantic waters to these peaceful sunset gates,
Love her tender watch is keeping, Glory round your ashes waits.
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Our Immortal Dead
(Decoration Day, 1886.)

O the earth is fair and sweet,
The world is full of life,
Yet, shining Sun, beneath our feet,
Beneath where emerald grasses meet,
And all Spring’s fairest blossoms blow,
The Nation’s loyal dead sleep low
Within four hundred thousand graves,

A quarter century hath fled,
In days, and nights, and months, and years,
Since first we laid away our dead
Bathed in a Nation’s tears.
Flowers bloom within the Summer’s calm,
Birds sing within the leafy trees,
And daisies breathe their tranquil psalm
To every passing breeze,
And smiling harvests pour their tides
Of rippling wheat and golden corn
Above the plains where heroes died
In grim War’s blood-red morn,
When Treason loosed the hounds of strife,
And Slaughter poured its rain of fire,
Seeking to quench the Nation’s life—
Make Freedom’s fondest hopes expire.
O heroes! soldiers! royal braves!
’Tis Freedom’s air we breathe today,
Because you gave your lives away
For Freedom’s sake.
Blow, bugles, blow!
Ring, sacred chimes,
From. land of palm to land of pines!
We hold them dear who sleep so low—
The blessed dead who loved us so,

The deeds they wrought,
The glory bought
By their life’s blood and pain.

And with each coming year we’ll tell
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O hero soldiers! not in vain
The wounds, the pain, the blood ye spilled,
The sacred graves that ye have filled.
They’re Freedom’s harvest seed.
This land, thick-sown with martyrs’ graves,
Is Freedom’s consecrated ground.
Ring, bells, and tell to winds that blow,
To mighty tides that round us flow,
That this is Freedom’s land—
Your deathless gift of sacrifice.
O dead! O braves!
Each sacred grave
Holds Honor’s shield and Honor’s trust,
And bending low at Freedom’s shrine,
E’en as a maiden counts her beads,
Will we rehearse your noble deeds,
And guard your sacred dust!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
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Grant
(Impromptu. 1885.)

Ah! why do not the wires break, and the very lightnings quiver
With the sadness of the tidings that they bear—
With the sorrow of the message that they’re flashing everywhere,
From sea to sea, from northern lake to river,
And to the sunny Southland, broad and fair?

Alas! how the Nation’s heart bleeds, and its sons their heads are bowing,
As the saddened wail is echoed to the sky,
As from lip to lip the mournful tidings fly,
Like a crushing tidal billow flowing,
Or a sudden smiting arrow from the sky.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
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Grant Dead and Triumphant
1885

To Mount McGregor’s silent height
An unseen army came,
In the splendor of the morning,
When the trees were touched with flame-—
With the golden glowing glory
Of the unhindered sun,
And the bending arches of the heavens
Like a vaulted roof were hung.
There was no sound of marching,
And no tread of coming feet,
And no banners met the vision
From the lofty mountain’s sweep;
There was no sound of bugle,
And no echo of the drum,
And no voice of thundering cannon
Was by answering echoes flung.
From the trees rang glorious anthems
Of the bird-life glad and free,
And the Summer breeze caressing
Touched each forest-leaf and tree,
While the shadowy battalions
From the summits of the sky
Swept silently as the sunlight
In their lengthening columns by.
“Let us have peace!” the watchword then
Along the mountain height;
“Let us have peace!” the end had come,
Triumphant was his flight.
The warrior rose, saluted Death,

And then his foe withdrew,
Heaven’s gates swung wide, and, victor still,
The Nation’s Chief passed through.
Soldiers of Grant! Shades of our heroes!
As from the far shores they rallied round,
What a welcome they gave to the hero of battles,
As he stood there with peace eternally crowned.
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He fought it out on the line of patience heroic,
He climbed the far heights of Faith and of Trust,
And life’s shattered tent he left gladly behind him—
He is done with earth’s battles, so lay dust unto dust.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
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The Days of ’64
1886

The farmer swings his scythe in the meadow, the bees in the clover hum,
The scent of the flowers the hills float over, the sleeping noon has come;
A thin, intangible haze lies dreaming on river and hill,

Still, save for a silver shimmer that dances before his sight,
As he leans on his scythe and wipes his brow with a brush of his shirt-sleeve white—
Leans and listens, as if he heard a sound that he did not hear—
The sound of cannon, the tramp of feet and the shout of the cannoneer,
While he stands, comes news of the battle fought so late in the South—
’Twas a brave fight and we won it, facing
Death at the cannon’s mouth;
Our troops were mown down in swaths like the grass here, there at the South,
But the living filled up the gaps as they opened, fell into rank,
Bore steadily down—a river of fire—on the enemy’s flank.
What did you say, sir? Yes, I had three sons, brave men, on that field;
Soldiers of steel—hearts of oak in their breasts—they never would yield
To the foe; they would march steadily on if need be, to death,
Through the lightning of battle and its shell-scorching breath.
Ah, you have news of them! You bring me a letter! I knew full well
That John would be in a hurry the glorious news to tell;
And Henry and Joe would never wait until they wrote to me,
If only a line, to let me know of the Old Flag’s victory!
But—’tis not the boys who write; ’tis a hand I do not know;
Read the letter for me, neighbor, for my eyes are blinded so,
“Dear sir, the battle raged most fearfully”

“A hundred guns lay planted on the battlemented height,
And more than twenty thousand rebels were marching on our right;
And, down in the valley under, ten thousand troops lay low,
While the rebels poured down on us like a mighty river’s flow.
“John stood up on the height there, in the thick of the fight, by his gun,
And the way that he fought, sir, was like ten thousand in one;

Volley on volley he thundered out from the throat of his gun;
Like the hurricane’s sweep was the battle from noon to the setting of sun.

And, pierced by the sun’s hot lances, the pulseless air lies still.

—’twas so the letter said—
“And through a blood-red sea we fought o’er billows of the dead.
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“But, just in the flame of the sunset, when its glory fell low on the hill,
There came a lull in the battle, and I noticed
John’s cannon was still—
Shot in the breast he lay, close by his gun, but his face wore a light
As if some angel had touched it—right there in the midst of the fight.
“And when the sound of the battle was like the roar of the seas,
And the red lightning of war flamed over the shell-riddled leas,
Joe’s sword, like a banner, led the way for his men in the fight—
As they bore down on the rebel batteries to the left and the right.
“And Henry was with him, and swiftly their column was massed
Where the red sickle of fire cut them down in heaps as they passed;
’Twas their column that turned the tide of the battle—I heard the shout
When they captured the guns and the rebels turned in their rout.
“They both lay there, sir, dead on the field: I found them at night
After the battle, their locks wet with the dew, their faces as white

None were braver than they ‘mid the thousands of heroes who fell.”
Oh, white was the father’s brow, and his face like death as he heard;
Like a statue of stone for a moment he stood. He neither moved nor stirred;
As the letter was folded up, e’en his hair grew white, it seemed,
And he looked away to the South, as dreaming that he had dreamed
That never, never again to the farm his boys should come,
Marching back with steady step to the sound of the fife and drum;
And the noon seemed growing darker, and the bees’ hum died away,
As he stood there in the meadow where he had been making the hay.
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Liberty’s Morn
The summer skies of ’76 bent
O’er the land, until at length God poured
Abroad the light—the glorious morning light
Of the glad day we celebrate. In all
The summer woods birds sang and happy brooks
Babbled melodious gladness. The flowers
Lent perfumed sweetness to the waiting air,

As if Nature lay in trance with eyes fixed
Upon the pregnant future. The nightmare
Of the past was ended. Men had awaked
To freedom. With hand of iron purpose
They had wrenched the yoke of tyrants and stood
Up wearing the glory each of uncrowned
Kings. The love of Liberty stirred all the
New World’s pulse, as wide she spread
Her starry banner. The Nation superbly
Steadfast stood—“Liberty or death!” its
Watchword ever. Sunward the eagle spread
His pinions, as if he felt freedom in
All the air. Though but a handful, our sires
Faced the Old World with a front of fire.
Not a mountain wall stands firmer
In its place than stood their armies.
Their spirits were electric, inspired
By one great purpose—Columbia
For Freedom. Their souls loved liberty
As the eye loves light or the ear melody,
And as saints love Heaven. Manhood
Were beggarly without it. Better
Were fettered hands than fettered
Souls. Those fathers of our land! the
Tyrant’s heel could never stamp their living
Purpose out while yet a hand was left to lift
The sword for Freedom. “Liberty or Death!”
That unyielding aim warmed every breath
And fired the powder in their cannon, and,
Omnipotent of purpose, they gave this

And all the Summer’s pulses were as still
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Land unto us free as the pure air of
Heaven—free as its mountain peaks that lift
Up their shining foreheads to the sun and
Breathe through all vast space—free as the boundless
Oceans with their infinitude of waters,
Which alone limit our shores. But ah! the
Struggle of the conquest! The awful
Baptism of blood ere Peace crowned Liberty
With Empire. When first they came the New World
Greeted them with the thunder of the winds
Among her pines. Her hills and plains fronted
Them with frozen stars. Her broad and flowing
Rivers lay entombed, wrapped in their icy
Shrouds. Bare, skeleton arms the forests stretched
To them, and the sun looked cold amid the
Mist and clouds. And here were savage foes, whose
King was Cruelty. How leapt at their fierce
Touch the poisoned arrows! How swift within
Their clutch fell the red tomahawk and the

Murderous scalping-knife! How fought they with
Devouring flames, making their scorching tongues
Their weapons of vengeance. The lonely cabin
And the throngéd stockade, the fire fed on,
Lighted by dusky warriors. The Old World,
Mother of our land, forgot her love for
Her New World children, and loosed her dogs of
War to seize them. Terror and Danger laid
Strong hands on Freedom’s cradle. But ever
Beside it, with unfaltering hearts, Courage
And Patriotism stood tireless
Sentinels. They lifted like a trumpet’s
Notes their clarion tones. The glory of
The old heroic past shone on them. Such
Brave blood as first stirred the pulse of all Earth’s
Liberators coursed through our fathers’ veins.
They spoke, and all the wide world listened. The
Cannon’s thunders from the heights of Bunker
Hill echoed their words, and Lexington, with
Rattling musketry and with sword unsheathed,
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Proclaimed their love for Freedom. Thus the seeds
Of Liberty throughout our land were sown
In graves, and wet with blood of heroes.
What is our country’s glory? Oh, not alone
The continent of space which sleeps between
The seas, but the immortal names and deeds
Sublime with which it has crowned Freedom. What
An aureole of brightness lingers around
Them! How like a galaxy of stars shine
Forth the New World’s heroes! Like the fragrance
Of sweet flowers the perfumed glory of
‘their noble deeds. Not till the stars fade, and
The last man of the race has passed, shall the
World forget our Washington, our Lincoln
And our Grant, nor our great Grand Army—the
Light of whose heroic deeds makes Freedom’s
Noonday brightness.
Then ring, O ring today
The joy-bells of the Nation! for man holds
His manhood free, and all our lands lies in
God’s lap of blessing.
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The Lessons of Memory
Memorial Day.
We go in silence backward through the years.
Memory leads us, crowned with the starlight
Of tender thoughts. There are tears within her
Eyes, and her lids are heavy with sorrows
Unforgotten. What sees she? Where leadeth
She? Look! listen!
’Tis Spring in the warm South.
How pure the breath of orange bloom! How the
Soft breezes stir, weighted with perfumed sweets!
The bulbul sings in the forest that fringes
The warm sunset. The rivers run on with
Happy laughter to meet the smiling sea.
In the cotton fields the negro labors.
The sun burns him, and the master’s whip stings

Him. His breath sweeps aching heartstrings. He lifts
His eyes and wonders if God sees. He sees
Men bought and sold, and wonders if God hears
The cry of tortured hearts. Chains clank where men
Are sold like cattle. Does God hear?

Fronting
The sun-warmed sea, throated with cannon are
The black walls of Sumter. The fort is Freedom’s
Eye watching the land. Within, with pulse which
Throbs across the continent, Loyalty
Stands at the guns. Morn sees the Stripes and Stars;
Eve wafts their glorious colors with her
Breath. But from the pregnant womb of the fair
City fronting the fort, Treason, full-grown,
Hath leaped. Its breath is fire. Its heart is hate.
Its flag the Stars and Bars. Its drink, the blood of freemen.
God has heard the slave. The
Cannons thunder. Across the water they
Pour their fire on Sumter. Smoke wraps the fort;
Fast stand the loyal heroes. Not firmer
Stood they of Thermopylae. They shout back
With belching cannon. With leaden ball, with
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Hurtling shot, with bursting shell, defy the
Traitor. The Nation, as with one eye, watches;
As with one ear, hears. Through all the loyal
North thousands of hearts beat as one when
Sumter falls. From the forge comes the sturdy
Blacksmith, with arms brawny enough to bear
The shield of Hercules. From his desk the
Clerk, his brows knit with weightier problem
Than all his columned figures. From his store
The merchant, clasping his musket. From the
College the man of science and the young
Student, grasping the sword. From the pulpit
The man of God, armed with the love of right
And ready for the leaden hail. From the
Farm the farmer and the laborer, their
Hearts beating like drums to the music of
Freedom. The mother kisses her son and
Gives him to her country. The wife’s heart is
Torn with the sharp clutch of Sorrow, and bleeds
Within her breast, but her words drop blessing
And tenderness, and the breath of courage
The husband feels upon his cheek as her
Lips kiss him farewell. The maiden smiles through
Tears upon her lover, but as she bids
Him go the word sounds like a death-knell to
Her hopes.

Later, the little children lift
Their dimpled hands and cry for papa, but the
House is still, for papa has gone. In the
Wife’s ears rings ever the sound of battle,
And her dreams are of death and white faces
Turned upward to the stars; but she does not
Falter, Oftimes the maiden, like a lily
Plucked from its stalk, fades with longing and
With waiting, but no word is sent to her
Lover to weaken his courage.

And so
Went forth our armies. Under the stars they
Slept, under the sun they fought. Footsore and
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Bleeding they marched. Fronting long lines of steel,
Fronting fixed bayonets, rushed onto the
Foe. With smoke poisoning the air, with fire
In their faces, and Death marching before
Them, still they pressed on.
O the armies of
Dead! O the breathless bivouacs where not
A breast heaved nor a pulse stirred! where eyes
Stared up to the moon and the sun, and where
Forms were as stiff as stark winter-trees! O
The horrors of prison-pens, where skeletons
Walked, tortured by hunger, with life enough
Only to breathe! O the rivers of blood
Which made holy the ground! O the graves which
Are like altars, where the brave sleep, and where
Freedom hath wept! O the homes where Death walked
In the silence, each step on some heart! These
Memory shows us as we walk today
Where smileth white-robed Peace, and birds sing ’neath
Skies that bend no more above the smoke of
Battle; and where green grasses wave to hide
The furrows made by War’s red plowshare, and
’Mid the rustling of her robes the whisper
Falls, stirring our hearts with its electric
Breath. The land thick-sown with heroes’ graves should bring forth
God-like harvests. The Nation’s purposes
Should grow straight up to heaven, as trees grow
Sunward, Remember the brave who died to
Save the glory of their country, and guard
Well the land they loved.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 90.
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Westward Empire
Look up with tender eyes, O earth so fair!
Unto the shining sun;
Lean down, O skies! with sapphire eyes
Unto the mounts which come
Thrusting their shoulders into the deeps
Of the far heavens, with them breathing
The breath of stars, and feeling
The leaping thunders stealing
O’er clouded paths along;
Hearing the wondrous song
Of the far-circling spheres.
Hoary, O mounts! are ye with years,
Yet young in the light of the sun,
When the lips of the morning are prest
All glowing and warm on your crest
Do ye look, and tender the glow
Which burns on your foreheads of snow.
O mounts! with your granite-wrought lips,
Ye are dumb! ye are dumb!
Yet sometimes we know that a tongue
Ye do find for your echoing crags,
For they beat the still air with their sound,
And break all the silence around;

They answer the roar of the thunder,
And the cataracts leaping from under
Their feet, and they shriek back to the cry
Of the mad whirlwind rending the sky.
But, O crags! ye are dumb, ye are dumb!
When to ye we questioning come
And ask of the ages agone,
And ask of the people who lie
In the bosom of earth, ’neath the sky
Which living they loved, your lips
Are frozen with silence. The tips
Of the pines, which are dark
In the sunshine as well as the storm,
Seem touching the stars, and they lean
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On the breath of the ether, between
The earth and the sky. Do they know
Aught of the myriads below—
The races who have come and have gone,
Who for ages have slept in the breast
Of this warm-bosomed earth, at rest
For all-time ’neath the stars?
Can they tell us the secrets ye know,
O crags! with your altars of snow,
And your oaks, like the priests of old Time,
Which beat to the rhythm and rhyme
Of the psalms of the ages, which flow
From the lips of the tempests which blow,
And from tender-voiced zephyrs at eve,
With a sob as if Nature did grieve
For her long-vanished children today,
Who are but dust to nourish the rose,
And the sun-loving palm-tree which grows,
Drawing its life from their death?
They may know, they may know, but their breath
Tells only of life, not of death.
O sky! down bending so fair—
All fair with star-islands ye are,
And white Milky Way which is trod,
I am sure, by the angels of God—
Afar in the silences spread,
’Twixt the stars in the deeps overhead,
Do ye hold the pathway they passed?
Did ye catch the sweep of their wings—
The wings of their spirits unfurled—
As they left behind them the world
With its blue-bosomed sea all bedecked
With its jewels of isles, where have crept
Through the ages the tides at their play?
The world with its sunshine and calm,
With its glory of orange and palm,
This world of the West on the rim,
Of the sunset. O skies! can ye tell—
Oh, whisper it low! what befell
Those dusky-hued children of yore,
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That they faded from mountain and shore?
Through the starry-gemmed regions of light
Can ye find not some trace of their flight?
The sky gives back never a sound,
Through the deeps of its silence profound—
No answer is heard, but the song of the bird floateth down,

O starry-eyed Occident land!
O blossom-lipped, beauteous land!
Whose winter is golden as noon;
Whose breath is the orange perfume;
Whose blood is the warm ruddy wine
That flows from the fruit of the vine;
Whose pulse is the calm, stormless sea;
Whose gold is the harvests that be
On thy luminous valleys and hills.
A voice cometh to me that thrills
Like the voice of a prophet my soul.
O hoary old mounts! ye may keep
In your breasts the secrets which sleep
’Neath your crags and your pines.
To a vision-blest Patmos I turn,
And I’m done with the ashes-filled urn
Of the Past. O vision sublime!
I see the grand future of Time,
I see on these shores of the West,
Where long-vanished nations do rest,
Like a seed that is sown,
A glory like that of the sun.
O Nebo! I stand on your height
And my eyes grow glad at the sight
Of the vision I see. God’s pillar of cloud and of fire
Leadeth westward, and Freedom’s desire
Leadeth on to this land of the sun.
God hath lifted the race to the heights of His will,
And Freedom wears stars that like planets do fill
The space of His purpose divine.
Sierras, rock-ribbed and snow-crowned,
The grand Alps of Freedom rise higher than ye,
And down on the shores of this sea
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The splendor of Empire doth rest,
Like God’s crown on the race.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 91.
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Sometimes
1898

God’s day does sometimes come
Through darkness and the gloom
Of a dead nation’s tomb.
Sometimes from blood and death
The fairest blossoms spring
And Hope finds surest wing.

Sometimes God lifts His arm—
We hear His anvil ring,
And then may Freedom sing.
O struggling nations, hear!
God’s arm is now uplift,
And His new day is near.
I see its blessed dawn,
As in the heaving main
Sink the great ships of Spain.
And as I see afar,
Above the isle-gemmed seas,
Our banner in the breeze,
So proudly flung, and there
See Freedom’s sure advance,
Strong as an avalanche.
O blessed “Sometime,” when
God as our captain draws
His sword in righteous wars,
And when, with ear attent,
Unto His children’s cry
Salvation draweth nigh.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 93. Composition dated 1898.
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Earth’s Great Seas
1898

Earth’s wondrous oceans looking to the sky,
Mirroring the sun and all the wide, vast blue,
The glory of the countless stars on high,
The great, grand mountains, old yet ever new.
Kissing earth’s shores with white-lipped waves of foam,
With soft breath cooling all the sultry land,
Sweeping afar, beneath the great world’s dome,
To isles which do like cradled empires stand.
To far, far lands where Tyranny doth reign,
Crushing whole peoples with its weight of woe,
And then away to other lands again,
That brood in silence ’mid eternal snow.
And then to lands that lie as if a-dream,
’Neath skies that smile in floods of golden light,
So fair they do a modern Eden seem,
A world of beauty filling sense and sight.
O seas so vast! Ye mighty “half-world seas!”
Your pulses beat as old and strong as Time,
The great lands sleep beside ye, and ye call
Unto them ever with your voice sublime.
Vast highways are ye, where, unhindered, grand,
In its great march hath Freedom’s footsteps trod,
Gathering within her arms an island land,
The fairest pearl sown by the hand of God.
Sweeping afar to where the Orient lies,
Gemmed with the islands sleeping on thy breast,
Ye have made pathways ’neath the bending skies,
- Which Freedom sought, where halting Empire rests.

Ye’ve borne our flag, our starry flag afar,
And peace hath dawned where’er its colors wave,
And Hope hath smiled above the front of war,
And hoary Tyranny hath found its grave.
And our blest banner with its Stripes and Stars
Shall wave forever on those farther shores,
And men grow great and free, while Freedom bars
Her gates ’gainst wrong, and holds her golden stores
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Open to all, whate’er their race may be,
Great that God made them men, and greater grown,
As years pass by, in that their souls shall see
Themselves unfold in the grand harvest sown
Beneath the banner of the brave and free.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 94. Composition dated 1898.
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Roll Onward
1898

O measureless the sea that is gnawing the land,
And holding the shores in the grasp of its hand!
Broad, vast as the sky with its star-fields unfurled,
With pulse beating time with the heart of the world,
Great highway of nations! thy wide waters roll
From the noon of the South to the night of the Pole;
They clasp the far East like a pearl to their breast,
Then move like a god to the star-lighted West.
Sail onward, sail swift, O ye ships of the free!
And hasten the dawn of that grander To-Be;
Your legions are shod with right clear as the sun,
And the strong voice of Freedom speaks out from each gun.
Roll onward, great ocean, roll onward and bear
The legions of Liberty on to the war;
Make a path o’er thy deep for Freedom to tread
With our own starry banner proud waving o’erhead.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 94. Composition dated 1898.
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When the Battle Breaks
1898

We know not what may be; th’ unwritten years
Are dim with clouds of heavy doubts and fears;
Peace hides her face, and War with dripping hands
And horrid front within the future stands—
We hear the thunders from the cannon’s throat,
Black’ning the air, its poisoned smoke does float
In sulphurous masses like the breath of hell;
Hear curses, shrieks and the despairing yell
Of routed forces; see the watery main
Torn as by cyclones, covered with the slain,
Reddened with blood of heroes brave and true,
Who die for Freedom and for me and you.
And oh! the countless other hosts who die
For cursed Tyranny, who forgotten lie
Dead on the deep beneath a tropic sky,
And on the land by castle’s front and fire,
Mown down in ranks, these martyred hosts expire,
While tossing waves fling on the waiting shore
The white-faced dead whose battles are all o’er—
The brave, the true, the gallant and the young,
Whose deeds shall yet by Fame’s proud voice be sung.
O white immortals! Freedom’s noblest sons!
Heroes who stood unflinching by your guns!

Nor swerved one inch amid the leaden hail,
Nor did the might of your strong courage fail.
Nursed in the years of perfumed peace, ye grew
High-souled as truth, and to your country true.
Ye cannot die, though Spanish guns may beat
Your great souls deathward; though your bannered fleet
Sink, like the Maine, beside that alien shore.
Deathless are ye, deathless forevermore,
Brave men, grand heroes who for us have bled,
Life is as nothing in the scale where shed

Are Honor’s badge beneath the Stripes and Stars.
Boom, boom, O guns! the leaden hail may plow

Is human blood for Freedom; War’s red scars
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The sea and shore, but ever at the prow
Of our great battleships, courageous, calm,
Shall stand our heroes with unfaltering arm;
Strong for the right, and swift shall be unfurled,
Earnest of peace, unto the watching world,
The Stars and Stripes, the ensign of the free,
The priceless flag of sacred Liberty.
E’en the black torpedoes beneath the ships
Shall speak, with their terrible blackened lips,
Freedom for man, and out of their thunder
Shall the calm of Peace come, riven asunder
The strength of th’ tyrant whose throne shall be hurled,
Broken and crushed, ’neath the feet of the world.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 94. Composition dated 1898.
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Our Country’s Call
1898

Our Country, O our Country! do ye not hear its call,
As with drum and thundering cannon it’s appealing unto all!
It is crying out for soldiers, it is calling men to take
The stirring front in battle for blessed Freedom’s sake.

Give, give, O wives! your husbands, most priceless gift ye know,
And hold your hearts from selfishness and from rebellious woe;
Send them with prayers and blessings, and tender love and true,
To battle now for human need—stand fast, both me and you!

O the full and bitter vintage of wearing hopes and fears!
O the weary path of loneliness that is wet with burning tears!
O the heartache and the sorrow that must come to you and me,
They are woman’s priceless sacrifice for th’ cause of Liberty.

Give, give your sons, O mothers! the young, the true, the brave,
Sons of a mighty continent that tyrant knows nor slave;
Go forth in dauntless legions to fight for human weal,
With th’ voice of Justice speaking from your lines of burnished steel.

Give, give, O gentle maidens! the men your love hath crowned,
Their strong and tender hearts and true will make each battle-ground,
Like those of sons and husbands, earth’s consecrated place—
Holy of Holies will it be for Freedom and the race.

O God is with our legions, and His foot is on the sea,
He is holding now the sabre that shall make a people free,
He is raining down His blessing on our armies as they fight,
And His arm will give the victory to Freedom and the right.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 95. Composition dated 1898.
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Freedom’s Seed
1868

O the glory of the dawning! O the splendor of the day!
When the power of th’ oppressor shall be broken by our sway;
When great Freedom plants her banner beside the spreading palm,
And the fury of the battle melteth into tropic calm.

When the famished lips of Hunger shall no more be starved and white,
Or the cruel hand of Slaughter be lifted in the fight;
Where the placid oceans whisper of but perfume and of rest,
And the island in the sunlight seems a garden of the blest.

Hear the pulses of the Nation in the drum beats of the brave,
Who with heart athrob with pity go to succor and to save
Those whose lives are crushed and bleeding, torn by tyrant’s cruel hand,
’Till we at their cries of anguish could no longer moveless stand.

Lo! the mills of the gods grind slowly, and the centuries fly past,
Laden with the wrongs of ages, which we will wipe out at last;
Cuba, scourged, down-trodden, bleeding, lift your face, redemption nears,
Speaking from our belching cannon, smiling from our shining spears.

Land of endless Summer, lying like a pearl upon the deep,
We forget not in your bosom do the Maine’s brave heroes sleep;
From their graves shall spring the bravest of our self-appointed trust,
Freedom’s seed is lying hidden in each grain of sacred dust.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 95. Composition dated 1868.
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America
1898

It is a long, long march from savagery
To the heights of Freedom, where man looks forth
Glorious in manhood’s fullness, king of
The world, master of self, ruler of his
Own passions, with soul aflame

With godlike longings, aspiring upward
To the great and true, which are immortal.
Mere existence is not life. To truly
Live, the soul must be awake with all its
Powers. It must be up and doing, and winged with
Mighty purposes, warm as the blessed
Sunlight, active as the winds which walk the
World and sweep the far-off skies. There is no
Limit that we know to man’s attainment.
Forever on and on is Being’s law;
Forever up and higher tends the soul
When true unto itself. ’Tis thus we walk,
’Tis thus we rise, till, lo! the savage in
Our nature dies, and man is made fit for
Freedom. O Starry Banner! emblem of the free!
How hath the race moved onward ’neath thy folds!
A continent to Liberty hath here
Been born beneath thy stars; and where once did
Roam the savage, lo! today the grandest
People that Old Time hath known doth high-souled
Walk the path of Progress. Humanity
Doth feed their hearts with pity for the weak,
And their souls are tender for the needy.
The Stars and Stripes speak to the listening world
Of Humanity’s great brotherhood. The
Very air seems freer where they wave, and
Stirred by tenderer pulses. Free from stain
Is the grand, starry flag of the free and the brave
As the blue of the heavens overhead
When the day shineth clear of a cloud and
‘The glory of sunlight filleth the world
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With its light. Land illumined with splendor,
Fair as the sun, with a story as white
As the stars, no blot on thy name, no step
That leads backward, but on, ever onward
For Freedom and man doth America
Press, while watcheth the whole world with amaze.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 95. Composition dated 1898.
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The Race Shall Wake
1898

The great fair Earth, it has a voice for me,
Breathed from the leaf-tongued trees and blooming flowers,
From mountain tops and from the vast wide sea,
Through Morning’s glory and the sunset hours.
The calm, dim sweetness of the opening Dawn,
The glory of the full, sun-flooded Noon,
The star-eyed beauty when the Night is born,
Are each the notes of one majestic tune.
Full-choired and sweet the glorious anthem rings
Through Earth’s vast aisles, dim lit by taper stars,
Through the grand arches where the sunlight flings
Throughout the day its shining golden bars.
Each water-drop within the flowing stream,
Each grassy blade upon the valley’s breast,
Holding within its arms the sunlight’s gleam,
Speaks of God’s care, which knoweth pause nor rest.

Sometimes, when Nature leans with brooding brow,
Cloud-decked, and swept by many a stormy breath,
She seems a mourner, and we marvel how
Her great heart throbs with anguish and with death.
Nature loves peace, she loveth calm and light,
Clear skies and tranquil sea and smiling land,
But still the storm comes, elements do fight—
And grim Destruction stalks on every hand.
So on the still, calm brightness of our day—
Our day of peace, and growing strength and light—

Of maddened passions struggling in the fight.
But out of this mad tempest yet shall break
Great hopes for nations, and our arm shall be
The stay of Freedom, and the race shall wake
To fairer day, to higher destiny.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 96. Composition dated 1898.
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Blossoms on the Deep
(Decoration Day, 1900.)

Strew flowers upon the wave,
Tributes to heroes brave
Who died for men.
Their high souls daring death,
They fought till latest breath
For Right and Liberty;
Martyrs they be.
They died for you and me
That we might all be free
From might of Wrong.
They struck at Tyranny
Which threatened Liberty
With iron yoke to bind
And fetter all.
Brave men and true were they,
And deathless is the way
Which they have gone;
For in our hearts they live,
And freely do we give
To those immortal ones
Love’s tribute here.
Strew flowers upon the deep,
The cradle where they sleep,
And let them rest;
Rest in secure repose,
Till this earth life shall close,
And cruel war no more
Unsheathes the sword.
O surging waves! roll on
In ever endless flow
O’er Freedom’s sons!
Hallow each year anew
The deeds they dared to do,
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Fearless in Right’s own might,
For Country’s sake.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 96.
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Freedom’s Land
1901

This continent of ours between the seas,
A vast wide empire on whose breast might rise
Thousands of cities great as Rome of old—
Greater in might and in free majesty—
Its farther shores bathed in the sunrise light,
While its great West is resting in the arms
Of star-crowned Night, and where, while Winter walks
Upon its sunrise borders, Summer loth
Sit beside its western seas, breathing sweet
Balms and fragrance, her feet flower-sandaled
And her robes woven of rich emerald
Grasses, her air filled with the melody
Of birds and the symphony of running

With promise for the race. Glorious with
Hope, the future turns to it her smiling
Face, while Tyranny doth slink into his
Darksome paths, and, trembling, seeks the shadows
Of some other clime where tyrants, iron-
Shod, dare walk and murder Liberty. O
How fair thy shining pages when unrolled!
Here God hath set thee ’twixt two mighty seas,
Gemmed thy great breast with lakes like oceans in
Their vastness, and they’ve grown white with sails of
Commerce; here, like some unslumbering god
Of old—some mighty Titan—stretched the “Great
Father of Waters,” and unrolled the wide
Prairies, where may grow unnumbered harvests;
And elsewhere lifted mounts that thrust their heads
Above the cloudy curtains of the sky
Into the blue deeps where planets shine, and
The Sun’s great eye forever looks undimmed
Upon the bright heavens. Land whose harvests
Are enough to feed the world; whose mines of
Gold and silver might fill the treasuries
Of all nations; ’neath whose soil is stored full

Waters—this land is Freedom’s own, pregnant
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Seas of oil, enough to light all lands, and
Furnish fuel for all industries, and
Where Jehovah’s hand hath reared uncounted
Forests, whose green leaves weave a canopy
Of shade when Summer sleeps within the wood,
And, touched by the gentle breeze, send lute-like
Music forth to glad the listening ear,
As if somewhere a seraph whispered ’mid
The silence. There are giants in these woods
Amid our high Sierras who clasped hands
With Time when youth was on his forehead, and
The race was in its infancy, dwelling
In tents or sleeping ‘neath the stars. The proud
Sequoias lifted their heads above
The fair young earth and gladdened it with their
Fresh loveliness. The golden sunbeams on
Their swaying leaves fell softly as they were
Nature’s kisses full of tenderness, and
Warm, nursing care. The air, which, like a fond

Shepherds, wafted across the oceans wide,
Blew ’mid their leaves, while happy birds among

Their branches sang. Land where Science doth sit
Garbed in her grand achievements, conqueror
Of Nature’s forces; where we do speak across
The continent and make the lightning’s tongue
Whisper our message for us. Land where church
And school and mighty printing-press are thick
Sown as stars in the blue vault of Night, where
Each citizen is king, sovereign of
His own destiny. Land of proud heroes
Whose immortal deeds are deathless as the
Liberty for which they fought; thy soil is
Sacred soil, made holy by the baptism
Of patriots’ blood, and by the countless
Graves made glorious by their sacrifice.
And not until Night’s countless stars
Shall pale, and the great life-nursing Sun go
Out in utter darkness, shall thine own sons

Caress touched the bronzed foreheads of Bethlehem’s
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Prove false to Freedom and to thee,
O land we love! great Land of Liberty.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 97. Composition dated 1901.
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The School of Liberty
1901

How far away that dead old Past doth seem!
How like to fiction or a strange-wrought dream,
When this wide land, lying between the seas,
Cradled the savage, lifted to the breeze
Forests as vast as empires, plains as lone
As if all life from this whole earth had flown.
When ne’er the roar of Iron Horse was heard,
Nor busy Industry the silence stirred;
When the slow tread of ox-team broke the way
Across the continent, when night and day
Dangers beset men as they onward passed—
Brave sons of Freedom—o’er the deserts vast;
An Empire’s space unfolding wide to view,
With hills and plains and grandeur ever new.
No rails of steel the mighty distance spanned,
No cities stood in this unpeopled land.
The distant West—how full of mystery,
How dim the forecast of its destiny!
The mighty Now was not foreshadowed then,
Its greatness ne’er had touched the hopes of men;
No visions stirred of the grand Yet-to-be—
This proud Tomorrow of our liberty.
Slowly the nation woke and Freedom stirred,
The solemn voice of Destiny was heard;

Westward with shining beams did wend its way;
O’er tracks of steel the Iron Horse did speed,
Church, school and printing-press following its lead;
Great cities rose upon the wide-spreading plains,
And the Flag waves from east to western mains,
And now we sit beside this western sea,
With germ of Empire budding silently—

The East and West clasped hands, th’ Star of Empire’s day
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Empire of free men a continent to be,
The school of Progress and of Liberty.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 97. Composition dated 1901.
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Anarchy
(September 18, 1901.)

Hell oped its door and from its awful deep
A horrid monster crept. Blacker than hell
Itself its loathsome form, Its baleful eyes
Burned with a lurid light; its tongue was flame,
And each word dropped was fire to kindle all
The vilest passions of the soul. Hate is
Its offspring, and bloody Murder is its
‘win. On cruelty it doth feast, seasoned
By unmeasured treachery. No deed too
Black to stay its vengeful lust for power;
Its fangs are full of poison and are held
In readiness to make their deadly thrusts
Whene’er occasion offers. Swift as the
Thunderbolt and fatal as the awful
Lightning’s stroke are they. Its plottings are in
Secret. Friendship is not sacred, and its
Guise conceals the foulest purposes.
A hydra-headed monster this and many-
Armed, its track covered with venom’s poisonous
Slime, and today it walks abroad fattening
On Murder, lifting the assassin’s arm,
Striking at all those who represent the
Majesty of law, and seeking to pull
Down the safeguards of Society, all
Barriers to crime, and make the world drunk
With the wine of lawlessness. O how the
Great heart of this Nation bleeds today through
What this awful monster’s blood-stained hand hath
Wrought! Damnable as hell its deeds,
And black as its awful midnight. It hath
No conscience, and God it doth not fear, The
Brand of Cain is on its forehead; and Satan
Is its consort. Anarchy, spelled with the
Hellish alphabet of Crime, its dreadful
Name, and Assassination the black robe
It wears. As freely as the Sun drops its
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Life-giving beams, so freely doth it wield
The dagger’s point and the dread pistol-shot
Of the assassin. O great free land of
Ours, weeping in anguish by the Nation’s
New-made grave, all loyal hearts rent with their
Speechless woe, up! up! and swear before high
Heaven, in Freedom’s holy name, that this
Great land, baptized anew in th’ sacred blood
Of our beloved and martyred President,
Shall purge itself of Anarchy, nor give it place
‘lo set its crime-stained foot, or move its blood-red
Hand, or lift its voice, mouthing at all times
Foulest blasphemies against Liberty
And Law, beneath the sacred banner of
The glorious Stripes and Stars.
“It is God’s way,” cried he, our nation’s martyred son,
“It is God’s way, not ours. Oh, let His will be done!”
And then he softly murmured—Oh, hear from sea to sea!—

It is God’s way, we cannot doubt, to make this people see
The threatening dangers that are hid in lawless
Anarchy,
And so unto the Cross we cling, through all this anguished night,
But still, O Land of Freedom! rise in thy glorious might—
While this great stricken people do bleed at every pore,
Oh, let them rise and swear again that Anarchy no more
Shall find a home among us here on Freedom’s sacred shore;

Then may we see God’s purpose clear, and then the dark grow light.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 98.

While holy trust sustained him—‘Nearer, my God, to

Make this dear grave a stepping-stone to Freedom’s noblest height,
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America’s Morning
1901

O mighty sea! asleep in Palos Bay,
With gold upon thy softly-rippling waves,
The blush of Morn within the Summer skies,
And when Noon comes the gold of ripened sun;
When ends the day, Night, star-crowned like a queen,
Bending above the quiet of the scene.
The rippling waves run with scarce-sounding feet,
There is a murmur in the quiet sea,
And Morning wakes to find upon the wave—
One bright cloud watching them—three ships,
Like great, white birds with wings outspread to fly,
Ready to tempt the wide sea’s mystery.
One heart is there that pulses high and strong;
His eagle eyes look outward to the West,
With spirit vision he looks down the path,
And sees fair isles upon the tides asleep,
Beyond the purple of th’ horizon’s line,
Where Day sleeps when its sun has ceased to shine.
Prophetic vision sets his soul aflame,
Again he says across the water’s rack,
“There are some lands that only God hath seen,
Our three ships shall go sailing for their shores.”
And to his sight those lands seemed beckoning,
Like breeze-swept boughs filled full of blossoming.
O the long days upon the trackless deep!
The days of storm, the nights when thunders rave,
The hours of mutiny, the hopeless days
When seas are reeling in the. tempest’s wrath,
And faint hearts would turn backward from the quest,

On, on these ships sail toward the silent West,
Till one fair morn, upon the vessel’s deck,
Broke, like the music of an angel’s voice,
The sudden cry, “Land! land ahead! fair shores
Amid the wide sea’s sun-kissed wilderness,
A new world waits our weary hearts to bless.”

But for the strong heart in their leader’s breast.
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O moment of Earth’s ages! who can speak
The pregnant largeness of that wondrous hour?
The Past swooned, dying in its magic light,
The new day’s dawn was full of vital air!

From these new shores round which the vast seas curled.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 98. Composition dated 1901.

And Freedom’s pulses throbbed around the world
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This Waking West
1902

In the old days, ere was our Flag unfurled
Upon these farther shores that front the West,
As now upon the sunshine’s golden flood,
This dreaming, semi-tropic land did rest.
Th’ wild-flowers bloomed, th’ emerald grasses grew,
Birds sang from dawn until the dewy eve,
And summer lingered all the happy year.
The caballero, with his eyes of night
And hair as glossy as a raven’s wing,
Rode his proud steed as if it were a part
Of his own frame, doing his will, as did
His ready arm or his wandering feet,
While the gay señorita, with her dark,
Liquid eyes, beautiful as the starry
Midnight, smiled on him as she whispered words
Of honeyed sweetness, and her soft laughter
Was like the tinkle of a silver bell.
How glad the hours when their swift-flying feet
Kept time to the soft strains of mandolin
And sweet-voiced guitar, o’er which their ready
Fingers ran, waking delightful melody.
Life then was but a long Today, a breath
Of ceaseless gladness, and their Tomorrows
Walked unquestioned and uncared for. It was
Enough for them To Be, in this glad world
Of sunshine and of fragrance. To do was
Not their creed. What mattered that yet unborn
Tomorrow which they might not see? Today
Was theirs, and it was full of beauty, and
They were glad in its brightness and its charm.
What though proud Progress walked not ever here?
What though the homes of sun-dried bricks were all
Their hands did raise to dot th’ emerald sward?
Was not the glory of the sunshine fair?
Was not the splendor of the hills most bright?
Was not the flooding sunshine ever warm?
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Was it not June through all the gladsome year—
A June of blossoms and of summer air?
Why, then, should they be sad or have a care?
No, life was like a song, and every day
Was filled to fullness with delight and joy.
The earth did blossom for them, fruits did grow,
The land was fair with Plenty’s overflow.
It was enough, what more could they desire?
And so this realm lay waiting for the time ing West.
When Progress stirred, and when another race
Should come to find the riches hid within
The soil, and plant great orchards and wide vineyards
Here; build cities grand, and open Traffic’s
Door; bid Commerce enter at our Golden
Gate, and lightning steeds climb our great mountain
Heights, and busy Industry set all her
Wheels a-whir, until the land should ring with
The proud march of ever-moving feet, and
This waking West should be the glory of
Expanding Freedom with her Stripes and Stars.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 99. Composition dated 1902.
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OTHER SHORT VERSE
The final short poems and “The Pen Falls”
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In Memoriam
(Strewing flowers on the waves—Memorial Day, 1902.)

Cradled within the Ocean’s deep,
Ye cannot die; forever wide
As sweeps Old Ocean’s restless tide
The winds shall bear your name afar.
Immortal are your deeds, they are
The sacred heritage of Time,
Forever blossoming; sublime
As God’s great purposes, they broke
The Tyrant’s power and Freedom woke
To deathless life. Then bring today
Earth’s fairest flowers, and reverently
Upon the waters fling them wide
To the unresting Ocean’s tide.
Wide as the sea, O let them roll!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 99.

O Freedom’s glorious sons! who sleep

A blossom for each hero’s soul.
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The Land of the Stripes and Stars
1902

This wondrous land of ours, how wide it is
An’ full of beauty! A continent of
Space, stretching from sea to sea, with vast plains
Outspread, and mountain heights uplifted till
They look the bulwarks of a world, so strong
Not e’en the giant Time could topple them;
With mighty rivers, the broad highways of
Commerce, singing clear the sounding anthem
Of unceasing Progress, and with lakes like
Inland seas, upon whose shores great cities
Lie, the wondrous marts of traffic, feeling
The pulse of trade throughout the whole round world.
All zones are clasped in its embracing arms.
On our far northern borders Winter is
Throned as king, with the iceberg for his scepter,
And the long Night, jeweled with stars, as the
Mantle for his shoulders. And here the wild
Winds thunder and beat in frantic madness
‘he frozen shores, and th’ sun walks timidly
Near the horizon’s line, not daring the
Zenith, and trees grow dwarfed as fearing the
Cloud-touch of the frozen sky. Nature here
Is solitary. No singing bird or bee
E’er breaks the silence, save when the wild lark
Soars from his nest as th’ pale ghost of Sumner
Comes for a few short weeks to wake th’ grasses

And to coax the few strange wild-flowers into

Transient bloom. Next comes the zone of singing
Birds and mighty forests, whose hills are girt
With trees, whose rivers leap in gladness and
Run gaily on past meadows green, and the
Tasseled fields of corn and billowy seas
Of ripening wheat, the land of singing
Brooks and of plenteous harvests. Land of
Green valleys and of prairies wide, vast as
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Some Old World empires. Summer and Winter
Hold each the scepter for a season here,
And Winter wears his robes of white until
Laughing Spring comes tip-toe o’er the way, and
Path of roses and other blossoms fair.
The Earth smiles at her coming and is glad,
And makes ready her rich harvests for the
Oncoming Autumn, whose feet are sandaled
With swift-falling leaves, and who puts on robes
Of sober brown as Winter nears again,
To take the scepter from her hand and shroud
The Earth in his white and frozen silence.
Then on we pass across the continent
To the fair borders of this Sunset Land,
Where all the year is like a golden June,
And all the months have harvests rich and rare,
And where bird-song is never out of tune,
And Growth is piping gladly everywhere.—
Our fruitful soil cold Winter never treads,
All blossom-garlanded December comes;
The orange ripens in his golden air,
Th’ bee and butterfly within his sunshine
Float; the lily lifts its gracious head and
Smiles; our vineyards bend beneath their ripened
Vintage rare, and glowing clusters lift their
Faces to the Sun in joy; pineapples
Glad us with their lusciousness; bananas
Beckon in their yellow sheen, and guavas,
Garmented with rich coloring, do tempt
Our lips to taste their juicy fruit. Here glad
December walks like June, and ever wears
His emerald robes, and Day forever
Bids us out of doors, ’neath bending skies,
Filled full of warmth and light,
And arched like a gleaming sapphire o’er th’ world.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 99. Composition dated 1902.
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In the Track of Empire
1903

This mighty Southland, cradled in the West,
Kissed by the seas and crowned by mountains high,
Valleys like empires lying on its breast,
And fields of bloom outspreading countlessly—
Is the great land the Future calls its own;
Dominion waitéth here, Freedom aspires
Amid this wondrous beauty to enthrone
The wisdom of her State, kindle her fires
As beacon-lights to shine around the world.
And Nature is her priestess. She has spread
Her glory round us, and she has unfurled
Her bannered vastness, with swift feet has fled

From Winter’s frozen paths to walk the ways
That Summer’s hand has paved with blossoms sweet;
Divine the splendor of her passing days,
Enchantment weaves the sandals for her feet.
This great Southwest! Unmeasured, vast and grand,
Its mountains near the stars, its waters leap
From cloud-swept heights, its forest band
Th’ unwhispered secrets of the ages keep.
For centuries “twas hidden from the world,
Waiting Time’s fullness and the glorious day—
When Freedom’s flag should proudly be unfurled,
And Liberty hold here its perfect sway.
That day has dawned, and now ’tis ours to build
For the great Future, wield the mighty stroke
That shatters Wrong, to teach the anthem trilled
By waiting Hope since first the race was born.
Let us be true, rise to our noble trust!
Shape mighty deeds to make our Southland great,
Strike at Wrong with an unyielding thrust,
Let all our acts lend luster to the State.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 100. Composition dated 1903.
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The President in the Great West
The great West opens wide her golden doors,
Behind which mountains rise and green vales lie,
And Beauty walks along her grassy moors—
The land of vastness with its panoply
Of lofty peaks and wide-encircling seas,
And Nature’s wonders and its mysteries.
The great West, with the Star of Empire crowned,
Where Freedom’s pulse beats strong with loyalty,
Where great and growing cities may be found—
The germs of greater cities yet to be—
The world of Sun, the world of blooming flowers—
The fairest spot in this loved land of ours—
Flings wide her gates with welcome in her air,
With bounding pulses as she hastes to greet
The Nation’s Chief—unfurls her banners fair,
To crown the pathways of his coming feet,
And brings her homage to her uncrowned king,
Fealty and love her willing offering.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 100.
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Our Country
1904

How vast our country and how wide outspread,
Dimpled by lakes, by shining rivers fed,
Bordered by mighty “half-world seas”, that lie
A trackless highway underneath the sky;
With towering mountains lifted to the blue,
Touching the spaces where the stars look through;
Valleys like empires in their boundless sweep,
And wondrous falls where the white waters leap,
With rainbows on their forehead, and their voice
Rending the air like thunder; cities like choice
Jewels uncounted rise from sea to sea,
Great forests lift their heads in majesty;
Like billowy seas the rippling wheat-fields lie,

Touched by the breeze, their whispered melody
Is Plenty’s song, so low and sweet and clear
It sweeps the chords of the whole atmosphere.
Kissed by the sunlight, the cornfields golden glow,
The cotton-fields are white as drifted snow;
Great orchards smile and vineyards stretch afar,
Unnumbered crops the vast wide spaces star.
Blest land of Freedom! most divinely fair,
A land like thee we find not anywhere;
No land beneath the stars can vie with thee,
If true to Right and blessed Liberty.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 100. Composition dated 1904.
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McKinley
[Read by Rev. Robert McIntyre, D.D., at the dedication of the McKinley
Arch at Avery, January 7, 1904.]

One great in the majesty of manhood,
And grand in his nobility of soul;
Purity carved out the wondrous texture
From which his life was wrought, and tenderness
Was in the woof of character. Duty
And Right stood as sponsors for him, and high
Intelligence and love—love for man—poised
His great brain and made him wholly fit for
The lofty pedestal of power. His
White life was Christlike, and he held himself
The servant of the people. In his large
Heart he bore their needs, and with unfaltering
Purpose sought to answer them. His own wants
He crucified whene’er in conflict came
They with the Nation’s needs. The mountains, lift
Unto the skies, rock-ribbed and moveless, are
Not more fixed than his grand purpose, which stood
As firm and changeless as their eternal
Heights where the Right called for his sustaining
Strength, and Wrong was to be crushed by the
Iron-shod feet of Duty. The hills may tremble
Beneath the earthquake’s shock and shrink from
Their firm foundations, but never would he
Falter or turn aside when Duty’s voice
Called him to action. He was a tower
Of noble purpose, and yet a man whose
Tenderness might touch the stars; whose justice
Was far-seeing as the Sun; whose love was
Measureless as are the Ocean’s tides; whose
Pity was like a sea unfathomed, and
Whose high sense of Right was strong as the

The giant trees. Great man and true! The long,
Long centuries of Time shall breathe thy
Name, and the unforgetting patriot

Tornado’s sweep that lifts the sands and bows
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Generations shall to their children teach
It as the synonym of all that’s great
And high in noble, loyal manhood. So
Here we raise to thy imperishable
Memory this arch of stone, and as it
Stands and fronts the shining skies, and fronts the
Countless stars and the vast mountain heights that
Lift their heads to heaven, it shall speak unto
The winds of thee, and they shall waft thy name
Afar, and the stars shall hear, and the glad
Sun nurse it in tenderness and write it
On the sky with his bright beam; and coming
Generations shall exclaim, McKinley!
The dearest synonym for patriot,
And for blameless, high-souled manhood.
Watchword of Liberty, the land you loved
Will write in noble deeds thy name, which cannot die,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 101.
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GOD AND NATURE
Devotional and philosophical poems
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Nature’s Voices
1882

“Day unto day uttereth speech, and night unto night sheweth knowledge.”
The trailing robes of the departing Day
Swept all the mountain tops, lying in
Sunset beauty on their crests like gossamer
Of rubies, transparent, clear and shining
As the rich warm gold of June’s bright sunshine.
How all the heights stood up transfigured! How
Glowed the peaks, as leaning on the broad blue
Breast of Heaven, the skies bent down and kiss’d
Them. How seemed to stretch the higher peaks, and
Thrust their bare heads into the infinite
Air, as if searching for the hidden heart
That throbs within the starry deep of worlds.
And as Night dropped down and spread her star-wrought
Mantle o’er the earth, it seemed as if my
Spirit caught from far a silence that was
Full of speech—day calling unto day, and
Night to night in echoless whispers,
Filling all of space.
Yesterday was fair and sweet, so gay
With bird-song and with light as if some way
The air had turned to honey and to wine,
And music rare that was divine
In fullness. The brooks had melody,
And even the breezes blew
In tune, with undertone
Of harmony, as through
The leaves they wandered, stirring
Them to wordless hymns, and purring
Amid the soft-lipped flowers,
As if a soul within them hid—
A wonderful musical soul—did
Answer with perfume, and pour
Its heart out unto them, a heart more
Sweet than the kiss of a child.
Oh, tell me not that the wild



Eliza Ann Otis

444

Sweet flowers have never a soul,
For under and over the whole
Of God’s world we find speech,
Though the tongue be not human. Each
Flower and green-springing blade
On hillside and valley and glade;
Each stream that flows on to the sea,
Each star that far shining we see,
Each cloud with the storm in its breast,
Each mount with its uplifted crest
Leaning near to the sun,
And Old Ocean, starred with its isles
Where God thunders in billows of storm, or smiles
In the silvery waves which creep to the shore,
And bathe the white sands evermore,
All have voice of their Maker divine.

in billows of storm.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 102. Composition dated 1882.
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Out-of-doors
1885

And the Earth, though brown, was warm,

And the skies were as blue as the Summer skies
Of a cloudless May-day morn.

And I heard the cricket singing
His merriest, happiest song,

“Crickety, creak, chirpety chirp,”
It hummed as it hopped along.

And the little fat gopher; sleek and brown,
Came peeping up out of the ground,

And his cunning black eyes they twinkled at me,
As he sat there looking around.

And a squirrel came up with a whisk of his tail,
And nodded his head on the sly;

And a large golden butterfly, spotted with red,
Like a blossom with wings floated by.
And the ants formed a long marching column which passed,
With never a step out of line;
Up and down the tall tree-trunk they came and they went,
With never a laggard behind.
And the honey-bee buzzed on the edge of a flower,
Then in for its honey he went,

Then out he came and went flying away
With a buzz that was full of content.

And the house-fly came sunning himself in the air,
And his soft gauzy wings were outspread,

And a big, happy spider was spinning away
On his web right over my head.

And I saw a black beetle who was up and astir,
And a caterpillar running away,

I was out in November’s sunshine,
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And a lady-bug hurrying down from a rose,
As if she’d not a moment to stay.

And the pigeons flew down from the roof overhead,
And their colors shone bright in the sun,

And a brown-breasted bird in the tall cedar tree
Just the sweetest of songs then begun.

And I lay on the ground, contented and glad,
For the world was so lovely and fair,

I could not be lonely, I could not be sad,
For all things were glad that were there.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 102. Composition dated 1885.
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Tenting on the Canyon’s Shore
(Santa Cruz Island, 1887.)

The Dawn comes dewy-sandaled o’er the heights,
So airy-footed that we hear no sound;
The sky leans down to touch the lofty crest
Where trails Morn’s garments; birds sing from east to west,

And breezes stir light-winged amid the trees,
And waves breathe low their welcome from the seas.
The first faint flush of Dawn we cannot see,
For the green-blossomed hills here intervene,
Lifting a world-high wall between us and the Sun,
But from our leaf-roofed chambers we behold
The far stars fade, the blue turn swift to gold.
We see from out the darkness creep the crests
Of circling hills that bound the cañons deep;
First brightens their dim outline, and then, lo!
The baby oaks they nurse upon their breasts.
At length we see the cacti’s branches spread,
All crucified with many thousand thorns;
And trailing vines that from the gray rocks hang
With leaves of green, and blossoms amber-hued,
Like golden altars in this solitude.
Down thread-like cañons steal the crystal brooks—
Each water-drop a silvery note of song—
Laughing amid the rocks and singing low,
Leaping in cascades down, they onward flow
Till Silence folds them, and they fall asleep
In quiet pools upon the cañon’s breast,
Cradled in shadow of o’erhanging crest.
Brightens the world, and lo! the sea is spread
From beach to the horizon’s distant line,
Blue as the bending skies that hang o’erhead.
How creep the waves and thrust their fingers white
Round the sharp-pointed rocks. Soft flecks of foam
Play ’mid the pebbles, then the waters run
Swift rippling backward, then make rush once more
To tell their story to the waiting shore—
The shore upon whose bosom we may rest;
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Its narrow frill of sands and pebbles gray
Bordering the green, where tufted grasses grow,
While flowers, like jewels, lie upon its breast,
And pyramids of rocks stand scarred and old,
With Sphinx-like faces turning to the blue
Of the light waves that steal their channel through.
Oh, it is sweet from the great world to go
And hide ourselves within the silent heart
Of the deep cañon; to lie beneath the sky,
Uplooking to it where the green boughs spread
Of grand old oaks, or where a narrow line,
Like God’s own finger, reaching to the hills,
It lies above us like a thing divine.

To Beauty, and our thoughts run wide
From worldliness; each tree and flower,
Each grassy blade and softly-running brook

God’s alphabet of wisdom written clear
In sunlight, starlight and the mighty sea—
The sea, whose tidal anthems we may hear.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 102.

We’re better for this pause, our hearts grow up

Is but one page of Nature’s open book—
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The Love of God
1894

The love of God, which is so vast and deep,
I feel it in the wind that falls asleep,
Rocking the roses on its pulsing breast,
Holding the lily in its soft caress.
I feel it in the sunshine glimmering down,
Golden in brightness, falling like a crown
On mountain’s crest, and, like a living tide
Of tenderness, outflowing far and wide.
I feel it in the grass and in the flowers,
Breathing their perfume through the golden hours,
And in the note of every bird that sings,
And in the vine’s low, tender whisperings—
In the blue sky, a flawless sapphire spread
With glory beaming far above my head;
In earth and air and all the boundless deep
Where, twin with sky, the mighty oceans sleep.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 103. Composition dated 1894.



Eliza Ann Otis

450

Kindred with Nature
1895

There’s that within me which does ever feel
Its kinship with the Earth—the wide, sweet Earth,
Environed with its atmosphere of calm,
Its sky jeweled with stars and lit with suns,
And its broad, green lap silvered with rivers,
And ‘walled round with majestic mountain heights,
Capped with white snows or thick with wooded spires,
Rising till their loftiest pinnacles
Seem fretted with the ever-twinkling stars.
Then, purpling, they dream at last upon the
Breast of Night, or, waking, smile within the
Clasp of Day, which baptizes them with light
As if new-born, though great and vast as heaven;
And the sea, spreading its pulsing deeps so
Far they touch the Orient, where first man
Lay cradled on the breast of Time. Away
Their shining waters run, shadowed sometimes
With storms, then their wrinkled waves are smoothed
By fragrant calms borne from far lands of spice,
From vales sun-lit, rose-filled, where bright birds sing
And tropic loveliness a-swoon does lie
Within the noontide’s stillness. The world speaks
To me with thousand tongues that hide within
Each leaf and grassy blade, each petal of
A flower, each bush, each tree, each perfect
Rounded grain of sand, and rainbowed drop of
Crystal water; within each pebble, so
Carved unto perfection, and each sunbeam
With its gold melted to fullest brightness.
Sweet are the idylls rivulets do tone
In silver notes as they do onward run.
The harmonious anthems chanted by
The river’s voice seem ever to repeat
Truths wonderful, as does the mighty sea,
And all the breathing winds, low-voiced as love,
As they were living this fair life with me,
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As if somewhere a soul were waiting for
Them through which they might find the Eternal.

I lay my ear to the warm breast of Earth
As if to hear the baby roots astir,
To catch the trickling raindrops as the soil
Drinks in their fullness, rejoicingly
Moistening their lips within the glad Earth’s
Nursing bosom, where does hidden lie the
Mystery of growth. How does life touch them
There with the glad breath of resurrection?
And what are life and growth, those strange
And mysterious forces working so
Silently, so unrestingly through all
The vast, wide realm of God’s great universe,
Wherever circle stars and suns and the
Far planetary spheres; where’er is thrust
A root into the wide Earth’s ready soil?
I held within my hands a little blade
Of grass, so cunningly shaped, so perfect
In its texture, so rich in coloring
That it became my teacher. It seemed to
Ask, am I not marvelous? Say, can you
Explain the secret of my growth—how life creeps
Into the tiny seed and sets my roots
To stirring in the silent dark of the
Great Earth’s bosom? What force is it that gives
My young life strength to thrust itself up
From its earth sepulcher into the air
And the warm heaven of sunshine? How springs
At last my tender, emerald leaf, filled
With its succulent richness for the hungry
Kine? What force is it that, silent and
Unresting, day by day, lengthens my slender
Blade, and then at length does bid it pause in
Full completeness? You say ’tis Nature’s law.
But what is Nature’s law? Is it some blind
Force hidden in matter, some unconscious
Agent that with unerring skill doth year
By year, and age by age, unfailing
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Fashion me always the same in color,
Shape and texture? Is Matter vaster in
Its skill than Mind? Nay, thou sayest; yet look
Among thy race and find, if so thou canst,
A man to form me—one who can create
A single grassy spear, or shape the seed
From which it springs, and give it strength to grow.
You cannot. Then will you proclaim that Nature
Is my Maker? That dull, senseless matter can
Create even the tiny seed from which
I spring? Nay, behind all growth, all being,
Animate and inanimate, above
All law—law being but the expression
Uniform of this controlling will—is
God, the Infinity, thy God and mine.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 103. Composition dated 1895.
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Bible Pictures
1896

Come back, O Past! and let us look today
Into thy vanished face. How beautiful
The chosen land, and fair, and oh, how soft
The murmur of sweet Kedron’s brook! how green
The blessed hills uplift against the blue!

How fair the city nestling in the sun!
The shad’wy palms that drop their cooling shade;
The olive trees, pale-silvered in the light;
The golden blossoms by the highway there;
The lilies of the field, dew-filled and white;
The high-domed temple on Moriah’s height;
The hill of Zion, palace-crowned, we see;
Jerusalem, joy of the earth! e’en as
The mountains round about thee are, so is
The Lord about his people, loving them,
Ready to bear for them, His own, the shame,
The anguish of the bitter Cross. How vast
The mocking throng threading its dusty way
To Calvary! The Roman and the Jew
Haste jostling on. The way is thronged by those
Who long in their own hearts had nursed the hope
That He, the Nazarene, the wonder-worker,
Who the dead had raised and made the deaf to
Hear, and made sightless eyes to see, and dumb
Lips filled with speech, was He whom Israel
Waited, the King and Savior, who should lift
The hated Roman yoke and set them free.
And there are those who hiss their hate and scorn,
Who cry aloud in wanton unbelief,
“Others He saved, Himself He cannot save.”

The Roman spears gleamed savage in the light,
Like a great wave the human tide flows on,
All faces turned to Calvary. Upon
One side stands tearfully and still, each face
Anguished and white, with eyes fixed moveless on



Eliza Ann Otis

454

The spot where lies the Cross, where brutal hands
Are stripping the royal purple in which
With mockery Herod had clothed the Christ,
The patient Nazarene—the little band
Of loving followers. No words they speak
As hundreds wall them round. Nothing they see
But the white face of Him on whom is laid,
In that dark hour, th’ whole world’s sins.
They hear the mocking laughter of the crowd;
They see the Crown of Thorns upon His brow,
And the blood from His torn forehead trickling
Down, the cruel arm that thrusts the reed as
Scepter into His hand. Then comes the sound
Of hammer’s stroke as nails are driven through
The quivering flesh. The Cross is lifted,
The bleeding feet and hands of Christ fast to
Its wood, and there on either side of Him,
“King of the Jews,” the wretched malefactors.
How shall we tell the story of that day,
When Earth stood shuddering in dumb amaze,
And the far Sun with lidless eye looked down,
Beholding her, while trembling for her sin,
And all the stars their faces veiled as the
Day grew black with horror? Angelic hosts
With drooping wings hovered o’er Calvary,
Longing to lift Him from the shameful Cross,
But stayed by the purpose of His own will—
The Holy Sufferer’s, working for us
Redemption. The end is near, when on the
Silent air, sweet as the melody of

Heaven, is heard the Christ voice once again,
As lifting dying, anguished eyes He cries,
“Father, forgive them, they know not what they
Do!” And, then, as if God touched Him, lo! His
Face shines like a sun beneath th’ darkened sky,
And as if blesséd angels speak, we hear
Triumphant, sweet, and sounding in all ears,
Words that shall gladden men amid their tears
Till time shall end: “Lo, I the Resurrection
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Am and Life; believe in me and ye shall
Never die.”
Then comes the mighty earthquake’s awful shock,
When the hills reel, and Death opes wide his doors
‘Amid the rock-hewn tombs. The dead come forth
Drinking of life again, their long silent

Life-giving name. The Temple’s veil is rent,
And the jeering crowd is hushed to silence.
Well may the people smite upon their breasts
And cry, “Surely this was the Son of God!”
The first day of the week dawns calm and clear;
The air is sweet and still, with flowery
Odors fragrant. The earth breathes soft as a
Young babe upon its mother’s breast, resting
In dreamless slumber. Not a leaf pendant
On its green stem stirs in the cool dawn. ‘The
Earth seems hushed to waiting. But at length the
Day breathes freer. Dawn brightens o’er the watching
Peaks of Moab, and Olivet is flushed
With golden gleams. The Temple’s dome is like
Transfigured light, and Mount Moriah is
Bright as a glowing sapphire, while all the mounts
About the Holy City are a-gleam
Like a fire-opal full of changing lights
And rainbowed beauty. A little thrill runs
Through the shining leaves of camphire wood, and
Through the many palms and silvered olives,
And like a tongue of flame the sunbeams fall
Within the breast of Kedron’s rippling waters.
The joyous birds amid the many boughs
Break into song, as if each feathered breast
Were brimmed with melody. Then unto the
Holy Sepulcher, with sorrowing faces,
Wet with the dew of tears, the women come
With spices laden and perfumed ointments,
And speaking thus do they draw near His tomb:
“The dear Lord, we will anoint Him for His
Burial. His Sepulcher fragrant as
Love shall be, and sweet as the memory

Pulses stirred once more to fullness by Christ’s
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Of His undying words. But who shall roll
Away the stone, the heavy stone at the
Grave’s mouth where He is laid?”
O blessed Marys at the blessed tomb,
Angels await your coming, shining ones,

Make glorious the Sepulcher. Blessed
The words they speak and full of hope to men:
“The Christ is risen, for He hath conquered Death.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 104. Composition dated 1896.

With Heaven’s light on their faces fright the gloom,
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God, Nature and I
1897

The sky! how blue it looks today, how fair!
No cloud within the infinite deep of air;
The winds run softly through its shining ways,
As if half dreaming still of Summer days
When on the breast of Calm they slept, while low
They breathed, and all the tender, leaf-crowned trees
Stood hushed and still, as if they feared to stir
The pulseless silence. Only the soft whirr
Of bird-wings broke the stillness. Flowers smiled
In gardens and upon the hillsides wild,
As if a soul were in them which did know
The gladness and the glory which do flow
From Nature’s heart when, warm and bright and fair,
She nurses Summer in the sunlight, where
Life takes form, and beauty has its birth,
And hastes to garment all the glad, sweet Earth.
When all the world is glad, why should not we
Be glad with it in fullest sympathy,
And hear the voices which the breezes bring
As well as those of happy birds which sing,
And note the joy within the blossoms’ smile,
And list the murmur of the streams, the while
They, rushing seaward sing, yet ever pour
Their tuneful resonance unto the shore?

Throbbing with tenderness. Kindred with it am I,
And love, sweet love, I find in earth and sky;
The world was made for me, its heart is mine,
And of its fullness I am but a part,
God made it all, and I, O God! am thine,
The blessed cradle of my rest, Thy heart.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 105. Composition dated 1897.

Oh, life is sweet, with Nature’s pulsing heart
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The Penitent
1898

O still the night and starless; all the dark
Of dusky skies and cloud was overhead;
The winds were sleeping, and all sound seemed dead
On the bare plains far from the city’s streets.
But one there was who walked alone. And hark!
The silence stirs; the still and shuddering air

“Alone, alone with my great crime for aye!
It walks with me and will walk till I die!”
A maniac shriek he gives, looks at his hand,
Rubs it, tears at it, yet still the brand
Of Cain he sees, red, red is it with blood.
“O wash it, wash it white,” he cries, and then
In that lone desert, far from sound of men,
In the white sand he wallows, and shrieking
Until the circling vultures seem to shrink,
And starts the lion at the desert’s brink.
Then came wild wails and sounds of bitter weeping,
And then mad laughter, as his soul were swayed
By demons; then a soft sigh his laughter stayed,

He rose and knelt upon the sands and prayed.
His soul grew calm as on the desert’s brow
Fell the first light of sunrise. Holy now
That desert place, a penitent was there
Whom God had heard and blessed with answered pray’r.
In such grand temple it is good to be.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 105. Composition dated 1898.

Shrinks at the cry of that lone soul’s despair.
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God’s Poems
1898

The sunsets of the year! The mist of gold
Drips through them ail as ever fold on fold
The crimson clouds do wrap us in their light,
And Glory seems through them to take her flight,
Spreading her wings within the shining West,
Holding the world upon her burnished breast.
The mountains leap to her and breathe anew
In their warm splendor, and the valleys, too,
Seem heaven-born as the sunset’s light
Smiles full on them until they swift grow bright
As silently heaven’s blessed rain of gold,
Like some swift deluge, does the land enfold.
Not Earth alone this sunset glory fills,
For human hearts do open, and it thrills
And fills them, too, and men grow better then,
Richer in faith, higher in purpose, when
The poems of God’s love are thus unrolled
In the full splendor of the sunset’s gold.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 106. Composition dated 1898.
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The Miracles of Nature
1899

The little flower lifts up its head
Unto the bending sky,
As if it sought to learn and know
Life’s wondrous mystery.
O shining blades of grass! how great
The marvel that ye be,
Man’s utmost skill could never make
Such perfect things as ye.
O leaf upon the swaying bough!
Dropping soft shadows down;
The shapely tree-trunk lifted high
Doth wear you like a crown.
No sculptor’s hand could chisel here
Such perfect thing and fair,
With life within each tiny vein,
And motion pulsing there.
O water-drops within the stream
That shimmer in the Sun!
A perfect globe, a wondrous sphere,
Hides in you, every one.
O little grain of sand! so white,
So shapely do ye lie,
More perfect is not star or sun
Within the far-off sky.

O Nature! folded in thy hand
On every hillside’s breast,
On every plain beneath the Sun,
A miracle doth rest.
A miracle of power and love,
Of skill that is divine;
Each tree, each blade of grass, each flow’r,
Father of all, is Thine:
Formed by Thy hand. The shining Sun,
The great, unresting Sea,
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All things are Thine which Nature shows,
And Thine, like them, are we.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 106. Composition dated 1899.
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Our Father
1899

The great, blue heavens look down as if to find
A soul within the Earth, an answering mind;
For they are lonely in their cloudless light,
E’en when the Sun shines gloriously bright,
And swiftly down steals the soft-footed breeze
To templed aisles amid the swaying trees—
Steals in and out amid the smiling whole
Of sky and Earth, as if it had a soul
To bear to Earth the whisper of the skies
As it in hushed and wondrous beauty lies.
Somewhere in hiding there must surely be
The soul of things which throbbeth warm and free,
Perhaps the winds which silent-footed do,
Through the vast highways of the shining blue,
And the sweet woods and meadow spaces far,
Steal on us as sure as light of sun or star,
In occult language which we do not know,
Bear some sweet message as they onward go—
Whispers of love and of divinest care,
Of the great Power which keeps us everywhere.
And the glad birds which sing today so sweet,
Perhaps great Nature’s yearning heart repeat,
And bud and blossom make their swift reply
To rolling sea and overarching sky.
The drowsy hum of many million bees,
The leaf-tongued voices of the swaying trees,
May lisp some words our spirits do not hear,
But which are caught by Nature’s listening ear.
But somewhere, somewhere over all is One
Who cradles Earth within His tender hand,
Who sees each leaf, each blossom’s opening face,
Each blade of grass, and gives to each its place,
And hears each voice from shining sea and land,
And all their needs does fully understand.
He is Our Father, and like Nature we
Are all His care, and ’tis His ministry
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Guards Earth, sky, sea, and ’tis His love that broods
O’er life and growth, and in Earth’s solitudes.

And, O my soul! how it doth long to know
More of this Father, and to truly feel
Within my heart His great love’s overflow,
And sometimes by a sweet-tongued flower I kneel

As if I’d met Him in it, face to face,
Know that in all things God’s own life abides,
In sky and earth and ocean’s restless tides.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 106. Composition dated 1899.

And feel Him near, feel that He’s in that place,
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Omnipresent Deity
1901

Its million leaves like many whisp’ring tongues—
Gleams in the golden sunshine which is on it shed
Like blessed benediction from above;
The shining leaves seem like a happy smile,
And I do hear sweet whispers from the flow’rs
That breathe but gladness through the golden hours.
The em’rald grasses nod their bright young heads,
As fall the sunbeams down upon their face;
They drink the light like wine and grow apace;
The brown old Earth is now no longer bare,
And we do see God’s glory everywhere;
Something of His own being He hath shed
In all the beauty that’s around us spread.
In all this great, fair world no chance is seen;
When Time began God spake and it was done,
System on system into being sprung,
Vast voids are filled with countless circling worlds,
And at His voice the heaving ocean curls
Its restless tides about the barren shore,
Lashing the rocks but leaping nevermore
O’er the wide continent, their proud waves stayed
By His command, His fiat they obey;
“Thus far, no farther shall ye go;” the land
Lies calm though seas are beating at its gates;
God’s law enfolds it, and secure it lies,
Like a vast emerald beneath the skies,
And Growth forever at its footstool waits.
O Growth! its wondrous mystery do we
Behold, yet cannot fathom it—in vain,
As grasses upward creep so silently
And buds unfold, and trees rise toward the blue,
Is vision strained, no motion do we see,
No sound from all these growing things we hear,
We only feel that God himself is near.
For Nature’s laws are but the mode He takes

The tall tree, with its branches o’er my head—
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To work His will; life at His touch doth wake,
We know not how or whence He calls it here,
We only know the sun-filled atmosphere
Is vital with His presence; no atom sleeps
Where God is not, for boundless space doth lie
Within the sight of His all-seeing eye.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 107. Composition dated 1901.
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Nature
1901

The dimpled lake sleeps in the cradling arms
Of the green slopes that lie about it, crowned
With glory of the groves, never a sound—
Save that of rippling melody which charms—
Comes from its depths as if its waters sang
Of blessed calm and holy peace and rest;
The sunshine falling now upon its breast
Writes golden notes perhaps like those which rang
Thro’ starry spaces at Creation’s birth,
When the glad morning stars together poured
Their glorious symphony while they adored
The great Creator of the heavens and Earth.
O these glad mornings! Peace lies pillowed here,
And Beauty sleeps upon the breast of Day;
And all along the emerald-bordered way
Incense is poured upon the atmosphere
From spaces where the nunlike lilies lean,
And where the roses bloom so very fair,

And blossoms drink the sunshine of the air,
And the tall trees a silent priesthood seem,
And far beyond as the tall mountains rise;
The sky like one bright sapphire shines above,
The winds breathe softly, while love, only love,
Seems filling earth and dropping from the skies.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 107. Composition dated 1901.
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Being’s Mystery
1901

I wonder at my self, at my own being’s whole,
At my soul’s essence, its beginning and its thought,
So strange, mysterious, by God’s own wisdom wrought,
Free-will its heritage, and yet in God’s control,
Freest when it is God-swayed and sceptered by th’ right,
Noblest when humblest it doth stand within His sight.
Shall I live on forever, outlive stars and Sun,
And when they cease my being’s life be just begun?
The circling centuries pass and long eons end,
Time ceases, yet this deathless and immortal I
Active forever lives. O what is destiny?
Forever onward, upward, higher, higher still,
Godward, unrestingly our spirit life may tend,
And then, O soul of mine! O what shall be the end?
To live with God, to do the fullness of His will,
A sinless, “self-poised personality” to be,
A deathless soul, reflection of Infinity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 107. Composition dated 1901.
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The Light
1901

With each new day the glorious light is born,
Fresh in its beauty, never growing old,
It wraps the sky and all the mountain heights,
And the broad vales that slumber in the Sun,
Touches the waters with its wondrous gleam,

Drink in its glory as the sunbeams pass,

While the sweet flowers sip life from its soft touch,
And Color riots in its fullness, too.
And Fragrance fills her chalices with such
Delightsome odors the soft breeze’s wings
Are laden with them, and even the dew
Yields sweetness, and the happy bird that sings
Seems telling of the light that is so fair,
And of the beauty round us everywhere.
But oh! there’s one blest thought that comes to me,
That cheers my heart and fills my soul with peace;
“I am the Light,” saith He who will not cease—
The blessed Christ—and in this light we may
Rejoice forever through an endless day,
A day so fair that e’en the glorious rays
Of sunshine illumining our earthly days
Seem like th’ night beside the radiance bright
Of Him, our Christ, who is our Life and Light.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 107. Composition dated 1901.

And ev’ry leaf and ev’ry blade of grass



Collected Poems

469

The Deathlessness of Being
901

A great life cannot die; the present thrills
With all the glory of a deathless past;
Good deeds are stamped with immortality,
And they eternally do blossom and
Bear fruit. In all the vast wide universe
Of God nothing is equal to the man
Who bravely dares do right, however much
Beset with danger the way of right may
Be. To dare, to boldly do, is god-like,
When Duty leads the way. No jewel like

One’s conscience when the heart is pure
And undefiled; its luster naught can dim,
Nor ever Shame can cast its shadow o’er
The man whose upright march is onward
In its light. No coffin-lid can on such
Manhood close, for it will live forever
In the deeds it wrought and noble purposes
Fulfilled, the priceless heritage of all
The future, the changeless keynote of all
Glorious, stainless days to come.
No thought of good is ever lost to man,
And no kindly deed doth ever perish.
Today doth write itself upon the page
Of coming Time, and the great Tomorrows
Of our being are but the perfect blossoms
Of the budding Now.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 108. Composition dated 901.
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With Nature
1892

I love to steal down cañon paths,
Between the emerald hills,
And hear the voiceful Sabbath psalms—
The chorus of the rills.
I lay my head upon the grass,
Beneath the singing pines,
The rhythm of their swaying boughs
Is like to sacred chimes.

And grand the anthem which I hear,
Borne down from heights afar—
These mountain heights whose symphonies
Ring out from star to star.
Divine the songs which Nature gives
From tongues of tree and flower,
They sing of loving tenderness,
While mountains sing of power.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 108. Composition dated 1892.
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God’s World
1902

We know ’tis His—God’s world—for who but He
Could lift the mountains, spread the mighty Sea,
Who from th’ ground thrust up the glorious trees,
Each leaf a lute for wind-born harmonies?
Whose hand but His could form th’ wondrous flowers,
Water the Earth with gently-falling showers,
Unroll the sky, with all its countless stars,
And let the Morning through Night’s hidden bars?
Whose hand but His could make the grasses spring,
And robe the Earth in emerald covering,
Color the rose upon its slender stem,
And gild with gold the lily’s diadem?
Set the bright clouds within the sunset sky,
Teach the young birds through pathless air to fly,
Place crystal waters in a flowing tide,
Spread golden harvests through our valleys wide?
Poise fly and bee upon their gauzy wings,
From whence the color of the rainbow springs,
Pour out the sweets of fragrance on the air,
In such rich fullness all the Earth may share?
Light up the sky with glory of the Sun,
And guide its way until the Day is done,
And Night drops down with all her star-sown worlds,
And with her hand immensity unfurls?
And who but God made Man, clothed him with thought
And high intelligence so he hath wrought
Deeds marvelous, and Nature’s forces trained
To do his bidding—the wild lightnings tamed
Until they are his messengers of speech,
And the swift steeds that bear him onward, each
Flash a silent courser, safe and strong,
O’er vale and mount, conveying him along?
He measures heaven—th’ unfathomed deeps of air,
Traces the orbits of the planets there,
Predicts the flight, ere he can see their face,
Of mighty comets through the fields of space.
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God’s world! O it is wonderful and fair!
A miracle around us everywhere,
From falling sunbeam to the opening flower,
From grassy blades to mountain tops which tower

To the far skies; from smiling vales and seas,
From rushing winds to softly whispering breeze.
God’s world! the rosy evening skies proclaim
It His, and the bright golden sunrise flame
Speaks, too, of Him, while the lang’rous Noon
Holds breath of worship, and the forest gloom
Speaks with its leafy tongues from ev’ry tree
Of God, the Omnipresent Deity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 108. Composition dated 1902.
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Life Through Christ
1902

How long ago the Christ walked this fair Earth;
Beneath the stars He stood, beneath the Sun,
By Galilee’s bright waves His wandering feet
So often strayed; its waters heard His voice
And hushed their murmurings. At His command
The raging tempest stilled and breathed like a
Young child in slumber, and from the awful
Silence of the grave the dead came back, clothed
With strong new life, treading once more the old
Familiar paths, smiling again into
The faces of their loved ones. In Him Death
Found his conqueror and life took on a
Vaster meaning. Redeeming love bridged the dark
Unseen, swung wide the gates of immortality,
And filled the night of death with the bright beams
Of deathless Hope and the clear sunlight of
Undying Faith. Down the long centuries
Of passing years rings the God-voice, more sweet
Than angel symphonies, filling the soul
With peace, as break the glad words upon our
List’ning ears: “I am the Resurrection
And the Life, whomsoever believeth
In me shall never die.” O man, rejoice!
Love bids thee come and live. No death is there
For him who, through the love of Christ, doth wait
For blessed immortality. ’Tis love
That calls us home unto our Father’s house,
And Death the angel messenger He sends
To lead us onward to the life beyond,
Where are the many mansions, the living
Waters and the pastures green; where Christ shall
Lead us, and perfect, endless being shall
Brighten “where God’s own light, unhindered and
Undarkened by a sun, shines forth alone
In glory.” Through God’s great universe our
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Feet may wander, and the glory of His
Love and power shall gladden us forevermore.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 109. Composition dated 1902.
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A Winter Lesson
1902

O sun-filled deeps! ye bend above a world
Where Growth her glorious banner has unfurled,
Touched by the rain, she flings it wide and free,
From grassy blade and crest of leaf-crowned tree.
We call them dead, the grasses brown and sere;
They slumbered on the hillsides far and near,
And still above them bent the cloudless sky,
While floated far rich Perfume’s argosy.

Then came the rain in full and gentle showers,
And poured its blessing on this world of ours;
The herald of Earth’s resurrection morn,
How swiftly at its coming life is born.
In emerald beauty fields are quickly clad,
And all things waken to a new life, glad.
In the swift glory of the sunshine fair
Death slips away and life is everywhere.
So shall we waken when this life is o’er,
If we are Christ’s, and then forevermore
Shall life unfold and being blossom new
In God’s own light, eternal ages through.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 109. Composition dated 1902.
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In the Open
1902

The flowers about me whisper
Glad music to my ear,
The skies bend blue above me
As if they, too, would hear
The perfumed song so holy,
Breathed through the golden day,
As if some angel singer;
Had passed along the way.
And left a sweet note ringing
Through flowering shrub and tree,
A blossomed note of gladness,
Of worldless ecstacy.
“The alphabet of angels”
The poet calls the flowers,
And with this alphabet the Day
Through all its golden hours
Writes hymns of wondrous sweetness,
And Earth fills out her choir
With singing birds that upward rise
As if they did aspire
To reach th’ skies and flood th’ air
With melody so sweet,
While bees and happy insects weave
Song-carpets for our feet.
O out of doors! I love it,
With birds and flow’rs and trees,
With golden sunlight falling
And Wind’s soft symphonies.
The palms and eucalypti rise
Still upward to the blue,
The lake lies sleeping in the Sun,
The jeweled grasses, too.
All things around me seem to say,
Behold God’s temple here,
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We see His footprints in the flowers,
We feel His presence near.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 109. Composition dated 1902.
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The Banner of God’s Love
1902

I love to sit within the lap of Day
And hear sweet music whisper in the air,
The golden sunbeams ever seem to say
Our God is Light and He is everywhere.
The blooming flowers have each a voice for me,
An alphabet of fragrance for my ear;
We worship. Him, the glorious Deity,
With offered incense, lo! I seem to hear.
The tall trees stand, their countless leaves aglow
With shining light, while stirring in the breeze,
Like perfect lute-strings breathing soft and low,
The praiseful notes of Nature’s harmonies.
The em’rald grasses, too, have voice of praise;
Lowly are we, and yet God’s tender care
Does shelter us; each slender blade does rise,
He sendeth Growth to bless us ev’rywhere.
We clothe the Earth, and lo! His smile does fall
Upon our heads; we’re shapen by His Hand;
Sunlight -and Rain, His servants, watch o’er all
Our countless hosts which in the fields do stand.
The mountains rise and speak to me of power,
Omnipotence alone could lift them up
Where clouds do dream and the descending shower
Nestles amid the rocks and fills the cup
Where rivers drink, then swiftly onward run
To seek the valley’s floor, their crystal tide
Smiling along the vales beneath the Sun,
The anthem of their waters sounding wide.
Through the far spaces their Te Deums ring,
The great Sea hears and answers to their notes,
The happy flowers respond with blossoming,
And birds pour music from their feathered throats.
Oh, God is here within this sweet, wide world,
We feel His presence but see not His face,
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But yet the banner of His love unfurled,
If we but look, we see in ev’ry place.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 110. Composition dated 1902.
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Our Hidden Servants
1902

Time marches onward and the centuries wake
To God’s great purpose. Man a conqueror stands,
Staying the Lightning’s force, giving it speech.
Across the seas and trackless air it bears
The words we utter in our chambers far,
And the whole air trembles with the thoughts of
Men, while the secrets of the stars are ours.
The rocks, that through the long years have been dumb,
Doth Science smite and give to us their secrets.
The lightnings are the harnessed steeds that bear
Us through our streets and over mountain heights,
And they ere long will push our ships, swift-winged,
Across the seas, and mayhap will help us
Fly the air, sailing o’er continents and
Highest mountain crests; th’ sun-filled atmosphere,
The mighty deep we traverse soundlessly
And unafraid. Most wondrous is the book
That Nature opens for our reading in
The clear light of this New Century, with
Science as its interpreter. Its leaves
Are many as the stars, and on each page
Are revelations new and marvelous.
The whispering leaf hath voice for us, and
The falling sunbeam hath a new-found tongue.
With strong hand man hath rent the veil which did
Lie on Nature’s face, and he is climbing

Toward the boundless Vast, with step unhindered,
The race grows larger-visioned. Mystery
Is vanquished. It is Law rules all things, and,
Let us find its key, the heavens shall
Whisper to us through newly-opened doors,
Tell us what is hidden in their deeps, till
We may look behind the stars, beneath the
Tossing seas, and into the great Earth’s heart,
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And in all things find the hidden servants
God hath made ready for our bidding.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 110. Composition dated 1902.
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The Eternal Hills
1902

I sit and front the distant mountains, those
Mighty peaks uplifted to the skies, their
Sharp fingers thrust into the blue, clasping
The clouds that hover o’er their crests, and their
Bare, rock-ribbed heights looking like twins of Time’s
Countless centuries. Still, vast and solemn
Do they seem to stand, as pulseless as death,
And yet eternal as the shining stars.
The valleys at their feet, all orchard-clad
And stretching to the seas, whose light waves kiss
The silver sands and whisper of the far-
Off Orient, where the race was cradled
When old Time was young, smile upward with a
Look of peace, as if they knew these mighty
Sentinels were steadfast and watchful as
The stars and sun. But drawing near them, what
Do we behold? Great cañoned deeps which are
The templed aisles of Nature, where are reared
Her rock-hewn altars, and where her silver
Streams chant their eternal oratorios
Of praise and power. And here the winds worship
Amid the tall forest trees, waving their green boughs,
While the wild-flowers pour oblations sweet
Upon the air. Countless birds form a glad
Choir, and the woods ring with their melodious
Anthems. The grassy blades lift timid heads
For their baptism of dew, while the rocks
Are piled far overhead, rising, as they
Were a Jacob’s ladder, to the skies. The
Sweet interludes of song are hummed by bees,

And bright-winged insect throngs, whose gauzy wings
Like living rainbows gleam in the sunlit
Air. How far the great world seems amid this
Holy mountain atmosphere, and how sweet
To hither come, where the full soul of man
And Nature’s soul may hold communion high
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And life ennobling in God’s own blessed
Sanctuary of the eternal hills,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 110. Composition dated 1902.
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Nature’s Temple
1902

I love the temple fair which Nature’s hand

Hath reared; the wooded aisles within her vast
Forest deeps, where her glad choirs of birds join
In the chant of living waters, and the
Symphony of myriad leaves, which the
Light winds stir to voiceful harmony, and
Where th’ dew in Night’s starlit hours pours out its
Baptism. I watch the emerald grasses

Spring, and feel God’s hand behind them lifting
From the brown Earth their slender blades, and shaping
Them to beauty. Like incense cups the flow’rs
Pouring upon the air the perfume of

Their breath. The mountains rise like altars to
The bending skies, and th’ white clouds, like angel
Wings, rest on their shoulders. All things seem to
Cry, “Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty!”
And to beckon man to worship. All things

Stand, each in its appointed place. God’s breath
Is in the wind, and His benediction

In the light, for God is Light. The wide plains
Look up to Him, wrapped in their golden robes
Of sunshine. The shining waters in the
Rivers and the sea are garmented with
Light. The winds, with their thousand voiceful tongues,
Whisper amid the leaves: “Our God is here.”
Thus in the temple He has made does God
Draw nearest unto my spirit, and there
Most reverently do I worship Him.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 111. Composition dated 1902.
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With Nature
1903

What shall I write, what shall I say,
How put the golden heart of Day
With words into some fitting shrine?
How paint the sunlight with its shine
Of golden glory on the leaves,
As down it falls and with them weaves
A roof of gold above my head,
While all the Earth is garmented
With grass and many-colored flowers,
And beauty fills this world of ours?
Oh, words are weak and words are vain
To paint the wonders of the plain,
The marvel of the mounts and hills,
The radiance that the sunlight spills,
The shimmer of the quivering leaves
Where the soft breeze forever weaves
Its whispered melodies, as though
A lute were touched as onward go
Soft-footed winds with breath of musk,
Perfuming daylight and the dusk.
I only know ’tis sweet to be
In God’s world, full of harmony,
Of blessed beauty, shine of Sun;
Of starlight when the Day is done,
And all the wide and boundless Vast
Is on our wondering vision cast,
To live a God-wrought entity,
Undying to forever be,
Growing throughout eternity,
Nearer to God’s infinity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 111. Composition dated 1903.
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Pictures
1903

Above me bends a fair and sun-filled sky,
A world of glories set beneath the blue,
With color, fragrance woven through and through,
And mountains rising upward vast and high.
The bright-toned landscape gleams with gold and green,
And far away the sparkle of the Sea—

The pulsing winds just stir the many leaves,
The sunshine drops mosaics on the grass
Where the tree-shadows fall, and as we pass
Amid the flow’rs his song the cricket weaves.
One fair white cloud lies just above the hill,
A crown of gold is on the tall tree’s crest,
We see it mirrored in the lake’s clear breast
Which lies as dreaming, rippleless and still.
O deeps of air! vast deeps of sunny sky,
What lies beyond the brightness that I see,
What but the vastness of immensity,
Where worlds on worlds sweep on eternally?
‘There is no space where nothingness may be,

On, on, still on forever, yet displayed
Is everywhere the might of Deity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 111. Composition dated 1903.

We cannot catch its wondrous melody—like shining crystal o’er the fields is seen.

No point where God’s creative hand is stayed,



Collected Poems

487

Come Walk with Me
1903

Come walk with me, come walk abroad,
And see the glory of the sky,
The beauty that around does lie,
And hear the Wind-Sprite strike a chord
Of softest music ’mid the trees.
Their thousand leaves are breathing low
Above my head where’er I go,
The sweetest wood-born symphonies,
And here a bird spreads wings in air,
And rises upward toward the Sun,
And there a spider’s web is hung,
A swaying silver bridge so fair.

And here the busy ants are seen,

What lessons may we learn from them!
They should wear Labor’s diadem.
The world of Industry doth teem
With no more tireless hosts than they.
And ah! just see the silver sheen
Of the fair lake that lies between
The dreaming hills where shadows play
Beneath the swaying peppers there,
And see the eucalypti climb
Above the tallest stalwart pine,
As reaching for the upper air.
And far the lofty mountains rise,
Soft, lambent light around them glows,
The flood of sunlight overflows
Beneath these cloudless, sun-filled skies.
The faces of the wild-flowers meet
My eyes along the paths I tread;
How sweet the perfume which they shed,
As on I go with willing feet.
And Silence walks the hills today,
And Beauty, clad in Nature’s dress,
Walks with me, too, my life to bless—
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I feel the richness of her sway.
And here a rock lifts up its head,
Magnificent in wealth untold,
The countless wealth of lichen’s gold
O’er its broad sides so thickly spread.
And see the stores of silver gleam,
No Croesus ever had such store
As that which ceaselessly doth pour
Adown the waterfall’s full stream.
Oh, could we weigh the gold that’s hid
In every sunbeam that we see,
Or learn the wondrous alchemy
Of change beneath the harvest lid,
Transmuting sunbeams into grain,
Full of rich ripeness for our need—
Enough the whole great world to feed—
Giving the dead seed life again,
What wisdom would be ours; but ah!
How blindly onward do we go!

Of Nature’s miracles we know
Scarce more than of the farthest star.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 111. Composition dated 1903.
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With Nature and God
1903

Oh, I’ve been close to Nature, and the leaves

Seemed whisp’ring to me as I sat today
Beneath the shadow of the towering trees,

Where the light breezes wandered in their play.

The many grasses quivered at their touch,
The flowers looked upward with a smile of light,
The birds sang o’er my head with voices sweet,
The sunbeams fell like golden arrows bright.
I felt within the heart of Nature there
God’s presence round me in the boundless deep
Of glowing skies, and everywhere
That the winds moved with swift, unfettered feet,
Love seemed to walk with them—God’s love and light,
Alone I was not, He was with me there,
And kept me ever in His loving sight,
And held me ever in His tender care.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 112. Composition dated 1903.
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God in All Things
1903

O God in all things! We may see
His glory in the sky and tree,
In mountain heights that round us rise
As they were kindred with the skies;
In the wide vales below them spread,
In the vast Ocean which is fed
By countless rivers which do run
From every clime beneath the Sun
To fill its deeps. All things we see
Are voiceful of the Deity.
How wondrous is each tiny blade
Of grass which God’s own Hand hath made;
How perfect is each swaying leaf,
How marvelous the golden sheaf
Of ripened grain; like diamonds rare
The shining dewdrops everywhere;
And then the bird-song and the flowers,
The glorious sunlighted hours,
And afterward the starlit Night
Which opes immensity to sight.
And Man! The image of his maker he,
The offspring of the Deity!
His deathless and undying I,
Unfolding through Eternity.
Oh, to be Godlike, to be true!
It is the highest he can do.
And through this way his pathway lies
‘Towards life’s own high infinities.
Child of Today, yet he at last
Shall know the fullness of th’ endless Vast.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 112. Composition dated 1903.



Collected Poems

491

The Alphabet of Deity
1904

The open air, oh, yes, I love it well!
It is my home, the home my soul loves best,
And there I wander free ’neath sunlit skies,
Where fragrance-laden breezes lightly swell
And trees are lit with glory of the Sun;
Their leaves sway lightly in the shining air,
The grasses tremble on Earth’s bosom, too,
And all the world is full of happy song,
And buzz of bee and flies all rainbow-winged,
And joyous life of every creeping thing.

Like rippling silver do the waters stir,
And on the bosom all the shadows dream,
Where bend the trees like guardian angels near;
And the green slopes run down to fold them in,
While silver-lipped they kiss their grass-shod feet.
On, let me wander ’neath the sunlit sky
And lift my eyes unto the mountains high,
Those wondrous mounts that seem to touch the stars
And lay their crests upon the moonbeams’ tide—
That seem a-dream above this lower world.
So grand, so far, do they not sometimes hear
The planets whisper as they circle on
Through the great Vast, so measureless outspread
Within the deeps of the wide, viewless air?
Sometimes I wish that I had wings to fly,
And could go on and on, forever on,
Past the great orbits of uncounted worlds
Until I had reached the boundaries of space.
But should I find more wondrous things afar
Than we find here within this world of ours?
Pause, pause and think how wonderful the bloom
Of all the flowers, how grand the stately trees,
How perfect are the water-drops that flow,
How glorious the rainbow hues of light,
And wonderful the little grassy blade;
The grain of sand is perfect as a sphere,
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The growing vine, soft-footed, creeps on high,
Soundless in motion, clothed in thousand leaves,
Perfect in color, smiling in the light—
Listening the wind’s whisper as unseen it treads
The pathless air. How rainbow-like the wing
Of fly and bee! Who painted them and taught
Them how to fly? Who woke the melody
The robin makes, or framed the glorious
Notes of meadow-lark and happy mocking-bird?
Who gave the color to the opening rose,
Painted the violet in wondrous hues?
Who lights the clouds with glory as the Sun
Passes from sight adown his western way,
And spreads all wonders that we daily see?
Oh, out of doors, within the open air
Let me but wander and these marvels see,
And learn to live as God would have me here.
These voiceless wonders to my spirit speak,
And in them all an alphabet I find,
Which God has written and which I would read;
’Tis one of love and power and tender care,
And reading it, I find God everywhere.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 112. Composition dated 1904.
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God’s World
1904

God’s hand is on the mounts, ’twas His own power
That touched their lofty crests and lifted high
Their rock-hewn foreheads to the bending sky.
These mounts which far above the valley tower
Are glorious in majesty. O how grand!
As sweeping the high stars they seem to lean
Above the beauteous Summer vales so green
With the fresh grasses covering all the land,

The winds are whisp’ring ‘mid the leafy trees,
And bird-song floods the deeps of sunny air;
Bright blossoms pour their perfume ev’rywhere,
The world is full of sweetest harmonies.
No chance is here, but God’s creative Hand
Formed all the wonders that about us lie,
And He unrolled the blue and boundless sky,
Set firm the mountains where they moveless stand;
And spread the seas and all the shining vales,
Lifted the hills as footstools for His feet,
Scattered the flowers which our glad eyes do greet,
And lit the Sun whose glory never pales.
The countless stars which light the evening sky
He placed within the endless deeps of air,
And circling their vast orbits everywhere
They hear the voice of His infinity.
O God is here, the winds do hear His voice,
And unseen run on messages of love.
The flow’rs do hear His whisper from above,
And silently to growing life are stirred.
The trees His loving messages do bring;
Each leaf hath whisper of His tender care.
In the hot noontide it is like a prayer
For balm of coolness which they round us fling.
The many birds their happy voices ring,
And glad are they as is the golden light

With crystal waters full Te Deums sing
Of Summer’s morn, and all the rivers white
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Along their way as swiftly to the Sea,
Like blesséd messengers they onward go,
Singing the harvest psalms so full and low,
With richest, untranslated melody.
God’s world! And we may find Him ev’rywhere
If we but look and Faith doth give us sight,
And for our staff we have the blessed right.
He fills the Sea and the highest deeps of air,
His hand is on the stars and on the Sun,
On the lowly grasses as they upward spring,
On trees and flowers, hills, vales and everything.
As near today as when the world begun.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 113. Composition dated 1904.
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Forever Nigh
1904

The little bird beneath my green vine leaves
Does twitter softly, then anon he weaves
A. full-voiced melody. The breezes hear,
And bear it onward ringing sweet and clear,
Making Day gladder and Earth more divine.
I watch the fullness of the May sunshine,
And hear the merry hum of flies and bees;
I see the golden glory of the trees,
Crowned with the sunlight of the dreaming Noon
That lies asleep above the blue lagoon,
How light the ripples on its placid breast,
Like happy smiles they on its surface rest,
As if ’twere glad the bright days are so fair,
And Summer sweetness filled the balmy air.
The rose-bush leans above the dewy grass,

The humming-birds above it lightly pass,
Dear spirits of the Dawn they seem to be,
Telling their gladness to each bush and tree.
How many tones in Nature’s joyous voice,
How many ways she bids us all rejoice!
She gladdens us with fullness of delight
By the rich glory of the Morning bright;
With golden splendor of the Noon she stirs
The hearts of all her countless worshipers.
In star-crowned Evening we may also see
‘he high, far gateways to immensity;
And looking, we may feel how small are we,
The deathless atoms of eternity.
And yet our thoughts the highways of the air
From star to star may traverse everywhere.
We weigh the mighty worlds that fill the deep,
Where suns and stars in their vast orbits sweep,
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And find that in the Earth and boundless sky
Our Maker, God, is still forever nigh.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 113. Composition dated 1904.
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Nature’s Child
1904

I love the skies that bright above me bend,
I love the Earth so fair, so sweet, so wide,
With mountain heights that rise on ev’ry side,
And gentle breezes that light-footed wend
Across the vales that smile beneath the sky,
And kiss the trees with fragrant lips unseen,
As lies their path the swaying leaves between.
This wild wind-lover, he is sometimes shy;
Sometimes his lips just touch the opening flowers
Which lightly tremble at his fond caress,
But answer with a loving tenderness,
And pour their gladness out through all the hours
In rich perfume that makes the Earth more sweet.
I love the trees, for they do seem to me
Nature’s high priests, whose blesséd ministry
Makes holier the pathways for our feet.
O this great Earth! ’Tis wonderfully fair,
A thought of God so perfect and divine,
From mount to sea, from dusk to clear sunshine.
The sunlit hills His hand-wrought footstools are,
The mounts that are uplifted to the skies,
Touched with the glory of the upper air,
Seem heaven-built altars, gloriously fair,
And starlit candles all about them rise.
When the soft Night drops down and hill and vale
Rest in the moonlight’s flooding silver glow,
How is the Vast unrolled! we come to know
Immensity, and feeble speech does fail.
This sunlit world, this moonlit world are one,
This wondrous world of hill and vale and sea.
O how I love it! and I fain would be
Dear Nature’s child until this life is done!
The glorious sunshine falling down like rain
On mighty mountains and on spreading plain
Is golden-tongued and eloquent to me
Of God, the unforgetting Deity.
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No wind that blows, no blossom that unfolds,
No blade of grass, no ocean wave that rolls,
No singing bird, or butterfly, or bee,
But speaks of Him who fills immensity.
Center of all things, soul of being He!
Life of all life, the perfect Entity!
Within His hand He holds the starry worlds,
And into space the flaming comet hurls.
But He is Love, so unafraid am I,
Secure with Him, I leave my destiny
“Look up, my child, and feel thy Father near.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 114. Composition dated 1904.
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Morning Out of Doors
1900

I sit within the park; the placid lake lies near,
And scarce a ripple stirs upon its waters clear,
Its bosom heaves as lightly as a young child’s breast
When it is softly sleeping in its cradled nest.
The birds skim softly through the shining sea of air,
The happy butterflies are flying everywhere,
The fragrant blossoms smile upon me as I sit
Within the trees’ cool shade near which the glad flies flit.
How beautiful the spot! The trees like God’s high priests
Seem whispering prayers, nor do their whispers cease,
They speak of peace and love, and all the atmosphere
Is but a sounding gallery where we do hear
Ten thousand voices in their harmony divine,
Outspeaking to us, and the golden, warm sunshine
Falls like a benediction from the hand of God
On tree and flower and on the emerald sod.
And such a blessed rain of bird-song falleth now
From the leafy chamber of yonder swaying bough.
O Father! I do feel Thy watchful presence near,
Thy unseen footsteps tread this golden atmosphere.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 114. Composition dated 1900.
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Nature’s Lessons
1900

O mounts sublime! I look to thee and dream
Of the sky deeps where roam the winds and stars,
Where Night the vastness of her realm unbars,
Where Day walks with the Sun, crowned with his beams,
Hiding the mighty planets as they sweep
Their vast infinitude of orbits round,
Moving forever onward without sound,
Yet ever their unswerving pathway keep.
O mounts, O stars! the alphabet of power,
God-written are ye for our eyes to read;
God’s glory ye declare; shall we not heed
The wondrous message that ye give as dower
Unto man’s spirit, telling God is here?
Jehovah’s footprints are your lofty heights,
His finger-points are in Earth’s starry nights,
His whisper in the breeze-swept atmosphere.

Breathing around us, fragrance-filled and sweet,
His hand doth hold the sun-filled deep above,
With alphabet of flowers we read His love.
The shining sea’s a pathway for His feet.
O Earth! thou art God’s temple where we stand,
The trees are His high priests, that point our eyes,
Like His own fingers, to the bending skies,
And heaven seems nearer, clinging to His hand.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 114. Composition dated 1900.
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Songs of Nature
His Glory.
This perfect morn, it is so very fair
I feel God’s presence in it everywhere;
The glory of His love is in each swaying leaf
And in the rain of brightness that doth fall
Like Heaven’s own mantle over all things fair
From the blue, bending sky and boundless air,
To where the palm sways softly in the Sun,
And where warm tides of brilliant colors run
Through roses red and golden poppies, bright
With the Sun’s laughter, and violets blue
Lift up meek eyes, as if they really knew
God’s eye was on them; and where the lilies bow
Their milk-white faces, like a cloistered nun,
All silent-lipped ’neath this effulgent Sun.
Oh, when breathes soft the spirit of the breeze,
I love to watch the sunshine on the trees,
As sway and shine they in this golden Sun;
Some silver bright, some gold, yet every one

A miracle of light. Ah, unseen fingers holy

God must be here, He is not far away;
It is His glory on the face of Day.

The Morning her pure azure tint has spread
Above the Earth where dewdrops shine like stars,
And lilies stand with lifted cups of gold,
And the sweet-rose lifts up its perfumed head,
And whispers to the Dawn its story old
Of dewy slumber and divinest dreams,
As cradled in the starlight it did sleep,
Wrapped in the silver of the Moon’s bright beams.
‘The sacred silences of the Night are filled
With wordless mysteries; the holy starlight, spilled
Like Summer rain, though tongueless to our ears,
Is the harmonious anthem of the far-off spheres,
A song of beauty which higher souls than ours
Hear, as ’tis poured into the heart of flowers,

Must touch these leaves with somewhat of heaven’s glory,
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Which give to us the sweetness of its breath—
Its glory, shining through their raiséd leaves,
A symphony in color—the garnered sheaves
Of songs whose silentness we note,
While Nature hears, through all her ways afloat,
Their rich, sweet melody attuned unto her ears.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 115.



Collected Poems

503

LIFE AND DUTY, HOPE AND
JOY
Marriage, work, aspiration, and the soul
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Wedding Bells
[On the Wedding Anniversary of a Santa Barbara couple, Oct. 1, 1883.]

I.

How swiftly slip the years like pearls
Adown Time’s silver string,

(Chime sweetly, O ye wedding bells, chime clear!)
How lean the roses round our length’ning days,
And pure white lilies their sweet incense bring—
The lilies of our hopes which are so fair,
The roses of our love which are so dear—
(Chime sweetly, O ye wedding bells, chime clear!)

II.

The glad Spring of our wedded life
Hath passed to Summer’s dawn—

(Chime sweetly, O ye wedding bells, chime clear!)
The early Summer with its June’s clear morn,
Its golden fullness, its “enchanted dusk,”
Where souls brush off the dust of day,
And hearts grow warmer growing near—
(Chime sweetly, O ye wedding bells, chime clear!)

III.

The music of those bells floats on
Adown the crystal years;

(Chime sweetly, O ye wedding bells, chime clear!)
For days grow brighter as the Sun climbs higher;
Our heart-throbs now keep time and beat together,
Our hopes are twin-born, and our sometime fears
Trust takes and loses them, nor leaves one near—
(Chime sweetly, O ye wedding bells, chime clear!)

II. (1889.)
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Time stands today and counts his rosary,
The beads of years he holds upon his string,
And in each pause we hear the glad bells ring.
O wedding bells! so mellow, soft and clear,
Ring out your music for each wedded year.

Past is the May-time of your wedded life,
And breaks the noon of Summer on your way,
But still the lilies of your hopes are fair
And sweet the roses of your love do bloom.
And Trust pours out her treasures of perfume.
O wedding bells! so mellow, soft and clear,
With silver chimes ring in this noontide year.

O Future! as your hidden skies unfold,
Let Joy’s white flowers still blossom in their sun;
Let all Life’s after-summer come
With June-like gladness, and its evening-time
Be sweet as that when first the chime
Of wedding bells in their young May
Sent echoes down Life’s flowery way.
O wedding bells! so mellow, soft and clear,
More joyous ring with every passing year.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 116.
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From Midnight to Morning
1876

I was up in the early glory
Of the golden-footed Dawn,
When the Sun flashed out his brightness
In the face of the coming Morn,
And the long and gleaming lashes
In a fringe of sunbeams lay
As they fell from the drooping eyelids
Of the lovely new-born Day.
And I said, O Earth! as ever
Thy beauty is born anew,
As out of the darkness the daylight,
As Night brings the glory of starlight,
So out from the midnight of sorrow
Is born Joy’s brightest Tomorrow.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 116. Composition dated 1876.
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This Fair, Bright Day
1878

The roses pour oblations full and sweet—
I feel their beauty with my bated breath—
The jeweled grasses tremble underneath,
And the white lily with its golden wand
Distills such incense that the light-winged breeze,
With its soft touch upon my brow and hand,
Seems but the soul of Perfume; in the trees
Birds fold their wings, their glad throats filled with song,
And seems to take the world into itself!
Making a pathway through the golden Morn.
O I am glad! My very heart is thrilled
And bees with golden crests buzz swift along,
Sight is the Soul’s touch, and its touch has filled
My inner sense; through eyes my soul has laid
Its hand on Nature’s face, and this bright day,
Golden in beauty, with soft dimples made
On the wide blue by pearly clouds, which stray
Like snowflakes drifting through the shining air,
Is gathered to my inner life, and there
Fills all my soul like an unspoken prayer.
I see a river wide and shining fair,
Set with green isles, where rarest blossoms spring,
And fill with fragrance all the morning air,
And singing-birds are ever on the wing.
Above it bend such bright and glowing skies,
No clouds above their sunrise-glory shed
Their shadows on the stream; no eddies rise
In the grand river by the streamlets fed.
All things are lovely, and the bells ring out
Their melody of music by the tide,
And boats are drifting here and there about—
Some drifting singly, some float side by side.

O fair bright river! this life’s loveliest ones
Float on thy sunny breast, while Hope sings sweet,
And Trust has built her palace on thy wave,
And Faith’s white lilies bend their heads to meet
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Thy sweet cool tides, that in their ebb and flow
Baptize them with the silver of their waves,
And kiss them with soft lips before they go
Where their pure waters all the green shore laves,
Adown the flowery bank come, hand in hand,
Two unto whom life still is young and fair;
Love watches them from this far Sunset Land,
And though divided, we are with them there.

Its white sail spotless in the glowing light;
And down the silver-rippled stream they float,
To the wide Ocean, just within our sight.
‘here may be clouds to hide the golden Sun,
There may be storms that shall beset their way,
There may be troubled seas to be outrun,
And deep, dark waters where the breakers play
On some dread Scylla or Charybdis’ side;
But safe their boat shall float along if they
Have Love, the mariner, their helm beside,
And life be with them one long blessed day,
Spent in fair isles, with tropic splendor crowned,
Filled with the heart’s best fruits of Peace and Trust,
Wherever Hope’s sweet singing-birds abound,
And fill with song the Eve’s “enchanted dusk.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 116. Composition dated 1878.

For now, on Love’s bright river, lo! they launch their boat,
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Life
O Life! I sometimes wonder what ’tis worth!
It would be nothing if this time-held Earth
Were all of it, though days are very fair,
With shining skies and sun, and everywhere
In Night’s vast spaces countless stars are hung,
And the great-bosomed hills are glorified
With bud and blossom, while in the far wide
Vales, tremulous and breeze-kissed, grassy blades
Thrill with Day’s glory till the sunset fades,
And then soft breezes stir the silent air
As if the Earth did worship, and a prayer
Breathed to its Maker. Oh, but this fair Earth
Is very fair, and it is wholly worth
My wondering reverence, because I know
God fashioned it, and the sweet winds that blow—
Laden with perfume and the balm of flowers—
His hand hath loosed; they walk this world of ours
Like God’s angels, brushing at once away
That which would harm us, foul disease and death,
Which flee before their purifying breath.
And, ah! what miracles about us lie!
Just think of it! The wisest man might try
To make a simple leaf or blade of grass,
But into them no power of his could pass
That which would give them life, and make them grow;

And so, O waiting soul of mine! I know
God’s touch is on them, and His daily care
Is like the sunlight, round them everywhere.
And the sweet birds, the butterflies and bees,
The mountained glory and the might of seas,
The gurgling laughter of the running rill
Speak to my soul forever, and I still
Thrill to the infinite. And I have found
There’s beauty everywhere in sight and sound.
And more than this, far more, my full heart feels
The tenderness of Love, and Love’s sweet worth,
The best of all things that do gladden earth.
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Then Hope and Faith, O blessed things are they!
Telling of life beyond this little day,
A life where life bursts into fullest flower,
And Man grows godlike through God’s love and power.
’Tis this, ’tis this that gives to life its worth,
And glorifies the humblest life of earth.
O Life is grand! It is so great to be
With soul that unto highest heaven aspires,
With being stretching through infinity,
Unfolding with new hopes and high desires.
Time but a little moment is of life,
A shadowed hour before its radiant morn,
The day of storm and of the battle’s strife,
Ere the full triumph of the glorious dawn.
To be forever and to never cease;
And as earth passes, lo! the shadows flee,

Breaks in the light of His eternity.
No more the shadow and no more the doubt,
The clogs of flesh drop off, the spirit wakes
To boundlessness of life, as passing out
From time and earth its heavenward flight it takes.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 117.

Time’s curtain lifts and God’s own day of peace
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Speak to Thy Soul
1898

The days come to me like pearls of God’s own
Setting, each rimmed round by Time’s glad, golden
Hours. How fair they are, how full of beauty!
Each has its life, each throbs with new desire,
Pulses with thoughts that upward do aspire
To nobler life, to broader being’s goal,
Each but a part of one great wondrous whole—
The whole of life! ’Tis mystery we see!
Oh, what its meaning, what the Yet-to-be
Of Earth’s full story of the life of men?
We live not to ourselves, and yet again
Our lives we live alone, for there are deeps
In each mind-world where silence ever keeps
Its soundless rule, nor word, nor voice of speech,
Naught but God’s eye this realm can ever reach,
There is a stratum of subconscious self
That’s strange to us as some star-world afar,
Swinging in space, whose distance e’er will bar
Our entrance. I know not what’s within me,

What thoughts may leap to consciousness and live
In strength of purpose and intensity
Of deeds—deeds that unto the world shall give
To what else were dark a shining glory,
Bright with the luster of their simple story.
List! O list! Does not some echo near ye
Or the grand What-may-be if we but see
Duty at action’s helm, guiding for aye
The race of men? Oh, what high destiny
Swims in the Vast which all about us lies!
Waiting to crown us with its rich emprise,
Live we but rightly, seeking e’er to be
As great as God would have us, momently
Using our soul-wings, which would ever bear
Us up, past all those feeble pauses where
The soul falters, up where high endeavor gives
Strength unto being, and the highest lives—
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The highest in us that is godlike, pure
As angel purpose, and that shall endure
While being lasts.
Struggling soul unfold,
Like some white blossom with its heart of gold
Unto the sunlight of God’s love. His purpose share;
Be thou the blessed messenger to bear
Truth to the world by living truth each day,
For truth that’s lived is stronger far alway
Than that framed simply in a fruitless word.
A theory unlived has never stirred
A life to action. Soul, be up and do
That which makes life, the right, the good, the true.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 117. Composition dated 1898.
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Life Is Divine
1899

Time treads the pathway of the ages long,
The years slip by him as on beaded lines.
Beneath his dial sound the echoing chimes
Of the great centuries of Might and Wrong.
Earth swings beneath the Sun and circles round
Her unseen orbit through the fields of space;
Men come and go, and others take their place,
And what of worth in all this life is found?

War to our lips doth hold his blood-red cup,
We drink and shudder at its awful woe,
And Sorrow lingers e’en where blossoms grow,
And hungry Want from all our paths looks up.
Friends smile on us, and then they pass from sight,
Death opes the door through which their feet must tread,
And foul Decay upon their flesh is fed,
And Time nowhere doth show us any light.
But O my soul! look up! look up and see
That which makes day amid the darkest night;
That which makes Sorrow vanish from our sight,
And lifts the veil from all life’s mystery.
God is o’erhead. O hear His blessed voice!
Lo! I am with thee ever, child of mine;
Out of this night Joy’s living light shall shine;
Be glad in Me, and let thy soul rejoice.
Life’s tent is spread but for a passing day,
But lo! my angels round about it wait,
And Love keeps guard, and nevermore blind Fate
Dares haunt your footsteps as ye pass life’s way.
My angels sometimes come in Sorrow’s guise,
But they are angels still, and ye shall see
Life blossom into joy if unto Me
Ye look in faith, and all your darkened skies
Shine like the Morning, for this Earth is fair
When ’tis faith-lighted, and Doubt’s phantom fears
Pass like pale ghosts when Hope itself appears,
Touching all things with brightness everywhere.
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O Earth! O Man! God loves ye well, for He
Feeds you with beauty, and makes man aspire
With thought enkindled unto something higher;
Even to Heaven’s own glory that shall be
Man’s full fruition. Be glad, O Man! and see
Life is divine, and we may make it great
When we stand godlike, with our souls elate

With purpose worthy of Eternity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 118. Composition dated 1899.
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MAN AND WOMAN
Womanhood, temperance, love, and home



Eliza Ann Otis

516

The W. C. T. U.
(On the laying of a corner-stone. 1888.)

God built the world for Time’s long ages, for
The centuries of years which Change has ruled
And giant Progress nurtured. Not alone
For man in Eden, or for the hoary
Patriarchs whose feet verged on the threshold
Of a thousand years, but for us as well
Who walk the pathway of the present, and for
Those who in Time’s twilight hour shall come and
See Time’s ending, were these blue skies spread and
The Earth set fast upon its firm foundations.
No Today bounds God’s great purposes; no
Measure of Earth’s untold eons can hedge
Them in or compass their infinity.
And like Him who first reared this grand temple,
And spread above its mountain walls the dome
Of its blue sky, and upreared the columned
Trees, and, in the beginning, upon their
Granite base set all Earth’s rock foundations,
Humbly and reverently, with our eyes
Upon the pregnant future, upon the
Needs of coming generations, on those
Among their children who shall be drink-scourged
And demon-haunted, we lay, not for to-
Day alone, but for the long Tomorrows
Of Old Time, this corner-stone, above which
We hope to rear the roof and architrave
O’er spacious halls forever consecrate
To human needs; to temper here the shields
Against temptation; to help unto their
Feet those who have fallen.

This corner-stone
Means more than simple building with brick and
Mortar. Each hammer-stroke, each steady
Trowel-sweep smites at gigantic Wrong, and
Rings with pity for the tempted; each chisel’s
Touch carves out fresh hopes for them, as beautiful
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As is the carven statue which takes shape
Beneath the sculptor’s hand, and no less pure
Than is his stainless marble.
These walls will

Also be emblems of courage and of
Patience—of the noble deeds of the large-
Hearted woman-workers by whom, as borne
Down along God’s ways into their ears, the
Cry for soul-help was heard and heeded.
As the dew falls down upon the Night, so
Fell on them the grace of earnest purpose,
And in the warm Summer of their hearts is
Ripening now the sure harvest of tireless
Endeavor. The corner-stone is laid. The
Walls shall rise, each brick a pledge of safety

woman, waits for you.”
To the poor captive souls bound by the strong
Cords of an insatiate appetite.
Upon the awful nightmare of the drunkard’s
Sleep, swept by the bitter winds of Misery,
From out these doors the words of pity shall
Drop down like rain into seared hearts which have
Burned dry with sinning. Here shall be built strong
Dykes of moral purpose, which shall help to
Stay the fiery tide that burns out love
And common decency, and honest pride,
And noble manhood, Lay firm the corner-stone!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 119.
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The Drunkard
(A woman’s prayer. 1890.)

I heard a woman praying with white face,
While lifting broken-hearted voice on high;
Above her bent the immeasurable sky
Filled full of sunshine, as Sorrow had no place
In all its deeps. But still I know the ear
Of the All-Merciful was bent to hear;
And sometime he will answer, and then men
Will feel how awful sin is—sin of Greed—when
It doth crush the heart and sell man’s soul
For filthy lucre. List to the story that her prayer doth tell;
Heed it, ye merciless, O heed it well!
As kneeling with wan face and tearful eyes,
And lifted hands her broken spirit cries:
“My husband! my beloved! O God! give ear,
Bend Thou these heavens and let me feel Thee near,
While for my dearer self I pray to Thee;
Stir Thou the hearts of men till they shall see
The cruel wrong, the deadly infamy
Which opens wide the palace gates of sin,
Where wine is poured for men to enter in.
O Father, hear! the tempters spread their net
Through all the sacred Sabbath hours, and yet
We have no human law to succor men
Lured by their selfish snares; and when
We lift a finger to restrain, oh, then
They cry aloud and shriek that we
Despoil them of their rightful liberty.
Is there no law of human right to stay
This traffic in poor human souls? No way
To stop this robbery of hopes and this
Wreck of homes? Hath wrong no Nemesis?
How long, O Heaven! how long may men
Defy Thee for the sake of gold? When
Shall their cry be hushed, their shameless cry
For liberty to rend our hearts; to try
Our souls; to murder tenderness,
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To use the day which Thou didst bless
As other days to drag man’s manhood down
To the low levels where the crown
Is set on beastly appetite,

And man is made its fettered slave?
O Heavenly Father! let me crave
Thy blessing and Thy help; teach me, I pray
Full reverence for Thy Holy Sabbath day,
For other’s rights; for manhood’s needs; may we
Regard our universal brotherhood, and see
Our duty clearly.”

She paused; a step she heard,
A tottering step, which all her pulses stirred;
Besotted, drunk, into that Sabbath calm,
The little children huddling in alarm,
Her husband came. Lower she knelt,
More earnestly with breaking heart she prayed,
And think you God heard not? That He
Will answer not? That we shall see
Wrong ever unrebuked? That ne’er will melt
With tender pity for such need and woe
Our Father’s heart? That always so
Evil shall triumph? Nay, I tell ye nay!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 119.
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Woman
long were the eons of Old Time in which
God the Creator wrought, fashioning from
Chaos this wide, sweet Earth. Fire and ice—the
Mighty glaciers, the ploughshares of His
Power, and earthquakes from the vast womb of
Seething deeps, lifting unto the shoulders
Of the skies Earth’s giant mountains,
Were tools within His forming hand to shape
To beauty infinite this world of ours.
Ages were His children—the great Today
Of infinite purpose, to whom a thousand
Years are but as yesterday. Slowly were
Earth’s foundations laid, and her green valleys
And everlasting hills made glorious.
But when the Earth was finished and complete,
Its bosom jeweled with blossoms odorous
And fair, and its form girdled with shining
Streams, and the white sands of its shores were kissed
By silver seas, and fragrance-breathing winds
Blew soft beneath the ever-shining stars,
And golden in the deeps of Day shone the
Bright Sun, warming to ripeness Earth’s many
Fruits, God wrought more gloriously, and set
His seal upon created things. Through the
Vast silences broke the untold symphony
Of th’ Creator’s voice. Earth hushed itself
To listen, and the stars stood still; shining
Suns paused reverently a moment in
Their courses, while God spake, “Let us make man
In our own image!” O that first morn in
Eden! Link by link had the long chain of
Created things been wrought, each link showing
Something higher and more perfect until
The end was reached, and Man, the image of

The Creator, in Eden sinless stood.
But no chattering, savage thing was he,
Evolved from ape or anything beneath;
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But fresh-formed from the creative hand of
The All-Infinite he sprang, wondrously
Clothed upon with mind that had been taught
By Deity. Intelligence shone from
His godlike face, and from his lips breathed the
Melody of informed speech. Like a god
He stood splendid in beauty, responsive
To Earth’s thousand voices, waiting God’s will.
Yet still Creation’s work was not complete,
And once again through the vast realms of
Space, sweeter than melody of harp and
Diviner than the music of the spheres,
Sounded afar the God-voice, saying clear,
“It is not good for Man to be alone,
Let us make a helpmeet for him!” Oh, then
Did Eden smile, and all its blossoming sweets
At once did lend themselves unto added.
Fragrance while Adam slept, then ope’d his eyes
To see a wondrous vision. No flower
Within the garden half as fair as she;
Standing before him with her down-dropped lids,
Half-veiling eyes glorious with their full
Soul-light, and blue as the bending heavens.
She was tall, but all her beauteous form
Was veiled in the shining gold of her bright
Tresses. Like the pink tints of the rose her
Smoothly-rounded cheeks, her lips so curved and
Lovely, words cannot paint their beauty, no
More than could they the shining of the fair
Full moon. Beautiful, the highest glory

As the Mother of the Race, the helpmeet
Of her husband. Her soul’s environment
Was purity; her heart was tenderness,
And yet her thoughts reached out for aye, longing
For greater knowledge. No plaything was she,
But companion, bosoming the great world’s,
Destiny, her hand shaping its future;
Her deeds moulding the race, the Woman type
Of all the ages. And so today the

Of God’s creative work, stood she, crowned
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World waits on her. But first, highest and most
Sacred, tender as the softened light of
Starry eyes is Woman’s world of Home, for
Here she shapes the race, moulds statesmen for the
Needs of nations. Here she does find the high
Noon of her power, and breathes the lingering
Air of Paradise. Yet today wide swing
The golden doors of Opportunity,
Where she may wisely enter if she but
Heeds the simple law of Right! “Do first the
Duty that lies nearest thee.” This doing,
Then bravely onward into broader fields,
Seize with thy might whatever duty yields,
Work for the world, hold to the good and true,
And Honor’s crown, O Woman! waits for you.

The world has nothing that is half so fair
As that green island in its desert waste
That we call Home. Oasis-like, it has
Its own delights, its pleasant atmosphere,
Its song and laughter, and its hearts that know
Not doubt, that breathe but faith and loyalty.
The Sun shines ever there—the Sun of Love,
And trust is there, an angel with white wings,
And tenderness with seraph face and form,
And truth, and purity divinely fair
And self-forgetting, which does know no care
But for the other’s good, and little

Children, offspring of chastest love, the dew
Of Heaven still upon their hearts, and its
Spotless innocence on their pure white souls.
O blessed home! O well the poets sang,
“Domestic happiness, thou only bliss
Of Paradise that has survived the fall.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 120.
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Earth’s Divinest Thing
1895

Oh, life is vast and very sweet and fair!
So full of wonders pulsing everywhere;
So full of glory, from the deeps of sky
To the dim glade where sweeps the water by;
So full of grandeur where the mountain height
Stands face to face with Morning’s dawning light,
And where the Sea clasps all the many shores,
And, voiced with power, its diapason pours
In full wave-thunder when the Storm awakes,
And in its wrath the coast’s firm bastions shakes.
How like a child the quiet Summer day,
Breathing of calm and sweetness and the May
Of blossoming; birds sing, the light leaves dance,
The butterfly and bee in dalliance
Touch bud and opening blossom tenderly,
Wafting sweet undertones of melody
That set the wide, sweet air attune with song,
Borne through the hidden silences along
Until we hear sounds that we cannot hear
Save with the quickening of the spirit’s ear.
O God’s great world is ever full of song!
Divinely uttered, and ever, all along
Its hidden ways, from grass-blade to the Sun,
Do its great harp-strings, full of music, run;
Light has its voices, Night its many strings,
Which some sound touches and as quickly flings
Into the vastness which about us lies,
Deeper than Earth and vaster than the skies.
But of all things most wonderful to me,
The highest, purest, is the mystery
Of loving—the full reach of soul to soul,
Of heart to heart, lying beyond control
Of selfish purpose. Is there aught so dear,
So marvelously glad’ning in this sphere
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Of earth-life as this ever-blessed thing
In which self dies, and selfishness takes wing?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 121. Composition dated 1895.
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Love’s Wishes to a Bride
1896

O wedding bells! find tongues of song!
Ring sweet, ring clear, ring glad, ring long!
O Day! that climbs the morning’s blue!
Come robed with sunbeams, with the gold
Of shining light, make Earth as fair
As Eden’s morn when Time was new
And gladness wandered everywhere,
And love its first sweet story told.
O June! fill all your fragrant heart
With tender care for her whose part
Is in your bridals, who today
Takes from your hand the gifts you bring—
The crown of Wifehood—jewel it
With brightest years which never may
Be sorrow-dimmed—O let them flit
Each one as fair as days of Spring!
O starry skies! bend bright above
This bridal hour of youth and love;
Roses of trust forever bloom;
Lilies of hope unfold most fair
Along their path, and wedded truth
Be fairer in its later noon
Than in its golden morn of youth.
God bless and keep you everywhere!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 121. Composition dated 1896.
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If Love Were Dead
1897

Sweet wine, as do the stars drink sunlight and

Great rivers, as they run down to its deeps,
Their voices glad with joy of strength, and filled
With melody of beauty and rhythmed
Flow of crystal tides, which mirror the far
Skies and all of Day’s fair face; and when comes
‘The soft-breathing Night, she drops her many
Stars into the water’s breast to dream, and
There they sleep; although the river rushes
On, with still its waters cradling them, their
Lullabies of sweetness filling all the
Night. Even so doth love cradle my heart,
While all the rivers of my soul run to
Its mighty sea, while the bright skies of hope
Shine with its sun, and the many stars of
Tender thought gleam in the under-tides that
Ever roll and fill the boundless ocean

Would life be if love were dead! Each
Shining star would then go out in darkness,
And Hope would lay her golden-tressed head
Upon the block, and grim Despair, with strong
Relentless arm, would smite it with the axe
Of Death. Men would fight like beasts, and hew each
Other down with swords of hate and utter
Selfishness. The home, too, would be blotted
Out, and little children, offspring of lust,
Would drink no more the milk of mother-love,
But bitter waters from the streams of cold

Neglect and death. All song would die, and all
Melody be hushed, and all light fade within
Each silent chamber of the heart, and God—
Yes, God would die if love were dead, for He
Is Love, and we are only like Him when

My joyous heart today drinks deep of life’s

The Earth its dew, and as the sea drinks Earth’s

Of my love’s immensity. Oh, soulless



Collected Poems

527

We love. Then how would Earth make saddest moan
And crumble into nothingness, and all,
Soul-life turn to ashes! Chaos would
Spring from beneath Love’s pyre, and Hell itself
Anything, if God were not.
O man! ’tis Love that lights the Sun and stars,
And guides the circling spheres for aye through their
Vast orbits; that holds the Ocean in the hollow,
Of His hand; and draws the flowing rivers
To its deep; that clothes the fair, sweet Earth with
Loveliness, and fills its air with fragrance;
That gives to soul its life, and to the heart its voice
Of melting tenderness, its swelling tides
Of joy and planets the “home, sweet home,” where are
Set “the solitary in families,”
And the divine in man is born anew
And nurtured, and Heaven’s own light shines forth,
Reflected in the blessed love of Earth.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 121. Composition dated 1897.
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The True Woman
1898

(Written for a meeting of the Woman’s Parliament assembled at Redlands. ]

Walk backward o’er the long and shadowed way
The race has trod since first Time’s morning broke,
And, fair as light, in Eden’s garden woke
The perfect Mother of the Human Race;
Perfect in beauty, modesty and grace,
Grand in the grandeur of that love which makes
A woman royal, and which ever takes
Self from her vision, showing to her eyes
Earth’s needy ones, whom through self-sacrifice,
Or kindly word, or ready outstretched hand,
She may lift up and help them yet to stand
On nobler heights. Woman as God made thee!—
Creation’s crown!—let us turn back and see
What was thy glory, what made womanhood
The best of all things God pronounced as good.
O eyes of mine, O longing vision! see
The vast unfoldings of infinity,
Walk softly down the path that man has trod,
Since sinless stood he face to face with God.
O Mother Eve! Lone mother of thy race,
Young Time it was that smiled into thy face,
That stood before thee, nothing was behind,
But God was near. O first of womankind!
Fair, new-created, thou didst feel the thrill
Of His hand’s touch as if it lingered still
Upon thy forehead, and thy heart did keep,
Like the rich perfume of the blossoms sweet,
Adam’s first words of greeting. Love crowned thee
With nobler grace than that of royalty.

Thus in that garden, where the Past began,
Stood woman, helpmeet of the perfect man;
Who came as comes the blessed light of Day
To the dark Earth when Night had passed away.

Down Time’s broad path we’ll walk awhile today—



Collected Poems

529

All things were brighter for her being there—
E’en sinless Eden was itself more fair,
And Adam stood with grander mien of grace
To meet the marvel of that woman’s face.
Hers the great calm of trust; serene she stood
In the pure majesty of womanhood,
Nor questioned ever which the greater, she
Or the man Adam. The great royalty
Of perfect purpose was around her there
In everything: in the sweet lucid air,
Thrilling with bird-song, pulsing with the light
Of the new-made Sun gleaming in the white
Face of the opening lily’s flower,
And in the glory of that morning hour
When Earth is fairest; in the breezes low,
And in the music of the river’s flow.
A hush fell on her spirit, to her soul
A deep sense of reverent worship stole,
Holding her heart captive. To be and do
That which is highest, holiest and true
Did her soul yearn for; self passed from sight,
As stars pass from our vision in the light
Of the glad Morning, when the golden Day
Laughs on the hilltops, and love held its sway
Over her soul, born with her perfect life,
And waked to music by the name of wife
When Adam spake. ’Twas then the Home had birth,
And for the coming races of the Earth
Brightened the future; it stood out divine,
Luminous with glory. The way did shine
As if sunlighted, and Eve’s gladdened eyes,
Filled with the beauty of the earth and skies,
And the sweet greatness of her woman’s soul,
Turned unto God and Adam, and the whole
Pure Eden atmosphere enfolding them
Breathed in an ecstacy of gladness when
Eve spoke, and the Day put fresh glory on,
And looked with prouder face unto the Sun;
The flowers seemed crowding closer as if near
They would bloom lovelier; all things hushed to hear
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Her first earth utterance. ’Twas as if her lips
Were soul-anointed, and, self in an eclipse,
Saw God and Adam only, or, still more,
Her bright face stole, as does o’er the flower
Steal the glad sunbeam, while the hour
Tingled with beauty; and then, low and sweet,
As ’twere some blossom breathing at their feet
A perfumed melody, did Eve’s voice break
The waiting silence, and at once did make
Sound perfect music. Ah! what words were these
Owning her joy in being? Symphonies
Of trust were they. Waiting to be and do
All that her God would have her. Adam, too,
With his white soul, strong, sinless, half divine,
Echoed her utterance, while at the shrine

Of her pure womanliness he, thought-wise,
Gave highest reverence, and his glad eyes—
His starry eyes—grew brighter as to him
His life’s full completeness seemed to brim
Th’ perfect cup of being. Two souls as one
Into that morning of Young Time had come;
She holding her own soul in her glad eyes,
He reading it in joy and sweet surprise,
Glad that God made him greater, giving her;
She, glad to be thus given, without a blur
Upon her new life’s page, to find her place,
With the warm light of his proud, tender face
Shining upon her; and to walk with him
Within the path of Duty, sometimes dim,
But leading heavenward always. O divine
This self-forgetting! Woman, it is thine
To walk like Eve, self in eclipse, elate
In thoughts for others, great, most truly great
When thus thou livest, with no outreaching hand
Grasping for place and rule, feeding on husks
Of vain Ambition; waiting as in th’ dusk
Of tyrants’ power, when woman was a slave,
And then a plaything, and her heart the grave
Of noblest hopes, when vainly she sought to climb
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The grand highways of Progress; for her time
Had not then ripened, deeds not blossomed yet
That should yield fruitage, though the soil was wet
With tears of struggling effort. But today
The darkness of that age has passed away;
In this great moment of the present she
May rule by might of gentle purity,
May tread the highways of man’s highest thought,
Where the great battles for the Right are fought.
Open for her is every gate that leads
To God’s grand purposes, where wisdom feeds
And the world brightens. Woman, be
Strong in the promise of thy destiny!
Earth hath no power to work for human good
So vast and grand as gracious womanhood.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 122. Composition dated 1898.
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The True Woman and Home
The shadows fall across the quiet hearth,
The eventide draws near; the golden Sun
Is sinking in the West where stars have birth—
The many stars, so soon as Day is done.
How soft the murmur of the breathing winds—
‘their tender whispers ‘mid the perfumed leaves
Of climbing rose and blossom-yielding vines,
Whose clinging arms embrace the drooping eaves.
The gurgling laughter from the baby’s lips
Gladdens the air like music in the night,
For joy seems oozing from his finger tips,
And all his soul is full of sweet delight.
He smiling leans upon his mother’s breast;
Her eyes his heaven; his cradle her fond arms;
His world the tender lap where he does rest,
All love-enveloped, safe from danger’s harms.

The gate-latch clicks, a manly step is heard;
The mother’s eyes grow luminous with joy,
Her pulse-beats quicken, all her heart is stirred
With welcome for the father of her boy.
The love-light in her eyes is like a Sun;
How Earth’s cares slip away within their light,
Life’s burdens drop; he brings not even one;
Love crowds them quickly from his thoughts and sight.
The table spread in spotless white is seen,
The silver sparkles and the soft lights glow;
The baby’s laughter ripples in between
The tides of talk in joyous ebb and flow.
O home, sweet home! True womanhood’s desire
Is like the stars which waiteth for the Sun,
Glad to let melt the softness of its fire
In the bright beams from which its light is won.
How glorious the golden sunset light,

When the whole West aflame with brightness lies,
And the grand mountains in their splendor rise,
Reflecting all the radiance of the skies,
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Their rocky crests transfigured and as bright
As if a sun were cradled on each height.
It often seems as if some sky-built door
Had backward swung until we could behold
The land beyond the stars, with streets of gold,
Where Time’s great waters never yet have rolled,
And Being’s vastness broadens evermore
Beyond the limits of this earthly shore.
How the mind wanders gropingly and blind
Through the great starry region overhead;
Thought’s fleetest wings are evermore outspread,

And onward to infinity are led,
Beyond the mighty forces of the wind,

Seeking Creation’s outmost bounds to find.
But the mind staggers as the Vast unfolds,

Lost in its littleness, and dumb it lies,
An atom ‘mid infinity of skies,

‘Mid worlds on worlds that to its vision rise.
O great Creator! who all matter holds
Within the hollow of His hand, and moulds
Each circling world within its orbit’s space,

And counts the stars and calls them all by name,
And lights each sun with its unceasing flame—
Its glorious path through ages still the same,
Casting its beams in their allotted place,
O Man! look up, be glad, adore,
We bend in reverence before Thy face.
O what is Man that Thou shouldst mindful be
Of him? A spark from Thine own being shed,
Create to dwell with Thee when Time is dead,
When starry worlds have like a shadow fled.
O the high grandeur of his destiny
As heir, through Christ, of Immortality!

The stars veil their bright faces in God’s light,
Th’ Sun seems dark, its radiance is so dim
Beside the wondrous splendor shed by Him
Who is the Light. The blessed seraphim
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Do worship Him, their angel faces bright
With His unhindered glory, and their sight
Brightens like moons that shed their dark eclipse,
But high above them, heaven in his face,
See the redeemed of this our sinful race,
Whom Christ hath lifted to the highest place,
Next His own throne, where, from the dear Christ’s lips
The sacred story of forgiveness slips.

For Christ is thine forevermore;
From sin redeemed through Him we rise
To highest realm in Paradise.
O Day! O Night! what mystery is yours!
What wide world-sweeps the silent skies do hold!
In them does vast infinity unfold,
Soundless and ceaseless; each orbit lures
Its starry traveler where space endures,
Vast as God’s thoughts and boundless as His will;
But still, O soul of mine! yet still
Vaster art thou than all things; no such span
Measures the stars as that which measures Man.

‘“‘The sun sank lower, and

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 123.
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COUNTRY
Death, immortality, Christ, and the life beyond
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Lazarus
The day had broken fair o’er sleeping
Bethany. With diamond luster fell
The warm, bright sunshine o’er the swooning plains
And sleeping hills. The breezes, winged with
Coolness, with but the lightest pulses stirred
The Summer air, and the thinnest veil of
Quivering heat lay like a misty blur
On the bright landscape. Behind, fair as a
Dream, its pleasant slopes looking to the Sun,
As forth it came from the dusky arms of Night,
The lovely Mount of Olives rose, a
Tireless sentinel, where waved the pale,
Silvered leaves of sighing olive boughs, which
Shed their cool rain of shimmering shadows
Upon the summer-dried and thirsty soil.

By waving boughs, and flooded with the song
Of birds, whose Summer nests were hidden by
The silver of the olive leaf, and by
The swaying palm, that Jesus often walked,
As bent his weary feet toward the loved home
Of Lazarus, where busy Martha dwelt,
And gentle Mary. Lovely was Mary,
Her white lids, with their long, golden fringes
Drooping above the clear azure of her
Wondrous eyes, beneath the perfect arch of
Her snowy forehead, her cheeks smooth-rounded,
Rosy flush sweeping in delicate waves
Across their velvet softness. Her lips were
Curved like the strung bow made ready for the
Arrow’s flying; and gentleness lurked in
All their lines, and there sweetness lay cradled,
And soul of tenderness, transforming her,
Until it seemed as heaven shone in her
Lips and face. Bird-songs were not as sweet
As were her gentle tones, and her glad smile
Warmed one like sunbeams. And Lazarus loved
Her, She was his comforter and solace,

’Twas here within these quiet streets, o’erarched
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And hand in hand they oft did steal away

Talk of the lowly Nazarene, whose coming
Often blessed them, and whom they reverenced
As the Christ, the Son of God, and so Him did worship.
But now Lazarus, the beloved
Was sick. In all his veins the consuming

Couch, and oft his eyes turned a-seeking for
A presence that he missed, and his lips moved
Beseechingly; and yet no sound he uttered,
For speech died there upon his tongue, slain by
The o’ermastering demon of Disease.

Dark’ning shadows fell on Olivet.”
But Mary knew for whom his spirit yearned,
And in brokenness of her heart she murmured
Oft, “Why cometh not the Master?” But still
He stayed and came not.
On that morn the day
Had broken sultry. Not a single
Leaf stirred in all the pulseless air. The hot
Sun burned scorchingly, and steely lines of
Heat quivered before the vision. Not a
Cloud dimmed all the wide expanse of blue,
But all the world seemed swooning in the
Shriveling heat. The sick man moaned and in
His wild delirium tossed restlessly
Upon his couch. The window of his chamber
Opened toward Jerusalem, and lifting
Her white hand from his still whiter forehead,
Mary, when she had soothed him by her gentle
Touch, would rise with steps as noiseless as the
Wind’s across a field of wheat, and from the
Open casement look, with eyes filled full of
Longing, down the long olive-shaded way,
Toward where the Holy Temple’s towers were
Gleaming, and Jerusalem was cradled
In the splendor of the unhindered light,
Ever the same sad whisper upon her

From bustling Martha’s presence, and together

Fever burned. For days he’d tossed upon his
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Troubled lips: “Why cometh not the Master?”
The Sun sank lower, and dark’ning shadows
Fell on Olivet. Again the streets of
Bethany awoke to breathing life, and
Sounding footfalls came and went, and many
Stayed a moment at the door to learn of
Lazarus—was his fever less, and had
The Master, whom he loved, come yet to heal?
“Strange! strange!” they whispered, as they turned away,
“Why he doth tarry.”

Still gray heights Dawn pressed. The ashen olive
Leaves stirred tremulously in the faint breeze,
The purple shadows melted in the East,
Which grew warm with rosy flushes. Bright tints
Of amber and a crimson flood of light
Fell like a mantle on the towering
Heights, and the wide East waxed into the
Golden splendor of the new-born Day. The
Glory streamed in a long lance of living
Light, and fell upon the pillow pressed by
The pale cheek of Lazarus. Like a crown
It lay a moment on his forehead. But
His breath so feebly came that Mary bent
Her ear to list if breath were there. A quick,
Faint flutter, then his eyes unclosed. His lips,

Master, come!” Then like white snowflakes fell his

Heavy lids o’er eyes dim with the eclipse
Of Death. His chest ceased heaving. Then a swift, faint
Shudder ran through all his frame, and Lazarus
Was dead.
The soft winds came laden with the
Breath of violet and the lily white, and
Holding the coolness of the dew, and its
Light wings bore bird-song and the melody of
The happy lark, which made melodious
Pathway to the skies. Sweet incense rose from
The far Temple’s altars, and their smoke looked

Night passed, and o’er the

Moving in broken whispers, said, “Dear
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Like pale fingers pointing unto Heaven.
But Mary saw it not, nor took note of
The fair morning. Her young head, with its bright
Aureole of golden hair, was bowed upon
Her hands, which lay like white lilies on the
Couch where Lazarus slept. Not paler was
Her brother’s pallid cheek than the snowy
Whiteness of her own, rounded to perfect
Beauty. Her lips were ashen, too, as they
Made moan: “Dear Master, hadst Thou been here, my
Brother had not died!” Yet still he came not.
Four days had passed—days sorrow-filled,
For in his stone-wrought Sepulcher had been
Laid away he whom Death had claimed,
Noble and well-beloved Lazarus. Martha
Was busy in the house, and sought to crush
Her sorrow in her daily tasks. Yet she
Wrought silently, and on her lips a strong
Fixed pressure hardened them to look of
Sternness. But Mary sat alone within
The chamber where Lazarus died, close by
The open casement, and with eyes fixed on
The familiar street, so often trodden
By the Savior’s feet, as came He to their
Home to tarry with them for a night of
Rest; and now and then, as lifting her drenched
Lids she would make moan, “Where art Thou, Master?
O Lazarus loved thee well! and hadst thou
Been with him he had not died.” Pale as the
Moon’s white mist she sat so sorrow-touched, so broken
With her grief. But at length a step she hears,
And someone calls her name. She lists with heart
Throbbing tumultuously: “Mary, the
Master cometh and calleth for thee.” Swift
Riseth she, and with trembling feet makes haste
To seek Him.
O the sad beauty of His
Face! The pitying tenderness within
His eyes, as Mary, wan as pale moonbeams,
Falleth at His feet, and clutching at His
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Garment’s hem, cries sobbingly, “Hadst Thou been
Here my brother had not died.”
What was it
Burst upon her ear, smiting her words, and
Hushing the pulses of her soul, and melting
It with tender pity for another’s
Woe? O dying world, be still! O sin-cursed

Earth! God’s pitying love enfolds thee. That
Face divine that o’er the sorrowing
Mary bent was wet with tears, for “Jesus
Wept.” O holy Nazarene! O God made
Manifest in flesh! Thy love is round us
Like the atmosphere, and thou dost pour
The wine of Hope upon the troubled heart;
Breathe not, O winds! while breathless there
The gathered throng doth stand about the grave
Of Lazarus.
List, and let your hearts leap
’Mid your tears, and Hope touch Sorrow with her
Holy hand, lighting her eyes with gladness.
O all Earth’s voices! be ye dumb while speaks
The Nazarene:
“I am the Resurrection
And the Life. He that believeth on me,
Though he were dead, yet he shall live.” Mary
Has hushed her tears and risen to her feet;
Her eyes are fixed upon her Lord. A smile
Has touched her lips, and as one entranced she
Stands waiting His will:
“Roll ye the stone
Away!” All breathless stands the multitude,
While from the yawning Sepulcher the stone
Is rolled. Such silence then! No breath or sound.
A moment, and then with lifted hand, and
Mien majestic, Christ moveth toward the tomb,
And then the still air hears his voice ringing
With power. The waiting multitude close
Round. What do they hear? The singing-bird hath
Hushed its voice, and not a leaf stirred on the
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Olive trees.
“Lazarus, come forth!” The
Multitude stood trembling, filled with a
Solemn awe. A shadow stirs within the
Sepulcher. A white-robed form is seen. It
Moveth slowly yet steadily, and lo!
Bound hand and foot, into the broad sunlight
Lazarus doth come. The crowd stirs not for
Wonder and for awe.
“Loose him and let him
Go,” low saith the Master. Then moveth Martha
Forward with swift steps to loose his bands,
And there upright in the bright day, the glow
Of health warm in his cheeks, and his eyes filled
With the radiance of strong manhood’s prime,
Death hath found its Conqueror.
Lazarus stands forth before them all.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 125.
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Heart Weariness
O land above the stars!
How far away are ye—the golden bars
That lie between this earthly realm of ours
And blessed life, and heaven’s unfading flowers?
I sometimes long to go,
For I grow weary often here below
Of earthly life and its heart loneliness,

And long for larger life and purer holiness.
Each soul at times must stand
On solitary places where no hand
Can touch its springs, no thought but God’s own thought.
Divine its longings, which earth-life answers not.
How oft I feel alone,
As if in this great universe were none
But me, but me and God, and sometimes He is far
As farthest planet, or fixed, shining star.
I feel sometimes so cold
As if no human love did me enfold,
As if I were adrift on some far, shoreless sea,
No soul to hear, no tongue to answer me.
And then I kneel to pray,
And soon I feel my Father come my way,
And lo! within my heart this voice I hear,
“Look up, my child, behold thy Father near.”
How fades my sorrow then!
How brightens thought, as does the old Earth when
Night slippeth down before the golden Dawn,
And out of darkness comes the glorious Morn.
Oh, only here is rest!
In God’s great fullness only are we blest.
His love is like Earth’s blessed atmosphere,
Above, around, within us, everywhere.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 126.
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Life and Death
Life! it is boundless, and my heart doth leap
At its full meaning, at the endless sweep
Of man’s own being, which can never die,
Born as it is to immortality.
Death is but rest, a pause in Being’s day;
’Tis not the end, ’tis but the unknown way
That we must enter when our footsteps tend
To larger life. O Death! to thee I bend,
Seeing the angel in thee, for thy hand

Upon the borderland, and thou wilt set
The gates ajar for them, nor ever let
Them lose one blessed ray that shineth clear
Through these same gates upon Earth’s atmosphere.
No night is there, and thou dost bridge the way
With beams of faith, although thy waters may
Seem troubled sometime, yet the bridge is strong,
The passage safe, the way will not be long,
And on the other side our Father stands,
Life’s crown of glory in His waiting hands.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 127.

Is tender to God’s children when they stand
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The Babe of Bethlehem
Out from the East the milk-white camels came
Laden with spicy sweets. Myrrh and frankincense
Fragrant to the senses, and treasures rare
They brought from the far Orient. Upon
The desert’s silences brave was the sheik
Who dwelt, and who there within his tent had
Heard a voice from out the midnight skies, a

Voice speaking into his heart, telling him of the
Coming One whom the bright star should harbinger.
How yearned his soul for this mysterious
Visitant to Earth! How He should come he
Wot not, whether in mighty state, and in
Kingly purple robed, with a crown of gold, stoned

On his forehead, even as the Day wears
Its clear shining Sun, or as an angel,
Winged with the power of Seraphim, and
By His simple presence bringing Peace. With-
In the door of his white tent he mused while
O’er him all the stars of midnight shone, and
The soft desert airs blow balmy upon
His brow. A son of Ishmael, he had
Heard of the divine Jehovah, and Him
He reverently worshiped, and now in
Each soft breeze which blew he seemed to hear His
Voice bidding him arise and seek the
Promised One. Glad was the thrill which all his
Spirit stirred, and in devotion wrapt, with
Brow bared, and his white hair stirred by the breeze
Of Araby, he lifted up his heart
In thankfulness, then sought his couch for rest.
The morning dawned, and he while yet the day
Was cool, and whispering breezes stirred the
Branches of the palm, set out upon his
Camel, white as the milk of kine. Alone
For a time he journeyed, when lifting up
His eves at length, as morning brightened and

With its precious stones, wearing heaven’s glory
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The midday heat drew on, as nearing an
Oasis green, two other travelers
He saw draw near. Saluting, they did each
To each do reverence, then from the mid-
Day heat sought shelter in the emerald
Coolness ’neath the branching palm whose shadows
Dropped like rain upon the oasis’ breast.
Here rested they until the Eve drew near
And lengthening shadows told of lessening heat,
And here the noble Ishmaelite told them
Of his quest. Wise men were they, and learned in
All the knowledge of the East, and in wrapt
Wonder they did hear the marvelous story,
And as he made ready to move on they spake:
“O noblest of the desert sons, if
So we may, we will journey with thee, and
Seek with thee the coming King.”
“Peace be with
Thee and thine,” he answered, “and hasten with me.”
Night drew, with jeweled fingers, her soft,
Starry curtain o’er the world. Cool blew the
Breezes, touching caressingly their foreheads
And each bronzed cheek; when, lo! at length
A glory shone about their pathway, and
Looking up, beheld the wondrous Star. Then
Each, alighting, knelt upon the white sands
Of the desert’s floor, bathed in the full
Refulgence of its light, while on their ears fell
Faint and far strains of celestial harmony.

Again they journeyed on, and night and day
Lo! shines the Star and leadeth them until
Before them rise the gates of Bethlehem.
The sunset light is fading from its towers,
The olive’s leaves stir with faint-sighing, and
The cedars breathe but softly. All Nature,
Touched with peace, seems lying in a dream.
Scarce has the heavenly chorus died upon
The holy place. Out from the East, as if
God’s glory were unveiled, with added
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Radiance bursts the wondrous Star. It leadeth
Them, and following in its shining path
They reach the place o’er which it lingers.
Oh, breathless are they! and with uncovered
Heads, and hearts throbbing with new joy, they enter,
No throne is there. No monarch in his royal
Purple. No crown set on the brow of kingly
Conqueror. No wondrous-winged Seraphim.
Only within a humble manger laid
A little babe. But with prophetic eyes
They see in Him the world’s Redeemer. They
Catch anew the angel’s chorus, “Peace on
Earth, good will to men!” Reverently they
Kneel, and with uncovered heads they worship,
Then ope they their treasures, even as
Men shall open yet their hearts and pour the
Treasures of their love before His feet.
Near two thousand years have passed and still we sing
Of Bethlehem’s babe; and still we worship,
Not as child but King; and still the treasures
Of our service and our love we give—Faith’s
Sweet frankincense and myrrh of Sorrow
Sanctified, whose fragrance is divine, and
Still we sing of “Peace on earth, good will to men.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 127.
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Look Up
O Soul of mine! when on thee presses sore
Life’s heavy burdens and its loneliness,
With earnest crying I do thee implore
To look not earthward, for not blessedness
Or sweet surcease from sorrow cometh thence.
Earth hath no gladness and no recompense
To answer all thy infinite desire,
Or give thee all to which thou doth aspire.
Oh, there are lonely Sinais where flash
Grief’s awful lightnings, rending all thy sky,
And wide, lone deserts void of tenderness,
Where is forever heard the mournful crash
Of broken trusts, while scathing Cruelty
Hides in sharp words that on thy wounds do press
Like two-edged swords; and, all bayoneted,
Indifference thrusts thee where Love instead
Should give soft wards and tender healing bring.
Yet, Soul, look up! let not thy spirit’s wing
Be broken thus, for heaven lieth near;
Above the clouds God’s sun is shining still,
And His great over-heart, O Soul! doth hear
Thy lightest sigh; and though He scourgeth thee
Sometimes with sorrow, yet I know he will

Girt thee with gladness, and thy life shall be
Stronger for struggling, gladder for its tears,
When through the mist the Isle of Peace appears.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 128.
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The World’s First Sabbath
God’s work was done. In infinite space, whose
Vastness human thought can never traverse,
Or e’en approach the nearest outpost of
Its limitless extent, the Maker’s. hand
Had hung the starry spheres, system within
System, till all the deeps of air were star-
Spangled, wide as the reach of the eternal

Years, whose countless cycles had seen new worlds
Set in their mighty circles through all
The vast universe of God. Day had been
Born, and above the angry deep of seas
Hung the blue firmament. The new-
Created Sun warmed all the sapphire skies;
The Moon’s bright orb shed silver beams upon
The emerald Earth; the dew poured its first
Baptism upon the flowers, whose

Fragrant incense filled the fresh new world with
Sweetness; birds sang their matin hymns in notes
That e’en the Seraphim bent low to hear,
And in the Garden planted by God’s hand
Was heard the murmurous roll of rivers
Wide, and crystal waterfalls poured the soft
Rhythm of their silver tides into the
Moss-rimmed pools that slept in the cool shadows
Of the interlacing boughs. Soft breezes

Swayed the orange-laden trees, and fruits, such
As we now search all the wide world o’er
To find, in the unhindered sunshine of
The Garden hung, ripened to full perfection
Adown the flower-gemmed walks, each step
Pressing rich perfume from the fragrant
Blossoms, came Adam with his sinless Eve,
Her hair falling in golden tresses to
Her feet, her face of lily whiteness, save
Where her cheek was touched with a delicate
Pink, like that which lay upon the petals
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Of the peach’s bloom; her eyes, blue as the
Cloudless deep of skies, uplifted to his

Face, filled with the sunshine of her woman’s
And God, the Maker, walked with them, and
Looking round on all things, He pronounced them
“Good.” And so He set his seal upon the

Works that He had made, and on Creation
Placed His hallowed crown—the Sabbath of His
Rest—God’s benediction to the world He

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 128.
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Easter Morning
Three days had passed since the dumb Earth was rent
With frightened anguish, and darkness drowned the
Brightness of the Day, while yet the Sun hung
High in the o’erarching skies, which bent

In scared wonder above the awful scene

Of cross-crowned Calvary. The Sun saw there
Its Maker—God Incarnate—Him who at
Creation’s dawn had said, “Let there be light!”
And, lo! the Sun sprang to his circling track,
And the stars heard, and planetary spheres
All answered to His bidding. The deeps of
Infinite air were peopled with unnumbered
Worlds, which broke into ecstatic song, that
Onward rolled, a sea of melody, which
All space filled, and its symphonous waves
Swelled with divinest sweetness on the far
Shores of the celestial heavens, where shines
God’s glory forth, “unhindered and undarkened
By a sun.”
But not as Creator now,
Peopling the mighty voids of space by His
World-creative voice; not as the Father
Of the human race, from whose lips first came
The breath of life to Adam’s frame, till he
Became a living soul, hangs Christ on
Calvary; but as the world’s Redeemer,
Bearing its sins, and with His nail-pierced hand
Opening again the door which Sin had closed
’Twixt man and heaven. O Love divine! O
Mercy infinite! O mystery of
Redemption! which e’en angelic hosts can
Fathom never: higher than they it lifts
Us, nearer to Him who was our sacrifice.
The Morning dawns. Soft blows the fragrant winds
O’er Judea’s hills. The leaves stir gently
With a whispering breath of melody.
The bird-notes tremble with a sound of praise.
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The leaping brooks have caught new tones of gladness,
And their waters ring with harmonious
Undertones of song. Heaven’s lamps are lit,
And all the starry worlds in the clear blue
Twinkle with rapture. How like triumphant
Anthem roll Jordan’s waters! Flowers ope
Their petals, and on the wide air pour their
Fragrant incense. Like lute-strings stir the winds
The slender grasses. Then, lo! a hush! The
World of Nature breathless stands, as if it
Felt divinest Presence breathing in its
Air. The dim, starlit Dawn is pulseless, and
The far skies, with all their circling spheres, are
Silent. But lo! a light breaks in them which
Is not of sun or star, and the Dawn hears
The sweep of wings and sees the light of
Angel pinions. Down through the deeps of air,
While all the stars bow down their faces, come
The angelic two. Jerusalem is
Wrapped in slumber, and heavy lids close over
The eyes of those who wept at Calvary,
Their hearts the sepulchers of holy hopes.

Temple are wrapped in shadow, and the rent
Veil hangs parted still before the holy
Place. Softly the smoke of incense rises
Like a ghostly finger to the skies. But

Am I?
Not to sacred temple, where perfumed

Incense burns, wing the swift Seraphim their
Way, but to a lonely garden, lying
Near to Calvary, where is the quiet
Sepulcher in which the Crucified doth
Sleep. There, veiling for a time their faces
Bright with their celestial wings, silent a
Moment stand they, while heaven seems drawing
Near. O pause ‘twixt Death and Life! O moment
Pregnant to our sinful race! Break into
Singing, O ye mountain heights! and clap your

The gilded spires and domes of Israel’s
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Hands, ye hills which circle round, and all Earth’s
Thousand voices, join ye in the song of triumph!
Down stoop the Seraphim, and with angelic
Hands roll they the stone away from the
Door of that still sepulcher. O Death! here
Comes thy Conqueror. The garments of the
Grave slip from him, as bend the angels there
In their rejoicing worship.
O Easter dawn, O day so blest!

Earth’s millions lift their eyes,
Faith sees the pathway through the tomb
To life and Paradise.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 128.
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What Am I?
Oh, I would love, could it but be, to take
This wondrous soul of mine within my hand,
And then with largest spirit vision stand
To learn the self of me, that which doth make
To thought, that of me which alone can slake
Its love and high ideals, true and grand,
Within th’ infinite sea of being, and,
Stronger than Death to endless Life may wake,
When Time shall die, and Earth itself shall be
Less than a shadow, vanished endlessly.

Dropped from God’s being? A speck of thought dust-born
Into the mystery of earth life dark,
Waiting God’s touch to bring life’s better morn?
I am God-made, this truth I surely know,
And till God ceases I shall never cease,

My soul shall reach the fullness of God’s peace.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 129.
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Shall We Not Hail It?
The winds breathe softly as if half asleep,

Or run all silent-footed ’mid the flowers
Which dream upon the lap of Summer hours
That pass so quickly, all sun-winged and fleet,
Until the Night comes with its many stars,
Lifting the curtain of the Vast, which lies
Within the deep infinity of skies,
Across which daylight throws its golden bars.
What should we know of life and of Creation wide
Did not sweet, velvet-footed Darkness come

To lift our eyelids when the Day is done,
To other worlds beyond Time’s flowing tide?

Or what of joy were not sometimes our eyes
Tear-dimmed and saddened by some heavy woe,
Which makes us pray for comfort till we know
Our Father hears, down-bending from the skies?
Heaven lieth very near, the thinnest veil
Shuts it from sight, and there Our Father stands,
With tender mercies filling both His hands—
His outstretched hands that we shall see when pale
We rest serene upon great-bosomed Death,
Who will, uplifting, take our souls and bear
Them tenderly to God’s own loving care,
And bid us live with Him when fails our earthly breath.
Ah, that sweet night-time with its morning near,
Its Morn of peace and blessed life to be,
With all the fullness of Eternity!
Shall we not hail it when it draweth near?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 129.
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“Good-night, Dear One!”
(Mrs. Jennie Damarin.)

With folded hands like lilies white, and sweet
Eyes closed, and lips with silence touched, she sleeps.
And yet she wakes. Death hath swung wide the door
To longer life, to fairer morning. The
Father whom she loved hath sent for her,
Bidding her home; and there was but one path
By which her feet could go—the white, still path
Which lieth through the Grave, and there
Within its portals mortality did
Slip from her, and all the chains of Earth, and
All its sorrows and its cares, and the new
Life dawned, and gladness wrapped her like a
Garment. Ah, how fragrant her memory
Will be! Her smile was sunshine, and her
Speech was gentleness and tenderness, and
Her face was like a flower, a lily
In its purity. Her lips dropped only
Pleasant words, and she was glad in life, and
Her soul was full of joy in all things fair;
And how tender was her heart for those
Whom sorrow touched, or suffering! Gentle
Her ministry, and thoughtful her watchful
Love. Ah! can we wonder that God loved her
And took her home?
Good-night, dear one, until
The time shall come when we shall say, “Good morn!”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 130.
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The Sweets of Paradise
(On the death of a child. 1866.)

Why should we weep when our children pass
From us to Heaven? Grim Death is but an
Angel in disguise, who brings the summons
From those shining shores, and round their pure
Young spirits throws the robes of immortality.
A crown in Heaven was waiting, and the
Name it bore was Imogene, writ there by
Him who loveth little children. An harp

Was voiceless, waiting for the touch of tiny
Fingers. A white robe lay, all spotless made
By the redeeming blood of Him who in
His bosom bears the tender lambs, and round
It, like a vine, bordering the garment’s
Hem, traced in the soft glory of Heaven’s
Alphabet, was still the name of Imogene.
And so the summons came. Ye laid her on
Her couch, and night and day watched by her with
Fond and tender love, longing to keep her
Like a flower, unfolding day by day
In the warm sunlight, alway she had grown
More lovely.
Ye did not deem the while, as
Ye watched the bright unfolding, that your bud
Was blossoming for Heaven. But so it was!
The fragrance stealing into the spirit’s
Tender petals was not to shed its sweetness
On the desert air of earth. The sweets
Of Paradise were not complete without
It. The crown, the harp, the robe were ready,
And so your darling in her glad young years
Went home.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 130.
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Life’s Sunset Sea
1876

Oh, the golden-haired Day is dying
Afar in the shadowy West,
And the crimson-robed Clouds are flying
In troops to the place of her rest.
Not a pulse is astir in the ether,
Not a whisper comes down from the sky,
Not a star that makes moan or a murmur
As fades the soft light from her eye.
But Night, as a dusty-robed mourner,
Kneels down with her shadow and pall,
And over the bier of the Daylight
Lets the beautiful moonbeams fall.
And out from the dew and the silence
The glory of starlight is born,
And Night whispers, “Out from the darkness
Cometh ever the beauty of Morn.”
So out of the darkness of dying
Comes the beautiful life to be;
The palm, and the crown and the glory
Lie over life’s sunset sea.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 130. Composition dated 1876.
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Gates Ajar
1876

« « «I looked, last eve, upon the rosy bar
The sunset flung across the glowing West,
And wished some hand would set the gates ajar,
And let me enter through them into rest.
Yet would I go, life’s labor still unwrought
And hope for heavenly joy and holy calm?
Could I thus gain the rest for which I sought
If, faithless here, I had not won my palm?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 130. Composition dated 1876.
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Faith
1878

My bark is drifting toward a shoreless sea—
The great grand ocean of the vast To Be.
And by and by Death’s tidal wave shall surge,
And bear me far beyond Time’s outer verge.
No starry light my mortal eyes shall see,
For they shall close in sightless mystery.
And standing dumb upon that waveless shore,
No human voice shall reach me evermore.
Over the waveless sea of Silence, pale,
Dead, yet undying, I shall turn my sail.
How shall I reach my port, how guide my bark
Across the trackless waters, soundless, dark?
O dead, blind eyes! O dull, unlistening ears!
O luring phantom sails of faithless fears!
Ye cannot wreck my bark, ye cannot make me stray
A single league from out the sure, safe way!
For lo! a silver thread from out the cloud
Of darkness that lies round me like a shroud!
A silver thread, a shining oar is seen,
A white-winged pilot stands the sails between.
Clear-visioned Faith! she makes the darkness light,
And lo! celestial shores burst on my sight.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 131. Composition dated 1878.
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No Bar, O Father!
1879

I look through light of blue December skies,
Through which the Sun all day pours golden tides;
Their rain-washed deep like a vast sapphire lies,
With fleecy clouds like pearls above the crests
Of the grand mountains. What wondrous lights!
What mystery of shade! What royal tints
Of blue and purple have these baptized heights
Put on!
What miracle of vision! Hints
Of cañoned deeps and precipices high,
Before by distance darkened, now I see,
As if the mountains had drawn nearer by,
Had condescended to come down to me.
So does the rain of Sorrow often make
Faith’s vision clear, till we behold afar
Infinite heights of the great love divine,
And deeps of His compassion, and we take
Hold of sure hopes before unseen; no bar,
O Father! then, between our souls and thine.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 131. Composition dated 1879.
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Not Dying but Undying
1879

(On the death of a kinswoman.)

What we call death is simply life’s enlargement,
The dropping of the fetters that have bound
The spirit; the loosing of prison bars;
A sudden growth; the birth of a feeble
Embryo life to full and perfect being.

Soul-Speech.
With immortal wings. Here groveling and
Groping for the light; there, with unhindered
Vision, all eye, all ear, with soul enlarged—
Reflection of infinity. No shadow
Falls upon the spirit; no blight upon
Its growth; no dull and dormant hours; no dark
Eclipse of pain; no stagnant doubts;
No dying but undying, where we in
God’s own light, soul-ripened and perfected,
Live on with Him in glory.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 131. Composition dated 1879.
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Soul-speech
1880

Words cannot write the poem which was flung
Last eve, in sunset rhythm, on the sea and beach—
The great calm sea where scarce a ripple sung,
And only low-voiced waves the sands did reach.
In some fair Sometime yet to come
Shall not the poet learn new tricks of speech?
Words that shall have soul, color, warmth and light,
And pulsing fire, and quick thrills such as now
Are but the intangible essence of unspoken thought?—
Thought-words can no more clothe than can the hand
That guides through fresh Spring furrows the sharp plough,
Clothe the dead bones the plough upturns with aught
Of life.
Shall we for aye thus voiceless stand,
Mocking emotion with the shallow thing
Which we call speech? Dumb, voiced with emptiness
It is, filling the soul no more than does the stone we fling
Into the great sea fill all the bosom of the deep;
No more than does the mote, which in the sunbeam floats, fill
All of space.
O soul-speech! not until we sleep
And wake to higher life shall it be ours,
Full-voiced and sweet as God’s own lips had spoke,
Breaking the silence which this life has never broke.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 131. Composition dated 1880.



Collected Poems

563

Transfiguration
1882

The fog crept up and covered all the hills,
As if God trailed His mantle from the heights,
The lofty mountain heights that stood beyond,
Transfigured in the glory of the sunset lights.
Ah! how shall words paint colors such as those?
How frame the sunset glory in mere sound?
The ruby walls, the jasper peaks which rose
Above the shrouded hill-tops like a crown?
’Twas like a new creation! no more uplift
Were the bare, frowning mounts that through the day
Had walled us in. Their cold gray peaks,
Their rock-ribbed fronts, they all had passed away.
And there, as if the gates had dropped ajar—
The gates that lie upon the Border Land,
Disclosing to Earth’s vision all the heights

Where God’s redeemed in the new life shall stand—

Uprose the mountain in a flood of gold,
Luminous as the Sun, with banks where flowed
Rivers of rubies, sapphires melted down,
And all outspread where peaks of amber glowed.
Below, the cold gray fog spread like a sea,
A pall between me and the mountains grand,
Even as Death’s darkness lies between us here
And the bright glories of the Better Land.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 131. Composition dated 1882.
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The Soul’s Release
1882

(On the death of a mother.)

You must not deem her dead, although her grave
Is made beneath the cloudless Summer skies;
Although above it bend the leaf-crowned trees,
And songful birds pour out their symphonies
From the green boughs whose shadows round her fall;
Though golden sunbeams kiss her head and feet,
And her dear presence from your home has gone,
And lonely-hearted you sit there and weep.
’Tis but the Night-time for her body’s rest—
The fair sweet Morning of her soul’s release;
The grave, the door through which her footsteps pressed
To the fair hill-tops of eternal peace.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 132. Composition dated 1882.
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The World’s First Christmas
1882

Under the starry skies, outspread like a
Glorious curtain o’er the sacred hills
And fair green plains of Judea’s holy land,
Watching their flocks, the ancient shepherds sat.
The tinkling waters of a silver brook
Made melody beneath the graceful palms;
The dark-hued olive dropped its ashen leaves,
Raining soft shadows on the crystal stream
Whereon the moonlight slept, while the far stars
Looked down, as to another heaven, where
Jordan rolled, and where Gennesaret’s pure
Waters lay, world-starred, mirroring the
Midnight skies.

Men of such noble mien those
Shepherds were, with kingly brows, where thoughtfulness
Enthroned marked every line, and reverent
Faith shed, like a halo, light upon each
Dark Jewish face, touching them with such look
Of grand repose as if their souls were
Anchored fast unto some living hope.
Since fell the twilight they had sat and mused,
Not as in sullen silence, but as those
Who ponder some great thought, and turn it o’er
And weigh it well, and view it in all lights,
And by some subtle process of the mind
Sift it free from sophistry and darkful
Doubts, till, like the Sun, unclouded as its
Noon, it shines forth unhindered in the light
Of clear, unquestioned truth.

At last, of these
The eldest, he with long, dark, flowing beard,
And eye bright as the fires that burned on
Jewish altars, spoke. Ben Ezra was his
Name. His tone was full of fervor, and his
Speech dropped hope like dew, breaking the stillness
Of the quiet hour, so that the echoes
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Woke and murmured o’er his speech:
“Brothers, we

Know the prophets well, for day by day, through
The long years since childhood’s morn, in our down-sitting and up-rising we have
conned
Them o’er, and we have talked upon the
Hillsides green, and by the running brooks in
The bright noontide, and in the starlit hours
When the clear heavens seemed whispering of
Peace, of Him the Prince of Peace, whose coming
For we wait. Last night I dreamed, as silver-lipped the stream murmured in its
melodious
Speech of running waters beside me where
I slept, the emerald grasses for my
Pillow, and the starlight dropping in a
Tender flood of radiance, while the Moon
Hid her bright face for a few moments’ space
Behind the shining whiteness of a cloud.
All yesterday, you know, our speech was full
Of Him for whom all Israel waits—the
Mighty One, the Promised, who shall bring to
Us deliverance from Caesar’s yoke, and
Make Jerusalem again the glory
Of the Earth. Well, as I said, I slept; my
Sleep at first profound and dreamless; then
Something seemed to touch me, and my inner
Senses fill with beatific vision.
Like Israel, our father, in the
Ancient days, I saw down-reaching from the
Starry heavens a ladder, with its rounds
Of light, like the spun gold of sunbeams. ’Twas
Slender as the spider’s web, and yet it
Shone, lighting the night with radiance that
Dimmed the brightness of the moon, so bright the
Brightest sunbeams of the noon would have seemed
Black beside it; while down it came, descending
With a step as light as Summer air, with
Face o’ershadowed with cherubic wings, and
Form enwrapped in robes of trailing glory,
Fairer than the white light of the awak’ning
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Day, an angel messenger. I felt its
Breath upon my spirit, as whispering
With a still small voice it said, “The blessing
Of the Highest, O son of Israel!
Rest on thee and on thy people, for lo!
The fullness of the time has come, and
Zion’s King is waiting at her gates.”
Scarce had Ben Ezra’s story ended, while
His listeners sat in wondering silence
Round him there, when lo! the heavens grew bright,
The infinite skies stood wide asunder,
And a glory that was not of Earth
Lighted the hills, and all the plains waxed
Into splendor, and before them stood a
Form in whiteness brighter than the Sun, and
More irradiate than diamonds in
Its lustrous shining. With open wings spread
Wide, it came downward from the midnight skies.
“Fear not,” it said, and its angelic speech
Was like the melody of song, “for unto
You I bring glad tidings of great joy; for
Unto you is born on this glad day the
Savior promised, which is Christ the Lord.” The
Angel ceased, and lo! such multitude of
Heavenly hosts from the invisible
Deeps of air outsprang, it seemed as Heaven
Had down-dropped to the Earth, and all its
Glory poured upon the sacred hills of
Judea, and the Earth waked to their music;
Not an echo but seemed angel-tongued. Birds
Filled the trees and trilled melodies of Eden;
The rivers were like lutes and poured melodious
Symphonies of waters; every breeze-touched leaf was lipped with song, and from the
Flowers unfolding there arose from ’midst
Their dewy petals a tide of fragrant
Incense, with sweet, harmonious undertone
Of praise.

But over all rang the angelic
Chorus, “Glory to God in the highest,
And on Earth peace, and good will to men!”
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II.

O angel hosts above Judea’s hills,
The Earth drinks in the melody you pour
Through all the starry spaces. The hills lift
Up their heads as they would thrust them
Farther heavenward, and wave their cedars
In bannered gladness. The little brooks leap
Down and their waters pour in hallelujahs,
While fresh melody is hid in Jordan’s waves.
O hour so fair, so full of flowery fragrance,
Poured like incense sweet on Night’s dim altar!
What means the glory of that rising star?
Like God’s eye it shineth in the East, and
The starry spheres fall on their faces as
It brightens when they would worship. Even
The air is pulseless, and a smile is on
Nature’s face as if God’s hand had touched her.
Ah, and it hath! God’s self is there. No eye
Did see His coming, but as a little
Babe at Bethlehem, God hath put on the
Garments of our flesh, and angels pour the
Melody of “Peace on earth, good will to men.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 132. Composition dated 1882.



Collected Poems

569

On the Beach
1884

Across the waveless bay I look afar—
The winds are sleeping, and the waters dream
To where the islands like a golden bar
Lie on the pulseless deep; the sunset gleam
Has paved a golden path across the deep,
‘Touching the West; a crimson curtain hangs
With fold on fold along the horizon’s sweep.
What lies behind it? Lo! a shining star

Through a faint rift—a jeweled spring
Could we but touch, mayhap the gates ajar
Would swing, the wide infinite deeps of air

Might float some echo that our ears would reach
Of spirit life upon the other shore.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 133. Composition dated 1884.
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“To You This Day a Christ Is Born.”
(Christmas, 1885.)

O arching skies! starlit and glorified,
Bending above Judea’s hills, where low
Gennesaret sleeps and Jordan pours its tide,
What power has touched you that you brighten so?
Lo! the far East, expanding high and wide,
As if some mighty comet were unfurled,
Or else some curtain from this lower world
Were lifted and heaven’s gates flung open wide!
And, hark! the tremulous trees in music break;
The running brooks take on angelic tone;
The flowers breathe in melodious undertone,
And grasses to symphonious utterance wake.
Judea’s hills are touched with glory, too,
They lift their tops in reverent worship all,
And birds in praise unto each other call,
And brighten still the wide expanse of blue.
Upon the midnight hills the shepherds kneel,
Their gaze uplifted to the opening skies,
While reverent wonder fills their waiting eyes,
As the cleft blue the heavenly hosts reveals.
“Glory to God!” O song of songs they sing,
“And peace on earth;” Heaven bends in mercy sweet;

“Good will to men” the angel tongues repeat,
Which Heaven and Earth with answering echoes ring.
Brightened the hills as rang the angels’ song,
And wide asunder waxed the starry skies,
And sweeter grew th’ angelic symphonies,
“For lo! to you this day a Christ is born!”
O tidings glad that through the ages ring!
O day of days that to the race belongs!
We kneel as knelt Judea’s shepherd throngs
And hail the Christ, Redeemer, Lord and King!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 133.
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Truth’s Twilight and Dawn
1885

In the old days when gods filled all the skies
And peopled all the heights that to the Sun
In their proud solitary majesty arise,
Where daylight’s last rays linger when the day is done,
When Neptune ruled the seas, and Phoebus stole

His father’s burning chariot from the Sun,
And drove his fiery steeds with slackened rein;
When proud Jove thundered, and Vulcan’s mighty stroke
Smote the still air until it shuddering woke
From silence; and bloody Mars marshaled his train
For awful wars, and men walked blind,

Smitten by angry gods and helpless in their snare,
Tortured by doubt and by unspoken dread,
Lifting dumb hands to gods they knew not where

To find, but who somewhere in infinite deeps o’erhead
Held godlike state, and mighty revels kept,

Life was scarce worth the living—’twas the twilight time
Of Truth—man’s faith, his spirit-nature slept.
Yet then were intellectual giants;
Homer sang in strains that bade defiance
In their grand deathlessness to latest time;
And Virgil, in his strains not less sublime,
Sang for the ages; Socrates, the king
Of ancient wisdom, uttered thoughts that ring
Through the Today of men; he almost laid
Hold of Faith’s white mantle; men eager stayed

Hungry for something that he could not give,
For some grand hope that would undying live,
They read of Hades and Tartarus dark,
Of awful Pluto, and of him whose bark—
The Silent Boatman—bore men’s helpless souls
Down the dark current which Death’s river rolls;
Of Cerberus, that hundred-headed monster who
Guards the gate of Hades, and from whom they know
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Of no escape; of the dread Furies there
In Pluto’s realm, whose cup of dark despair
And awful torment men must ever drain,
While torn and maddened by their deathless pain.
What wonder, then, that ’mid these pangful fears
Men longed for visions, longed for gods to speak
And chase away the doubts of doubting years;
What wonder that they held that prayers were weak,
Since to them from the god-filled deep
Of skies no answer came—the tortured air,
Rent by their cries of yearning and despair,
Gave naught but voiceless silence, and their hearts
Fed on themselves, and gnawed till Hope was dead.
And Doubt consumed them, and their dumb gods fled
Among the innumerable stars so far,
So pitiless, men turned at length to Fate—
That awful Thing—relentless, cruel, blind, unconquerable.
Then came the Dawn! far in the East it broke,
Among Judea’s hills its splendor stirred,
When God from star-lit skies to shepherds spoke,
And “Peace on earth, good will to man” was heard.
No more the darkness of the soulless Doubt,

No more the gods of mythologic story!
Ring the old age of helpless torture out,

Ring in the new of Revelation’s glory.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 133. Composition dated 1885.
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Eternity
1885

I said, when I am “dead the world will be the same,
The happy Sun will shine, and the sweet Winter’s rain
Will come to wake the early flowers, whose perfume sweet
Will fill the golden air; the fair, high stars will greet
Fond, loving eyes, and e’en as in the long ago
I heard the old, old story, they shall hear and know—
Those glad young lovers who in after years shall come

And find such fresh, new joy in living when I’m done
With all earth has to give, when in this world for me
Is but the grass-clad, narrow grave wherein I sleep,
Anear, perhaps, the soft whispering of the sea,
And where their silent watch the lofty mountains keep.
But O the glory of the waking from that sleep
Unto the life beyond, with its eternal sweep!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 134. Composition dated 1885.
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Let Me Find Thee
1885

Within my heart a great, strong tidal wave
Uplifts me far above the quiet calm
Of every day’s weak, unimpassioned life—
Lifts me to high yearning; I stretch out my arm
To God and Heaven, my soul’s crying rife
With strong desire that God Himself would show
Me something of Himself, teach me to know
What God-is. I see his hand in all things
In this fair world; each happy bird that sings,
Each golden ray of sunshine, each soft breeze,
Each blade of grass, the tall and stately trees,
The fragrant flowers, the laughing brooks, the sea,
The mountains, all voice Deity to me.
But through Thy heart, O God! let me find Thee!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 134. Composition dated 1885.
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Our Larger Life
1885

What is existence worth without the soul’s
Enlargement? To be, to breathe the full pure
Air, to look on beauty, hear sweet sound, and
To rejoice in the bright sunshine, enjoy
The sweets of taste, the charm of odorous
Fragrance, the rich gladness of our pleasant
Friendships, the romance of Love’s rainbowed beauty,
The gold which Plenty brings to purchase pleasure
Is not life. These alone touch not the brim of
Being, but are the shallows of its great
Sea, the light and sportive ripples that play
Upon its surface; while its deep, infinite
Depths, which no plumb-line but that of the
Eternal e’er can fathom, lie still and
Unexplored.
There is beyond all this that
Which makes our life’s completeness—makes its sum.
What would we say of him whose whole life had been
In some old mine, wandering amid its
Sunless ways, his only firmament the
Ragged mineral roof man’s hand had hewn;
His world bounded by the black supporting
Columns carved from the bedded coal, its whole
Circumference sunless and soundless save
As lighted by some dim lamp’s glow, or
Echoing to the sound of pick and spade,
Of careless jest and laughter, or sudden
Moan of pain? Should he claim that he knew life
In all its fullness? He whose eyes had ne’er
Looked upon the Sun, or the Midnight with
Its star-sown field of worlds innumerable;
Whose ear had ne’er caught the thunderous voice
Of cataracts, or the roar of Old Ocean lashed
Into fury by the tempest; to whose

Eyes the mountains, voiceful of Omnipotence,
And on which the far skies lean, were strangers;
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To whom the emerald of the branching
Trees, the world of many-tinted blossoms,
The sunrise and the sunset glory painted
Upon the infinite canvas of the
Heavens were all unknown, undreamed of?
To whom all knowledge, save that of daily
Needs and human passions, was a closed and
Letterless book, whose lids, covered with the
Dust of his own stirless ignorance, his
Unseeking hand had never lifted?
Give me the larger life Heaven meant for man—
With soul awake, and each mental power
With the fair lustre of bright thought aglow,
Waxing in strength, and as new stars rise in
The firmament, so in the mental heavens
To constellations of new thoughts, and suns
Of truth, while my intelligence, like an
Electric flood, sweps God’s wide universe.
This is what gives to us a larger
Vision, which helps us to catch the subtle
Fullness Nature holds in forest loveliness,
And helps us see the handwriting of the
Infinite amid the stars, and to trace

Piled strata the written story of
Creation’s page; to analyze the
Elements, weigh suns and measure the deeps
Of skies; to harness the lightnings and force
Them like trained steeds to speed at our bidding,
Freighted with speech across wide continents
And under storm-tossed seas; to make the very air
Our vassal, giving it language, till with
Telephonic lips it calls for us through
Space, through soundless distance, bearing our voice,
Its every tone like some tangible thing
Of life, to ears listening afar.
Life like this takes hold upon the Infinite,
It treads the outer vestibule of God’s
Presence, breathes the air which sweeps around His

Amid the old and hoary rocks of Earth’s
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Purposes, rests in the cradle of His
Providence, and hourly hears His voice.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 134. Composition dated 1885.
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Cradled with God
(Lines on the death of a little child, 1885.)

We call thee dead, sweet baby, but our earthly eyes are blind,
We cannot look beyond the twinkling star,
Unto the land with golden gates ajar,
Where life and light in endless glory shine.
Thou art not dead! Thy little life, so sweet, so pure, so fair,
Just budded here, and then an angel came.
We call him Death—we do not know the name
He bears in Heaven among the bright ones there.

He touched thy lips and breathed upon thy face till it grew white—
Thy little hands like folded lilies lay—
Oh, the sweet beauty of that breathless clay!
And then with him you vanished from our sight.
Blessed baby! Now thine eyes
Open wide in Paradise;
And the loving Savior’s breast
Is the cradle for thy rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 135.
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Christ Is Born
1886

The great world slept, while the soft, starry light
Of midnight skies fell on its hills and plains.
Upon Judean slopes the shepherds kept
Their watch of the great flocks which roamed through the
Long months the hillsides o’er, feeding the juicy
Grasses on, and ’mid the emerald of
The Winter ways, looking like white blooms on
The landscape far, dotting the meadowy
Green with waving light, or, like a drift of
Snow, covering the heights where sweet, green-bladed
Grass turned up its million spears.
The night was
Still. Earth lay as if expectant, wrapped in
Perfect silence, save the low murmur of
The running brook, or echoing undertone
Of Jordan’s rushing waters. As if Earth held her
Breath, but faintest breezes stirred, just pulsing
The myriad leaves and wafting faintly
The odorous breath of flowers. The night-bird’s voice
Was still, his wings folded ’mid the starlit
Trees. The cricket slept, and all the countless
Myriad voices of the night were hushed.
As neared the midnight, lo! the shepherds slept
And dreamed of Israel’s greatness, dreamed of
Him the Wonderful, their promised King, whose
Coming should make free his chosen people.
In visions of the night Jerusalem
Was glorious with His presence, and
Mighty Rome was trembling at His power.
Dissolved her conquering armies at His

The warm sunrise her mighty cities. The
Foot of haughty Roman pressed no more the
Neck of Israel. All nations bowed the
King of kings before. Resplendent in his
Brightness, the glory of God’s chosen

Voice, crumbled‘her thrones, and melted like dew in
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People shone,
O dream of dreams the ages
Long had nursed! O promise glad that now had
To its sweet fulfillment come! What woke the
Shepherds from their dreamy rest? What stirred their
Pulses to a quickened throb? What filled their
Hearts with gladness, all too full for speech? their
Eyes with wrapt wonder as they upward
Lift them to the skies?

The darkness flees, the
Skies asunder stand, and down the star-strewn
Spaces pour the host of Cherubim. Each
Starry sphere echoes the angel anthem.
Celestial wings brighten the deeps of air.
Faces of Seraphim that have grown bright
Where God’s own glory shines “unhindered and
Undarkened by a sun,” resplendent fill
The skies, while light, such as would put the noon-
Day Sun in black eclipse, fills the blue vault
Above.
Then burst seraphic tones upon
Their ravished ears. “The angel Israfel,
Who hath the sweetest voice of all God’s
Creatures,” led there the heavenly choir. Stars
Knelt in worship as the cherubic strains
Rang out amid their spheres. The everlasting
Hills bent low their heads, and the uplifted
Mountains glowed like altar fires. The low winds
Were tuned to melody; each leaf was song,
Each blade of grass breathed full-voiced symphony,
Each running brook took voice of praise,
And all the rivers broke into tumultuous
Anthems, and the billowy seas joined in
With the triumphant chorus. But over
All rang out the angel’s song, “Glory to
God in the highest, peace on earth, good will
Toward men, for unto you a Christ is
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“Peace and good will,” the echoing world
Resounds, “for Christ is born.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 135. Composition dated 1886.
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No Place Where God Is Not
1886

In the still night I sat with self
And looked to worlds afar,
And said, “Now climb, O mind! O thought!
And pass from star to star.
“Speed, with thy silent, unseen wing,
To utmost verge of space;
Traverse the orbit of the Sun,
The paths of comets trace.
“Out to the farthest silent verge
Where shining planets swing;
Find, if thou canst, the boundary
Where worldless voids begin.
“Find, if thou canst, where God is not,
Where all is nothingness,
Where sound is dead, nor motion stirs,
Where never atoms press.”
On, on my fancy took its flight,
Still suns on suns arose,
Beyond where human telescope
The starry deeps disclose.
Still on, and orb-crowned firmaments
Uprose before my sight,
And overwhelming amplitudes
The suns and planets light.

Ellipses endless sweep away
Round which the planets spin;
Still sounds the music of the spheres,
As stars together sing.
Millions of ages bear me on
With flight as swift as light,
But still the star-sown space is spread
Far out before my sight.
Ah, soul! forever on and on
Might speed the wings of Thought,
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But still no frontier would be found,
No point where God is not.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 136. Composition dated 1886.
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The Immortal Pathway
1886

I see a pathway in the deep blue sky,
A pathway that hath been hewn all silently
And paved with clouds by some air-force unseen.
And stretched through heaven its farthest poles between.
My thoughts o’ertravel it and take their course
With the wild eagle who rushed screaming hoarse
From the far cliff, his strong gaze sunward turned
As he could pass beyond this lesser world
To the Sun’s front, or to the light-hid stars
Which twinkle downward through Night’s purple bars,
Cutting the gloom with silvery javelins,
Straight-lined from heaven, down which some influence springs
As spirit flashed, that touches to the deep
Of our own souls, until they rise and climb
Like the high-tide that seeks the full moonshine,
And for this deep mysterious teaching seek,
Drawn upward to a purer sense of being.
Seeing not with sight, but with the spirit seeing;
With that large insight of the open soul
Which sometimes, seemingly, doth grasp the whole

Of God’s creation—the central, throbbing heart,
With no hand on its pulse but God’s own, thrust
Through all its humanness, crushing its dust
Of sordidness, until it feels the thrill
Of all the infinite that lieth still
About it everywhere, from star and sky and boundless sea,
And the vast round Earth’s immensity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 136. Composition dated 1886.

Of God’s great universe, till man seems the larger part
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Falsehood
1890

Lo! Satan trod the mighty spaces dim,
And mused with longing in his heart to bring
Man to hell’s level, and to find some way
To lead the race from highest good away.
Plotted he vainly till before him there
Foul Falsehood stood, a blot upon the air.
Then all the air grew sulphurous with his smile,
And lowest Hell paused, listening the while
‘That Falsehood spoke, and told in fairest speech
How she would tempt men, leading all and each
To harbor her with flattery and vain lies
Which she would clothe in such a winning guise
They quick would seize them, till each conscience, deed
With her quick stabs, could any way be led,
And Truth, oft wounded, would withdraw afar,
And leave behind her not a single bar
’Twixt them and wrong.
Then Satan’s mighty head
He bent in gladness—“It is well,” he said,
“O Falsehood! thou shalt be the adjutant of Hell.
Fly earthward swift and there henceforth dwell.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 136. Composition dated 1890.
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The Triune God
1887

How can I of the unconditioned reason?
What notion hath my understanding of
It save as negation vast of the
Conditioned? Yet consciousness premises
It, and reason holds it fast as truth
Positive, truth apprehended and
Perceived, while yet beyond the full grasp of
Our finite comprehension. Yet bid me
Prove that I the infinite can conceive
Of as a thing positive, a something
Possible, and argument is dumb; she
Hath no words to show through speech of
Logical deduction the modus
Operandi of her thought. I only
Say my consciousness attesteth this, for
Of my consciousness it is fact ultimate;
Therefore, as well might you bid me to
Ascertain “What is it that precedes the
First,” or what supports the firm foundation,
As to make plain to you the process of
My knowing.
Vainly the finite seeks to
Span the infinite, and dark the way it
Wanders, until lost to all thought save the
O’erwhelming one that at the end of what
We know lies something more that we know not.
On this far frontier shall we stand and reach

No farther? As we feel the infinite
Beyond us and above o’ershadowing
Us, like God’s spirit o’er wide Chaos brooding,
Shall we turn backward feeling all effort
Vain for the mind to further strive? Shall we
Grovel in the finite, saying all beyond
Is dark, unknowable? No! there is still
A pathway we may tread, leading the mind
To where it may o’erleap the finite.



Collected Poems

587

Following this path, no limitless
Abstraction do we vainly seek to grasp,
Nor do we to no vast unclothed infinity
Outreach, at which the mind is staggered; but
Here we may lay hold of personal
Infinity, all clothed in gracious
Attributes, boundless in love and mercy,
Unlimited in all things, omnipotent
And omnipresent, filling heaven and
Earth, and through Him we truly may conceive
The limitless, e’en as we apprehend
The boundless sky, which we but see in part,
While its far bounds are set beyond our
Utmost vision. Comprehend we may not,
But we may humbly know and worship God,
Infinite and eternal, seeing him,
The invisible, through far-visioned faith,
Not face to face, with full sight comprehensive,
But “as through a glass darkly.” Meanwhile our
Consciousness, with still, deep voice, which naught can
Hinder, naught can hush, proclaims God is, and
Him conceives of as the Eternal,
Unconditioned Cause of all things. Thus, that
God is we know, and knowing we may read
Of Him. The star-sown skies in shining
Alphabet write of creative power;
The mighty mountains voice omnipotence,
And the wide sea, in never-resting waves,
Activity eternal does proclaim.
While the round Earth, set ‘mid the starry spheres,
Circling through space illimitable, speaks
Of infinitude.
Yet still how weak our
Cognizance, how small our knowledge of the
Eternal One. Eternity may shed
Its dews of knowledge on us, and the light
Of God’s presence shine around us there,
“Unhindered and undarkened by a sun,”
Refulgent in its glory, and we may
Rise from throne to throne of higher heaven;
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But still above us, o’ershadowing the
Universe, and holding in His hand stars,
Suns and systems, and shaping by His
Universal will all life, all law, sits
The Eternal, while all the hosts of heaven
Veil with their shining wings their faces from
His sight, bending in worship.
But while with
Wingéd sweep the ages roll through the bright
Effulgence of eternal years, God’s works
And ways shall we essay to know, yet

Vainly strive to compass. Our light will be
Like shadow to His light, and all our knowledge
Be to His as is the dewdrop to the
Ocean vast. In all eternity there is
No mighty Pisgah for our thought to
Climb, where we may stand o’erlooking the wide
Sweep of Infinite Intelligence and
Of Eternal Purpose, and proclaim no
Higher knowledge lies beyond us to attain.
Like the stray particles of light which God’s
Hand takes up and fashions into starry
Spheres, so shall we take up knowledge, yet not
Absorb it all, no more than all the worlds:
Of myriad stars consume the brightness
Of the effulgent Sun, or equal it
In glory. As well might we seek infinite
Space to span with our small fingers, or cast
The plumb-line of our thought to measure its
Far deeps where not an atom floats, where stars
Cease circling in its worldless void. With
Reverent hands, and faces filled with holy
Awe and wonder, shall man redeemed turn
The vast volumed pages of His Providence
And power, and find still ever added
Pages through eternal years, and, kneeling,
Worship in o’erwhelming adoration,
Feeling to old Eternity sublimer
Bliss in knowledge gained, while still upborne by



Collected Poems

589

Wingéd Progression to high and higher heights
Unending, where God more of Himself reveals.
How then, O feeble child of Time! conditioned
As thou art, and thick-hedged round with mortal
Hindrances, thy vision darkened, seeing
But in part, dost thou with feeble voice
Proclaim God is not what His own Word declares—
The Triune One! the Christ who walked with Adam
In the pleasant shade of Eden’s garden,
Who trod the fiery furnace with the
Faithful three of Israel’s sons, and who
With Abraham, of faithful souls the
Father, on Mamre’s plains talked face to face,
Discoursing of His purpose toward wicked
Sodom, and who from Manoah’s startled
Sight uprose to heaven on flaming pathway.
Wilt thou deny because the mystery
Of the godhead is beyond thee? Is this
The daring yet unspoken language of
The thought: “God cannot be beyond what man
Can think. Reason no such Being complicate
Can understand, and therefore it is not?”
And, questioning farther still, doth say, “How
Could the Almighty thus withdraw Himself
From this wide universe, and clothed in flesh,
Tread earthly fields through many-changing years?
And how can God be God, the Father and
Yet Son Divine, eternal?”
Canst thou explain what God is, or set in
Jeweled language how He no beginning
Hath, yet is and was and shall be? Or when
He on awful Sinai stood, His
Feet shod with earthquakes, until the smoking
Mount cried out in thunders, while He with His
Meek servant Moses talked, and saw the Dawn
And close of forty earthly days, as He,
Jehovah, communed with him there, how still
He held sway in heaven, and by the forces

Of His mighty will kept all the star-spangled
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Universe circling through space, each sun and
System revolving round its center?
Was heaven meanwhile unlighted by His
Glory? Did all the angelic hosts in
Silence, soundless and profound, stand
Speechless, and hell itself rejoice that for

The time God’s presence was not felt where Hate
Rebelled against its power? Did he, the
Humble Galilean, speak but in bold
Assumption when He himself as “from

Above” proclaimed, while men “are from
Beneath,”

And bade them with His voice, “Come unto me?”
Was it as man the prophets spake of Him
When crying in the wilderness, as herald
Of the Christ, he of Him said: ‘The Lamb of
God behold, who taketh the world’s sins away?”
Or was it but a human soul that passed

From cross-crowned Calvary when the Earth was
Rent in horror, and from the opened graves

The dead came forth, and the Sun hid its face
Above the Crucified?

O world without a Saviour! The sin-burdened
Soul shrinks from the thought. But all the ages
Down, in symphony as sweet as heaven’s
Music, swept from the harps of high archangels,
Sounds the Christ-voice to fainting souls:

“Ye believe in God—believe also in Me.”

Referring to a sermon preached in Los Angeles on January 9, 1887: “Reason is not competent
to the discovery of all religious truth; at the same time no truth can be repugnant to the
essential laws of thought, or is clearly and self-evidently unthinkable. This is axiomatic.
Now apply this principle to a doctrine widely held to be the chief corner-stone of the
Christian religion, indeed its acceptance to be the condition of salvation, viz: the doctrine of
the Trinity. Is it even unthinkable? . . . It is an essential part of the doctrine of the Trinity
that the omnipotent, omniscient and omnipresent God, the creator and upholder of all
things, He whose creative wisdom, directing power and personal presence in each of the
innumerable worlds throughout this boundless sea of space—in that burning sun whose
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light, traveling at the rate of nearly 200,000 miles per second, has not yet reached our world,
are as necessary as they are here; He whose center is everywhere, and whose circumference is
nowhere, who, as the Apostle says, is above all, and through all and in all, withdrew from
all of the other portions of His universe and so concentrated Himself, so focalized His being,
so divested Himself of the very attributes of His nature, the essential elements of His
godhead, as on this mote in the air to be born a human child, through the usual process of
growth to become a man, to be baptized—think of it! (according to this doctrine, John the
Baptist baptized the infinite and illimitable God,) to be insulted as a religious innovator,
and finally crucified. Ten thousand thousand times it has been declared that Christ was
truly and properly God! that in the form of a man the infinite Jehovah sojourned on the
earth, and yet by general consent He was crucified and laid in the tomb; and this to recover
as much as possible from the frightful, the overwhelming disaster occasioned by His own
circumvention by the devil—a being whom He Himself created. Now, if this whole general
scheme is not a downright, out-and-out absurdity, will any man tell me what an absurdity
is?”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 137. Composition dated 1887.
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Beyond
1887

Life’s noon has come, and in its glare,
When all the world stands scarred and white,
I turn and look unto the light.
But not to gold of morning skies,
When life was young and fair;
When cradled in its clear sunrise
I saw before me there
Long plains of years, while golden dreams
Of days to come made days more fair;
While Hope’s glad sunshine everywhere
Made shadowless the perfect day.
Not backward do I turn at noon
To the sweet dawns of yesterdays,
To singing-birds and flower-strewn ways,
With dewy paths and hedges green;
But forward through the shadowed scene
Where Sunset’s slanting beams are shed,
And there with longing fix my eyes
Beyond the shadows of the plain.
For there, beyond the sunset skies,
Faith sees bright gleams of glory shine,

She sets the golden gates ajar
That rise beyond the shadow’s pale,
And sees the glory shining through—
The light that is of sun nor star;
And then I say good-night to Care,
And Doubt is chained, and life is fair.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 138. Composition dated 1887.
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The Sabbath
1890

O blue sky! ye brighter seem today
Than other days as ye above us bend,

And sweeter blow the breezes which do lend
Such comfort to us on their wingéd way.

The Sun stole up the amber heights of Dawn,
And God’s own voice spake through the golden Morn,
And blessed the Day—to man His richest boon.
O day of rest! thy hallowed hours we love,
Serenely breathing. Labor folds her hands,
And tyrant Toil with lash no longer stands;
Peace broods above us like a white-winged dove.
O day of rest! O day that leads us home!
Eden yet lingers in your blesséd hours,
And Hope unfolds afresh her fragrant flowers,
Heaven nearer draws and angels whisper “Come!”
Earth’s cares and turmoil sink from us away
The soul hath larger vision and it sees
Life broadening into wide eternities
Of sacred joy and everlasting day.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 139. Composition dated 1890.

Ye are as fair as when o’er Eden’s bloom
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His Ways
1891

God’s ways are not our ways, and dim and dark
Sometimes they seem, and sorrow-filled,
As if all joy had died, and Grief distilled
Her tears in liquid fire. Then, then, O hark!
God speaks! Be not afraid, my child,
Though tempests. rave and storms break wild;
For I am near, behind the sullen dark,
My hand upon the helm, I guide thy bark.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 139. Composition dated 1891.
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“Lo! I Am with Thee Alway.”
1891

The Master’s work was done—complete and fair
As is a rounded star or shining sun,

His earth-life shone, and everywhere
Earth’s thousand tongues seemed whispering, “Well done!”
The flowers breathed sweeter incense where He stood,
The rivers caught an undertone of song,
The wind breathed softer in the sighing wood,
The palms seemed bearing yet His praise along;
And round the open grave where He had lain
A glory lingered that was not of earth,
For vanquished Death lay there, and slain
Were Fear and Doubt—celestial Hope had birth.
O land so fair! here had the angels sung
Of peace, good will to men; upon these hills
The star had shone, the blesséd day begun
Beside Judea’s softly-flowing rills.
Here He, a lowly babe in Bethlehem,
Slept in a manger, all His Godhood hid
Beneath the flesh, as thus He came to them,
His face so flower-like, each tender lid
Shutting the light from out His sleeping eyes
Through which His soul looked in divinest calm,
As does the Moon from out the midnight skies.
His presence brought but blessedness and balm,
And the sad Earth turned once again its face
Toward sinless Eden, and Heaven nearer drew,
And looking upward, lo! our sinful race
Drank Hope’s sweet wine as Summer drinks the dew.
But as He older grew, beside Him walked
Sorrow and weariness and earthly scorn,
And of His deeds so slightingly had talked
High priest and Pharisee, and oft the Morn
Looking between its shining bars of gold
Had seen Him in some desert place apart,
Bearing the sins of all the races old
Like a sharp arrow in His bleeding heart.
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But still He loved men, and the dead he raised,
The leper healed, the blind gave sight again,
The lame leaped in their gladness while they praised
And held Him highest of the sons of men.
The storied palms had heard his gracious speech,
And olive trees had listened as He spake,
“O deaf ears, hear! let full sound come to each;
O dead, who sleep, arise ye and awake!”
But still for Him had come the Cross, the tomb,
From His dead palm He let life’s scepter fall
Ere He had reached His manhood’s early noon,
And Earth was rent as for His funeral pall.
But He had risen! and now toward Bethany,
Past gardens fair with oleander’s bloom,
Past swaying vines and sweet pomegranate tree,
And olive groves, and where the palms make room
For the soft sighing of the warm south wind,
Climbing the steeps of Olivet, He walked
With His disciples, and He called to mind
All prophets had foretold of Him, and talked

The many millions living everywhere,
The many millions that His heavenly ken,
Sweeping the future as it opened there,
Before His sight, saw down the years of Time,
Peopling the green Earth, breathing its sweet air,
Some following Him and living lives sublime,
Some wandering with heavy loads of care,
Worshiping earth idols—things dumb and cold,
As they could make their sinful lives more fair

And there beneath the shining sky He stood
Lifting His hands which yet the nail-prints bore,

The cruel nails that held them to the wood—
Those holy hands, so blessed evermore!
His face was like the Sun in shining—clear
As the starry midnight were His wondrous eyes;
They mirrored Heaven, as we, when drawing near,
See waters mirror all the bending skies.

So tenderly of Heaven’s great love for men—

Or lift them upward to Heaven’s blessed fold.
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O voice divine! the winds grew hushed and still,
Breathing but balm amid the olive trees
And the cool palms upon the holy hill.
Never before heard Earth such words as these
That Jesus spake upon that blessed height
To His disciples standing with wrapt eyes
Drinking His speech as Day does drink the light
When Dawn unbars the gold within its skies.
The little town upon the hill was nigh,
And Zion’s towers, resplendent in the Sun,
But no white angels flashed into the sky,
Filling the heavens, as when His life begun;
His presence was enough; Earth knew her King,
The waiting heavens on trembling hinges hung;
The sleeping stars with a strange thrill were waking,
And heavenly harps to higher strains were strung.
Sweet as the voice of rivers in the Spring
To the dry Earth, dear as to Night its stars
The words He spake unto those listening,
And also unto us—no long time bars
Our hearts from Him, no centuries stay
The sunlight of His presence and His grace:
“For lo!” He said, “I am with you alway,
Though ye may not behold me face to face.”
O Presence sweet! our waiting ears are glad;
No words outblown from the far, starry spheres,
If their pure speech could on this Earth be had,
Could stir us so as these which through the years—
The long, long years of blessed Christendom—
Come thus hope-laden to us, breathing still,
As flowers breathe of the Sun, as stars of light—
Of Christ with us to work His holy will—
His love with us as we go forth to bear,
As He did bid us tidings of His grace,
Blessing us always, with us everywhere,
Our hearts His temple and His dwelling place.
O blessed Christ! shall e’er our footsteps stray,
Our hearts be slow to do Thy bidding here,
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When Thou hast said, “I am with thee alway,
And what is dark my love shall yet make clear.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 139. Composition dated 1891.
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All Is Well
1891

The dim, dark shadows lie asleep
Upon the hills, upon the sky,
As sails the low Moon’s crescent by
Upon the West’s far, starlit deep.
O starry isles, how far ye seem!
And yet how bright and shining clear,
As if Heaven’s golden sands were near,
As if its sun did on you beam.

O twinkling, starry isles of light!
Do pain and sorrow haunt your shores,
Have Death and Silence open doors
Through which your loved ones pass from sight?
Do weary hearts throb ’neath your skies,
Loving yet unloved, do they beat
With heavy longing for the sweet
Still slumber that the grave supplies?
I do not know, I cannot tell,
No voice the starry silence stirs,
Though bend in prayer the swaying firs,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 140. Composition dated 1891.

Faith only whispers, “All is well!”
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Our Unseeing Eyes
1892

We talk of marvels that our eyes have seen;
Of world-old pyramids defying Time;
The gray and sad-eyed Sphinx with stony gaze,
Looking the bleachéd sands of the desert wastes
Across; of Memnon, who, with each rosy
Morn’s first kiss of light, breaks that deep spell of
Silence to breathe one strain of melody
Into the ear of the young Day, waking
Within the cradled gold of Sunrise;
Of mighty Alps, the throne of rushing winds
And awful avalanche—mountains the stars
Companion with, and which know the mystery
Of the upper air; of the dread thunders with
Cloudy hands beating against the stars—
Sentinel heights, moveless in majesty.
We talk of leaping, foam-lipped cataracts
Pouring the mad anthems of their watery
Tides, and of great surging seas with billows
Bellowing to the storm, as if afar
Our steps must pass to behold Earth’s wonders.
O blind! for our eyes are hid from seeing,
We note not where God walks, nor where His hand,
Under our very feet, before our eyes,
Works daily miracle. This tiny blade
Of grass; this opening flower; this perfect
Leaf are marvels wondrous. This tall tree
Half heavenward lifted, catching the light
Among its boughs, its leaves burnished with gold,
And answering to the kiss of the soft breeze
With tremulous whispering, is God’s thought
Made manifest. The color of the rose;
The fragrant purple of the violet;
The whiteness of the perfect lily’s bloom,
And the sweet gaze of pansies looking up;
The morning-glory’s bells swung on the vine,
Hanging ’twixt Earth and Heaven, as waiting
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The touch of angels to ring celestial
Melodies; the perfect painting of the gay
Poinsettia’s leaf, glowing as the sunset;
The lotus, dreaming by its sleeping tides;
The pink, rosy as the cheek of beauty;
The orange when its buds do burst
Into a rhythm of glad fragrance sweet;

The purple of the heliotrope, with
Breath like the frankincense burned on altars
Old; the varied bloom, like that which blazing
Shines in the fire-opals of the far-off
Orient, seen ‘mid the many hundred
Petals gay of that proud flower which blooms
Through the long months of Autumn-time;
The green and lace-like fern delicately
Wrought, each hair-like line filled with perfection—
All these are marvels we oft fail to note,

Though thick as golden sunbeams round us spread.
O the mystery of Growth! of color

And of form! Soundless the little blades creep
Up and lengthen day by day; noiselessly
Does the rose unfold its tiny bud and burst
Into full flower. Silently the tree
Springs from the soil, uplooking to the clouds,
And the green leaf unfolds unto the light,
And round us everywhere the miracle
Of growth expands without our heeding it.
Truly, O brothers! are we not blind indeed?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 140. Composition dated 1892.
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The Unspoken Mystery
1892

Life wrapped me round so full, so deep, so fair,
Yet being’s mystery touched me everywhere.
I sought the secret which the rose might tell,
But not a whisper from its petals fell.
Silence wrapped all the solemn mountains round,
Their rock-hewn lips held neither breath nor sound.
‘The blue sky smiled and showed a deeper blue,
Yet golden sunbeams filtered speechless through.

And dews wept tears, but still did silence keep.

I asked the Wind then rushing wild and free,
Shaking the land and ploughing up the Sea:

O Wind! sky-born, in all the deeps of air,
Where is the genesis of being, where?

The great Sea crept along the beach sands white,
And the wild winds sank moaning through the Night;
A little babe cooed softly in my arms,
Flower-like and sweet its many budding charms,

Seemed radiance of some unknown atmosphere.
O pure, white soul! so lately come to earth,
Tell me the mystery of Being’s birth.
The baby smiled, lifted its starry eyes,
But language had not for it sweet replies.
But still the secret of its life it spoke
In every smile that ’neath its eyelids woke.

Maker of life, and mightier than Fate,
His breath is life, He speaks, and lo! we are,
And so is Earth, and Sun, and shining Star.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 141. Composition dated 1892.

The starlight voiceless fell through Night’s vast deep,

And from its eyes the soul’s light, gleaming clear,

God’s touch was there, the Infinite, the Great
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“Faith Crowned My Soul at Last.”
1897

Into the vast of Silence passed I, where
Is naught but mystery; God alone is there—
And light, for He is Light—and worlds unborn,
And space that hath not looked at any morn
With earth-light on it; so far, so far
That the clear shining of Earth’s farthest star
Would darken ere its light had passed
Through the wide circle of that boundless Vast.
And there I stood, a mote, an atom small,
Within the center of that wondrous all
Of space; vast spheres in their wide orbits sped,
And Time grew pulseless till itself was dead.
Yet unafraid I stood, stood smiling there,
Feeling that God was near, that ev’rywhere,
Above the darkness and the empty wild
His presence was, His eye upon His child.
And lo! at length, with firm, uplifted eye,
I saw the glory of His smile pass by,
And all the darkness brightened silently;
And wings of light bore up my soul afar,
Beyond the outpost of Time’s farthest star.
Wide oped the gates of Bliss, their threshold passed,
With sinless life Faith crowned my soul at last.
My Father greets me there, “and I am I,”
To be forever, nevermore to die,
Sealed with the seal of God’s eternity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 141. Composition dated 1897.
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My Unknown Self
1899

I do not know myself, unfathomed, I
Live on from day to day, my destiny
To be forever. Oh, when shall I unfold
Some knowledge of myself, when shall be told
What God knows of me—of that soul
Which makes the I of me, which is the goal
Of my self-seeking. God is and I am,
Spark of His being I, from Him I sprang,
For God is life and light, and boundlessly
He is, and was, and shall be, filling space,
The omnipresent One from whose great face
No soul can flee. Oh, what is Mind, what lies
In the vast chamber of its mysteries?
Dull, soulless matter holds not any seed
Of human thought. It does not ever breed
Or hope or fear or aspiration high,
Or dream of life or ceaseless destiny.
’Tis th’ God-nature in me that makes me rise,
Seeking to know all being’s mysteries;
That giveth thought unto the senseless clay,
God-fashioned and mind-clothed, and which alway
Outreacheth upward, which at last shall spring
O’er Death’s great border and take living wing
Into God’s presence, always for aye to be
Kindred with Thee, Spirit-immensity.
’Twas some of Thine own life which Thou didst breathe
Into the form Thou fashioned and didst weave
In new-created Man a living soul,
The highest link between Thee and the whole
Of Earth. Man, Spirit, God:

This the great chain of being. No more shall plod,
Like a mere worm of dust, this soul of mine,
As I perceive my being is like Thine.
Father of all, Thy child, I cling to Thee,
Born of Thy life, breath of Infinity!
When time shall cease, and sun and stars shall pale
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Before Thy greater glory, I shall exhale
The last of earthliness, the last that dies,
And unto endless, godlike being rise.
Millions on millions shall the years pass by,
Yet still unfolding, growing still am I.
What measures for my spirit can I know,
When there’s no goal where I shall cease to grow?
Ceaseless, Infinite and Eternal Thou!
Finite, and yet undying I, I bow,
The shadow of Thyself, O God, to Thee,
Creator, Father, blessed Deity!
The effluence of Thy life pervading mine
Until it grows more fully like to Thine,
And each day, Father, nearer unto Thee
My soul shall rise throughout eternity.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 141. Composition dated 1899.
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The Better Land
1901

And strews beside me Hope’s most fragrant flowers,
On every shining wave they find a place.
There is no shadow in the azure skies,
As I drift nearer to the golden West,
And black-winged Doubt afar most quickly flies,
While Faith’s bright pinions o’er my bark do rest.
Beyond the West, beyond Time’s tidal deeps,
Fair shores of bliss beyond my dim sight lie,
But Faith upholds them, and her vision sweeps
The boundless realms of Immortality.
And God is there, and friends passed on before,
And Joy’s white wings above its vales are spread;
Life there is deathless, love forevermore
In radiant fullness is unceasing shed.
O blessed land! home of the soul above,
No night is there, no sorrow, pain or sin;
The key of Jesus’ own forgiving love
Unlocks thy gates, and He will lead us in.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 142. Composition dated 1901.
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Christ the Life
The morning of my earth-life, O how far
Lies it behind me; past my noon am I,
When golden shines the Sun within the sky;
I near the hour when shines the Evening Star.
Yet morning lies beyond—the better morn
Which may be mine through Christ, the living way,
The glorious morning of a better day,
The clouds of Earth will flee before its dawn.
Then Joy’s day-star, how brightly will it shine,
How grand the Vast that will before me rise
When open swing the gates of Paradise,
And the dear Christ shall take this hand of mine
And lead me onward through the pastures green,
Beside still waters in that Better Land
Where the grand mounts of Peace forever stand,
And God’s own love lights all the vales between.
Why should we fear to go if Christ be ours?
Help us, O Father! in Thy love to trust,
Redeeming love which guards this earthly dust,
And triumphs o’er the grave and all its powers.
[here is no death to those who, trusting, wait;
God moves us on, and unto Him we go
To where a larger, better life we know;

What we call Death but just unlocks its gate.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 142.
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The World’s Story
1897

O would that we could know the mysteries
Of far-off times; the many hidden ways
Of long-dead feet; could look with vision clear
On that far morning when the world was young,
And men built pyramids which face today,
And first the skies upon the silent Sphinx
Looked down in their own voiceless wonderment.
O shadowed Past! the ages wrap thee round,
Yet ceaselessly hath moved unresting on
The procession vast of men and nations,
And graves are sown upon the earth as thick
As heaven’s own stars. Cities are but motes
Upon the breast of Time, blown by his breath,
Crumbling to dust of years as doth Decay
Gnaw at them with his tireless tooth, munching
So hungrily. The Nile sweeps onward and
Growth dreams in its arms, and smiles the land
Beneath its tender touch, and breaks into
Its joyous blossoming as when of old
The infant Moses, rocked by its tide, lay
In his little ark upon its breast in
The cool shadow of the rushes growing on
Its banks, and proud, great-templed Egypt held
His race in bondage. But that old Egypt long since
Did darken. O cruel Time, with
Thy large, hidden eyes turned ever to the
Future, gorging thyself upon the Present,
Today the morsel which thy hungry maw
Insatiate seizes, what of the vanished
Nations which thou hast known and nursed upon
Thy ample lap? What of the world’s heroes
That have lived, moving the world with their great
Might of mind, shaping the destinies of
Peoples before whom trembled Tyranny
And toppled the Oppressor’s throne, while his
Armies melted like the mist before the
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Dawn? Prophets and priests that stood before the
Young world’s altars are no more. The glory
Of many kingly crowns melted before
Rome’s mighty Caesars. Freedom for ages
Trod the groaning earth, robed but in sackcloth.
The clash of arms and the tread of marching
Armies drowned all the air, and Liberty
Lay in a death-like swoon for centuries.
O storied Past! O prehistoric Past!
O days that are and days that are to be,
When God’s recording angel shall have laid
Aside his pen, and written “Finis” on
The last full page of Time, shall then the luster
Of men’s later deeds brighten, like some great
Sun, the whole world’s story? Will God then say,
’Tis well, the sun is good and th’ eternal
Years will round to greater perfectness, to
Vaster worth because man was and is and
Shall be? Earth’s dross is lost, and lo! behold
The godhood in man brightens gloriously!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 142. Composition dated 1897.
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The Life That Is Free
1879

If over the River of Death there lieth

A home of rest and of joy for me,
Ah! why is it then that my spirit sigheth

And shrinks with dread from that glad To Be?
Why cling I thus fondly to earth and its sorrows;
Why shrink from the shadowless, painless Tomorrows
Of the life that is endless, the life that is free?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 143. Composition dated 1879.
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What Am I?
An atom, cipher; like a mote within a sunbeam
Here I lie, and would be never missed if lost;
And yet, even more than all Time’s mighty years,
Even more than all these myriad of stars with all their shining gold,
Studding Creation’s face like pearls, and weeping their dewy tears
In the still night-time o’er the sin-cursed earth;
Even more than all these doth my Father hold me worth,
With soul outliving all—years, stars, and Time and earth.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 143.
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JUVENILE POEMS
Fairies, nursery stories, childhood, and Christmas
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God Lighting the Stars
The stars are out, the million planetary
Spheres that light the Night. Down the far slopes of
Day the Sun hath sunk through golden doors, whose
Hinges hang upon the West.
Day wrapped her-
Self in robes of crimson and of gold, and
Like a queen stood on the threshold of the
Coming Night. A moment round her stood her
Worshipers. The wingéd breeze kissed her feet
And reverently touched her garment’s hem.
A rosy banner flamed within the West,
And a bright star flashed into splendor on
Her shining vest. The breeze-swept trees lifted
Innumerable hands and touched some unseen
Chords which poured out whispering symphonies,
And lo! a bird sprang from its nest and sang
As if the morn had come. Above him hung
A golden cloud, shaped like the gondolas
Of fair Venice, and as it swept the deep-blue
Sea of air, lo! from its side outflashed a
Shining oar of misty frailness, which the
Quick eye of a little child did see, and
Swift she spoke: “Oh, Mamma! Dod is coming
In His boat to light the stars!”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 144.
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The Fairies and the Children
Dainty little fairies sitting on the leaf
Of the golden poppy, swinging on the sheath
Of the tiger-lily, swaying in the Sun,
Laughing in the night-time when the day is done;
Dancing in the moonlight in the Summer weather,
In the open forest where you went together:
How the little children wish that they could share
All your merry frolics in the forest there!
See the poppies open all their golden doors;
See the clover fling you all its honeyed stores;
See your chambers hidden in the pretty heart
Of the wild-flowers standing in the woods apart;
See your fairy couches, where the spiders’ web
Like a silken cover o’er your forms is spread;
See your lovely dresses, made from apple bloom,
See your hair like silver shining in the moon,
And your dainty slippers on your tiny feet,
Made of scarlet rose-leaves, all so soft and sweet;
Sit down at your banquet, when your cups are filled
With the honeyed nectar from the flowers distilled;
Hide with you a moment in the lily’s breast,
Draw its leafy curtain round them while they rest,
And your wings of silver, which are so very fair,
Borrow for a moment to wander through the air,
As the happy birds do, as the fairies may,
Mounting through the starlight to the Moon away.
Ah! how many wonders they would surely see
If at a fairies’ party they could only be.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 144.
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The Story of the Fairy
Swing, swing, O poppies golden!
Upon the hillsides olden.
And pretty bluebells ring,
As on your stalks you swing,
For I think along your way
Does a beauteous fairy stray
With eyes so blue
And smiles so sweet,
With a roseleaf for her shoe,
While round her shoulders meet
Two slender lily-leaves—
She wears them for her mantle,
While the spider’s silver web
Makes a bright veil for her head,
And of lovely violets blue
Is formed her gown so new,
Falling down in softest grace
Beneath her dimpled face.
Oh, she is a tiny thing!
But don’t you think! I saw her swing
Where the tender grass grows tall and slender,
On a silver cobweb slender.

But she chanced to slip, and lo!
Almost drowned was she, I know,
In a dewdrop; but a bee,
Flying past there, chanced to see
Her vain struggles, and some way—
How he did it I can’t say—
He the fairy helped to climb
To his back; then he bore her—
For this bee, he did adore her—
To her castle builded fair
In a honeysuckle’s breast,

And laid her gently there to rest,
With her eyelids folded down
O’er her lovely eyes so blue.
Then a butterfly drew near,



Eliza Ann Otis

616

And he lent a listening ear—
Listening if he might but hear

One faint breath. At length her eyes
’Neath her lifted lids looked out,
And the butterfly and bee,
Happy in their glad surprise,
Gave the softest little shout,
And a spider overhead,
Spinning there his silver thread,
Dropped a line of gossamer
Downward from his web to her.
Then adown this shining thread,
Swift he ran, and bore to her
A small slice of beetle’s wing,
And a bit of honey dew
From a rose leaf filtered through,
And the fairy ate and drank,
Turning with a smile to thank
The spider, butterfly and bee
For their kindly courtesy.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 144.
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A Vision of Santa Claus
The other night I lay asleep,
The soft winds round me stirred,

But every other sound was hushed
Of bee and beast and bird.

The twinkling stars were overhead,
And smiling down they look

On orange groves and budding rose,
On mountain, plain and brook.

I softly slept, and then I thought
That I awake did lie;

And all at once I looked and saw
Such glory in the sky.

It lighted all the midnight trees
Till leafy shadows fell;

It filled my chamber with its light,
Till I could see quite well.

And then I heard the slightest sound
Within the chimney near;

The step was stealthy as it came,
So light I scarce could hear.

I dared not open wide my eyes,
But lay as if asleep,

While out between my half-closed lids
I cautiously did peep.

Wide sprung the door, and in my room,
While breathless peeping out,

I saw all dressed in coat and fur
Some one both tall and stout.

He was, I’m sure, some six feet tall,
A fat and jolly fellow;
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His eyes they twinkled like the stars,
Like red, ripe apples mellow,

His rosy cheeks stood out to view,
His face was round and merry,

And when he laughed his sides did shake
Just like a bowl of jelly.

He looked around this way and that,
He felt within his pockets,

And took out dolls and drums and books
And funny toy sky-rockets.

The more he took from them the more
The pockets seemed to grow,

Till they were big enough to hold
Ten thousand things, I know.

And then he went from room to room,
On tiptoe softly walking,

And peeped in every door, and then
I surely heard him talking.

“No children here, dear me!” said he,
“What is a home without them?

The blessed children! give me homes
With boys and girls about them!”

And then he gathered up his toys,
His drums and dolls and laces,

His music boxes and his books,
And stored them in their places.
Within his big blue eye;
No children here! it was enough
To make Kriss Kringle cry.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 145.
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The Story of a Wicked Fairy
Once there was a lovely fairy,
And her step it was as light
As the wind within the meadows
Chasing all the moving shadows,
And swaying blossoms bright.
And this fairy, airy maiden
She had a noble lover,
Whom a wicked fairy wanted,
And who sought him, nothing daunted,
Though she knew he loved the other.
And one day she came unto him
Looking sweeter than a rose,
For her dress she wore a lily,
And a shawl of daffodilly,
And a pansy hid her toes.
And a dewdrop bright did glisten
Like a diamond at her throat,

And the other’s smile she’d stolen,
With her hair so soft and golden,

And her voice’s silver note.
Stolen! how? When she was sleeping
Underneath the rose’s stalk,
While the blossoms bloomed above her,
And the butterflies did hover
All along the garden walk—
Through the silence, stealing softly,
Came the wicked fairy there,
Stole a rose thorn for her saber,
With it stabbed her sleeping neighbor,
Stole her smile and golden hair.
Then she took a drop of water,
Lying in the rose’s heart,
For a mirror hung it by her
On a flaming poppy’s spire.
Then she tore her robes apart.
Soiled and stained, away she flung them,
Tore her own locks from her head,
Then she took the tresses golden
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Which her wicked hands had stolen
From the beauteous fairy dead.
Round her head the silken tresses
Lay like sunny rings of light,
And the smile, so sweet and holy,
Lighted all her face with glory—
She was lovely to the sight.

Then she peeped within her mirror,
Smiled to see herself so fair.
Now, said she, I’ll win her lover,
Me he never will discover

While I wear this golden hair.
Then with swift and noiseless footsteps
She through Fairyland did go,
Till he saw and ran to meet her,
And with kisses fond did greet her,

Because he loved her so—
Dreaming not that she was other

Than the fairy he would wed,
Were not these her shining tresses,
This her smile, her hand he presses,
And this her own dear head?
And the fairy-bells ring round them—
Little bluebells in the grass,
But how sad their notes are stealing,
Oh, what is it? each is pealing
Solemn dirges as they pass.
And the dandelions bending,
And the swaying lilies fair
Brush the moisture from their faces,
Crying in their quiet places,

Weeping softly everywhere.
Overhead a bird is flying,

Wings of gold and breast of red,
And the music of its singing
With the saddest notes is ringing,
As if Joy itself were dead.
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Down the bird drops to his shoulder,
Then it nestles in his breast,
Then the noble fairy holds it
In his hand, and then he folds it
In his arms to let it rest.
Oh! what wondrous eyes ’tis lifting,
Eyes so full of tender light,
Eyes so full of earnest blessing,
Eyes so full of love’s caressing,

Eyes as blue as skies at night.
All his pulses were a-quiver,

All his soul was strangely stirred,
And he felt his whole heart turning
With a strange and tender yearning

To this lovely, bright-winged bird.
Then his hand he lifted gently,

And from out its silver case
Drew his fairy wand so slender,

Waved it o’er the bird with tender
Stroke, and lo! its lovely face,
Its bird-like form was changed again,
And, lo! the fairy that was slain
Grew fair and sweet with life again;
And then she told him how she died,
And how the wicked fairy came
And stole her smile, and stole her hair,
And sought to steal her lover, too—
The fairy King, her lover true.
Then from the wicked fairy’s face
Faded the smile; the golden curls
Which she had stolen fell away,
And there she stood, an ugly thing,
Abhorrent to the fairy King.
He lifted up his wand once more,
Swung it the wicked fairy o’er,
And she was quickly changed,
And, lo! upon the ground she hopped,
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With spotted coat and blinking eyes,
A poisonous toad. No magic art
Will ever change her back again,
A toad she always must remain.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 145.
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My Children
[“Our Boys and Girls.” Poem recited by the author on Children’s Day at the
Loan Exhibit in the new Pasadena Library Building, Feb. 11, 1889.]

All the country over,
Where the dawn is shining like a crown,
And where the glory of the sunset
Sheds its radiant brightness down;
In the Northland and in the Southland,
In the East and in the West,
The children of my love are scattered,
Yet in my heart they rest.
All the country over,
In so many other homes than mine,
With other lips to kiss them,
And other hearts to bless them,
My Boys and Girls I find.
But, then, somehow I fancy
That through Love’s necromancy
I feel the clinging of their fingers,
As my heart among them lingers,
And though they’ve other mothers—
These sisters and these brothers—
I feel they, too, are mine.
All the country over,
Many black-eyed darlings smile upon me,
And their faces, like a posy,
Are so sweet and round and rosy—
That without reviling
Any of the wildwood blossoms fair,
I say truly, there are surely
None that with these darlings can compare
For beauty and for sweetness,
For brightness and completeness,
As I meet them everywhere.

All the country over,
Sweeter than the clover
That with honey-dew is filled,
With cheeks of dimpled whiteness,
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With steps of airy lightness
Do my blue-eyed darlings greet me,
And my brown-eyed darlings meet me,
Till I have as many children
As the Woman in the Shoe;
But like her I never do
Think I have too many,
And I would not part with any.
Like doves with white wings flying,
Come their welcome letters to me,
Written with their rosy fingers;
Dimpled cheeks above them leaning,
Shining eyes above them beaming,
While their busy brains are teeming
With their fancies undefiled.
Ah, their letters! trusting letters,
Hold me like to silken fetters,
And these Boys and Girls of mine,
By some occult, wordless sign,
Know me as their friend and lover
All the wide, sweet country over.
From out the wide world’s sunny ways,
Where’er their feet are straying,
The sweetest music that I hear
Is what their lips are saying.
And fairer than the stars above
That light the midnight spaces,
And sweeter than the wayside flowers
Are their pure, happy faces.
I often dream of them by day,
These budding, sweet immortals,
And by and by I hope we may
All pass the heavenly portals;
And then I think how sweet the smile
That will light up their faces,
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As, hand in hand, we then may go
Through all the heavenly places.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 146.
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A Little Poem
Say, what do you think, little Spring,
Bubbling up so cool from the ground?
Where the grasses lean to you,
And the mosses creep near to you,
And to greet you the forest stands around?
Oh, the world I think is so fair,
With the blue sky over my head,
With the birds singing sweetly,
The flowers bloomingly meekly,
And the Sun shining down on my bed.
Say, little Brook, say, oh, whither
Are you running so swiftly away?
Here the glad birds sing to you,
And the children draw near to you,

With their white feet kissed by your spray.

I’m running on to the River,

The great, flowing river you see,
And my waters run lightly,
And they sparkle so brightly,
Because I’m glad as can be.
Oh, lovely, wide-flowing River!
Rushing on, such green banks between,
With such great cities near you,
With their splendor to cheer you,
Of what lovelier spot do you dream?
Oh, of the wide-swelling Ocean!
With white wings of ships on its breast,
With its tides flowing softly,
With its star-candles lofty,
And its waves which never do rest.
And Ocean, what do you dream of?
For you can run never away;

The continents round you
Have a prisoner bound you,
And they guard you by night and by day.
I dream of God’s wide creation,
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Of His stars, His sun and His sky,
Of His swift winds which do creep
Like His breath o’er the deep,

And the clouds which o’er me do fly.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 148.
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Lullaby Song
Baby, baby, go to sleep!
All the stars are looking down
From their chambers in the blue,
And they twinkling peep at you,
And they see the little frown
Creeping from your eyelids down.
Baby does not want to go
To her pretty chamber fair,
For she wants to watch the Moon;
And she holds her dimpled hand
Up to reach it shining there,
Begging mamma that she will
Get it for her if she can.
Baby, baby, go to sleep!
Mamma cannot reach the Moon,
Shining up amid the stars,
Peeping through the window bars;
But could mamma take it down
All the night would be so dark,
For the little stars’ bright spark
Would not make the world as bright
As the moonbeams’ silver light.
Baby, baby, go to sleep!
Mamma sings her lullaby
While you drift away so far—
Farther than the farthest star—
Where the blesséd fairies stay,
Where your little feet may stray
By the silver flow of streams,
In the far-off Land of Dreams.

Baby, baby, go to sleep!
While the fairies kiss your lips,
Pressing with their finger-tips
Both your pretty eyelids down,
Kissing out the naughty frown.
See the lovely grasses quiver,

Hear the ripples on the River
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Where upon its breast afloat
Lies your dream-filled ferryboat.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 149.
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Childhood
I see a little child; the very air
Is soft and tender to her,
The birds do sing to woo her,
And all the world, how glad it is and fair.
The mystery of sun and starry skies,
The air so softly blowing,
The streamlet gently flowing,
The path of gold that on the water lies;
The cornstalks ruffled by the summer breeze,
Their golden tassels shining,
About their green sheaths twining,
To her what wondrous fairy things are these.
And thus she muses as she stands alone,
For wondrous thoughts do cheer her
As night’s mysteries draw near her,
With a starry glory all its own,
I think when God looks on us in the night
The stars come twinkling round Him,
The Moon smiles ‘cause it’s found Him,
And then how very large it looks and bright.
And when the day comes I do think that He
Peeps right out of heaven’s door;
Looks the shining, bright world o’er,

And then He’s glad that He can look at me.
And then He drops the flowers ‘round my feet,
And all the birds go singing,
Until the world is ringing
With their songs so lovely and so sweet.
And so God walks with her by day and night,
And she hears Him in the breeze
And in the sunshine on the trees;

She sees the blessed glory of His light.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 149.



Collected Poems

631

Childhood’s Days in Winterland
Oh, how we played ‘neath the Summer sky,

Charlie and May, Willie and I!
Blue skies overhead, and singing near
The little brook with its waters clear.
And Willie built where we used to kneel
Such a wonderful little water-wheel,
That rolled and swung itself round and round
As th’ water caught it at a single bound
Over the dam, a foot high or more,
Where we fancied it rushed with a mighty roar,

And Edwin used often to canter down,
Playing at horse as he dragged around
His little cart with its cotton thills
And wheels of brass. Over the hills,
Dancing and prancing in childish glee,
Like an untamed colt, away ran he.
“Git up there, git! Whoa, horsie, whoa!”
Merrily shouting, away he’d go.
Of nodding poppies our fancies made
Many a boy and tiny maid,
Pulling the red leaves round the stem
And tying them down and making them
Serve for dresses of finest stuff,
While the stamens did for a pretty ruff,
And then, with a sharply-pointed pin,
We would mark the mouth and the two eyes in.
Many a summer palace we

Built ’mid the rocks by the maple tree;
Moss-covered rocks for velvet chairs,

Stumps and stones for our palace ‘stairs.
Mother’s dresses with splendid train

Served our use in these castles of Spain;
Silk-tiled, hats from our father’s store,

Old and battered, were brought once more;
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Charlie wore one that was tall and black,

But Willie’s had such a yawning crack!

So that through it there the sunlight stole;
But we mended it quick with make-believe
And the happiest fancies we could weave.
Then Charlie’s pumpkin man was clever,

With his gleaming smile in the darkest weather.
Two holes for eyes in the pumpkin’s side,
And a slit for a mouth that opened wide

And the candle burning away within
Lighted it up from crown to chin.
And oh, when the Winter came with snow
And with freezing breath the winds did blow,
What cared we when we were together
For the bitter cold of the Winter weather?
White and snug was our house of snow,
For Charlie and Will had dug below
Deep into the drift, and its walls were high
And its snow-arched roof shut out the sky.
And there, like a soldier brave and bold,
Fearing never a bit of the Winter’s cold,
Stood our giant snow-man, tall and white,
Afraid of nothing but warm sunlight.

And one at his side for a sword we hung;
Pelted him fast with snowballs then,
And played we were brave American men,
And he was English, and we would rout
And drive him quick with his army out.
And we did it, too, for we knocked him down,
And he fell in pieces on the ground.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 149.
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Child Wondering
1876

The thunder muttered through the cloudy sky,
The lightnings darted serpent tongues of flame,
The mountains echoed back the thunder’s cry,
The sea flashed back the lightning’s glare again.
A little child looked on and hushed its mirth,
And trembled with the new and strange surprise,
“I hear God walking, how it shakes the earth!
And don’t you see His fire up in the skies?
How did He make it? Did He wink his eyes?”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 150. Composition dated 1876.
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The Child and the Rosebud
1876

A sweet white rosebud bowed its head today,
Wind-tossed and troubled by the clouded air;
A jeweled dew-drop on its petals lay,
And small child’s hands, so dimpled, soft and fair,
Reached out to pluck it; then, as quick as thought,
Drew back. “Oh, mamma, I will touch it not,
For it is crying—don’t you see?
I wonder if it is afraid of me!”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 150. Composition dated 1876.
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Care-free Childhood
1876

O little ones! playing in sunshine,
And happy the whole day through,
What is the Sun shining for,
What is the Day laughing for,
If it is not for you?
O little ones! life is so lovely
With never sorrow or care!
What do folks grow old for,
What are they sad for,
When all the world is so fair?
O darlings! with life all before you,
With only gladness behind,
Your years are like snowdrops in whiteness,
All crowded with sunbeams and brightness,
And joy to all sorrow is blind.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 150. Composition dated 1876.
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Childhood’s Faith
1878

O mamma! what is dying, is it somefin’ nice?
Dess laying down and doin’ fas’ aseep?
An’ does ’e soul dit out as still as mice,
An’ rush right up so fas’ where Dod does keep
Himself above ’e sky? I fink my soul would ’tay
Awhile and peep at ’e bright pritty moon,
But tay right in its shine, and maybe soon
Dod would look down from Heaven and tay, “Tum here,
You darling angels! oh, tum quick an’ see
That bu’ful ’ittle soul down in ’e moon—the dear!
Des fly an’ bring it right up here to me.”
An’ den their pritty white wings they would spread,
An’ down they’d tum to me, pass all ’e shining stars,
An’ dive me wings, an’ tay, “Oh, don’t be dead.”

I’d fly right up to Heaven wif ‘em, and tay,
“Here I be, Dod! oh, let me liv wid you.”
An’, mamma, I dess spect ’e stars are angels’ eyes,
Dess peeping at us thro’ ’e pritty blue—
An’ be dey looking now for me, or you?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 150. Composition dated 1878.
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A Child’s Fancies
1879

“Mamma, please tell me about the fairies
That live away under the ground,
That work in the night and the daytime,
With never a bit of a sound.
“Do they push the flowers up with their fingers,
And how do they handle the trees?
I do not see how they can crowd them
Through the earth and not rumple their leaves,
“And, mamma, these beautiful bushes
All growing so straight and so tall,
So full of their sweet-smelling blossoms,
So many—can God number them all?
“Last year dollie’s playhouse was under
This pretty wild rose that you see,
And then it was ever so little,
It was not a bit bigger than me.
“The fairies in the ground must have pushed it
Still higher and higher each day;
Do they never get tired of working,
And stop never for rest nor for play?
“The dear little things must be busy!
I wish I could look down and see;
If we only could hear what they say,
And how they look, how nice it would be!
“And what homes have they, mother, way down,
Down under the sweet-smelling ground?
Do they come up and gather the sunbeams
And scatter them everywhere ’round?”
My darling, you have seen the fairies
With their bright-shining tresses of gold,
And the soft dainty fingers with which
They make the bright blossoms unfold.
They are beautiful fairies, my darling,
And now shall I tell you their names?
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The one is the warm Summer Sunshine,
The others, the Dew and the Rain.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 151. Composition dated 1879.
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The Pet Bird
1879

And rosebuds red and white are lying there;
It is the burial place of song,
Yet not of song, but of the bird which sang—
A little yellow-breasted bird
That all the air with its sweet music stirred
This very morn. It is not long
Since all the echoes made reply
To its full-throated melody;

Yet now ’tis stiff and cold, its song is dead,
And little hands have made its hollow bed,
And o’er it fragrant blossoms spread.
Two sad and tearful eyes looked on,
Two sweet lips, quivering, said:
“O God! I feel so bad, my bird is dead!
But please, God, when I plant him, make him grow
Into an angel bird.” And then with slow
And reverent care the child knelt down,
Saying, “I’ll wait for birdie, God has heard me pray,
And I do want to see my heaven-bird fly away;

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 151. Composition dated 1879.
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The Rainbow
1880

A little girl came to me yesterday,
With eyes as blue as our own shining skies,
And in them lay such look of glad surprise—
“O tum wif me! Dess where I was at play,
There’s tummed a rainbow wif such lovely wings,
’Tis dess the boofulest of things!”
I took the dimpled hand in mine, and led
Through the bright garden paths, I came
Where on a white rose, like a living flame,
Fluttered a gold and scarlet butterfly—
A miracle of color—embodied light aglow,

Swayed by the breeze so softly to and fro,
“Poor ittle rainbow! it has lost its way,
I saw it drop right down from out the sky;
Say, don’t you fink if I should only say
A ’ittle prayer that Dod would hear, and fly
Right down for it? I fink that I will try.”
Then kneeling down, with white and folded hands
Upon her bosom like the seal of peace,
She prayed its wanderings might cease.
Her sweet faith hindered by no dark eclipse
Of doubt, she had nor thought nor fear

As they softly fell from her baby lips.
O for this living faith that childhood knows,
Which holds for aye the golden gates ajar!
O were this ours, we should not wander far
From the safe path where gates of peace unclose!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 151. Composition dated 1880.

But that her words would reach the Father’s ear,
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Bo-peep
1880

A sweet little girl was darling Bo-Peep,
With hair all sunny and golden,
And she had in the meadow a pretty pet sheep,
But one day she found it was stolen.
She had run to the meadow as glad as could be,
To have a gay romp with her treasure,
But when she got there no sheep could she see,
Then she cried, and shed tears without measure.
Then her little dog Tray came running that way,
And tucked his pug nose down beside her,
And put his paw on her arm as if he would say,
“Don’t cry, and I’ll help you to find her.”

Then she and dog Tray they started away,
And ran through the meadow together,
And she wiped her bright eyes, and I’m happy to say,
Her heart soon was light as a feather.
For upon the hillside, lying asleep,
Where the grass grew greenest and tender,
Was the pretty lost sheep of dear little Bo-Peep,
Like a white cloud, fleecy and slender.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 151. Composition dated 1880.
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Jennie and Johnnie
1882

‘Four little eyes opened wide in the dark,
Two little blue eyes, and two little brown,
‘And Jen whispered softly, “Oh, Johnnie, hark!
Perhaps we will hear Santa Claus coming down.”
“Oh, ’ess, I hear him,” dear little Johnnie said,
“Down frew ’e chimbley he’s tummin’ to me!
Tay, will dear Santa Claus ever be dead?
S’pose he should get drownded down in the sea?”
“Oh, no,” answered Jennie, “his reindeers ride
Right through the air dess as swift as can be,
Till they stop on the roof by the big chimbley’s side,
And he dess looks down to see what he can see.
“And oh, he is glad when he peeks down and sees
Some nice little children, like you and like me;
Then he fills all the beautiful Christmas trees
With dear little dollies as sweet as can be;
“And nice little watches, an’ ribbons, an’ rings,
And”—“Oh, my!” said Johnnie, “a rocking-horse, too
“Yes,” answered Jennie, “I ’spect he will bring
The splendidest rocking-horse, Johnnie, for you.”
Then Johnnie he clapped his fat little hands,
And laughed till you’d thought some fairy was out;
And Jennie she laughed and shouted in glee
Till Santa Claus heard her, if he was about.
And I think that he was, for after awhile,
When Jennie and Johnnie were lying asleep,
Each dear little face still bright with its smile,
Each curly head covered half up with the sheet,
There was a tinkle below like the music of bells,
And laughter that rippled right up through the walls,
And a murmuring like that we hear in sea-shells
Drifted up from the stairway right into the halls.
And Jennie and Johnnie wake up with the Sun,
And their little bare feet patter over the floor,
And down the broad stairs together they run,
And each curly head is thrust in at the door
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Of the great drawing-room, where the first thing they see,
All lighted with candles, and filled to its top
With beautiful things, is the tall Christmas tree,
And the loveliest horse that goes off on a trot
When you wind up a spring right back of his ear.
That’s for Johnnie to ride; and a dollie in white
In a beautiful carriage is sitting right near—
Both Johnnie and Jennie hold their breath at the sight.

“O darlingest Santa Claus!” says Johnnie at last;
“I love him,” says Jennie, “he’s dear as can be;
And hug him and kiss him for you and for me.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 152. Composition dated 1882.
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Fairyland
1882

Under the old pine, lying asleep,
Where shadows and sunbeams danced and fell,
And the soft winds played at hide-and-seek
With the lily buds and the asphodel,
With her dimpled hands tucked under her chin,
And her blue eyes folded beneath their lids,
Lay sweet little, dainty Ethel Wynn,
While her lullaby-song the katy-dids
Sang soft and sweet, and the pine boughs stirred
Lightly above her, and whispered low
To the gentle breeze, and a humming-bird,
From the heart of a lily white as snow,
Sipped the honey-drop, then away it flew,
Like a bright-winged rainbow through the air,
And lost itself in the sunny blue.
But what sees Ethel lying there
Fast asleep ’neath the old pine tree?
Ah, she has gone to Fairyland,
Where every beautiful thing you see.
Now she sees a busy band
Of laughing elves, they have opened a door
Into the trunk of the ancient pine;
Such cunning dresses were never wore
By anything of human kind.
One has a coat of daffodil,
And his cap is made of a sunflower leaf,
And he carries a cup which he hopes to fill
With a dewdrop. His sword from a sheaf
Of grain he plucked, and a spider’s web
Furnished the silver for his shield.
Up he goes, singing; far overhead
Is a floor of a shining sunbeam made,
And there such a throng of fairies tread,
And dance to the song of a bumble-bee,
And a grasshopper sits on his long hind legs,
And hums the strangest melody,
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But the fairies laugh and dance and sing,
And you catch the scent of the apple bloom
Which forms the vest of the Fairy King,
And one wears a robe of lily leaves—
She is the Queen of the fairy throng;
Her crown is made of a baby’s smile,
Which she stole as she kissed his eyelids’ down
In the rosy hight of the early morn.
’Tis the brightest thing you ever saw,
Fairer than pearls, or gold, or gems,
The loveliest of all diadems.
And one little fairy with sweet blue eyes,
And lips like a pretty rosebud’s bloom,
And hair like the gold of the sunset skies,
Sits thoughtfully out in the light of the moon.
What is she dropping downward now,
Pure and white as the flakes of snow,
Down on the little Ethel’s brow—

There, and everywhere they go.
Guess if you can—why, don’t you know?
That is the Dream-fairy, and she flings
Into our minds when we are asleep
All of the wonderful, beautiful things
That we see when our eyes are shut.
She it is who gives us wings;
She of all the fairies is the best, but
One—out right under the polar star,
Don’t you see sitting the strangest of elves?
Who is he? Oh, he’s the dearest of all;—
See if you can’t think of his name for yourselves.
No! then I’ll tell you. When Christmas is here
He is the fairy—Oh, now you know
Santa Claus! But where are his reindeer,
And his old fur cap and beard of snow?
Oh, he leaves them up at the old North Pole,
For he doesn’t need them now, you see,
The grand old fairy—Old is he?
No; fairies, children, don’t grow old
In the soft airs of Fairy Land;
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So, at least, I have been told.
Just by the touch of a fairy’s wand
All the wrinkles are smoothed away—
Only at Christmas time is he,
Dear old fellow, wrinkled and gray,
For then he journeys o’er land and sea.
But goodnight fairies; lying asleep,
Dear little Ethel, let her dream

And have a glimpse of them all again.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 152. Composition dated 1882.

Of Fairy Land. Sometime we’ll peep
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Jack and Jill
1884

You have heard of the brown house under the hill
Where once lived dear little Jack and Jill?
It was set with a beautiful garden round,
Where the brightest blossoms were always found,
And Mother Goose used to come that way
And sit in the shade almost every day
Of the orange trees, and the high bean-stalk
That grew right beside the garden walk.
It was the very one Jack climbed one day
When he went up most to the skies, they say,
And found the Old Giant from whom he hid
Behind his great gold snuff-box lid,
And Jack was a happy little fellow,
With merry blue eyes, and hair as yellow
As the sunflower’s leaves, but his face was brown
With the sun and wind, but never a frown
Or a naughty pout dared come to stay
On his face or his lips, for the smiles so bright

Would chase the naughty frown out of sight;
And his sister Jill was as sweet as could be,
So sweet it did you good to see
Her face like a lily flower so white,
With soft pink cheeks, and a dimple right
In the very heart of her pretty chin—
Who do you think put the dimple in?

Jack and Jill used to play together
Through all the fair bright Summer weather,
And sometimes little Jack Horner came,
Hoppety-skipping down the lane—
“Tittle Jack Horner sat in a corner
Eating his Christmas pie,
He stuck in his thumb and pulled out a plum,
And said, ‘What a good boy am I!’”
How funny they looked sitting there in a row,
While each stuck in a thumb for a plum, you know,
And little Jill clapped her hands in glee
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When of plums she pulled out one, two, three.
One day little Jack and Jill were at play
At old Mother Hubbard’s over the way,
When their mamma cried, “Jack and my dear little daughter,
Will you come and bring mother a bucket of water?”
And they ran as quickly as two little mice,
And with the bucket between them were off in a trice,
Running along up the hillside steep
To the spring near where Bo-Peep kept her sheep;
And Jack he filled the bucket up,
And he used a bright yellow gourd for a cup;
It grew in the field where the blackbird stayed
That snapped off the nose of the chambermaid,
When the bucket was full Jack started with Jill
To carry the water down the hill—
Down to their mother to make her tea,
Oh, how merry they were and full of glee!
But poor little Jack stumbled over a stone,
And fell down so hard he was sure a bone
Was cracked in his head, and then right after,
Came poor little Jill. Dear me, such a sight!
Sweet Jill’s pretty apron no longer was white,
The bucket was bent, and all of the water
Was spilled, while the blood from Jack’s nose
Trickled over his face and over his clothes.
Mamma ran to help them, and papa came too,
And so did the Woman who lived in her Shoe,
And the man who had the little wheelbarrow
To bring home his wife, as the streets were so narrow,
Came running along and put both of them in,
And they laughed as they rode down the long hill with him.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 153. Composition dated 1884.
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Dreamland
1884

I wandered to a field of clover,
Through Summer woods and grasses,
While the bright blue sky bent over
Where the brook’s clear water passes.
And I hid me where the poppies
Fringed the pretty meadow,
And the grand and spreading oak trees
Dropped their coolest shadow.
Birds were singing soft above me,
Silver waters gaily tinkled,
And I chose there for my pillow
Lovely mosses curled and crinkled;

Mosses where the fays and fairies
Sure must come at eventide,
Where no thought of work or care is,
Where but happy things abide.
Lying there, I sailed for Dreamland,
Old King Nod sent out his boat,
Though I know not how he did it,
How he set me there afloat;
But I know I soon was drifting
Out upon a streamlet wide,
Where the fragrant lilies, lifting
Their white heads upon the tide,
Filled the air with sweetest fragrance,
While gay birds sang overhead,
And in the dreamy golden distance
Bright-winged fairies lightly sped.
Temples grand and towers were lifted
To the shining skies afar,
And on each fairy’s lovely forehead
Gleamed a brightly-twinkling star.
Rippling, tinkling swept the river
Till we reached the Dreamland bright,
Where the lovely grasses quiver
Like a rainbow on the sight.
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Then old King Nod sung, “Ho! heave ho!
While you and I to Dreamland go!”
Oh, well you may guess that I opened my eyes
And looked about in strange surprise,
For Dreamland has always something new,
And never looks twice the same to you.
What did I see? Oh, wonderful things;
First of all a horse with wings,
And I rode with him till we reached the Moon;
There a giant sat with a golden spoon,
So big it was it would hold the sea,
But he filled it up as full as could be,
And with a single gulp he swallowed down
Soup more than enough to feed a town,
And he took a whale at a single bite,
And he hid an elephant out of sight
In his smallest vest pocket; a tall pine tree
He used for a toothpick, and I could see,
Looming up like mountains tall,
His two big boots. But this is all
About the Man in the Moon I can tell today,
For just at this point I went away
To another part of Dreamland wide,
It was filled with beautiful, fairy things,
With peachbloom faces and shining wings,
And the ship sailed out on a golden tide,
Through the golden gates of Dreamland wide,
Till it dropped its anchor near the shore
Where stood a cottage with open door.
Then out from the ship the fairies hied
To the long, white beach by the cottage side,
And such lovely treasures as they hid there,
Seeds and grasses and flowers rare.
And when this was done they sailed away;
Then the children came for their happy play,

And they dug in the sands and they found the seeds
Which they thought had been scattered by ocean weeds;
But they said, “Let’s plant them, perhaps they’ll grow,
We’ll try it, anyhow—here we go!”



Collected Poems

651

So they carried them up to the cottage side,
Out of the reach of the highest tide,
And they dug some holes and planted deep
Those wonderful seeds which the fairies keep.
But what do you think? In a half hour’s time
Those seeds were up and began to climb
Away to the Moon, and I’m sure today
They must stretch a thousand miles away.
Then one boy said, “Ill take a bee-line
Clear to the top of this wondrous vine.”
Then away he went till he got so high
He looked like the merest speck in the sky.
He went past the stars and lost his way
And tumbled into the Sun one day,
And Dreamland folks pretend to say
That’s what caused the eclipse the other day.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 153. Composition dated 1884.
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The Little Mamma and Her Dollies
1884

Oh, dollies, you are naughty,
And bad as you can be;
Such dreadful tricks I am ashamed
And very sad to see.
Sweet little Ruth, my bestest doll,
Sits still within her chair;
She doesn’t spill her bread and milk,
Nor pull her sister’s hair.
I’ll put you in the closet, Bell,

Because you struck your sister Rose
And took her peach away.
And naughty Rose I’ll put to bed,
And close the shutters tight,
And shut the happy bird-songs out,
And all the pleasant light.
Now think of all that you have done
So very bad today,
Of how you teased each other,
And quarreled in your play;
And pinched poor Touser till he barked,
And hurt the kitty, too;
Such very dreadful naughty ways,
My dollies, will not do.
But when you are truly sorry,
My dollies I shall be
The gladdest mamma in the world,
And you shall come to me.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 154. Composition dated 1884.

And there you’ll have to stay,
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Out-doors in Sunland
1884

Oh, dear little children of Sunland,
Where Summer stays all of the year,
Just gather about me a moment,
In our “very own” corner right here.

And the gay little cricket comes chirping,
And the toad he is hopping along.
Right down the long walk in my garden
And the foolish fly, now he has lighted
On a leaf where the toad will come by.
His wings they shine like a rainbow,
And his coat is a beautiful one,
And his feet, why, if I had so many,
I am sure it would not tire me to run.
But, dear me! how foolish and thoughtless
That fly, to sit where the toad came along—
The toad he just eyed him a minute,
Then snapped at him, and now he is gone.
But look! there’s a humming-bird! see it
Right there on the lily’s white brim,
And the spider has spun him a curtain,
And flung out a thread for a swing.
There’s a bee that is sipping some honey
Right out from the heart of a rose,
And that beetle there, I should think really
Had a shining black suit of new clothes.
And the ants they are busy at building—
I wish I could just run down and see
What kind of a house they have got in the ground—
And whether it’s as neat as can be.
There’s a butterfly with wings of bright yellow,
And a mouse with his smooth little coat—
And pussy, I am sure she is thinking
Of the nice taste he would leave in her throat.
For she’s got her eyes on him this minute,
And now she is ready to spring;

How sweet is the glad robin’s song,
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Get out, little mouse, and run for your life,
Or pussy will eat you, poor thing!
The flowers are nodding their heads in the Sun,
I think they are looking at me;
And how sweet they are smelling—the roses
And the buds on the green orange tree!
And the lily so white, I do wonder
If curled away down in its breast,
Some pretty bright fairy is hidden
Away, while she is taking her rest.
I think there are fairies and wood-nymphs
In this Summer-Land here by the Sea,
For when I was out in the woods one day,
I heard them a-talking to me.
And one said “Katy-did,” softly;
Then one of them said in reply,
“Whip-poor-will, Whip-poor-will, whip!”
Till I was most ready to cry.

And I wondered if Katy was naughty,
And what that poor Willie had done,
And if fairies did quarrel like children,
And how the dispute was begun.
For I know one thought it was Katy,
And the other, he thought it was Will,
But I don’t know how it was settled,
For they stopped, and the woods were so still;
I don’t think Katy was punished,

But all at once up in the tree-top,
A little bird sang me a song,
I think that the bird was a fairy,
For it sang there so sweet and so long.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 154. Composition dated 1884.

And no one, I’m sure, whipped poor Will.
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The Flower Maiden
1884

Out in the meadows where the buttercups shone
Like golden stars in the grasses grown,
And the beads of dew on the blades of grain
Gleamed and sparkled like silver rain,
Or beautiful diamonds round and bright,
In little spheres of prism’d light,
Came a tiny Maiden tripping along,
With a voice as sweet as the robin’s song.
Why, the very robins stopped, they say,
When the little Maiden came that way;
Stopped, and hushed their beautiful notes,
And kept them still in their feathered throats.
“Oh, little Maid, who are you, I say,
Coming down through the meadow way?
Your bonnet so charming with green and gold,
Your dress like the moonlight’s silver sheen,
Mixed with a tint of the palest green,
And your sunshade made of a pansy sweet,
With little bluebells on your tiny feet;
Dancing along through the meadow grass,
Playing hide-and-seek with the bees as they pass,
Tripping along through the honeyed clover,
And running a race with the butterfly rover,
Laughing to hear the crickets sing,
Watching the toad when he makes his spring
And catches the careless, heedless fly,
Or the lady-bug slowly creeping by;
Watching the humming-bird as he sips
The honey beneath the lily’s tips;
What is your name, my lady fair?
Some fairy princess I think you are.”
At this she laughed with a gentle grace,
Till the dimples showed in her tiny face,
“Oh, can’t you guess my name,” said she,
As she curtsied low and prettily.
“No, I said, yet your face I’ve seen,
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Either awake or in a dream,
You make me think of the lilies white
That dimpled the face of the stream last night,
When I sailed away on the river’s breast,
And the water lilies closely prest

Like a troop of fairies round our way,
And made the river sweet as May
With their fragrant breath.” Then she spoke and smiled:
“Oh, I am the Water-Lily’s child,
And I live in the lily’s heart of gold,
Wrapped in its petal’s snow-white fold,
And I float all day on the river’s breast,
Rocked by the gentle waves to rest.
It is not often I steal away
To the meadows green, as I have today;
But some one plucked the other day
My lily from its stem away,
And now the lily is withered quite,
And I must seek a home tonight
In the heart of some lily bud that’s cold,
And warm it to life with my perfumed soul.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 155. Composition dated 1884.
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Little Boy Blue
1884

Down under the haymow fast asleep,
Just where the brightest sunbeams peep
And hide away in his golden hair,
Lies a lazy boy, yet he’s sweet and fair.
He has tucked his hand ’neath his dimpled chin,
And pushed back his hat with its great broad brim,
Till it lies on his head like a golden crown,
And on it a butterfly has dropped down,
And its soft, bright wings are all aglow,
And lie on his hat like a flake of snow.
Little boy, little boy, who are you,
Sleeping all the morning through?
While the birds sing sweet in the leafy trees,
And the flowers nod their heads in the breeze,
And the happy bees come buzzing by,
And the green toad snaps at the careless fly,
And the brook goes singing along its way
To the great big sea, for it cannot stay
Forever amid the grasses green,
Nor where the woods’ cool shadows lean.
All the world, little boy, but you
Is stirring around with something to do.
Mother birds are keeping their Summer nests,
And the butterflies with their golden crests
Are sipping from flowers the honey-dew,
And bees are buzzing the sunshine through,
Gathering honey from every flower;
And the ants are busy each shining hour,
Building away with grains of sand
Their snug little homes all over the land.
The flowers are budding and spreading their leaves,
And the grain is growing for harvest sheaves;
Everything, everything, something to do
This bright, sunny morn, little boy, but you.
Down through the meadows, skipping along,
Comes Little Boy Blue, a-blowing his horn;
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The fairies, I’m sure, in the woods will hear,
He blows it so hard, so long and so clear.

He’s a glad little boy, and he woke with the Sun,
All ready for mother and errands to run;
And now as he blows the echoes are waking,
And over the hills each other are chasing.
Down to green hollows they wander away,
Then hide ’mid the hills like fairies at play;
I think they are playing at hide and at seek,
And with them, perhaps, is little Bo-Peep,
For ever since her lost sheep ran away,
She is up in the morning, as soon as it’s day,
Over the hills where the grass is so green,
Or away in the woods she often is seen
With tears in her poor little eyes, they say,
For the sheep she loved that have run away.
O Little Boy Blue, dear Little Boy Blue,
Blowing your horn through the sunshine and dew,
Skipping along through the meadows so sweet,
With the red honeyed clover just hiding your feet,
And the shining black cricket chirping away,
As if it were singing because it is May,
And the grasshopper glad that the Winter is over,
Going hoppety-jump ’mid the bees in the clover:
Where is the little boy that keeps the sheep?
Why, he’s under the haymow fast asleep,
So blow your horn again, Little Boy Blue,
And I’m sure he’ll waken and come to you,
Then you both together can run along,
Drive sheep from the meadow and cows from the corn.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 156. Composition dated 1884.
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Castles in Spain
1885

A little girl sat in the attic wide,
Where the golden sun shone through,
And only her dollies were there beside
And her little dog Bijou.
There were big old chests that were full of things,
Of dresses quaint and old,
And overhead was a brown bird’s wings
That had stolen in out of the cold,
And built its nest neath the rafters brown—
Such a quaint little nest to see,
All lined with the softest feathery down—

And oh, such old-time mirrors and things,
And an old-time spinning wheel,
And a chest of drawers with big brass rings,
And a trunk with bands of steel.
And a red old churn with a dasher tall,
And a cradle of oak was there,
Tucked in a niche against the wall,
And a high-backed rocking-chair.
And there was a “baker” made of tin,
With its cover sloping down,
While bundles of herbs from the rafters swing
Like a perfume-scented crown.

And the little girl drew the rocking-chair

Through which came the pleasant summer air
From the great, fair world outside.
Below was the pretty village street,
And the river far away;
She could catch its murmur low and sweet,
And hear what it seemed to say.
There the little girl sat and looked away,
As she leaned on the window pane,
And her folded hands like lilies lay,
As she built her castles in Spain.

’Twas as nice as a nest could be.

To the open window’s side,
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Her fairy godmother there she found,
And placed in her castle fine,
She lived in a room in its golden tower,
’Neath a silver lily’s vine.
And wide she swung open the golden doors
That led to its marble halls,
And like the sound of a tinkling bell,
Her lightest footstep falls.
And there were chambers grand and wide,
With curtains of silver sheen,
Where fairies were hidden with golden wings
And they peeped from their folds between.
And the walls were covered with golden dust,
On a ground of tinted pearl,
And round every prism’d window pane
Did perfect rainbows curl.
She wandered on through the lovely rooms,
And she climbed to the turret’s top;
Where she found a milk-white lamb asleep
On a bed of forget-me-not.
Beside it was placed a fairy’s wand;
It was leaning against the wall,
She took it and touched the lamb, when lo!
It changed to a young Prince tall.
He was dressed in a suit of finest stuff,
And he wore a bright cockade,
And buckles of diamonds set with pearls,
And a sword with a silver blade.
And his eyes were blue and his face was fair
As ever should Prince’s be,
Like the finest silk was his flaxen hair,
And it reached to his lace-frilled knee.
Then he smiled and beckoned the little girl
To follow him down the stair,
And she went with him, and he led her on
To a wonderful garden fair.
There were lilies as tall as the tallest trees,
And banks of the sweetest flowers,
And hidden away in the depths of these
Were the Prince’s fairy bowers.
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And one with her wings of pearl;
And one with wings of diamond dust,
Smiled down on the little girl.
And there in the heart of the poppies red
Some fairies lay asleep,
While the lilies were sweet above their head
And the roses at their feet.
Then she heard the chime of silver bells,
And the fountains’ tinkling fall,
And from the top of the golden stairs,

Her fairy godmother’s call.
And she danced down the rose-leaf sprinkled walk,
She flew like a bird of spring,
And she climbed the stairs, and turret doors
Swung wide to let her in.
And her godmother sat in a violet dress,
With a white rose in her hair,

And her fairy wand in her milk-white hand,
And her face was very fair.
And there were four little mice at play
In a pumpkin’s hollow side;
One touch of her wand, and horses four
Stood fit for a Prince to ride.
To a wonderful coach the pumpkin turned,
With its silken curtained door,
And the horses pranced with their silver bits
Over the turret’s floor.
Then the godmother opened her window wide,
And her magical wand she waved,
And a beautiful road stretched down to the ground,
With hyacinth blossoms paved.
And the Prince got in and the maiden too,
And down this road they ride,
Through all the beautiful garden land,
They sit there side by side.
And the happy laugh of the little girl
Floats over the beautiful plain,
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As she rides with her Prince that Summer day
In sight of her castles in Spain.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 156. Composition dated 1885.



Collected Poems

663

How the Cow Jumped Over the Moon
1885

Old Mother Goose is a queer old lady,
Yet she sings her songs for you and me

And she tells us the queerest tales in rhyme.
Oh, don’t you wish you had lived to see

Shut in there tight as a leaf in a book!
But of all the strange and queer things she has told us,
I should like to have seen, when the moon shone so bright,
The cow that jumped over it. I wonder if right
Over its top with a single bound

She nimbly jumped and came down on the ground
On the other side? And I wish that I knew
What she saw on her way the high skies through.
I fancy I see her where the grasses grew
In the meadows green, where a brook runs through,
Whisking her tail in a dreamy way,
With her eyes half shut at the close of day.
The bees had forgotten to buzz, and the flies
Were hidden away somewhere in the skies—
Just where the softening twilight fell
Round the leaves and the flowers—on the breast of the dark
They had fallen asleep, and never a bark
From a dog was heard, nor the sound of a bird,
Nor the chirp of a cricket the silence stirred.
But all at once there came a shout,
And the cow stood up and looked about;
Oh, what a frolicking, rollicking noise,
Such shouts of laughter from girls and boys!
’Twas a funny sight they looked to see,
And I don’t wonder they laughed so merrily,
For never a queerer sight was seen
Than that race which was run through the meadows green.
A bright tin dish was running away
Without any legs, yet it could not stay
For want of them. Down looked the moon

Just as she sang in our grandmother’s time.

The cat in the fiddle?—how funny she’d look
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To see the dish run away with the spoon,
Which shook about with a helpless air
As it clung to the dish with a frightened stare;
But the dish ran on till ’twas out of sight,
Perhaps till the night had ended quite.
Then the old cow thought, “I’ll have my fun,”
As she stood by the banks where the waters run;
And she whisked her tail and ran about,
Like a happy calf while the children shout,
And blow their horns with noisy toots,
And the cow, like the man with seven-league boots,
Gave an awful jump right over the moon,
And fell into the dish that ran away with the spoon;
But the moon she jumped over was the one, I ween,
That down in the bright running water was seen.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 157. Composition dated 1885.
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“Jack-in-the-Pulpit.”
1885

Down in the woods where the wild-flowers grew,
And a happy brook came running through,
With a voice like the chime of a silvery bell,
Here Jack-in-the-Pulpit could be found
In the midst of the blossoms gathered ’round,
As if to hear what he had to say,
Standing straight and trim in a priestly way.
Here grew the birches tall and slim,
Like ghosts come down from the old past dim,
Wrapped in their ark so thin and white,
Which the children gathered in glad delight
For their bark canoes—the cunning craft
Rigged like a ship both fore and aft.
And here, too, checkerberries red and round
By the bucketful ’neath the trees were found;
And the merry grasshopper hopped about,

And from mosses green the toad looked out.
’Twas a lovely spot! and the sky looked down
Into the water without a frown.
Never a cloud in the deep blue air
Never a day that was more fair
Than the merry May-day, cool and sweet,
Right off the heart of the forest deep.
Down through the aisles of forest shade,
With a heart as glad as the music made
By the happy birds, with step as free
As the squirrel’s climbing the acorn tree,
Came dear little Jean with her sunny face
To the side of the brook, where she found a place
On the soft green moss to rest awhile;
For her pillow she gathered a little pile
Of weeds and blossoms, then down she lay,
Like a fresh, sweet flower in the wooded May.
“Oh, Jack-in-the-Pulpit, I see you,” said she,
“And I wish you would preach a sermon for me;
What do you talk about, anyhow—
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Just tell me, please, sir, won’t you now?
Do you understand what the honey-bee’s saying °
When he buzzes about and goes a-Maying?
And the butterfly there with golden wings
Folded, while he on the daisy swings;
And the cricket chirping so soft and low,
And the busy ants that come and go?
I’d like to know what they’re talking about
As they run from their houses in and out.”
Then Jack turned round as if he heard,
While the summer breeze his pulpit stirred,
And Jean was sure she saw him smile
And come down from his pulpit and kneel awhile
On the moss beside her—his face was brown
And on his lip the softest down
Of a mustache showed, and his eyes were bright,
But full of a tender, loving light.
He looked like a preacher good and true,
Willing to tell the things he knew.
“T talk of this wonderful, wonderful world,
With the shining sky above it curled
Like another sea so blue and deep,
With its isle-like stars with their mighty sweep
Through the realms of space so grand and wide,
Yet God’s hand clasps them on every side;
And I talk of the flowers, which I dream may be
God’s whisper of love to you and to me;
Of the running brook with its simple song
Rippling and tinkling all along
Through the forest ways so cool and wide;
Of the trees which stand on every side,
Their highest tops by the sunlight crowned
While they drop their coolest shadows round;
Of the happy life of bee and bird,
Of the murmurous hum by the insects stirred,
And over it all, at last I say,
God keeps loving watch by night and day.”

“Oh, I thank you, Jack,” said little Jean,
“You’re the kindest preacher I’ve ever seen,
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To tell me all that you talk about
When your lovely forest folk are out.
And say, does the butterfly stop to hear,
And the honey-bee, does he come near,
And the little ants and crickets, too—
Do all of these come and listen to you?”
“Yes, darling,” said Jack, “though the forest is wide,
My sermon is heard on every side,
And when I am done, ’twould please you to hear
Ev’rything whisper amen, so low, yet so clear,
’Tis like music, and all the whole forest is stirred
In its tremulous hush, as if song of a bird
Had dropped in soft echoes everywhere,
Like a rain of sweet sounds filling all of the air.
Then the butterfly floats like a blossom of light
Through the paths of the sunshine so golden and bright—
‘My work is to brighten the soft summer air,
And to love Him who made me so free from all care.’
Then up rises the lark with wings spread for the sky—
‘My work is to sing God’s love as I fly.’
Anda the ant says: ‘The sluggard may learn to be wise
If, like me, he improves each moment that flies.’
And the bee: ‘Mine is to gather the sweets from the flowers,
To make honey for man through the long summer hours.’
And with faces so timid the blossoms look round—
‘And ours is to cover with beauty the ground.’
And the little brook murmurs, ‘My work is to bless
And make green all the ways of the wild wilderness.’
But there, little Jean, a sunbeam I see
Right down in the glen which is beckoning to me;
I must run back to my pulpit again, so good day,
Come and see me whenever you come down this way.”
Then up sat little Jean, and Jack stood in his place—
In his queer little pulpit, with stateliest grace,
And he looked as if he never had stirred from the spot,
But how did he talk to Jean if he had not?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 158. Composition dated 1885.
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What the Child Said
“Mamma, is Dod cryin’? Oh, look quick!
Is tovered up; an’ tee how werry thick
Tood not ky all of ’em. I spect ’e angels, too,
Feel bad ‘tause Dod does. Mamma, I will tay
Will be so dood, an’ love ’oo so; I’ll never play
On Sunny any more. An’ pritty angels,
I’ll tum to ’oo tum day an’ be an angel, too,
Ony don’t ky, ’tause it makes ’e sky look black,
An’ all ’e pritty stars ’a hide away,
An’ Ise afraid! O mamma, will ‘e world die,
An’ ’oo an’ me be dead ’tause Dod an’ all ’e angels ky?”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 159.
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A Little Maiden
1885

Fair and sweet, fair and sweet,
Roamed a little maiden;
On her head a buttercup,
And her arm was laden

With a paddle for her boat,
Long and green and slender,
Leg of grasshopper, I ween,

Young and very tender.
With a clamshell for her boat,
The little maid set sailing,
While her playmates on the shore
Raised a bitter wailing.
Fair and sweet, full of joy,
Sailed the little maiden,
And with gold and tiny pearls
Her little sloop was laden.
All the waters smiled about her,
And the little fishes spied her,
And they came in tiny shoals
And floated on beside her.
Some pushed on the little boat,

Some swam on before it,
And when blew the lightest wind,

Fair and sweet, bright as May,
Smiled the little maiden,
As she thought of Fairy Land
And its pleasant haven.
Honey bees spread wings above her,
Butterflies they fluttered,
And by happy singing birds
Sweetest songs were uttered.
And from out the summer sky
Gentle winds were bending,
As their breath the little boat
On its way was sending.

Everyone watched o’er it.
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Fair and sweet, glad and gay,
Spake the little maiden:
“Almost there, swift I sail
To the fairies’ haven.”
Little mermaids helped her row,
O’er the silver water,
Till the golden sunset fell
On the sea athwart her,
Then she saw an open door,
And beyond it lying
All the golden fairy isles,
In the sunshine smiling.

Fair and sweet, like a bell,
Rang her happy laughter,

Through the West her little boat
Sailed a moment after.
Floating on the silver waves,
There the fairies spied her.
When they reached the happy isles
All the bells were ringing,
And from palm and orange trees
Bright-winged birds were singing.
Fair and sweet! O how bright,
In the fairy haven,
Were the smiles on the face
Of the little maiden.
To a table in the wood
All the fairies brought her,

In a chair of gold she sat,
Like the Queen’s own daughter.
With cakes of perfume from th’ rose
Her pretty plate was laden;
Honey dew and lily wine
Drank the little maiden.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 159. Composition dated 1885.
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The Boy the Angels Loved
1887

A little child was sitting in the moonlight dark,
A great, grand house behind him. On the broad stone
Step, the stars above his head, he sat alone.
The summer air was full of fire-flies, and their spark
Lit up, like fairy lanterns, all the trees,
’Twas in the country that the great house stood,
Amid the flowers that all the honey-bees
Found every morn with sweetest honey filled,
And stole the honey for their waxen cells.
The crickets wandered ’mid the grass and trilled
At eventide their merry, chirping notes.
And there, within the garden, were the wells
Filled with the crystal water, and the boats
Lay on the lake beyond the garden wall;
And ‘mid the water-lilies were the swans,
White-breasted and white-winged, and with white throats
Reflected in the shining silver of the lake,
Where waters rippled round the grassy lawns,
And in the trees the birds their nests did make,
And wakened every lovely summer morn
The dear child from his slumbers, singing sweet;
And roses climbed above the garden-wall,
And daisies made a carpet for his feet,
And apple trees let cooling shadows fall.
This little child was lonely, and every night
He used to ask his nurse’s leave to go
And sit alone, and watch from out his sight
The sun sink down the western hills below.
And see the stars from out the sky so blue
Come like an army; he had learned to know
Bright Venus as she came twinkling through,
And Orion, that “belted giant of the skies,”
And the Great Bear that guards the frozen North;
And when he saw the round, full moon arise
Hanging above the lake, and coming forth
So full of light, he used to say in low
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Sweet tones unto himself, “I wish that I could see
The angel who lifts up the moon when he does go,
With his great wings outspread so wide and free,
Back through the blue sky’s door, for I do know
There must be there a door that opens wide,
All hinged with stars for angels to come through.”
He watched the moonlight on the silvery tide
Of the still lake—upon its waters blue
A golden pathway—then a white swan stirred,
And he was sure an angel’s wing was there.
In the far woods a nightingale he heard,
Its sad song filling all the evening air;
But then he loved it, and it made him dream
The birds were telling him some unknown story
Of stars and sky and running mountain stream,
Or of the moonlight’s clear and shining glory.

The child was a rare poet, yet all unlearned to sing,
Full of sweet fancies and of loving grace;
A sweet earth angel, though with hidden wing,
With heaven’s own beauty shining in his face.
That night his heart was full of longing deep
For heaven. The mother who had loved him, she was there;
He missed her tender smile and kisses sweet,
And her soft touch upon his sunny hair.
It was but a few weeks since she had passed;
The round full moon shone brightly then as now;
Its light touched first her face, and then at last
Filled all the room, and there, as white as snow,
Her face upon the pillow, she had lain so still
While he had kissed her, and his papa said,
Amid his sobs, that all the room did fill,
“Mamma has gone to heaven—she is not dead.”
And as he thought of this and saw the light
Of the full moon upon the still lake lying,
Like a broad golden pathway to his sight,
His thoughts came swift, his eager eyes were spying
If haply he might find some pathway bright
Leading to heaven and to his mother’s breast,
Where, folded in her arms, in heaven’s own light,
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Glad in her love, he could forever rest.
And so he went with light and hurried feet
Adown the garden walk. The lily white
Bent its pure head, and poured its fragrance sweet,
And lovely roses blushed within the light,
And pretty pansies in their velvet dress
Lay down the way with faces very fair;
With gold and purple round their shoulders prest,
While dewdrops lay like diamonds everywhere.
The little wicket on its hinges swung,
And he passed through it while the lilies gleam
Upon the lake and beckon him to come.
He heard the singing of the little stream
That filled its bosom with its waters clear;
He heard the soft breeze sighing ’mid the trees,
And he was sure the angels must be near,
Stirring the leaves with their sweet symphonies.
Down the white-pebbled pathway to the lake
He went; the bending blades of grass,
Stirred by the night-wind, their low whispers make,
And as he goes the sweet-briar sees him pass.
Upon the rippling water’s brink it lay—
His little boat—like a pink-tinted shell
With slender oars-—a fairy fay
Might almost push it o’er the tiny swell
Of the light waves that ran along the shore
Like sound of lightest laughter. His dimpled hand
Looses the boat; he takes the oars once more,
And rows away, light-hearted from the land.
Broad lies the golden moonlight on the lake,
It stretches onward far as he can see,
The child rows on the golden path to take,
The way to heaven he’s sure that it must be.

Soon he has reached it; moonbeams his pathway pave
With golden light; the water shines and gleams,
And water-lilies nestle on the wave.
Heaven must be very near to him, he deems,
On, on and on, the shining pathway o’er,
Till his weak arms grow weary with the strain;
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Farther behind him lies the pleasant shore,
Brighter the moonbeams that around him rain.
“T must be almost there; heaven can’t be far,”
His sweet lips murmur, and then bending low,
Over the boat’s side he sees a shining star,
Mirrored within the waters deep below.
And then he wonders, can that bright star be
The handle to heaven’s door; the gold runs deep,
It shines far down there, far as I can see,
And there I see the lilies lie asleep.
He leans far over, eager in his heart,
His little loving heart, to find the way
‘To heaven and mother. Too far he leans; the waters part,
No hand is there his sinking form to stay.
Down, down among the water-lilies white
With one faint cry from out his infant lips,

Among the many swaying lily-tips.
He lies at last with blue, wide-open eyes,
He lifts his hands, and then he lets them fall.
The blessed angels, leaning from the skies,
Open heaven’s door in answer to his call.
But soon his father, missing his sweet face,
Comes out upon the stone steps where he loved to sit,
Thinking to find him in his usual place
Watching the stars, yet wondering much at it
To find him gone, but still he thinks his feet
Have only wandered down the garden walk,
Some little bud or blooming rose to seek,
Or some white lily on its bending stalk.
“Darling,” he calls, “come in to papa now,
And tell him what you’ve found among the stars tonight.”
And then he smiles, while fondly thinking how
His child’s sweet fancies wander, as if his spirit sight
Were visioned large. “I sometimes think,” says he,
“The child lives half in heaven, he is so strange;
His pure young thoughts they seem to be
Forever there, and they have larger range
Than childhood’s wont.” And then he listened,
But no sound he heard of little feet returning at his call,

From the boat’s side he falls and sinks from sight
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And the bright, dew-like human teardrops glistened,
And a wild fear upon his heart did fall.
Swift to the garden ran he—not a sound
Broke the deep silence—just the echoes came,
The mocking echoes, ever wandering ‘round,
And shouting back to him his darling’s name.

Not in the garden! then the open gate
Caught his quick eye; his heart stood still with dread,
“O help me, heaven, if I should be too late!
And then with swift feet down the path he sped.
He missed the little boat, then looking away
Over the still water he saw a speck afloat—
In the clear moonlight all adrift it lay,
But still he knew it was his dear boy’s boat.
How swift he leaped his own strong boat into,
And pushed it off with oars that seemed to tear
The still lake’s breast, as leaping on it flew,
Sent by the swift strokes of his wild despair.
He reached the spot, his child’s boat empty lay,
Filled but with moonlight; a swift shudder ran
Through all his veins, and then away,
As his hot, eager eyes did scan
The treacherous water, he saw some white thing rise.
Two swift, strong strokes and he was reaching down, his eyes
Following his hands, which were so quick to take
Their burden. A little head with golden tresses bright,
A fair, sweet face with open eyes of blue,
A dead, limp form, ‘twas this that met his sight
And stabbed his heart with anguish through and through.
Ah, there was sorrow in his home that night,
Where in his little shroud the dear boy slept,
With fragrant lilies round and roses white,
Where floods of moonlight all about him crept
Over his folded hands so cold and white,
With dimpled fingers laid upon his breast,
And golden hair soft shining in the light
While lying breathless in his dreamless rest.
Only one way, dear children, for us all,
One way to heaven; we cannot go
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O’er golden paths where moonbeams fall;
We cannot climb up starlit wall
To find the door; it is not so.
God leads us there. We go away
With silent lips and close-shut eyes,
And friends look on us, and they say
“Alas! alas! our darling dies.”
“’Tis then, ’tis then the door we find,
And leave our useless bodies here,
Just as the dull worm leaves behind
The dead and useless form it wore;
And from its cell-like prison springs
A glorious butterfly with wings.
Just one step in the dark we take,
And, lo! uprising close before,
While blessed angels round it wait,
We see heaven’s widely-open door.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 160. Composition dated 1887.



Collected Poems

677

The Night Before Christmas
1887

Everybody asleep, everybody abed;
Here in one chamber a bright, golden head,
With eyelids like lilies, and lashes that gleam
Like the brightest of gold in the summer sunbeam,
And there is a head with its brown chestnut curls,

Which belongs, I am sure, to the sweetest of girls.
And there is another with locks black as the night,
With a fat little fist almost hidden from sight
’Neath the round dimpled chin, where, tucked softly away,
Pussy well might suppose it a ball for her play,
So round and so soft and so fluffy it lay.
Very dim was the light in the burners just then,
And in the Dreamland of Nod were these dear little men;
And somewhere away in the land of delight
Was the chestnut-haired darling, so dimpled and white.
Not a mouse was astir, not a leaf on the tree,
And mamma was sleeping as sound as could be,
When all of a sudden, just outside in the light,
The Moon saw a strange and wonderful sight—
On a bit of white fog that came in from the Sea,
Floating round where the top of the chimney must be,
Was the loveliest sleigh made of rainbows and pearl,
And harnessed to reindeers with horns that did curl
Into cunningest curves, each branching so grand;
And sitting behind them, with the lines in his hand,
Sat the funniest old fellow, dressed in fur to his chin,
With a coat full of pockets without and within.
How he chuckled and laughed to himself as he rode;
How he haw-hawed and he-he’d, as if he’d explode!
Not a house that he passed but he managed to peep
Into the windows somehow to see if asleep
Were the parents and children, and then he would feel
Of his pockets and parcels, then up he would steal
To the very house-top, and there on the sly,
Right up to the mouth of the chimney he’d hie,
And down he would slide right into the house.
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And make his way round as still as a mouse.
He would fill up the stockings and fill up the tree,
Yet still were his pockets as full as could be,
And never a child but he kissed ere he went
Away from its chambers, and always he lent
It a dream to dream sweetly till the night hours were done,
And the children woke up to find Christmas had come.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 161. Composition dated 1887.
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A Little Maid
1887

Adown the garden way there went
A little maid in glad content;
The butterflies with golden wings,
And all the world’s sweet, fragrant things,
The happy birds with throats of song,
Were with her all her steps along.
The lovely silver of the brook
She for her morning mirror took,
And bending low above the wave,
With its cool waters, did she lave
Her dimpled face, whose cheek and chin
Gleamed very fair the water in.
And there, like golden threads of light,
Shone her soft tresses to her sight;
The long, soft, shining golden curls
Seemed swaying in the eddies’ whirls,
As bending downward she did look
To see her picture in the brook.

The violets, dewy-eyed and fair,
Grew in their sweetness everywhere
Upon the mossy bank where she
Knelt in her childish ecstacy;
And buttercups with golden gleam
Nodded their heads beside the stream.
From off her feet her shoes she took
To wade within the silver brook;
And down the pebbled way she went
In fullness of her glad content.
The ripples round her ankles flow,
And murmur music as they go.
Her little feet like lilies gleam
Within the crystal of the stream;
Her laughter mingles with the notes
Poured from a hundred feathered throats,
Which, like a tidal-wave of song,
From the high tree-tops sweeps along.
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With laughter and with song she went,
A little blossom of content;
Her cheeks like rose-leaves softly red;
Like gleaming buttercups her head;
Like violets, just touched with dew,
’Neath lily lids, her eyes of blue.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 162. Composition dated 1887.
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A Child Again
1891

Sweet fancy makes me once again a child,
Glad in the green fields and fair June meadows sweet,
Starred with the buttercups and daisies wild
Where thistledown goes flying at my feet.
I’ll find again, amid the grasses hid,
The groundbird’s nest, and watch the cricket play,
And listen to the music of the katydid,
And hear the nightingale sing far away.
I see the woods behind the meadowland,
I hear the music of the running brook,
And shoulder high amid the grass I stand,
With leaf and blossom, each an open book,
Come to the hillside looking to the East,
The road runs just beyond it, and the pines
Rise cool and green, and to a welcome feast
Beckon the berries, where a cool spring shines.
The air is full of aromatic sweet,
Of piney odors and the happy tunes
Of bird and bee, and everything we meet
Seems breathing music through these afternoons.
“Jack-in-the-Pulpit,” in the shadow dim
Of the deep wood, is standing by the stream
That sings his psalms; I wonder if by him
The flowers are soothed when anything alarms.
The tall white birch-tree rises close at hand;

And there above the little line of sand
Grow berries red with which to fill it up.

With “cups and saucers” for our happy play;
The black and yellow caterpillar plows
Through fallen leaves his quiet, happy way.
I find an apple in my pocket stored;
With pieces small I fill my acorn cup,
And in the saucer water drops I’ve poured,
And you and I will sit and drink them up.
And now, green-coated and with yellow vest,

From out its bark we’ll form a pretty cup,
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A great toad comes and stares at us awhile,
And overhead a bird has built its nest,
As if to watch the opening blossoms smile.
We make believe, oh, that indeed is sweet!—
This “make believe” of happy childhood’s hours—
That we are grown-up folks, and for our feet
We have a carpet wrought of moss and flowers.
The massive boulders wall our parlor in,
Between their sides the cooling shadows lie,
And in one corner does the spider spin
A silken curtain ’twixt us and the sky.
The smaller rocks make tables for our stores,
And stools on which to sit; the bee, we say,
We’ve sent for honey through the forest doors
That open wide to flowery hills away.
The golden butterflies are winged with light;

We pause to watch the happy robin’s flight,
And the ant army that is coming near.
The “pussy willows” on their branches shine,
The dandelions look up with yellow face,
And clinging vines about the old rocks twine,
And overhead the squirrels run a race.
Our dinner plates are made of green oak leaves,
For tablecloth a bit of paper spread,
And never were there sweeter nuts than these
In the green beech boughs just above our head.
Our apple then we cut in many shapes,
And with our “make believe” we change them there,
Some into white bread, some to tempting cakes,
And all things wanted for our bill of fare.
Our dinner over and away we run,
Down to the beach “to wade,” and soon you see
Our shoes and stockings on the green banks flung,
And hear the echo of our careless glee.
And then the swings among the forest trees!
The glad see-saws, the hop and skip away;
The blind-man’s buff. Oh, pleasures such as these
Fill full of gladness all the summer day.
And then at home our mother’s dress we don,

The merry cricket’s chirp is sounding clear,
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And go a-calling just across the room,
And our tall husband papa’s coat puts on,
And how we love him, though he’s just a broom.

Our dolls we dress and take them out to ride,
Down still, green lanes, all bright with flowers and dew,
And tell each other with a mother’s pride
The cunning things our dollies say and do.
Oh, I am glad to be a little child!
In wide green fields and fair June meadows sweet,
Starred with the buttercups and daisies wild,
Where thistledown goes flying at my feet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 162. Composition dated 1891.
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My Bunny
1892

I had a rabbit,
And it was his habit
To gnaw whatever he could find;
He gnawed my trees and bushes
Whenever he’d a mind.
His eyes were pink and rosy
And as pretty as a posy,
And his coat was snowy white,
He was as cunning bunny
As ever saw the light.
But oh, his naughty habits!
Made me wish that little rabbits

Would learn to do the right,
And, not like naughty children,
Touch whatever was in sight.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 163. Composition dated 1892.
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Little Ida
1892

Dear little Ida stood and watched
The lightning-flashing skies,
“O mamma! come and see,” she cried,

“How God do wink His eyes!”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 163. Composition dated 1892.
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The Faith of Childhood
1894

Oh, thick the shadows fell and dark!
The moon had hid her face away,
Nor anywhere was seen a spark
Of sweet, pure starlight o’er the way
Her weary feet must walk alone,
All uncompanioned save by moan
Of the wild wind that sobbed along
The silent path her child had gone.

On, on she went, her mother heart
Giving her strength to onward go,
The briars tall her hands did part,
Yet, O they left them aching so!

Her child! where was the darling one
Who left her arms at set of sun,
Who went to find the pot of gold
The shining rainbow did enfold?
The thunder rolled across the sky
Like some loud trumpet blasts outblown
By some great Titan perched on high
Within the vast Unseen, unknown.

Then lo! a smiling rift of cloud,
Though the mad thunders muttered loud,
With silver gleam the moon looked through
And lighted all the earth anew.
And then a sudden flash there came,
Red lightning through the darkened air;
She looked, and through that sudden flame
Sight turned to joy her deep despair.
For there, where shining poppies made
A couch of gold, her child was laid—
Laid in soft slumber, fearless, sweet
As the wild blossoms at her feet.
She wakened her! The child uprose
And looked about her as she sought
Some precious treasure to disclose,
Something too priceless to be bought.
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With lips a-tremble as her eye
She lifted to the clouded sky:
“Mamma, I think that Dod has gone,
Yet He’s not left me very long.”
The zigzag lightning came again:
“Mamma, just see the golden stairs
Up which He went through all the rain,
Just as I knelt to say my prayers.
And then I went to sleep, so sweet
Wif all the poppies ’round my feet.
The rainbow went away and so
I didn’t any farther go.”
Another flash! the little one
With eyes uplifted and glad face
Looked ’round to see if God had come
To seek her in that lonely place.
“Good-night, Dod, I don’t see you here,
But still I thinks that you are near,
Perhaps behind a star you be,
And you are watching over me.”
O happy child heart! trusting, sweet,
Of such as thee Heav’n’s kingdom is;
Faith paves the pathway for your feet
’Mid all life’s unsolved mysteries.
Eden is here at your right hand,
The Eden fair of Faith’s bright land,
And God is there, His light is shed
Purer than starlight on your head.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 163. Composition dated 1894.
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Childhood in Summerland—January
1897

Pitty-pat, hark! there is Willie, see!
Chasing a wandering bumble-bee,
Hippety-hop and away we go
Through meadows white with the daisies’ snow.
Hide-and-go-seek! and can you find me,
O bird in the green-boughed pepper tree?
Down in the beautiful clover sweet
I am buried now from head to feet.
And what, oh, what is it that I hear?
’Tis the flies which are buzzing softly near,
As if some story they had to tell
To Willie and me and little Nell.
What are you thinking of, little fly?
My gingerbread dog I think you spy.
Yes, yes, and you are a robber bold
Seeking to capture the sweets I hold.
Gay is the cricket’s song in the grass,
While like wingéd flow’rs the butterflies pass,
Or like golden boats in a sea of light,
Floating away do they take their flight.
Hi spy! and quickly away we run,
All laughter-loving and full of fun;
Orange trees nod with their blossoms fair,
While roses make sweet the shining air;
We gather them for a battle bold,
The roses of white and red and gold,
Pelting each other away we go,
With fragrant roses in place of snow.
No Snow-Man have we, but lilies lean
Like white-faced nuns o’er the grasses green,
While the cactus stands with its pointed spear,
And the canna tall is growing near.
Play we gaily here from rise of sun
Till the day is gone and the bright stars come,
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When with happy hearts we nestle down
To our slumbers sweet in Good-Night Town.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 164. Composition dated 1897.
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The Fairies and the Butterfly
1897

The sweet fairies lay all hid in the grass,
Smiling to see a white thistledown pass,
Smiling to see a dandelion lean
To stroke a cricket beneath its screen.
And lo! beyond, amid the sweet clover,
They saw a big Worm, an ambling rover;
He strove to be graceful, but, oh, alas!
No more awkward fellow did ever pass.
Many his legs, and his body was lean,
And he crawled and tumbled the grass between;
But still he did look, as he onward went,
Like the very picture of sweet content.
Slender and awkward and brown was he,
But happy still as a soul could be.
Ha! cried the fairies, a brave fellow he!
He something better than a worm should be.
So they caught him up in their tiny hands,
And counted his feet and the many bands
Of beautiful color about his form,
Like ribbons of light about him drawn;
Then they kissed him fondly, and lo! he grew
Into wondrous loveliness, strange and new;
For out of that kiss the Butterfly came,
With beautiful color all aflame,
And his golden wings were both dotted, bright
With touches of red like the sunset light,

And he flew aloft in the golden air,
And looked like a bright-winged blossom there.
Then fluttered he down amid the flowers,
Sipped their nectar sweet through the gladsome hours,
Oh, well do we love you! the fairies cry,
You are born of our kiss, sweet Butterfly.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 164. Composition dated 1897.
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Jack-in-the-Pulpit
1902

Comrade am I of Color and Light,
And the sweet silence that doth round me brood,
While the far skies above me, bending bright,
Make glorious these haunts of solitude.
What lessons one may gather unafraid
In the deep woods, where Nature’s speech is heard;
What wondrous notes are by the wind’s harps played,
What countless voices are to music stirred.
I mind me well of other days agone,
When in the wildwood by a silver stream
My heart was gladdened by the robin’s song,
And by the beauty of the wild-flowers’ gleam.
And soon I came upon a quaint, wild bloom,
Standing alone where forest shadows lay;
A mimic man within his leaf-ceiled room,
Like some lone spirit of the shining day.
“Oh, what is this?” I to my teacher cried.
“Jack-in-the-Pulpit,” said she, drawing near;
“And does he to the flowers by his side
Preach sermons,” said I, “such as all can hear?”
Through the long years Jack’s voice still to me
Speaks of God’s love and of His constant care;
And still he stands in blessed ministry,
A silent preacher in the forest there,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 165. Composition dated 1902.
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The Child and the Birds
1902

Within the tree-tops many happy birds
Fluttered amid the thousand swaying leaves,
And downward poured a flood of sweetest song,
The very air was drowned in it. Along
The valley’s length, like a great tidal wave,
Mingled with sunshine, did it onward roll,
And the hushed winds were listening as it fell.
The roses seemed to breathe beneath its spell,
While the bright air did laugh in gladness, too,
As on the ground lay Morning’s silver dew,
And all the Earth was gladder for the notes
Falling so sweetly from those feathered throats.
A little child came straying out of doors,
Threading the green by-paths about her home,
Plucking the flowers that grew around her there,
Watching the brightness of the Summer air,
Until at length the bird-song caught her ear.
Clapping her hands, she lifted up her eyes
Unto the trees from which the bird-notes fell.

Richer and fuller did the music swell
As if the air was bursting into song, and every leaf a lute to play upon.
“I wonder whever dey do sing for Dod,” said she,
“Or whever dey be singing dest for me.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 165. Composition dated 1902.
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UNCLASSIFIED POEMS
History, landscape, speculation, elegy, and occasional verse
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The Leper’s Cleansing
1891

Bright shone the Sun within Judean skies;
The heavens were blue as the eye of love;
No cloud their brightness marred, no shadow fell
Save of the olive leaf and swaying palm,
Or cool rock by the wayside lifted high.
Golden the lances the sunshine dropped,
And softly twittered the birds within the trees,
And with cool breath the lightly whispering breeze
Swept onward, fragrance-laden, sweet and pure,
And men looked up and cried, “How fair the day!”
And women smiled and said, “This life is sweet,
’Tis joy to live with all the earth so fair.”
And little children ’neath the olive trees
Let laughter gurgle like the rippling brook,
And peace seemed brooding over everything.
Swift broke the new day in the purple Fast,
With splendor crowned the crest of Olivet
O’er which ran dimpling waves of rosy light,
And golden seas of shining amber flowed.
How like an opal hung the dome of sky,
The dew still sleeping in its hidden caves,
Then changed to gleaming sapphire as the Sun
Stole to Day’s borderland, and then at length
Morn flung out crimson banners to the East,
And golden pennons streamed above the heights.
Then ’mid the swaying palms soft swelled the glad
Birds’ notes. The lark rose upward, singing to
The Sun, and poured its song into the ear
Of listening flowers; and, silver-tongued,
The brooks sang to the skies they mirrored, and
To the emerald hills and green-spreading
Vales. No signs of sin upon the world, for
It was fair as Eden. But as the Day
Sped on, while Morn yet lingered with her breath
Of balm and gentle breezes, a human
Flood came down the dusty way leading from
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Bethany, each earnest face set toward
Jerusalem, whose sacred towers rose,
Parting the blue heaven, their gleaming
Gold answering the brightness of flashing
Sunbeams.

Amid the throng a Man with face
Serene and calm, the large eyes lustrous, the
Lips touched with the sweetness of divinest
Love; the brown hair parted o’er his forehead’s
Front, and flowing backward like a cloud of
Light, and rippling o’er his shoulders. Onward
He goes, the surging crowd pressing upon
His footsteps, thronging beside, before, behind,
But what has stirred them! A shuddering cry,
A quick rush to the roadside, where hottest
Falls the unhindered sunshine. Why leave the
Shadow of the palm, and the pleasant shade

Of fig and olive? O look and pity!
“Unclean! Unclean!” The tremulous -air hears
Shudderingly the cry, as there beneath
The olive’s swaying boughs, upon the dusty
Wayside knelt the hideous leper. How

Stared the lidless eyes, and how foul with
Putrid sores the fleshless nostrils! Disease
The lips had eaten, and the long white hair
Was like a shroud about his face, and his
Withered, shriveled hands were colorless, and
Thin his fingers as the claws of birds. The
Multitude swept from him like a great wave
Receding from the shore—all save One, who
Turned and looked upon him pityingly.
Then spake the leper: “Jesus, Thou Son of
David, have mercy on me!” “What wilt thou?”
Said the Master, and His voice was full of
Tenderness, and sweet as the melody
Of a lute his words did fall upon the
Leper’s ear. “Lord, make me clean. Heal Thou this
Leprosy.” Divine the voice that answered:
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“I will; be thou clean.” Then sprang the leper
To his feet, and with uncovered face stood
In the sunlight. In his veins the warm, fresh
Blood began to circle, thrilling him with
Sense of health returning. Over his eyes
He felt expanding soft lids of tender
Flesh, fringed with dark lashes. The breath came sweet
Again within his nostrils, and all their
Foulness vanished. He touched them and felt once
More the velvet skin upon them, and felt
Again the bearded flesh above his lips—
The lips rosy once more with health, and his
Hands he watched as they grew soft and warm, and
Supple with fresh strength. How soft his flesh! How
Show the blue veins through their clear covering!
O what a delight to watch them as they change!
Are they not beautiful, blue-veined and clean?
Then kneeling there before the silent throng
Who looked with wondering eyes upon him,
Cleansed and healed, he cried rejoicingly: “It
Is the Christ! His word hath made me whole! To
God, our Israel’s God, the glory!”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 168. Composition dated 1891.
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From My Window
1891

Oh, could I set this picture in sweet words,
What would ye see? A land fair as the light,
And green as the emerald worn upon
Young Beauty’s finger. And you would think the
Earth was starred as is the sky at night, for
Everywhere blooms the gold-eyed daisy,
And on the hills the poppies, yellow as
The wine of sunset, stir at the soft kiss
Of wandering breezes, while the grasses

Move as if the Earth’s warm breast did lightly
Heave beneath them. Everywhere bloom and
Color fragrance-crowned, and bird-song, and the
Sound of buzzing bee, and butterflies, like
Wingéd blossoms in the opalescent air;
And little singing brooks, with voices like
A silver lute, or chime of bells on the
Dewy breast of Morn; and rainbow-winged flies;
And swaying vines; and orchards amber-sphered,
Their boughs filled with untwinkling juicy globes;
Days filled full of Summer’s lingering breath,
As if her soul lay hidden somewhere in
The light, and breathed through it as a glad child
Does through its rosy lips. Then, mountain heights
That the Sun seems to brush in passing, and
The mist to fold in silver curtains, and
At their feet the fair hills, which are Summer’s
Footstools, never touched by sheen of frost, the
Worshipers of the mountains, forever
Kneeling and offering perfumed incense
From their flowery censers. Over all
The sapphire dome of skies, so vast, so deep,
Eternity might sleep in them, and suns
Hide; and, beyond, the Sea, where heaven
Looks down to see its face; and white ships
That sail and seem to pass behind the blue
Of sky; and ocean isles, asleep upon
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The silver of the tide; and over these
The floods of sunshine, and the Earth lying
Like a maiden in her sleep, forever
Young and fair, smiling in pleasant dreams,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 168. Composition dated 1891.
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Memnon
1884

Out upon the sand-built plains,
Where the young world passed its prime,
Where the ages, vast and dim,
Backward stretch to earliest time,
Where Creation’s morning hymn
Echoed in its strains sublime,
Memnon stands with face of stone,
Looking to the purple East,
Vast and solemn, standing lone,
Waiting for the golden light
Breaking round the coming Dawn;
All his pulses at the sight
Stirred to life, and in the warm
Soft, rosy touch which holds him there,
In the clasp of Morning’s arms,
All his gray and solemn form
Thrills till from its lips of stone
Breaks the music that has stirred
Low and sweet upon the air
Since the day when Thebes was young.
Memnon, is some god of old
Prisoned in thy stony form,
Doing penance for untold
Works of sin and deeds of wrong?
Does the golden sunrise hold

Whispers only heard by thee,
Stirring all thy soul to bliss
Through their shining prophesy?
When the ages shall have gone,
At the touch of Morning still
Will your stony pulses thrill
Till you break your bonds of stone,
And your soul leaps glad and free,
Purified and purged from pain,
Led by Light to walk again?
Through the paths of olden days,
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On the sandy plains of Thebes,
By the river of the Nile,
In the old historic ways
That the young world’s heroes trod.
Here I pause—the Morning breaks,
Pours its glory on his face,
And the low, sweet music’s strain
Sounds across the sandy plain;
Memnon wakes to life again,
And akin he is, I know,
To the sunrise, and its kiss
Yet shall break the spell that holds
Memnon in its stony folds;
And he knows and waits for this.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 169. Composition dated 1884.
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The Old Adobe
1886

The winds have dropped asleep amid the palms,
Breathing but lightly, as if dreaming sweet
Of fragrant silence and of tropic calms;

Still lingered ‘neath the shade of red-tiled roof,
Girt round with green of pepper-tree and lime
And fragrant heliotrope, which stands aloof
From the starred glory of the passion-vine.
The long line of the lilies’ tents is spread
Beneath the eucalypti’s dropping shade;
And on the old adobe walls the red,
Warm chilis into long strings made—
Strung by deft hands, the prison sunshine holds,

And to the roof, like flaming pillars, rise
Amid the vines, whose clasping arms enfold;
And, over all, December’s sun-filled skies.
Beneath the broad veranda, sweeping round,
Within a quiet corner we may see,
On a rude bench, that leans toward the ground,
An old-time olla, with its waters free
Unto each thirsty lip; and, in the tropic noon,
Cool as if frost-kissed; and the wild gourd’s cup,
Yellow, as if the sunbeams, stealing down full soon,
Had in its sides been caught and gathered up.
Our glad lips press its thin brim’s slender line,

And Noon seems breathing freer while we drink—
Better than juice from purple-laden vine
The cool, pure water; and, musing, sit and think,
As if each breeze which plays around us there
A wind-blown memory had wafted o’er us

Its breath of romance, filling all the air
Of vanished races who were here before us,
Who piled these sunburnt bricks and reared these walls,
Facing the glorious sunshine of today,
Hoary as century-old baronial halls,
Crumbling, and falling into swift decay.

And roses smile, as if the Summer’s feet
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Its sunburnt bricks are hoary with old age,
Its red-tiled roof seems breathing of the past,
It is Romance’s wide, unlettered page,
Round which the climbing ivy clingeth fast;
And wandering spiders spin their silver sheen—
Their summer tents, swift-woven in the light—
For camping armies, all its cracks between,
Through its small windows scarcely peeps the light.
Where the gay maids that in the long ago
Lived ’neath its roof, the midnight in their eyes,
And in their tones the liquid river’s flow,
And in their smile the warmth of sunny skies?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 169. Composition dated 1886.



Collected Poems

703

An Evening Picture
1892

The gracious starlight and the many stars,
The light winds sleeping in the arms of Eve,
And there, across the distant West, the bars
Swift fading that the sunset lights did weave.
A little brook sings sweetly to the hills,
A bird just twitters in its leafy nest,
A flower pours out its incense to the rills
Whose crystal feet so late the cañon prest.
In golden lances falls the starlight down,
Each leaf hangs breathless on its slender stem;
The high Sierras, bare and vast and brown,
The crescent moon wear for their diadem.
The long road runs, a thread of dusty white;
’Tis trodden now by many hurrying feet;
The rising dust just blurs our watching sight,
As looking where the light and darkness meet,
Fainter and fainter grows the twilight gleam,
Clearer the starlight as the shadows fall,
More silvery the faint young moonlight’s beam,
Till Night drops her mantle over all.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 170. Composition dated 1892.
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A Morning of the Long Ago
It was hardly light, yet I sat at dawn
In the college tower on a summer’s morn;
Beneath the lovely village lay,
And the beautiful park and far-off bay.
The mountains rose grand in the distant east,
And the tall trees stood like a bearded priest,
And “the birds sang east and the birds sang west,”
As if made of song was each tiny breast.
Far off the green mounts lifted high
Their penciled lines against the sky;
The blue mounts rose in the faint, dim dawn,

Like shadowy heights just newly born,
And as Day drew near the clouds did rise
Like golden altars of sacrifice,
While the light winds stirred the forest trees
To sweetest of leaf-lipped harmonies.
But the village slept, and the college halls
Were as still as night; no light footfalls
Through their corridors dim, no eye but mine
Watched the horizon’s far-off line
For the first faint light of the coming Sun
To chase away the shadows dim.
But I often climbed to watch the sky
As the dark, black wings of Night swept by,
And the glorious Dawn, with wings unfurled,
Sent light and music o’er the world.
I leaned and listened and soon I heard
The first faint note of singing bird;
Twitter and peep, then out would pour
A tide of music the sweet world o’er;
The Morn would her golden garments brush,
And her heart would leap to the singing thrush,
And the robin, with breast of scarlet hue,
Would sing as sweet as when Earth ‘was new;
And quick ’neath the golden tides of light
The twinkling stars would sink from sight
Into the Somewhere with the Night,
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And golden the tips of the mountain’s crests
As on the blue of the sky they leaned to rest.
Oh, ’twas lovely to me! and it seemed as if
A new world were born, with beetling cliff
And meadows sweet with fragrant clover,
And trees with blossoms covered over;
And mountains, too, from out the dim,
The star-lighted spaces. The wild-bird’s hymn
Fell sweet with the rolling river’s song,
As ’twere singing, “a day, a day is born.”
Hark! hark! “Sweet sweet,
Peep, peep; tweet, tweet.” I heard
Right near me, there, where the old bell hung,
“Tweet, tweet,” as the rising bell was rung,
And looking, I saw a little nest
Right on the verge of the belfry’s crest;
’Twas filled with eight little downy things,
Their feathers ungrown, their tiny wings
With scarce strength to stir; but the papa bird
Flew to a tree, and I never heard
A sweeter song than he poured so free
From his little throat, and I think that he
Was holding a family jubilee.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 170.
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The Clouds and the Fairies
Just look and see the daisies
Lift up their shining faces
Unto the skies so blue,
As if they wondered who
Had set a-sailing there
The fleecy clouds so fair,—.
So very soft and white,

And looking just as light
As a downy feather—
Sailing all together
As if each one did hold
A fairy sailor bold,
Who might be on his way
To catch at close of day—
When the moon should rise
So brightly in the skies—
Just a word or two
With the old man who
Lives within the moon.
Aha! a merry tune
Would they sing together
In this pleasant weather.
Sing and float would they
Through the skies away—
Fleecy clouds so white
In the full moonlight,
Each one holding, maybe,
Fairy knight and lady.
There! on the mountain summit,
One has lost her bonnet,
Golden-bright it’s lying
With its strings a-flying.
Float, float little cloud-boats,
And daisies swing,
While the bluebells ring,
And soft their music floats,
Filling the meadows fair
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And all the rain-washed air.
Ah! when the Night drops down
Over the fields and town,
Then, shining bright and clear
Will the stars draw near,
And they will softly peep,
While all the daisies sleep,
At the white clouds afloat,
And if each is a boat,
With a fairy in it,

And over field and hill
The brightest star-beams will
Fall in a silver stream,
Where all the daisies dream,
And all the wood and hill
The fairy folk will fill.
They’ll come from out the sky,
From each cloud floating by,

With laughing, happy faces;
From dandelion and bluebell

Behind a cobweb screen.
With fiddle and with bow
There will the cricket go;
And there the butterfly
Will make a canopy

Of its soft wings, I ween,
Above the Fairy Queen.

Dancing on the hills,
Dancing by the rills,
Dancing in the meadows,

And in the forest shadows,
While we are asleep—
So sound we cannot peep—
Do the fairies go,
While soft breezes blow,

They’ll know it in a minute;

They’ll steal from out the daisies,

You’ll hear their laughter swell,
And they’ll dance upon the green
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And the bluebells ring,
And the daisies swing,
Bowing as they pass
O’er the bending grass.
Swing, O daisies! everywhere,
And ring, ye bluebells fair,
And to your music sweet
Shall the fairies’ feet

All keep time together
Through this moonlit weather,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 170.
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The Soul of the Day
These beautiful days the air is awake,
Flooded with light like a spirit fair,
The soul of the Day in the sunshine lies,
And its glorious presence is everywhere.
Warm is its breath as it lieth still,
When the winds are asleep, nor breezes stir,
And the droop of its wings is over the hill
And the mountains are wrapped in the faintest blur
Of mist-touched light—a veil whose haze

So soft and lambent fills the maze
Of sweeping distance; the mounts do lean
On the blue of the sky which shows between
The crested peaks like an open door,
While birds wing the dawn-kissed meadow o’er,
And ‘mid their dewy grasses sweet
Is the unheard tread of the Summer’s feet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 171.
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An Eastern Summer Shower
The shadows fell across my sunny porch,
The blooming roses leaned to kiss the Sun,
The stripéd bee struck up his merry hum,
And there the Sunflower his gay golden torch
Swung to the breeze, as, rippling, it did run
Down through the meadows where the grasses stood,
And through the myriad boughs of leafy wood.
The air grew dim with heat, the sleeping hills
Scarce cast a shadow on the burning noon—
Teased by Cicada’s shrill and rasping tune—
There was no dew to moisten his small throat—
‘The Sun had drunk each drop while yet the Morn
Wore them for diamonds, and the robin’s note
Fell like a rain of music, while each flowery cup
Held its bright pearl, which from the deeps of stars
Had dropped so silently through Midnight’s open bars.

While all the air was still as if ’twere dead
Save for the lines of heat that shimmered so
Like half-seen ripples on the Ocean’s breast;
He seemed a stain between me and the West,
So thick beneath his moving feet did rise
The white, dry dust that wrapped him there.
Then, later, all the atmosphere astir
Beat with quick pulse of swiftly-rising winds,
Breathing grand oratorios through the pines,
And lifting seas of dust, through whose dim blur
The Earth seemed rushing, like a ship at sea,
And giant cloudy Titans did arise,
Sweeping with lightning scimitars the skies,
And the black air was with loud thunders rent,
And leaned for strength upon the moveless hills,
Until the madness of its wrath was spent.
Then came a break. The oratorios poured
Through solemn heights of wooded oak and pine,
Dropped into golden hymns of swift sunshine;
And all the wide, sweet Earth was floored
With diamond drops; each baptized bush and tree
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Burst into jeweled glory, and did shine
With prism’d spheres where little rainbows hung,
And every swaying leaf had found a tongue,
And fields were clean, and skies were bright,
And Coolness laid her hand divine
Where erst so late the melting heat
Through all Earth’s fevered pulses beat.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
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Clouds and Stars
1886

That little cloud I’m sure has gone astray,
It is so very far. Gold-tinged, it lies
Along the amber glory of the West—
That hidden door unto the farther skies—
Where lingers lovingly the passing Day,
And piles up clouds of crimson for her crest.
The night wind steals through portals all unseen,
Ere says the Day good night unto the Earth—
In what deep caves of air doth it find birth?—
And lo! the starlight falleth down between
The sunset and the night. One star, as soft
As Love’s tears, with beams as liquid pure,
Shines on the threshold of departing day,
Like the pure opal of some crownéd queen,
And watching it, I see it twinkle oft.
O Day! it lights for thee thy untrod way
To that vast Somewhere hidden from our sight,
’Mid the dim isles, girt round by soundless seas,
Where nothing lives but human memories,
And God’s own presence, unto whom as one
Are days that were, and are, and days that are to come.

O Art! thou wordless poet of all time,
Truth lives with thee and breathes divinest air.
Greatness is thine, and beauty thou dost share
With sky and earth and blooming things divine
In loveliness. All things of earth are thine,
And to the soul thou givest speech as fair
As its own whiteness, wordless thoughts which are
Hidden in being’s deep to thrill and stir
Our inmost self to waking and delight—.
That inmost self that we so little know,
That holds our human godhood as the burr
Holds the live seed whose life shall overflow
In tree or flower. What witchery is thine
That puts the world on canvas, hills aflame
With sunlight, and in palpitating glow
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The broad lush meadows in the noonday heat
Lying a-dream; the river’s onward flow,
Mirrored in ripples that so oft repeat
Themselves the river seems to smile and know
Itself alive with motion; ’tis the same
That babbles to the sky outside our door,
The same sweet stream with willows bending o’er,
With yellow butterflies o’erwinging it,
While birds within the happy sunshine flit;
Yet Art somehow has seemed to give it soul,
Of sky, field, river, made a perfect whole.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 172. Composition dated 1886.
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Peace
August. (1898.)
Black-winged and huge, the cruel bird of War,
With sharp, strong talons and with bloody beak,
Brooded above the world—within his claw
He held a nation bleeding, sore and weak,
Prostrate in utter helplessness and woe,
Its navies playthings of relentless Fate,
Its armies beaten by its watchful foe,
With Death forever marching in their wake.
Peace looked from far, from out her golden day,
Her morning luminous with rosy light,
The perfumed stillness on the silence lay,
Upon the air so shining, clear and white.
She stirred her wings, the waiting nations heard,
One note she sounded, sweet and soft and clear,
Sweeter than song of any wandering bird,
Pulsing through all the breathing atmosphere.
Great armies moving over sun-scorched plains
Breathed as if Dawn had touched them with her lips,
And Noon’s hot, fevered pulses, filled with pain,
Were cooled and soothed by her soft finger-tips.
Hearts which had throbbed like muffled drum-beats, slow,
Heavy with the sad torture of a nation’s pain,
Threw off the grinding pressure of their woe,
As the strong oak lifts up its boughs again

When the swift tempest passes. Peace! sweet peace,
Hail it as Love hails Love when she draws nigh;
Hail it as ye hail rest when pain doth cease,
Hail it as triumph for humanity.
Hail it as signal that Oppression’s might
Is broke for aye, that tyrants nevermore
Shall beat a people down in Freedom’s sight,
Nor fear her lifted arm will smite them sore.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 172.



Collected Poems

715

The Evening Star
The sky, like one great shining sapphire, spreads
Above me here, undimpled by a cloud;
The stars are hid by th’ golden, flooding light
Of the sweet Day, filled with the perfumed breath
Of many flowers. The breezes play with
All the thousand leaves upon the many
Trees, till they ripple as with laughter in
The shining sunlight, and Day seems to smile
As if a soul were hidden in her breast.
The mountains gleam in soft and tender lights,
Growing in glory as the Noon draws near,
And then, transfigured in the sunset’s glow
Stand glorified in wondrous colors there,
As if heaven opened wide her gates
And let her glory through. O the first star,
Outflashing in the West as daylight dies,
And velvet-footed Night draws near,
All diademed with worlds! Bright star,
The whole world loves ye, and its eyes are lift
To watch your silent coming, as ye look
Forth alone upon the Earth, before the
Starry heavens marshal their countless hosts
To light the rayless dark that wraps the Vast
Above us. Ye seem as if ye were the
Eye of God, looking with tender light on
His great world as the Day passes, to see
How it hath fared, and what its many needs.
Thy tender light, it trembles in the skies—
The far-off, brooding skies of Evening, warm
As with gracious pity for Earth’s many
Woes, yet smiling with cheer and blessed hope
Of sweet Tomorrow’s coming. Behind thee
March the universe of worlds. Behind them
All is God, Our Father; and looking up
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To thee, I wait to see His face, for He
Holds thee and me within His loving care.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 173.
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In Chinatown
Strange is the man before my vision now,
Dull, heavy-eyed, with low, receding brow,
Child of dead ages, not the living Now.
With manhood quenched, his wretched soul is dumb,
The weight of centuries on his shoulders hung,
With eyes unlifted and with hopes unsung.
He knows no future, but Today is all;
About him hangs dark Superstition’s pall,
And specters follow where his footsteps fall.

The Holy Cross gleams near across the way,
The same sun shines upon it, the same day
‘Brightens outside as darkens where we stray.
Darkens within the temple where he kneels
To his dumb idols, and the daylight steals
Like some ghost’s shadow which the dark reveals.
Smoking his pipe, his half-closed eyes grow dim,
Looking, you see only the beast in him—
Not manhood’s face nor manhood’s strength of limb.
Dark are the ways amid his hovels there,
The gambler’s den is hidden in his lair,
And home, sweet home, is found not anywhere.
O Christ! smile on this corner which doth lay
Like some dark blot upon the face of Day,
And let Hope’s footsteps come along this way.
Let Faith’s bright morning shed its holy ray
Along the haunts where these poor heathen stray,
And idol worship to God’s love give way.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 173.
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The Unwritten Past
1899

O the great Past! How full it is of soul,
Of names undying and of deeds unsung!
Can pen be found to write its wondrous whole—
To tell its story since the world begun?
How far and dim does Time’s young morning stand
When Eden bloomed and all its fragrance poured
Upon the wondrous, new-created land,
While in its womb was all the future stored.
How far the first young nation that did rise
To proud dominion in the distant East,
How faint the pennant ‘neath the Orient skies
That marked the power of earthly king and priest.
O mighty Past! Unwritten and unsung
Are deeds of glory and foul deeds of crime,
No voice amid thy silences has flung
With a world-crash whose terror was sublime
Words that would tell thy inmost deeds of wrong,
Such as smite Heaven as with a sense of woe,
Nor wove into the melody of song
Grand deeds unnumbered that but God doth know,
When that last day of judgment comes to men,
When God’s great book is opened and we see
Each thought, each deed of all the race, O then
How shall we tremble at man’s history!
Tremble at wrong, yet in joy, in goodness, too,
Wonder at love and all its holy fire,
Humble ourselves before our God anew,
And loving Him, to higher life aspire.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 173. Composition dated 1899.
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Our Two Worlds
On snowy heights white Winter sits enthroned,
Above our smiling valleys emerald clad,
Where Summer lingers with the closing Year,
And with her dainty fingers weaves his crown—
His fragrant crown of buds and flowers.
We see old Winter’s face, his icy wand
Clasped by his frozen fingers as he leans
His head on the far blue of heaven,
Sitting the monarch of that mountain world.
We do not feel his breath, he is so far
From our sweet vales, nor e’en the touch of frost.
The golden orange swings its ripening spheres
Amid its full-leaved boughs of green;
The happy birds a sweet rich tide of song
Pour on the sunny air; the wild bees’ hum
Is like an undertone of melody;
The flies are rainbow-winged and swim in light,
The cricket chirps his hymn amid the grass,
And bright-winged butterflies do gaily pass,
And sip sweet nectar from the blooming flowers;
The green grass blades are lifted to the Sun,
The spider’s web upon their tips is hung,
And all this lower world is bright as June,
Sun, stars and earth and everything in tune
With Summer gladness. But, oh, lift your eyes!
See Winter’s robes are round him on the heights,
His snowy mantle wraps his shoulders round;
His footstool is the frozen cataract
Where the hushed thunders of the waters lie.
Two worlds we see, the one of chill and frost,
The other where all chill and frost are lost;
Cradled in sunshine lies this lower world,
Cradled in cold the upper, where is hurled
The snowy avalanche against the rocks
Which feel the thrill of the wild tempest’s shocks.
O valley lands! We love your summer heart,
Lovely are ye and never ye have part
With Winter’s life, which stands upon ‘the crest
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Of those vast heights where cloudy specters rest.
There Winter frowns, here lovely Summer smiles,
And all the cares of weary Time beguiles.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 174.
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In the Fields of Knowledge
[An address to Chautauqua graduates assembled at Long Beach, Cal., August
28, 1885.]

While standing here I hear the tramping
Of many thousand feet;

They are passing from life’s levels,
They are toiling up the steep,

Reaching out for higher knowledge,
For a better vantage ground,

And Chautauqua’s ever-widening Circle
Nobly, grandly clasps them round.

See what glorious heights! what summits!
What vast fields of knowledge gleam,

Like some Nebo’s mount of vision,
Whence the Promised Land is seen.

Nevermore life’s lower levels
Will their feet contented tread,
Nevermore the dusky twilight
While Truth’s sun shines overhead.
Live to our vision, old and vanished thrones,
And mighty peoples that long since have passed;
We hear the sound of warfare, and the groans
Of dying thousands, and the angry blast
Of trumpets, and we see the shining spears
Bristling along the heights, the arrows sped,
The captured cities, womanhood in tears,
And murdered captives with their children dead.
Through the vast empire of the vanished years,
Where not an echo answers to our tread,
Whose only rivers are of human tears,
Whose only people are the silent dead,
Whose only cities are the ruins old
Of palace halls and fallen temples’ shrine,
And broken columns stony white and cold—
Time’s marble ghosts that mock the pale moonshine;
To ancient Thebes upon the far-off Nile,
To buried cities on Italia’s plains,
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In the warm sun of ancient Egypt’s smile,
To mighty Rome, where godlike Caesar reigns;
To the dim twilight that before the dawn
Of England’s day lay cold upon its isles,
We wander on; again above it all
Glorious and warm the living sunlight smiles.
Wide opes for us the starry deep of skies,
We trace its golden page, its story con,
To the far North the Bear before us flies,
While through the East comes giant Orion,
Standing with arm uplift sublimely grand,
Marching all night the highway to the West,
With his broad shield within his outstretched hand,
Through which not mighty Mars could pierce his breast.
There’s not one golden star that gilds the Night,
One shining world within its starry crown,
One planet woven in its lyre of light
But sends a heavenly message to us down.
We hear the sounding music of the spheres,
And catch the keynote of their heavenly strain,
As circling down the pathway of the years
They sound anew Creation’s grand refrain.
Ye who have trod our Circle’s fullest round,
Your lives have broadened like the world at Dawn
As it steals onward from the darkened bound
Of the Night’s shadow, and the Day is born.
Fair Truth has bridged your dark ravines of Doubt,
And History spanned the chasms of the years;
Astronomy her star-sown paths spread out,
Creation’s story on the rocks appears;
Art in her marble poems you have read,
And in divine Comedia have seen
The wondrous pictures that her brush has spread
In colors true the centuries between.

For you the kings of noble Thought draw near,
You mingle with them and your hear their speech;
You listen! Shakespeare fills your wondering ear,
You clasp great Pindar’s hand, and walk with each
Philosopher of those far ancient days;
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You catch Hypatia’s words, you silent steal
With Socrates along familiar ways;
You walk with Bryant, and with him you kneel
Within the groves, the temples vast and grand—
The God-built temples of the world’s first years,
Then you with Solon and with Raphael stand,
With Galileo catch the music of the spheres.
With all this conquered realm of human thought,
Life still will broaden as you onward go;
Be yours like theirs, who long since lived and wrought,
“The godlike power to do, the godlike aim to know.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 174.
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Mid Olden Days
1893

The palms and peppers swaying o’er my head
Are like new friends, with faces strange and sweet;
They were not in my childhood, I did meet
In those young days, which now so long have fled,
But oak and beech, and the great pines which led
The forest armies; somber, grand and tall
They stood, like monarchs looking over all
The wooded hosts encircling their feet.
And there its torch the flaming maple lit,
When Autumn came, and all the world grew bright
With gold and scarlet, and the mellow light
Of Autumn suns, and happy I did sit,
Breathing sweet Childhood’s air, while watching flit
The year’s last birds across the high, far blue,
While fell the dead leaves round me, colored through
With splendor like Summer’s sunset light.
Golden the haze that Autumn’s fingers drew
Across the skies and glowing deeps of air,
While days lay cradled, as if dreaming there
Of Summer gone, of blossoms and the dew
With its white gems clear, shining through
Spring’s emerald grasses, till, day by day,
The hills grew dun, and all the woods were gay
In scarlet riot till they all were bare.
And then to noisy roar the river woke,
And marshaled clouds grew angry with the storm,
And myriad snowflakes from their bosoms broke,
And ’mid the snowdrifts was the Winter born.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 175. Composition dated 1893.
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Our Summer World
1893

The world is full of sunshine, full of song;
Birds sing rejoicingly and pour their tide
Of tuneful melody from bush and tree—
The happy birds whose life is song, whose breath
Is music. God must love them well and hold
Them in His tender care; not a sparrow,
Even, falleth to the ground but that He
Seeth it. And note the insects’ hum, which

len Days.
Brimmeth o’er with gladness; it is a song
The happy things breathe through their wings unto
The fragrant air—breathe through all their tiny
Frames to the great world, with suns and
Stars filling the vault above, like dust from
God’s own fingers—dust of light from the far,
Pave of heaven. The butterflies, those wingéd
Jewels which flutter in the Summer air,
Feeding on nectared sunbeams, and on the
Hidden honey of the flowers, dot the
Sweet air with beauty. The crickets chirp in
Undertones a note of merrymaking;
The caterpillar his many colors
Shows unto the light. The rivers tinkle
Softly as they flow; the grass lifts up its
Tiny blades where fall caressingly the

Smile, brighten all things, while their
Delicious odors, sweet as melody
That thrills our hearts unspeakably as melts
Sound into Silence, make Earth seem still as
If ’twere Eden. A fountain drops its pearls
And pours its diamonds sparkling with the
Light upon the emerald sward. A happy
Song-bird dips its beak and splashes its small
Wings within the mimic sea, then into
Notes that hold the gladness of air, sky and

Golden sunbeams; and the flowers, like God’s
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Sun, and green-boughed trees, and tiny opening
Bud, and perfect flower, and ever-flowing
Streams, and hum of bees, and sound of children’s
Laughter it breaks, till all the wide, glad space
Receives its baptism of song. God’s world is fair,
The blue sky smiles, the sunshine sheds its gold,
The mountains lift their faces to the Sun,
The shining rivers crystal-footed run,
And every day is the same story told,

Tongued silences and odors rich as wine,
And colors, language-laden, all combine
To speak the glory of this Summer-World divine.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 175. Composition dated 1893.
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Cocoanut Island—Hilo Bay
A fairy island dreaming on the deep;
The cool palm shadows, lying as asleep
In the clear waters circling the green land,
Where, in their gracious beauty, they do stand
Waving their feathery branches, Everywhere
The sea is motionless and gleaming fair
As silver in the sunlight. To the beach
The slow tide’s silver fingers reach;
The light waves creep with lapping sound
To the low points, and linger ’round,
Leaving soft kisses on their tender green;
And diamond drops of water hide between
‘The moss-grown rocks, like emeralds lain
On the green isle’s breast, and resting there,
With plumage sun-like, tropically fair,
Are strange, bright birds, whose songs, if songs they sing,
Must be most marvelous, to match the wing

In beauty and completeness; and skies lean,
Like a clear, shining sapphire, o’er the green,
Fair island. Water and sky meet on the brim
Of the horizon’s verge, and the clear Night, dim
At first with its few shining stars, as drops
O’er the sea and plumy palm-trees, tops
The darkness, brightens with glowing light
Of countless star-worlds breaking on the sight,
Noiselessly as if new-born within the vast
Infinity of ether. A mirror cast
The waveless sea, and in its pulseless deeps
Another sky with all its star-worlds sleeps.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 175.



Eliza Ann Otis

728

Whittier
1893

Great souls there are who live and pass from earth,
Leaving a glory brightening with the years,
As plainer to us in their lives appears
The angel that was hidden in their worth.
Their thoughts were like a garden where no dearth
Of flowers or beauty is, and where gleam
Colors with sweetness blended, like a dream

Of heaven scarce touched with tint of earth.
Such was thy life, O poet whom we sing!
Thy songs were like the Day-Star shining clear
When Dawn nears and the Night is swift to close;
Hope shone forth in them; Freedom, wakening, rose
From their tonguéd deeps, no longer blind and dumb,
The slaves’ chains loosed, their longed-for noon had come.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 176. Composition dated 1893.
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Meteoric Showers
(Midnight on Echo Mountain, 1894.)

Bending above us is Night’s cloudless blue,
The moon afar sinking within the west,
Blushing deep red as on the Ocean’s breast
A moment lingering ere she sinks from view,
Saying good-night to all the many stars,
And all the many hills. The planet Mars
Uprises soon, and looks upon us there,
Sitting to watch each meteor’s passing glare.
We sit so still, so wonderingly we gaze
On the wide, starry deeps! Out from the North,
From its far silence swiftly shooting forth,
Come the bright strangers through the pathless ways,
Trailing their light past sleeping planets high,
Past starry suns that twinkle where they fly
Through midnight silences, as if to light
To some sky chamber hidden from our sight.
What is your mission, ye swift-fleeting things,
And what your meaning? Are ye messengers
With a God-word to some new world that stirs
Instinct with soul-life, which immortal springs
In the new morning of some starry dawn?
Or there amid the stars is some grand science born
Of higher knowledge that can transmit thought
From world to world—some science man has not?

Are ye the flash signs on electric waves
That sweep the universe, sent by star-souls
To other star-souls, wheresoever rolls
This unseen tide, which, viewless, ever laves
Created vastness, or but fiery dust
Of mighty comets which is earthward thrust
From the vast spaces of their boundless sweep
Into the vortex of our starry deep?
We musing sit, while in the dewy dark
The valley sleeps, but like another sky,
Filled full of stars, beneath us it does lie,
Its shining lights but the electric spark
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Which man has caught, imprisoned by his skill,
And made the servant of his tireless will;
And shall he yet from far-off star to star
Make it his courier that shall the bar
Of the world Silence lift and give us speech—
Earth with the planets? Ruddy Mars we see
And long to pierce his shining mystery.
Can we not find some messenger to reach
His starry threshold through electric might,

Making a pathway for us through the Night
Speech-paved? O shining Mars! Men halting wait
Some open sesame through thy blazing gate.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 176.
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The Modern Printing-press
1895

What power is it that makes Today so great,
This new Tomorrow of old Time so fair—
So different from its Yesterdays? What
Has broadened so our thought-horizons? Ah!
’Tis that upon the wide expanse of life
The world is thrown; the lettered Press tells all
Its daily history. The days are no
More fruitless than in elder years, when men,
With slow, unerring eyes, wrought each alone,
Undreaming of his brother, and feeling
Seldom the warm, subtle touch of spirit.
Not as now in those old days did we clasp
Hands sunset with sunrise, and read the whole
World’s story, pulse answering pulse, while all
Girded themselves for Progress. Unto us
Some new marvel doth each hour, each day bring
To be brooded on; some new thought, or some
High purpose that shall move mankind, nor let
The race slip downward. Ah, mightier than
The Sword the hands of those who guide the Pen,
And lift the sleepy lids of ignorance,
Make plain the unguessed riddles of our lives.
’Tis they who make these later days so great.
Invention hath wrought for them and builded
For them Time’s latest wonder—the Modern Press.
Looking at this gigantic, iron-ribbed
And noisy monster, like some hugh Cyclops
Feeding on the white-webbed and letterless
Paper, which in a breath it draws through its
Vast frame, leaving the impress on it of
The great world’s action—the story of the
Way God hath ruled men since Yesterday—telling

What Change hath wrought and white-faced Purity,
And what black and hydra-headed Crime hath
Done; how Peace hath smiled and grim-visaged War
Hath breathed with threatening thunders; how winds have
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Swept with cyclonic footsteps, and mighty
Floods surged through river arteries and burst
Them, leaping on the land and swallowing
Men like atoms; how, in high
Places, men have hatched out party schemes, and
The smooth robber, wearing Friendship’s guise filched
Gold with treacherous speech from trusting dupes;
How Science hath sped on, unveiling wonders,
Till all the Story of a Day is told

While self spake with self, and said, this wondrous
Tron Thing is clothed upon with mind; human
Thought is on it like a garment. Not a
Wheel but is mind-touched and inspired to
Action. Not a revolving cylinder,
Or a swift-rolling belt, rushing like a flying
Comet, but is the full embodiment
Of inventive thought. It is marvelous!
A creation almost godlike in its
Completeness. Unimpressionable, yet
Quick—answering to the sway of mind!
Thoughts leaping from its metal fingers as if
A human brain filled all the massive iron
Frame, and thought stirred at the lever’s touch to
Finest action! O the age is great! Men,
Will and matter, dead, inert and senseless,
Thrill like a living soul and stand forth in
Wondrous combinations, each complicate
Machine doing the work of scores of
Brawny arms, as if God said unto the
World, “Rest and let Matter serve thee.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 176. Composition dated 1895.

In one short moment’s space. I could but marvel,
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Night Stars
1891

I sat the other eve beneath the tent
Of starlit sky. Those shining worlds swinging
Through space so infinite, through voids so vast,
Made not a sound that my dull ear could hear.
The wind, soft-stirring as an infant’s breath,
Brought me but fragrance of the blooming flowers,
But ne’er a sound wafted from sun or star.

Orion old as Time, marched, as he has
Marched since first the Earth began, with lifted
Arm, sublimely threatening all the starry
Powers. That polar monster, the Ursa Major
Of the skies, turned changeless front the frozen
Pole unto, as if to find the hidden
Chambers of the cold, Cassiopea
Leaned like a goddess in her regal chair,
Her robes all star-fringed and her eyes shining
With light. Andromeda, the glory of
All starry worlds upon her forehead, filled
The near heavens with beauty. Perseus,
Still watching her, and all the constellated
Worlds familiar with her story, stood by,

id the Stars.
Twinkling with gladness. The Milky Way,

With water drops, stretched to infinity
Beyond the farthest ken of human
Vision, farther than thought can range into
The unknowable realm of God’s untrod
Eternity. The Night breathed stillness. The
Beaded dew sparkled like diamonds where
The white-robed lily stood, and on the rose which
With bowed head her rosary seemed telling,
The odor of the violet was like
The breath of angels, and the swaying boughs
Or palm and orange stirred like holy wings

There Heaven’s warrior with his mighty shield—

Thick-sown with worlds as is the ocean’s deep
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Of hovering seraphs, while down the ages
To my inner ear came ringing like a
Breath outblown from those constellated worlds
That Gloria in Excelsis which the
Psalmist sang: “The heavens declare the glory
Of our Father God, and wherever shine
These worlds of His, His voice is heard.
Day unto day doth utter speech, while night
Unto night doth knowledge boundless show.” And
Then it seemed as if the stars did all their
Faces lift, worshiping in stillness, while
A soft, white mist crept landward from the sea,
Veiling the sky in folds diaphanous,
Through which white moonbeams fell in silver silence.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 177. Composition dated 1891.
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In Vale and on Height
1892

I walk within the quiet garden places,
Where tropic palms and orange blossoms grow,
And gay poinsettias upward lift their faces
Above the whiteness of the lily’s snow.
Where roses bloom in all their fragrant splendor,
And modest violets open to the light,
And morning-glory bells ring soft and tender,
A faint, sweet requiem for the passing Night.
Where fuchsias swing and blush in radiant gladness,
And lilies lift their censers to the Sun,
And the glad breezes riot in their madness,
Kissing each blossom as they onward run.
Where purple pansies dream in quiet beauty,
And sweet alyssum pours its fragrant wine,
And with the emblems of man’s highest duty—
The Cross and Crown—swayeth the passion-vine.
But here, above these vales where Summer lingers,
Lying on softest bed of grasses green,
Slipping the stars upon his frozen fingers,
From the far mounts does hoary Winter lean,
Brothers of Time these monumental mountains,
The valley’s sentinel who guard and keep
Our vales made verdant with snow-melted fountains
Which from their sides in crystal streamlets leap.
Grand are these mounts with planets circling near them,
Hearing the songs of star-worlds and of suns,
With clash of winds the mighty tempests cheer them,
With Gloria in Excelsis rivers run.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 177. Composition dated 1892.
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The Philosophy of Browning
1886

[Read at a Chautauqua Assembly, July 19, 1886.]

He is no man of the people, for the people know him not,
They but catch the veriest tatters of his soul-wrought mystical thought;
He dwelleth above them, breatheth an air whose light
They have never looked on, never have seen through their night.
It is alight with the flashes of soul, it is full of the deep
Flood of feeling, and full of the sentient sweep
Of fancies that soar, broad-winged, to the skies,
Of soul-walks, where lonely he wanders, truths hidden and dim to surprise.
Let us walk in the way that he’s traversed, let us gather his books
And look them carefully over, and tread in the humble nooks
Of his fancies—the highest we never may reach,
Unless some ladder he’s dropped, some wide-open stairway of speech,
Let us take now, for instance, his story, the one we so often have read,

Till all the quaint scene that he pictures opens to sight,
Till we see the “little old-faced peaking sister,” and the chapel’s wonderful light.
Wonderfully real the scene that he paints there—we see it again,
The old fat woman purring with pleasure, “the shoemaker’s lad,” and the men
Snuffing “the dew of Heaven,” as they sit there at their ease—
Quiet of conscience are they, self-righteous, with nothing to tease
Or to fret them. How full of disgust does he fill us, as holding them up
In the light of dissection he pulls them apart. The horrible rut
Which grovelers tread in he makes us to see, and with him we turn
To go out of the chapel, away from the crowd, with feelings that yearn
Toward the skies. How pure are the stars!
How grand is the sweep of the sky!
How holy its silence! The clouds like God’s garments sweep by!
We grow calm; we rise upward, and seemingly near,
God speaketh to us; in mountains and stars
His voice do we hear.
And then, oh, what vision he brings to our gaze as we look
As we stand in this grand colonnade—Gethsemane shook
Once with the presence He brings to our sight.
He makes us to see

Of Christmas Eve in the church—we’ll follow him softly, we’ll tread



Collected Poems

737

Not the world, not the grandeur of night with its stars and its sea,
But something holier far—a presence the hem of whose robe
Is dropping with mercy—no face does the tremulous globe
Of his vision behold, only the back of a form in vesture of white;
His soul leaps to the fact of the God-Christ—he feasteth his sight
On the figure receding—through the storm he leadeth us still
In the visions he sees, the questions he ponders; the force of his will
Is as the sweep of a wing. His faith it is strong, it is pure, it is high,
A mirror of truth and of trust, a broad open door to the sky.
But what is the lesson taught in the poem which we have read,
Which is running through and through it like a shining golden thread,
While he waits as if God’s finger had hushed him to silence there,
As not knowing the way to worship he stands in the house of prayer—
Or follows the Christ—laying hold, in despair of the hem
Of his vesture, with all his soul’s needs looking up to him then?
Study it closely, read it well, and the golden thread will glow
Like a plumb-line dropped from the Living
Love to the love of hearts below.
’Mid the pomp and the glitter of worship, the snarl of the creeds—
That are dead with formality, dry as dust, unfit for the needs
Of the soul that is faint in its quest for the truth,
He stands with his soul full of hunger,
“forms burlesque and uncouth,”
’Neath which he sees the disguise of the
Tempter, his trap to ensnare,
Weary of “the pig-of-lead-like presence” of the preacher there.
’Mid the lull in the wind and the rain, with the moon risen high,
He flings himself out from the chapel to breathe neath the infinite sky.
Away from the truths falsely twisted, in the fog of conceit
And of ignorance looming immense, yet looking unmeet

For the soul, shedding no light but dim rays that never could guide
The soul out of darkness, he seeks for the
Christ; whate’er should betide
This guest he must keep. The rivers run to the sea, the stars roll
In their infinite orbits, and so ever perforce must man’s soul
Tend upward to God—straight up through the world

In its tenderness, and the poet, if I read him aright,
Feels that form of worship the best for his soul that lifts him quite

To the heart of its Maker, there to rest. God’s love is unfurled
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Face to face with his Father, through no trammel of creed,
Or dead forms to shut from his soul’s sight its infinite need
Of forgiveness. God’s measureless love is his cradle of rest;
Like the sunlight ’tis round him; he would stand where ’tis best
For him and the world of his brothers; a pathway, maybe,
So creed-paved, he’d stumble, may help them to walk, and perchance thus to see
Through the form and the symbol what else would be hid to their sight;
Some must feel their way through the darkness while some walk in the light.
But strong are the pinions of faith which our poet hath spread,
And sure is the sweep of his wings from the earth to his God overhead.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 178. Composition dated 1886.
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Morning
The luminous Morn stands on the hills,
Day lifts her eyelids, fringed with golden beams,

And gladness the wide realm of Nature fills,
While gurgling laughter from the tiny rills
Mingles with the wind’s breath; the tall trees gleam
With the first sunrays; each grassy blade
Is pearl-tipped; Sunlight and Shade
Clasp hands beneath the many trees,
While overhead, all yellow-winged and fair,
Soul of a flower, the butterfly
Findeth a pathway through the sunny air,
Afar I see, as if another sky,
The hushed Sea’s breast, its great heart still,
Its waves soft-lapping the white sands,
As if ’twere mother of some sleeping rill
’Twere loath to wake; the islands fill
Wide spaces on the harbor’s breast,
Like rounded emeralds on the waters prest.

High and still higher the bright sun climbs,
Kisses the earth like some new lover,
Stirred by its beauty, passionate
With the warm blood of youth innate
With tenderness; his warm beams hover
Where buds sleep and blossoms ope their eyes,
Where trees tower upward to the skies,
Reaching for heaven; the mosses cling
To earth, but still the sun gazes
With loving eye upon their faces
Touching them softly till they smiling yield
To his fond wooing. Forest and field,

And all the wide sea’s restless heart,
And all the singing birds and running brooks
Share now his touch, and all have part
In the day’s glory, Into forest nooks,
Some glad beams steal silently, and make

The birds sing as if waking from Night’s dreams;
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Glory, and life, and loveliness awake.
Berkeley, November, 1894.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 179.
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The Other Day
Oh, did you see the dappled sky
The other day?
A thousand little airy things
Which looked like snowy birds whose wings
Were all so widely spread to fly,
Were floating in the blue away,
The other day.
They called them clouds, but I could see,
The other day,
An angel there with smiling face,
And there a lovely woman trace;
And something which did seem to me
A mighty ship with pennons gay,
The other day.
I wonder where within the air,
The other day,
The golden ship was sailing to;
I saw one star a-peeping through
The sunset gates so bright and fair,
While drifted slow the clouds away,
The other day.
Oh, where is Fairyland so bright?
The other day
I dreamed it lay below the West,
Or else above the mountain’s crest,
And that those clouds so fleecy white
Were sailing to its isles of light,
The other day.
What did they find in Fairyland
The other day?
Perhaps a little girl like me,
Perhaps some birdie singing free,
Perhaps a boy upon the strand
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Among the star-worlds there at play,
The other day.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 179.
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Sweet Content
1904

Singing beneath the cloudless sky,
Singing, just singing the whole day through,
Under the beautiful sunny blue.
And Johnny looked with a longing gaze
Down through the beautiful sunlit ways,
Where a bird poured forth from a leaf-clad tree
A song of the richest melody.
Filling with sweetness the summer air,
Just a rose, said Jenny to me,
Pretty as this white rose you see.
Then little Mary, with eyes so blue,
And clust’ring curls of a golden hue,
And a lovely dimple just tucked in
Like a rose-leaf pure in her pretty chin,
Like God did make when He made me.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 180. Composition dated 1904.
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Butterflies and Bees
1884

Sweet little butterfly,
Roaming ’mid the flowers,
Gay be your happy life
Through the bright summer hours.
Lift, lift your golden wings,
And through the sunny sky
Float at your own sweet will,
O darling butterfly!
And pretty honey-bee,
Now singing on your way,
Sipping sweets from the rose,
O stay with me, I pray;
Here the golden sunshine
Smiles all the whole year long,
And never comes a day
When birds forget their song.
And the lilies blossom,
And the roses smile,
Laughing in the sunshine,
Nodding all the while,
As if they had some secrets
They would like to tell,
Some happy little story
Hid in leaf or bell.
I wonder if they tell it.
To the butterflies and bees,
Or the birds that sing
Within the leafy trees?
If they do, honey-bees,
Won’t you come this way,
And buzzing softly, tell me
What it is they say?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 180. Composition dated 1884.
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The Butterfly
Little butterfly, with your golden wing,
Are you a child of the Sun—do you spring
From the warm kiss he has given the air,
In whose tides of rich splendor you float?
Or, say, are you kin to the note
Which the bird flingeth free
In rivers of song from the tree?
Are the roses your sisters—the violets, too,
Which look born of the skies, O wing-blossom like you?
Who marketh the paths you travel today
With your fluttering wings? O whither away,
As upward you rise as you fade from our sight
In Day’s golden ocean of beauty and light?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 180.
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Bird Anthems
1884

The woods are full of voices; anthems ring
From the high trees where feathered choirs pour out
Their jubilee—full-throated—sing to the
Glad Morning, which, all dewy-eyed, wakes and
From the arms of Night springs glorious as
Eden. What say the birds? What living soul
Of thankfulness in liquid music voices
Itself in their full-chorused harmony?
Know they of Him who made them—Him whose own
Hand fashioned each tiny wing—so fashioned it as to secure the perfect poise, and
The sure swiftness of each sudden flight? O
Bird! losing thyself within the deeps of
Air, lost to our straining vision—within
The unseen chambers of the sky what meetest
Thou? Some intangible presence of
Ministering messenger who with no
Art that we call language, but with some
Higher speech of subtler power wakes thee
To knowledge—stirs within the breast of bird,
Of singing lark and soaring eagle that
Which gives will to mount to the far heavens;
Gives song unto singing things, a soul
To praise, and Him to know while feeling His
Presence in His tender care, without which
Not even the sparrow falls, nor the young
Ravens cry? Is bird-song something more than
Sweet, full-throated melody—more than the
Mere gladness of simple being? More
Than the joy which Summer sunshine gives, spread
Goldenly amid the boughs, where the soft
Air floats flowery incense and odorous

Temples,” and mayhap He walketh still
In their cool shadowed aisles, while Nature with
Her thousand tongues pours forth His praise,
And fills the wide, infinite deeps of skies,

Balm from forest deeps? “The groves were God’s first
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And with His unseen presence thrills the
Telephonic air till every breath in
Those far, azure fields is message-laden
For all wingéd things. Who knows, and who shall answer:

Within the firmament of thought there are
Fixed stars and central suns to which the world
Turns with a sense of reverent wonder.
They light our skies: upon our dim horizons
Shed their beams.
Thought has its spheres, its upper
And its lower heavens—low, dim, dark and
Starless reaches, where, heavy-winged and blind,
We flutter aimless till we fall to earth.
’Tis but the few who soar to the far heights,
But few whose words ring through the ages vast;
Few whose thoughts, like the perpetual Sun,
Flood the world with living light and beauty,
Making our lives, which else were barren, rich
With their grand creations. How they let down
The bars for us that shut us out from the
Infinite realms of glowing fancy! How
Sweep with magic touch of genius the film
From our far duller visions! How on their
Eagle pinions bear us up to their own
Grand creations, where world on world of
Shining, starlit thought glows in their mental

Its groveling cares, its pettiness and
Frivolous folly, which sweep on, casting
Their shadows on the race, and darkening
Universal being. How narrow life
To those whose life is but self within self
Revolving. What would the race achieve with
Only such to make its history? Man
Was not meant to grovel. She whose name we
Sing today was not of higher race or
Better clay than we. She was but noble
Type of gracious, cultured Womanhood—of
The large woman whose expanded soul proves

Heavens! Below it lies Earth’s sordidness;
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That great thought is sexless, that to such
Mental stature as the man attains there
Is no bar to her attainment. Unto
The highest heights she, too, may reach, and win
The luster of a fadeless name.
With what cunning hand did she lay bare the
Inner realms of thought! She took the soul of
Man and held it up to view. The quivering, tremulous
Throbbing of the heart; its vague longings; its
Unspoken hopes; its faltering purposes;
Its infinite desires, and its great world
Of unfathomable tenderness she
Made tangible, and clothed them all in the
Warm garments fashioned by her pen until
Each man and woman, and each little child
Lives with us daily, and our hearts hold them
She was a grand creator, and she lives
Today in what she wrought. In every
Throb of passionate power, in every
Impulse of the human heart, we find the
Pictures she has painted, and we hear her voice.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 180. Composition dated 1884.
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Eastern Woods
1885

Ye grand old woods that stand upon the hills
Through all the Summer’s splendor, with your emerald crown,
Where gentle breezes loiter, and the running rills
Pour silver-throated music to the meadows down;
Where golden sunlight flecks the velvet moss,
And cooling shadows lie beside the brooks,
And bird calls unto bird the boughs across,
Through the dim cloisters of the forest nooks:
I see the splendor of your forest spires,
When frost has tipped each emerald leaf with flame,
And Summer, like some pagan queen, expires
On golden harvest sheaves which crowd the plain.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 181. Composition dated 1885.
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The Olden Thanksgiving
1883

Here in this semi-tropic calm
My thoughts go back to other days,
The orange bloom and stately palm,
The golden light of cloudless days,
The bird-song and the perfumed air,
December with her golden hair,
As rosy-lipped as when the Year was young,
With breath as sweet, with smile as bright,

In its first radiant morning’s light;
The song of birds with shining wings,
The bright-winged, happy butterfly,
The perfumed lily’s fragrant breath,
Which fills the South-Wind floating by,
The golden Dawns, the Sunset’s calm,
The mellow Noons, so full of light,
They hold me not as beckons now
The frozen Winter-Land of snow.
My fancy sees a land of white,
Of mountains clad with solemn pines,
Of leafless forests where the winds
Wail through the naked boughs at night;
Where shriek in fury winter storms,
Where muffled forms make haste to go
Out from the maddened whirl of snow
Into the happy hearthstone’s light.
I see the open fireplace shine,
Piled with its forest logs aflame.
I see the faces bright with smiles
Of those who many weary miles,
To music of the jangling bells,
O’er frozen ways, through drifts of snow,
Through forest wastes, where wolfish yells
Curdled the warm blood’s happy flow,
Have come to keep Thanksgiving Day
Beneath the dear old home-roof tree;

As shone upon the New Year’s face
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That olden time when we were young—
A Nation just begun to be;
When Puritanic maidens smiled,
With faces meek and saintly fair,

And went, with thankful lips and hearts,
With lovers to the place of prayer.
The Nation’s heart was lifted then
Beside that wintry eastern sea,
As one man’s for the blessings poured.
Upon this Nation’s infancy.
The old church spires, like finger-tips,
Pointed to heaven—the shining blue
Was but the curtain hiding Him—
His glory almost shining through—
Whose name upon their trusting lips
Hung with the glad thanksgiving hymn.
And when the hour of praise was done,
The blessings of the year were told
Around the board; both sire and son—
The grandsire and the happy child,
The maiden and the matron old—
Sat down where Plenty’s feast was piled.
Around those boards what happy pulses beat!
Content was there to bless the bounteous feast,
And God in all things, and in this was peace.—

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 181. Composition dated 1883.



Eliza Ann Otis

752

In the Country
(Iron Sulphur Springs, 1885.)

Across the bending emerald seas,
Just tipped with crimsoned-purple glow—
The green alfalfa meadow seas—
I watch the shadows come and go;
I watch the golden sunlight fall,
I watch the wandering breezes kiss,
I hear the merry crickets call,
And see the lazy cattle whisk
The myriad flies that tease them so,
While the lush grasses round their knees
Toss in a billowy, soundless flow;
And hear the hum of careless bees;
I see the lovely pepper boughs,
Those bright-faced hermits of the plain,
Lift to the smiling skies their brows
Which never pale for lack of rain.
I hear the linnet sing at dawn
Where the tall grasses bend and sway,
As if the Spirit of the Morn
Was melting into song away.
And far beyond lies still and brown
The wide-extended, sunny plain,
Beyond the purple mountains crown
Above skies filled with golden rain;
And ’cross the bending emerald seas,
Just tipped with crimsoned-purple glow—
The green alfalfa meadow seas—
I watch the shadows come and go,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 182.
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The Maid of Orleans
1883

We walk through vanished ages with their light
Undimmed, shining as clear as if their suns
Had never set; as if the dark eclipse

Of dead old years o’ershadowed not their wide,
Vast realm. We look into the face today
Of ancient kings, whose ashes the wild
Winds have made their playthings, whose bones, mayhap,
Have been refashioned into green and shining
Grasses, or into giant trees that mock
The centuries with their undecaying strength,
But to our sight they live again. With
Plume and helmet, and with shining spear they

Come, the fragrance of the White Rose and the
Red stealing upon our startled senses.
Out from their graves at History’s magic
Touch spring buried generations. We see
The race from which our old forefathers sprang
In all their wild barbaric strength—might making
Right, brother with brother battling. We
See the fair white sails of England’s fleets,
Which long ago went down in stormy seas,
Or with the old and yellow pennons and worm-
Eaten hulks dropped to decay, set sail again,

As in the centuries agone they sailed, their
Decks trodden by warriors in whose untamed
Breasts burned steadily the all-consuming
Love of conquest. The blue seas flash beneath
The summer sun; the white foam leaps around
Their vessels’ prows as down they bear upon
The sunny coasts of proud old Normandy.
Bend low, fair skies, above those heaps of slain!
Warm with thy sun those pale dead forms to life!
Let soft winds fan them on the bloody plain—
The harvest-heaps Death garnered in the strife
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Of Agincourt. But never the warm sun
Kissing ’mid leafy shadows those white brows,
Nor the soft airs lifting with unseen touch
The silken locks that rest above them like
A crown, shall. wake to life those princely sons
Of struggling France, swept to their death by
Cruel hands of English plunderers. Through
All the years of larger life and broader
Human creeds, of that humanity which
Makes the whole world kin, the battlefields of
Poictiers and Agincourt stand out
The monumental plains of Wrong, the

Pyramids of that rude age of conquest
Which makes the history of the younger
Life of races and of nations.
The lovely plains of France are green and fair,
The Earth is gemmed with blossoms, and her hills
Rise vine-clad toward the deep-blue shining air,
Whose hush the laugh of running streamlets fills.

In the wide marketplace at Rouen, see!
An angry crowd has gathered—men are there
With cruel-visaged faces, with brows that be
Knit into angry scowls; with seaméd lines of care,
And discontent, and pride that will not brook
Control, and savage passions furrowing deep
Their cheeks; with fierce eagle eyes that look
As pity could not touch, nor sorrow make them weep.

And others stand with strong arms folded tight
Upon their manly breasts, with pale lips firmly set,
Their noble faces of an ashen white,
Their pitying eyes with tearful moisture wet.
Down through that sullen silence comes at length
Like some bright presence that we see in dreams,
A girl with noble face, where shines undying strength
Of highest purpose, transfiguring with its beams
Each perfect feature in its holy light.
Erect she walks and firm; her long rich hair
Falls like a mantle o’er her shoulders white—
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Her rounded cheeks are wonderfully fair.
Chained to the stake, she like a statue stands,
With eyes uplifted, and with calm, white face;
Like spotless lilies lie her folded hands
Upon her breast—their quiet resting-place.
The sun sinks slowly in the cloudless West,
The market-place is still; even the
Quiet summer breeze forgets to whisper.
And amid the myriad leafy trees
Not one leaf stirs the solemn hush of silence.
The angry crowd has vanished, but from the
Deserted market-place rises one faint
White line of smoke, like a thin, ghostly
Finger pointing to the skies; and here the
Ashes lie of that fair Maid of Orleans;—
Let them rest,
Looking from the fair heights on which we stand today,
Back to that twilight time of nations,
The infancy of Progress, glad may we
Be that in the light of this late century
The bright, clear noontide of the human race
Our lot is cast, and from the lessons of
That gloomy, struggling Past may we learn
Wisdom that will make us true to noblest
Deeds and grandest purposes,

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 182. Composition dated 1883.
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In the Old Earth’s Heart
1882

(A Fancy.)

Have ye not heard the story of the land
That lies warm in the old Earth’s heart? A fair,
Sweet Summerland—a land cradled in the

Wide gates, o’er path of shining waters, lit
By the brightness of electric suns, vast
Fleets might sail, and in that inner world, fanned
By soft Summer airs, drift past wide continents
And glorious isles that star the under
Seas? Out from that mighty portal, wide as
The great world’s surface, round the far end of
Its vast axis laid, streams the electric
Flood, till all the outer skies, lit by the
Auroral lights, blaze forth a beacon for
The world, bright as a living sun.
Let Fancy spread her sails; her ship will pass
Swift through the ice-seas, sailing northward still
To that far region of the Midnight Sun,
Where the still waters of the under sea
Lave with soft ripples all the silver sands
Of those strange shores, and laugh in ecstacy,
Forever tossing soft, white arms of spray

Round the green mosses that, like emeralds set
Within a rocky rim, gleam on the borders of the
Sapphire seas that catch the Midnight’s gold and violet,
And crimson glory of the sinking Sun,

Which, resting on the threshold of the coming Day,
For one brief moment shuts his eyelids down;
Then lo! the Morning with its shining crown
Of light upon the golden hilltops stands,
And with its smiles sets dimples in the seas.
And here our eyes shall see fair cities rise,
And people strange walk on those wondrous shores,

World’s lap, with portal at the Pole, through whose
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And palm trees wave beneath the sunlit skies;
And maidens with fair faces like the snow,

Just touched with kisses of the sunset light,
And locks like woven sunbeams falling low,
In shining ripples to their dainty feet,
Upon the pebbly beach walk to and fro
With young Apollos, kingly to the sight.
And all the air is filled with song of birds,
That rest like golden blossoms ‘mid the trees,
Or flash like rubies o’er the shining blue

Of the still lakes that sleep erewhile the breeze
Forgets to blow. The gardens of Hesperides,
With all the golden fruitage of their boughs,
Were not as fair as these beneath the skies
Of the Aurora-land about the Pole.
Here clear, warm rivers shine, and as they roll
With murmurous music to the ocean flood,
Their banks are fragrant as the spicy isles.
And ‘mid the groves of banyan and of date,
Rise palace walls, and shining fountains play,
And sculptured marble stands, as if the gods
Had hid among the trees; and royal arches rise,
And temples with their spires of gold

And shining crosses. There is the sound of
Bells all silver-tongued, and melody of
Music, and happy childhood’s faces like

Hands, like pure, soft snowflakes, touch the flowers.
The hills rise to grand heights as whispering

To the stars. The Moon peers through the
Leafy boughs of the tall trees,
As if it were cradled in the emerald
Of their whispering leaves. Like shimmering
Silver from the lowly rocks drops many
A laughing waterfall, and brooks sing
An echo of the wild bird’s song.
The sunlit seas are white with many a
Sail freighted with rare spices and untold

White lilies “mid the grasses, and dimpled
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Odorous sweets, rich silks and jeweled treasures.
Here is Edona’s lovely vale, and bright

Viva’s fountain flows, leaping in laughter
To the bending skies. The outer earth,
Smitten and scarred by wrong, finds here no
Counterpart. It is the Beulah Land, the
Fair Utopia of our dreams, all shadowless
Lying upon the border of the realms
Of blessed Peace.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 183. Composition dated 1882.
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Child-faith—the Comet
1882

From out my open window, looking to
The East, I leaned. The dusky splendor of
The starlit skies brooded above the
Silence. All the winds were hushed; not e’en a
Whisper breathed they to the leaves jeweled with
Dewy diamonds that hung pulseless in

The arms of Night. Silence seemed dropping from
The heavens, which leaned upon the mountain
Tops, as if between them lay secrets too

Vast for speech. Far overhead, threading the
Pathway of the countless stars, its flaming
Length thrust upward through immeasurable
Fields of wide, world-lighted space, flamed the bright

A golden-headed darling woke
From her sweet, dreamless slumber, her rosy
Lids unclosing like the flower which opes’
Its petals to the Sun, and with clasped hands
Upward looked. One little hush of silence,
Then her soul leaped up, shouting its gladness
In her happy speech: “Look! Look and see
God’s arm among the stars!”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 184. Composition dated 1882.
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Dolce Far Niente
1878

The sky was wrapped in veil of soft, white mist,
As if its Summer bridal hour had come,
And one swift gleam of gold and amethyst,
A wandering sunbeam into glory kissed
By the near sunset splendor, shone
A crown upon the fog-veiled mountain peak.
The West rained sunset kisses on the Sea,
Till all the dimples on its pure, fair cheek
Showed lovelier than sea-shell tints; in ecstacy
Laughed the bright waves, and rushed along their way,
And threw white arms of foam, and flashing spray
Upon the waiting sands, that, silver-white,
Waited their coming through the day and night.
The emerald fields of grain had lost their green,
And ripened sheaves showed only glint of gold,
And there, high-piled by Labor’s hand, they lay
Like the vast, silent pyramids of old.
They looked as if some secret in their breast,
Beyond where prying sunbeams dared to stray,
Might lurk sure-hidden and find happy rest.
Perhaps they held the whisper of the way
That Nature nursed the tiny seed which, dropped
In her warm breast, found life and strength to grow

And send out roots and tender shoots, nor stopped
Its circling saps, like life-blood flowing through
The stalk and tender leaf, till ripened grain
Showed golden billows on the wind-swept plain.
The white mists rolled above me, and the blue
Made shining rifts only within the west,
And the Sun lingered there, and smiling threw
Around his form a gold and crimson vest.
And lying there, with arms above my head,
And eyes far-reaching to the deep of skies,
The warm, sweet Earth beneath me for my bed,
That grain-wrought pyramid with all its rich supplies
So near beside me that my hand could reach
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And touch its yellow blades; with mountains near,
With emerald seas of orchards at my feet,
The echoing roar of waves upon the beach
Coming in softened whispers to my ear,
And June’s soft, tender kisses on my face,
As if she were my lover, and her place
Beside me there to whisper hope and peace
And bid life’s futile vexing worries cease,
I lay in calm content so full and sweet,
While perfumed odors wrapped my head and feet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 184. Composition dated 1878.
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Untouched by Time
1878

O the world is old and the world is young!
Today is born as fresh and fair
As the first days in Eden were,
When Time had just begun.
And the golden light in the East at dawn
Comes stealing down through sky as blue,
O’er fields as bright with diamond dew,
As Earth’s first perfect morning knew;
And as sweet as the scents of Paradise,
Which wings of angels loved to reach,
As if the flowers to them were each
An altar, with a soul to teach
Some fresh, new truth Heaven had revealed,
But from their angel sight concealed—
As sweet as these the flowers today,
As sacred what their soul would say.
And the bright-winged birds in our sunny skies
Dip their slender beaks in song
And float through the shining air along,
With notes as glad as Paradise.
And these mountain heights with their gates of pearl
Fog-wrought, with marge of golden mist,
And set with ruby and amethyst—
Had Eden glory such as this?
And did ever her crystal rivers show—
Their silver ripples by lilies kissed—
Soft and warm in the sunset glow,
A single sparkle that we have missed?
O the world is old and the world is young!
Today is born as fresh and fair
As the first days of Eden were,
When Time had just begun.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 184. Composition dated 1878.
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Sweet Bird-song Stilled
1885

It was the springtime in the distant East,
And the cold winds of Winter all had ceased
To blow, and in the forest stirred
The roots of wild-flowers, and the happy bird;
The brook had flung its icy fetters far,
And through clear skies down looked the Evening Star,
The wild rose had put on its leaves of green,
The spider spun his web of silver sheen;
The cricket chirped, the smiling daisy’s lid
Was lifted—among the grasses hid
The droning beetle, and happy in the sun
Buzzed swarming flies. and one by one,
All golden-winged, with spots of velvet brown,
Gay butterflies among the flowers dropped down;
And in the silver of the forest brook,
Where swept its waters through each shadowed nook,
In cool deep pools, just flecked with sunny light,
The speckled trout swam o’er the pebbles white.
The tall reeds dropped their shadows in the stream
O’er which they leaned as if in happy dream;
The tender leaves upon the forest trees
Swung to and fro, stirred by the gentle breeze.
Two happy birds had built their summer nest
Within a maple tree. Its leafy crest
O’ershadowed it, and kept it dry and warm
Through all the rain of every summer storm.
Four little birds were in that summer home,
Just waiting there until their wings were grown—
Waiting to fly through all the golden air,
To sing their songs and make the woods more fair
With their sweet notes; and day by day
With joyous twittering in their nests they lay,
While the soft feathers grew upon their wing,
And Summer came and took the place of Spring.
One lovely morning when the world was fair,
And not a cloud filled all the Summer air,
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When thousand wild-flowers their sweet odors gave
To fill the woods, and on the silver wave
Of the glad brook, which babbled on its way,
Such shining specks of golden sunshine lay;
When all the world was full of happy notes,
Poured in sweet music from the feathered throats
Of all the birds within the tree-tops high,
These nestling birds first sought to reach the sky.
They stretched their wings, then up and up they flew,
Finding a path the pleasant sunshine through.
They sped unto a distant tree-top high,
And here each birdling stopped to rest its wing,
And full of gladness all together sing.
So sweet their song the air itself grew still
And listened, and the running rill
Made haste more softly, rippling on its way,
As if it would, to hear their music, stay.
The happy bees hushed too their busy hum,
The meek-eyed cows unto the brookside come
Chewing their cud, their ears a-listening turned;
And e’en the hawk his wider pathway spurned,

And in the forest swiftly lighted down
Upon the nearest tree-top’s spreading crown.
The tall tree-trunks long colonnade
Of slender slanting shadows made,
Like some grand aisle in temple dim,
And down it poured the young birds’ hymn.
They sang as if their breath was song,
And through the meadows swept along,
With breath of flowers and hum of bee
The sweetness of their melody.
Oh, what a wondrous world is this,
With fragrance and with sunshine kissed!
So fair with fields and trees and flowers,
So warm with lovely summer hours;
So grand with mountains tall and high;
So vast with blue and bending sky;
So bright with sunlight and with dew;
So glad with sounds all strange and new;
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So full of life and happy things,
Of butterflies with golden wings,
And flies from out whose gauzy sheen
The colors of the rainbow gleam.
Oh, we could sing our lives away,
The happy bird-song seemed to say.
Just then adown the meadow lane,
With guns upon their shoulders, came
Three thoughtless boys on sport intent,
To the bird-song no thought they lent;
Yet still they heard the song, and sped,
With hurried feet and swifter tread,
Along the border of the brook,
To where its babbling waters took
To wider shallows, and its sands
Gleam brighter as its breast expands,
And on the pebbles round and white
Its laughing silver ripples light
With touch so soft that scarce a sound
Is stirred within the waters round.
A little bird with sudden sweep
Drops to the brook and dips its beak
Within its crystal cool and bright,
Then turned with swift and noiseless flight,
And soon a speck within the blue,
Its little form is lost to view.
And like a saint, so pure and fair,
The fragrant lily bendeth there.
The dandelion’s yellow crown
Gleams in the woods and meadows round,
And all things seemed so glad and gay
Upon that perfect summer day.
And still their happy songs they sing—
Those little birds—the meadows ring
With their glad notes, and echoes stir
In every forest corridor.
And now across the golden sands
Of the brook’s shallows, with their hands
Holding their guns, towards the tree
The boys move swift and noiselessly.
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A gladder song, full-throated, clear,
Breaks from the birds as they draw near.
But with the sweetest note there came
A sudden sound, a flash of flame.
O thoughtless boys! your work is done,
And from the tree-top, one by one,
Those glorious song birds, shot by you,
Their tuneful throats all riddled through,
Drop down, their song forever stilled
Whose glad notes all the morning filled.
A quiet on the forest falls,
A hush is on the stream,
While red their little blood-stained breasts
Lie still the flowers between.
No more their happy songs shall float
And fill the sunny air
Above the silver shining brook,
And summer meadows fair.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 185. Composition dated 1885.
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What the Brook Says
1886

Warm shone the Sun, and the grasses stood
Tall and green like slender spires,
And the wandering breezes touched the lyres
Of the thousand leaves of the Summer wood.
Ah! what musical murmurs went
Down through the dim old forest aisles,
Where the fragrant violet and bluebell smiles,
And the running brook its gladness lent.
What shadows fell on its waters clear,
Shadows of flowers that love to lean
And watch the ripples the rocks between,
And shadows of reeds, you could almost hear
Growing, with slender roots thrust down
Where they could drink the waters sweet,
Flowing like silver round their feet,
And shadows of floating thistle-down,
Borne along on the breeze’s wing,
Floating away in the sunny light,
And drifting slowly out of sight,
Up to the boughs where the robins sing.
Ah! what wonderful sounds we hear,
Down in the beautiful forest ways,
In the heart of the lovely Summer days.
There is the robin singing clear;
There are the cheerful roundelays
Of the cricket, down in the mosses hid,
And the song of the merry katydid,
And all that the rippling Water says.
I think that a story all its own
It tells to the mosses and flowers that keep
Watch where its crystal waters sleep—
Tells in the softest undertone.

Why do I think so? Why, one day
I lay half asleep where the mosses grow,
And something I heard that sounded so,
Something the running Brook did say.
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At first I thought it was nothing more
Than the water rippling round a stone,
On which the loveliest moss had grown,
And where its spray like a rainbow shone.
Then, surely I heard the Water say,
As it floated like silver where it grew,
“I think there’s nothing so fair as you,
And O how I love to come this way!
“You lie like an emerald on my breast,
You glad my heart with your cheerful face,
You brighten with beauty all the place,
You build a throne where the birds may rest—
“Rest, and dip their pretty beaks
Right in the heart of my waters bright,
And gather strength for their further flight,
To the sunny crests of the mountain peaks.”
Then the Water kissed the Mosses’ cheek,
And ran along on its shining way,
Touching the grasses with its spray,
And bathed the drooping flowers’ feet.
Then where the fair green meadows spread,
And all the shining hills stood high
Beneath the brightness of the sky
The happy Brook soon found a bed,
And grew into a lovely Lake,
Beneath the shadow of the hills,
Where ran to meet it all the rills,
As glad their rest with it to take.
And here the white pond-lilies grew
Fair enough for any fairy,
Floating light and sweet and airy,
And the sunshine kissed them through.
There the little Brook does rest,
And the birds above it sing,
And the flowers about it spring,
And the lilies kiss its breast.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 186. Composition dated 1886.
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The Testimony of the Rocks
1887

(On The Times Building.)

Ages ago, when Chaos ruled the Earth,
And mighty Saurians thronged the troubled seas,
As round the formless continents their waters rolled,
Though mad convulsions crept the shuddering deeps
Along, and wild upheavals of new lands
Arose—islands and mountains, born from out
The seas—still from its granite base the rock-
Ribbed world swayed not. Eons on eons wrought
In Nature’s tortured realms to harden and
To mold the granite rock. Seas slept upon

It to weigh it down, and mighty mountains
Pressed their ponderous bulk, and the vast and huge-
Limbed continents stamped on its bed, ere man
Awoke in Eden. God works through ages,
And he builds for time. The centuries are
But minutes in His sight. Nature’s thousand
Forces are but tools of His omnipotence.
So all the ages on the granite wrought;
Feldspar and mica and the needed quartz
Were welded and made fair and strong, foundation
Meet for Earth’s rock-piled strata, and fit, no
Less, for human builder, defying storms
And earthquake’s crumbling forces, time-enduring,
And, when hewn and shaped in massive blocks,
High piled by skillful builders’ hands, and
O’er-roofed, as monumental as old Time’s
Long centuries.
So meet it was that we,
Building for no Today alone, but for
The unexampled years of a grand future,
That shall be rich in all that maketh great
And opulent, should take the granite which
The ages wrought for us to build our “Times”
Citadel, where we may fight for Truth, do
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Mighty battles ’gainst the Wrong, weigh well in
Scales of Justice questions which do vex and
Tease, and keep aglow, with a warm light, the
Paths Progression treads, with beacon beams from
All our granite towers.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 186. Composition dated 1887.
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In the Fields of Ohio
1887

Over the green summer hills of Ohio the morning looked down,
And on hinges of gold swung open the gates of the East,
Gilding with glory the forest, the river and town,
As if from the world all things but beauty had ceased.
The flow of the river was full of melody’s tone,
’Twas afloat in the glory of sunrise, pure amber its waves,
From East to West the birds sang, filling that morn
With the floods of their song, the still air’s infinite caves.
Just the lightest of breezes were wingéd, bearing the sweets
Of the numberless flowers, and tossing the grass
Into billowy emerald waves, that rippled and shone
As Glory were trailing her garments through the fields of the Morn as she passed.
The leaves of the trees were like wings just stirring to bless
With the breath of the winds the birth of the Day,
And they held all the hills in the soft clasp of their shadows,
That twinkled in coolness or danced like a child in its play.

The bees were glad in the grasses, the butterflies floated along,
Like a bit of the sunshine the humming-birds hung on the edge
Of the roses, like wingéd jewels of fluttering light,
And like a fair diamond, sparkling and clear, the water flashed ’mid the sedge.
The dandelions lifted their yellow heads, and the daisies
Swung ‘mid the grasses, and the young clover was sweet with its bloom,
And there, too, the dimple-cheeked children, with lips like the roses,
Dream in the light of the Morning and wait for the golden Noon.
But the Day creepeth upward, its garment of gold on the hills
Is selvedged by Noon; open-faced the Sunflower looks to the Sun
Floating calm in its ocean of sky, no cloud in its path,
And the winds breathing soft as the breath of a babe newly come.
Was ever Nature more fair, with her redolent breath full of peace?
With her sky raining glory, and Earth full of fragrance and calm?
With the Sun lying proud on the breast of the Sky like a king,

Throwing lances of light to the Earth by the might of his arm?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 187. Composition dated 1887.
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The First Sabbath in Eden
1888

The world was young, and on the ether’s breast
It lay, a thing of light and beauty. Fair
Was the sun-orbed sky; no shadow fell of
Cloud upon it; no stain on all its blue deep,
So infinite stretching in sunny brightness,
As it might touch the throne of Him who is
Center and life of all things. Eden lay fair,
The dew of Morn upon her flowers, which
Shed the incense of their sweet perfume on
All the air. Wingéd with caressing lightness
Stirred the breeze, lifting the leaf of rose and
Stately lily, as if to breathe sweet sense
Of coolness on them. The orange bloom scented
The air with fragrance, while goldenly the
Orange swung perfect in ripeness. All fruits
That to the sight were pleasant, or were good
For food, brightened the garden adown whose
Shady ways walked Adam, and leaning on
His arm, Eve, mother of us all, with face
Of heavenly purity. Her eyes, large, blue
And softly shining, were unto Adam
Like to guiding stars; her hair hung like spun gold
Of morning sunbeams, covering her form
And reaching to her lilied feet; her lips
Arched like the young Moon’s crescent, and her cheek
Like the petal of the peach-tree’s flower

In its pure, pinky whiteness. No Sabbath
Bell disturbed Eden’s stillness. No stir of hurried
Feet broke holy silence. Nature was
Priestless there. The rivers sang an anthem
With their rain of many waters. The small
Brooks joined the chorus with an undertone

Of song. The birds on all the tree-tops from
Their feathered throats poured melody; the bee
Gave its small voice, and all the forest leaves
Took tongues of worship. Beneath the palm-tree’s
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Shade the tiger lay, and the lion strong
Nestled beside him. The elephant gave
Touch caressing to the bear, beside which
Lay the lamb, with head pillowed upon his
Paw. The gay birds of paradise brightened
The trees, their plumage trailing like a
Banner from the boughs. Down through the long tree-
Columned paths walked our first parents with their
Reverent feet, feeling God’s presence near.
At length they hear a voice, and quick they kneel
In worship. Over her eyes Eve spreads her
Taper fingers, and bends her head, while her
Pure lips, as if anointed, murmur, “Our
Father!” God’s unseen Hand has touched her, and
Her faith has quickened. Adam, with his broad
Brow uplifted, and with eyes -filled with his
Heart’s devotion, with speech which was like music,
Murmurs, “Father, we thank Thee for this day,
And for Thy holy presence. Teach us to
Worship Thee, and make us grateful for Thy
Gifts bestowed. We see Thy presence in the
Curtained sky spread o’er us, and these majestic
Trees are thoughts of Thine visible to us.
These flowers are the sweet-tongued speech of Thy
Beneficence, and this garden, made holy
By Thy presence, is man’s most fitting temple
For Thy praise.”
Then Adam knelt in silence,
And o’er all things God’s glory rolled, and through
The trees of Eden, and o’er its silver
Tides of flowing waters our parents heard
The Sabbath song of angels sounding; and
Then Earth broke into singing. Each leaf was
Like a lute wakened to melody. Each
Flower had fragrant breath of seraph, and.
The waters joined with all the morning stars
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That sang together. Thus the first Sabbath
Of the world dawned in Earth’s sinless Eden.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 187. Composition dated 1888.
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The Mocking-bird and the Morns of June
Oh, clear was the sky, and it bent as blue
Over the Earth as if it knew
Every flower that grew below,
And every breeze that did softly blow—
As it had an ear for every tune
That filled the air in the morns of June.

The little brook with its waters bright
Mirrored the sky and the sunny light,
And the grasses bent like a fairy’s wand
To reach the brook where it touched the land;
And the birds splashed softly within its tide,
As it sang to the banks on either side.
Birds and water, how sweet their tune,
In the morning hour of a day in June.
O bird of song that came to me!
Perched on the top of the tallest tree,
Came to sing in strain divine
Songs that were sweeter than any rhyme;
Always there on the tree-top high,
So soon as the morn was in the sky.
O bird of song, with voice in tune,
In your breast was the singing soul of June.
Mocking-bird, what of the bobolink—
You have heard his voice, do you never shrink
From the music his wonderful throat has poured,
Lest the note you miss? From the music stored
In the feathered throat of the robin, too,
Singing the song he has taught to you?
Bird of song, your heart in tune
With the music and sweetness of days in June.
Often and often my fancy strays
Back to the summers of other days—
Back to a spot set round with trees,
With beds of flowers, where honey-bees
Came when the dew lay soft and fair,
Like a veil of silver everywhere,
On rose and lily and passion-flower—
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Lay like a sparkling diamond shower.
I breathe the air that is wafted in,
Pure and cool on the sea-breeze wing;
I note the ripple of tiny stream,
The lily’s white and the red-rose gleam;
Again I drink of the silver tide
That sparkles and babbles my path beside;
I sit in the shade of the cedar-tree
And dream of the Junes which used to be.
And still I hear, as I heard of yore,
The beautiful mocking-bird sing once more
From the top of the tallest tree that grew,
As though he knew it was nearer to
Heaven than the trees that were not so high—
Nearer the angels in the sky.
Hour by hour that mocking-bird
Day after day my ear has heard;
And he wore a vest of golden hue,
While the songs of every bird he knew;
Over and over he sang to me.
From his skyward perch in the cedar-tree.
Never was morn of a flower-lipped June
When his beautiful voice was out of tune.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 188.
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A Secret
Out from the deeps of the air gather the clouds,
Their whistling battalions sweeping the sky
Of Winter. Silently, yet steadily
On they come, their marshal—the Wind—blowing
His trumpet, sweeping the seas with his breath.
The leaves of the forest catch the sound of
His coming, and his couriers run through
Their leaves with a tremulous step, and all
A-shiver they stir at the touch, as if
Each had a heart in its breast. Grand army
Of Clouds! ye cover the field of the sky
And then let your batteries loose on the
World. Ye have hidden redoubts, ye have paths
That we cannot discern, and forces that
Take us with swiftest surprise, sometimes in
This Land of the Sun—sometimes on the verge
Of the Summer. Where gather ye then your
Soldiers gay, your army of raindrops
Which sometimes descend just to tickle the
Earth with their lances, then withdraw, with bright
Banners of rainbows, to hide from the Sun?
Where away do ye wander as Summer
Draws near? O luminous Mountains! with heads
Sky-pillowed and bold, are ye so far-visioned
Ye see what keepeth the calm of our Summer,
The sheen of the skies from the storm? Hear ye
Who sayeth “Depart” to Winter’s storm-clouded
Battalions, so that o’er the blue eye of
Summer there never is seen the eyelid
Of cloud fringed with tear-drops of rain? Ah, yes,
I think ye know somewhat of the secret.
Winds, Sea and Mountains, ye are lovers
Together of this Summerland fair, and.
Her eye that is shining with laughter, her
Breath that is sweet with the flowers, and her
Garments with orange-scent laden, ye love
As a mother doth love her babe in its



Eliza Ann Otis

778

Cradle, and well you could tell the secret
Of her sun-shining Summer and calm.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 189.
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A Morning Out of Doors
Little bumble-bee, little bumble-bee,
Where are you going, will you tell me, pray?
I’m after honey in the heart of the flowers,
And so I am flying, flying away.
Pretty butterfly, golden-winged as the Dawn,
Floating like a smile through the sunny air,
Can’t you stop to play with me, little butterfly,
Why need you now be flying anywhere?
I must wing my way to the opening rose,
And I must flutter in the sunshine, too,
For happy-hearted children love to see my wings astir
When the Day is bright with the Sun and dew.
O little cricket! sitting in the shadow
Of the swaying grasses tall and green,
Get out your bow and fiddle and play a pretty tune,

And sing your song where the bending roses lean.
No, I only sing in the Evening’s pleasant shade,
What music I shall sing when the twilight shadows fall,
And the Sun within the West is sinking.
O spider! your silver web a-spinning,
Just stop a minute from your work, I pray;
No, child, I cannot, for a fly is buzzing near me,
And my silver threads must bind it before it flies away,
O squirrel! sitting on the bending bough,
Your tail of silver shining ’mid its leaves,
I’ve a pocketful of nuts and acorns lovely,
Just come and sit with me, and help me crack them, please.
Darling child, you must not tempt me ever,
For if I let you gather nuts for me,
I fear that all too soon I should very lazy grow,
Then, when the Winter comes, what would become of me?
O bird upon the tree-tops! swinging sweet,
With your tiny breast so full of song,
Drop down within my garden where flowers blossom fair,
And amid the roses make the echoes dance along.
No, my darling, for on the tree-top high
I must sing unto the sunshine overhead.
On the glorious tree-top near the bending sky,
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O little brook! with your sparkling water,

Just stop a moment where your banks are green,
Where the blessed shadows fall so cool and softly,

And the lily-bells hang the swaying hedge between.
No, my child, for I can never loiter,
For afar the Sea is calling to me,
And its billows’ spray would melt along the shore
If the brooks and rivers should linger lazily.
O little toad! pray what have you to do,
As you sit there a-blinking in the Sun?
Oh, I’m watching for the careless bugs that come my way,
And so they shall not harm things, I eat them every one.
Well, now, if everything is busy
With work it ought to do, I think that I,
Although a little child, have some duty waiting for me,
And to find out what it is I will surely try.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 189.

Just so soon as ever Night’s shadows dark have fled.
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The Golden Elephant
[The following extracts are taken from an unfinished poem by Mrs. Otis,
entitled “The Golden Elephant—A Romance of the Middle Ages.”]

… ’Side many a pool,
Sleeping in shadows sweet and cool,
Were statues that my hand had wrought
Of bronze and copper. Living thought

Seemed stirring in them; you would swear,
While looking at them, that the air
Poured whispers in their ears which sent
Swift gladness through them, and which lent
A subtle sense of vision to
Their lidded eyes, and, looking, you
Would wait for motion, wait for speech
To break the silence which on each
Bronzed lip was set, and you would deem
A god was there, perhaps in dream
Of dumbness standing, while there shone
A halo round him, and the glade,
Filled with bright birds whose presence made
The air in liquid music melt,
Seemed but a temple which you felt
Were fitting for him.
Some days thereafter, in the glow
Of the fair Morning’s splendor, slow
Upon a milk-white courser there,
Nearing the purple mountains where
Uplifted like a firmament
They rose above the workman’s tent,
All clothed in softest samite, came
Fair Edith tentward. Alighting, slow
She with untrammeled grace did go
To seek the workman.
He felt the beauty of her eyes
Veiled with their lids, and he did rise
As with white hand she gently drew
Sidewards the curtain and looked through
Unto his presence, and did come
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Slow-gliding, as within the dome
Of Heaven moveth a white cloud.

Her face
Glowed with its blushes for a space,
Then melted into whiteness, through
Which, so silken soft, showed the blue
Veins like sapphire threads. Her fringéd lids,
’Neath which the unshed tears were hid,
Like golden arches trembling lay
Above her eyes, as luminous
As starry midnight—even thus
They seemed to him, as if untold
Fathomless depths they could unfold;
As if somewhere a moon might sleep
And burn within them, and yet keep
Horizons hid beyond explore,
And passionate seas of feeling o’er
Which no wind of speech might blow.
When the Noon
Leaned breathless o’er the blue lagoon,
And the white lily’s lifted face
No lightest breeze stirred from its place,
They sat in silence for a space.
And with his many thoughts entranced,

He mused with knitted brows, and glanced
Not any whither. Moveless down
His heavy-lidded eyes were cast,
Looking as if before them passed
Some visioned shape. She sat as drowned
In the warm sunshine flooding round,
Nor dared to speak, as if a sound
Would fright his vision, which she deemed
Meant her deliverance.
… The still Noon
Slept without his tent as in a swoon,
The Sun seemed lying on the wave,
And all the cool, sweet shadows gave
No sign of motion as they bent
’Neath where the silent grasses leant
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The water o’er. He paused and sat
As looking through vast distance at
Something invisible. At length,
Like a great Hercules, his strength
Showed in his knotted muscles, when
He started suddenly, and then
Lifted cyclopean hammer, and
Rent with one stroke an iron band
About an old chest standing there,
The swift blow striking the still air
Like sound of thunder.
Her timid gaze was lifted; there
A world of tenderness. Despair
Fled in its light, and vast spheres
Of shining hope shone on him.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 189.
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Santa Claus Land
1893

Oh, gray the sea and white the shore
That lie where sullen breakers roar,
On which the Polar Star looks down,
And Ursa Major casts his frown.
Two great ships tossed upon the wave;
The men upon their decks were brave,
Far wanderers from a southern land
Unto this frozen Arctic strand.
But breaks the ice, and blue aisles lie
To northward, where they cast their eye;
Aisles of clear water open wide,
Touching the far horizon’s side.
The white sails of their ship they spread,
By favoring winds their canvas fed,
Along these watery ways they go
To Polar fields of ice and snow.
But no! As on and on they sail
To farther north, the dying gale
Gives place to soft-winged zephyrs, bound
With spicy odors, such as round

Great flower-beds linger. Scent of rose
And fragrant lily they disclose,
And breath of orange, and the flowers
That breathe through spicy tropic bowers.
And soon the open sea grows wide,
No longer giant icebergs glide,
Slow-sailing on the deep of seas,
Gray, frozen, mount-like mysteries.
But wide and fair the waters lie
Beneath the cloudless Polar sky,
And green the shores that sleep afar
Beneath the light of Polar Star.
And strange birds flit within the blue,
Bright birds of every size and hue;
Some red as is the Summer rose,
And some as white as Winter snows.



Collected Poems

785

And some are purple-breasted seen,
With crest of gold and wings of green;
And some of glowing amber show
Their wide, warm wings, slow-sailing, low
Against the warm West’s glowing rim.
And others, lark-like rise, till dim
In the blue heavens they cease from sight,
Lost in the flooding sunshine’s light.
Then down wide waterways there float
Rivers of song—the bulbul’s note,
Sweet as a dream of joy is heard—
The silver silence all is stirred.
Then, northward, with its shores of green,
A mighty continent is seen,
Stretching afar, a land unknown,
Filling this farther Polar zone.
And here, O wonder strange and new!
Opens the wide earth to their view,
Another world within this sphere,
And other light is shining clear.
For strange electric flashes play,
Chasing the darkness all away,
And through this under hemisphere
Sweep all earth’s waters flowing clear.
No harsh winds in this under world
Have ever angry billows curled
Round its fair lands and shining isles,
Where only placid Summer smiles.
The Borealis gleams and glows,
Brighter than suns the light it shows,
And silver rivers pour their tide,
While shell-like boats upon them ride.
Soft-lipped the laughter that they hear,
And sweet the speech that rings so clear
From rosy lips; like stars which shine
The maiden’s eyes—like rosy wine,

Red are their lips; as dewy sweet
As opening flowers of twin buds, meet
For Summer fragrance, while their hair
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Seems spun of sunbeams, ’tis so fair.
And on these new-found shores did cast
The ships their anchors, lying fast
Beyond the warm and fragrant beach,
Stretching as far as eye could reach.
And here the peepul trees grew fair,
And lotus bloom was everywhere
O’er the bright pools, and palsa trees
Waved fragrant blossoms in the breeze.
And sun-birds spread their wings of gold,
Flashing with light, and gay birds told
Their nesting songs in love notes sweet,
Where boughs of palm and cedar meet,
And such large cities stretched away
To the far rim of northern day;
Houses of onyx, stately, grand,
With tall carved column which did stand
’Mid fountains where bright rainbows played,
And happy youths and maidens strayed
Through fragrant gardens banked with flowers,
And robins twittered through the hours
From morn to sunset. Into dark
Melted yet never the last spark
Of glowing light; the Aurora shone
Like a new sun within this zone—
Making the night more fair than day,
Fuller of splendor than the ray
Of midday suns, till all the air
Was white with shining everywhere.
Here peacocks strutted in their pride;
White herons by the water side
Stood on pink legs; bright parrots swung
Chattering the palm-tree’s boughs among.
And, O the little trixies who
Danced all the flowery meadows through,
Playing on lutes, or waving wands
Of purest gold above the sands.
Then oft upon the calm sea’s tide
Their little boats went sailing wide,
Seeking for mermaid’s hidden caves
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Which lay beneath the silver waves.
To see the ships at anchor there
Came crowds of people, young and fair,
Dressed in gay garments, silver-like
As Morning’s mist, which shimmers white
When through and through the sunbeams sift
Their purest rays, ere it is lift
Like a white curtain, and the blue
And stainless skies shine forth anew.

Some rode on yellow horses, made
All bright with golden trappings laid
On them; music from bells of gold,
Sweet-tongued, yet tiny, from each fold
Of their rich garments sounded low
As a brook’s voice in silver flow;
And bells from coral anklets hung
And tinkled softly as they swung.
A hundred boats of pearl they reach
Lying in splendor near the beach,
And filling them, quickly glide
From silken mantles round them spread.
With wonder dumb the ship’s crew gazed
As o’er the shining waterways
The hundred boats of pearl drew near
From this strange, unknown hemisphere.
But they were gay and happy folk,
And every tongue on earth they spoke;
“Come with us,” they had cried, “and see
The land we live in, and the tree
Whose ripe fruits make us young and fair,
And whose rare fragrance fills our air
With breath of youth that never dies.”
The captain for his crew replies
With many thanks; the boats are manned
And soon they’re sailing toward the land.
But who is this upon the beach
With hands outstretched to welcome each?
They look and smile, and quick they spring
To reach the land where he is king.
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’Tis Santa Claus, with face as fair
As Summer flowers, his shining hair
We dream so white has turned to gold,
And not a thread is white or old.
He shows them treasures, endless, vast,
Enough for all while Time shall last;
Great marble palaces stand there
Filled full of gifts, and everywhere
The busy little nixies run
To pack the toys when they are done;
And busy fairies flit through rooms
Filled with rich silks and rare perfumes.
O golden days with Santa Claus!
In that bright land where never pause
Auroral lights; where calm seas roll
Round the fair isles beneath the Pole.
O sad their hearts and sad the day
When from those shores they sailed away!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 190. Composition dated 1893.
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On My Veranda
1892

Out on the day with sunshine filled I look,
The air all golden, throbbing in its warmth,
Each breeze winged with soft light; upon the flowers
The bees hovering so gaily, buzzing
So merrily, of all this fair, bright day
Seemed but a part. The butterflies, amber
And brown-wingéd with flecks of red, like little
Stars dotting them, are like jewels on the
Breath of Noon. The roses pour their fragrance
For the air to drink; the honeysuckle
Leans on its trellis and distills odors
Better than wine; geranium hedges
Laugh with rich color, while they from sight—
Cover brown fences that have grown old with years,
With mossy flecks upon their sides, and holes
Worm-eaten. But the lush young leaves, blossoms
And climbing stalks hide all of this and hedge
The old fence round with youth and bright color,
And beauty, filling the eye with gladness.
How blue the sky as I peer upward through
The green vine leaves at it, like a sapphire
Shining far above them, wondrous in clearness.
The emerald grasses at my feet seem
Whispering together, and I catch their
Soft breath as they stir, and note their lightest
Motion. An undertone of harmony
Sweeps ’mid their slender blades. The shadows touch
Them lightly as they fall from orange trees
And palms and graceful peppers. The little
Ants run to and fro ‘mid sand-built cities;
Geranium’s scarlet bloom invites the
Humming-bird, while overhead, in the cool
Chambers of the walnut’s boughs, the breast of
Some glad linnet is full of song. Rippling
Down the glad air it comes, and pours itself
Into my ear. Afar the mountains rise,
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Those grand and solemn heights kindred with sun
And stars. Veiled in purple glory stand they
At this hour, as in a dream, silent, vast,
Majestic bulwarks of the world. Do they
Not know the secrets of the air, and tongued
With waterfalls, did we but know their language,
Might they not reveal the story of the
Skies? Could they not talk of proud Orion’s
Martial head, and with their flinty fingers
Let loose the Ursa Major, and smooth the
Golden tresses of sad Andromeda,
Or tell us of far-off Mars, so ruddy-
Faced, so proud a warrior?

I saw one night
The moon rising above the mountains, and
She poured a silver river on their crest,
Or what looked like liquid silver. It was
A narrow stream, like a shining ribbon
On their shoulders, but how it glorified
Them! It was as if heaven had let down
Its threshold, and one step from thence would take
Us to the skies. O mountains, sun and stars!
And ever-blooming flowers, and little
Blades of grass, and singing birds amid the
Leafy boughs, and bright-winged butterflies,
And buzzing bees, and ever-shining skies,
I love ye all! Ye are God’s finger-prints,
And sitting here and looking at ye all,
I worship Him.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 192. Composition dated 1892.
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To Our Little One

At early dawn, soft floating on the blue,
I saw a white cloud drifting low and fair;
I wonder, Baby, could it have been you—
Your little, sinless soul astir,
Seeking some cunning shape to call your own—
Bright eyes and rosy fingers, pink-tipped toes,
Sweet face and tiny arms, and shining hair
And perfect limbs? Ah, Baby sweet! Daughter
Of this bright clime, born in the lap
Of Nature’s royal beauty, where God’s crown
Is set on all things, may your life
Be like the glory of the world about you,
Fair ever as the beauty of these vernal fields,
Sweet as the fragrance that the roses yield,
Pure as the perfect lily’s bloom,
Which fills the air with rich perfume.
Baby, we bid you welcome!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 193.

[At ‘The Bivouac,’on the morning of January 8, 1901, a baby girl was born.]
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Our Baby
(Fort Moore Place, Feb. 12, 1903.)

Into your perfect little frame
Out of the Somewhere a new soul came;
How did it enter thy body fair,
With its soft, blue eyes and silken hair?
Out of the deeps of the sun-filled blue
Did it come stealing softly through,
Till it found the dimpled hands and feet,
The baby face and the eyes so sweet,
That never had looked on the earth before
The soul-light touched them on this far shore?
Baby, thy soul by our Father’s hands
Was tenderly fashioned. He understands,
He guided it here, made ready for thee
The baby form that today we see
Where thy soul abides. May His tender care
Be round about thee everywhere;
Still may He guide the little feet
Through the paths of Time and ever sweet
Make the roses bloom and the lilies spring
And th’ birds of Hope round thy pathway sing.
Give thee a noble manhood, grand
With high endeavor, make thee stand
Where the Right is strong and the Soul is high,
And base, skulking Wrong shall pass thee by.
Welcome, sweet baby! let Gladness grow
Flowers for thy feet as on ye go.
Let Duty pave all the paths ye tread,
And by Love’s own hand may your feet be led,
And when life is over and sets its sun,
May you hear our Father’s blest, “Well done.”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 193.



Collected Poems

793

The First Night in Eden
1904

What did the first man think when evening came,
And daylight faded in the West away,
When all the shining stars within the sky

Looked from the blue so still and silently?
Oh, did he dream that angels’ eyes were these,
Watching the earth as it did lie so fair
In its sweet slumber, the whispering breeze
Crooning its lullaby among the trees?
And when the Moon climbed up the silent East,
Unlike the Sun in splendor, yet as fair,
Shedding her silver glory round him there,
Making for his wide-open eyes a feast

With soft moonlight was Eden’s garden floor,
Paved with green mosses and countless blossoms fair,
Pouring their perfumed incense on the air.
Sometimes among the trees a night-bird stirred,
And a low note from feathered throat was heard—
Did he then dream that nearer unto him,
In the sweet twilight and the hush of night,
Drew the All-Father, though unto his sight
Invisible? So sweet, so free from care,
So still, with beauty round him ev’rywhere,
With the high stars o’erwatching him, the blue

The breath of love within the silent air,
The whole wide earth a moonbeam-laden bed,
From which Night’s gloom had all so quickly fled,
Heaven must have seemed but just above the blue,
The stars its sands of glory shining through.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 193. Composition dated 1904.

Of wondrous loveliness—all silvered o’er

Of Heaven drawn like a curtain o’er his head,
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The Little Children
1902

The dew of innocence is on their brows,
And on their cheeks the bloom of purity;
Content doth linger in their happy smile,
And hope is in the atmosphere they breathe.
No shadow dark within life’s skies they see,
No wrong they know to fright their happy dreams;
Their trust is like a flower, unfolding fair,
Their faith is like the sun without eclipse.
They know not Doubt, that brother of Despair,
Nor Guile, which is a poison for the lips,
They know not Envy, that foul imp of Wrong;
Like flowers they blossom on the slopes of ‘Time,
To glad our lives and make the world more fair,
And make a holy Eden in our hearts.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 193. Composition dated 1902.



Collected Poems

795

Emblems
1902

Our lofty mountain heights they grandly stand,
Shining in whiteness, as if th’ unseen Hand
Of the great God had touched them, brushing thence
The stain of Earth and Time, leaving but sense
Of purity. Like angel’s garments white,
Transfigured in the glory of the light,
The snows upon their lofty summits lie,
And like a crown rests there the sapphire sky,
So near to heaven, they breathe the upper air,
No sound of strife or sin could reach them there;
The whispers of the Night must reach their ears,
And all the music of the starry spheres.

The Sun walks there in all his glory dressed,
Time dreameth not of change as he doth rest,
Halting to view the splendor at his feet,
Where Summer smiles in her secure retreat,
’Mid orange groves and never-failing flowers,
Whose fragrance fills the long year’s passing hours.

O happy land beneath these mounts of snow!
Where falls on us the Summer’s softest glow,
God’s love enfolds us here, and as we raise
Our eyes to them we sing His power and praise.
Emblems of power, O lofty mounts! are ye,
Emblems of love the fruitful valleys be.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 193. Composition dated 1902.
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SNATCHES OF SONG
Brief lyrics from the 1905 concluding sequence
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Love
1878

Within my heart a little bird hath built its nest,
With folded wing and songful breast
It sitteth there the whole day long,
Nor findeth rest but in its song,
And all the music of its every strain
Begins and ends with this same sweet refrain—
The only sound on my heart’s full sea—
“I love, love, love thee, so remember me!”

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 195. Composition dated 1878.
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Joyful Day
1879

O day so bright, O day so free!
I kneel in my love to worship thee!
The clouds like rosy petals lie
On the tender breast of the sunset sky,
And the breath of the winds is soft to me,
And I feel the kiss of the restless sea!
And life is glad—it is joy to be!
O day of beauty! I worship thee.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 195. Composition dated 1879.
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Earth’s Fair Morning
1888

When Earth’s fair mornings come,
Each stealing one by one
Up to the dark steeps of night,
Their pathway by the stars—
Soft-shining through the bars
Of twinkling, golden light—
Made free from gloom,
How up the eastern sky
Dawn creeps, and there makes room
In the wide East, where sleeping breezes sigh,
Where shadowy curtains fall,
For the new Day’s birth.
How Earth her censer swings,
Filled with all perfumed things
Of leaf and flower!
How trembles the soft air
With music everywhere
As the Sun lays his cheek
Upon the mountain peak
When Day has come!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 195. Composition dated 1888.



Eliza Ann Otis

800

Song
Butterflies, butterflies, lend us your wings,
Let us float with you through the summer air,
Where the happy robin sings,
Where the golden poppies bloom,
Where the lily blossoms fair.
Mocking-bird, mocking-bird, singing in the tree,
Who has filled your happy breast with song?
Did the breezes floating free
Through the fragrant orange tree
Bear the strains along

From the land where bulbuls sing,
Where the spicy breezes blow,
And the glad brooks whisper low
To the bluebells as they ring,
Ring, ring, as on slender stalks they swing?
Where the fireflies twinkling pass—
Such a shining host and fair—
With their lanterns, through the grass,
Making all the earth as bright
As the starry skies at night.
O the breath of orange bloom
Floating down the river!
O the sweetness of the lilies
On their stems a-quiver!
O so light of heart we sail
Up the shining river!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 195.
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The Mountain Stream
Hast thou a soul, O rippling water! thou
That with thy ceaseless murmur glidest by,
A thing of song and tireless melody?
Along thy banks a fringe of blossoms now
Bends lovingly and fair, and rushes lean
As if some whispered secret lay between
Their hearts and thine—
Secret divine,
That only fields and flowers may know
Along the ways thy waters flow.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 195.
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At Noon
It was high noon, no shadows fell
Across the brightness of the sun-filled sky,
And all the birds that in our summer dwell
Sang softly to the breezes floating by.
The air was full of fragrance, perfumes sweet,
And odors of all odorous things that bloom
Seemed like pure incense round me there to meet,
Drowning in sweetness all the glowing noon.
The small brooks rippled soft a silver tune,
The blue sky gleamed, a dome of shining light,
It was December, yet it seemed like June,
The year’s glad morning rather than its night.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 195.
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UNDER ARCTIC SKIES
St. Paul Island, Bogoslov, and the Pribyloff experience
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An Arctic Day
I think I was not dreaming, but some way
Self slipped from self, and then unhindered sped
Beyond the seas where mighty icebergs stray,
And half the year is night and half is day.
Shuddering, within that hoary-frozen zone,
Which seemed the mighty ruins of a sphere
In its dead silence, lo! I stood alone,
With not e’en tossing billow to make moan.

How dreadful was the solitude! It seemed to me
As if the world had died, and only I
Upon that awful, silent, frozen sea
Of all things earthly had not ceased to be.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 195.
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Love’s Dream
1891

I dream of thee by day as flowers dream of the light,
And toward thee turns my heart as in the night
The sweet Earth turns to greet the coming Dawn.
Without thee it is night; with thee ’tis morn.

Thy love to me; and when Love’s smile doth wreathe
Thy lips, my sun is shining clear,
There is no cloud in all Joy’s hemisphere.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 196. Composition dated 1891.

Thy words are my heart’s flowers whene’er they breathe
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Sonnet
1892

There is a soul within this day so fair,

A heart pulsing in the soft winds that sweep
Past us so noiselessly on viewless feet,
Breathing the sunshine of this cloudless air,
Autumn, sweet Autumn, youth is still with thee,
And not a wrinkle on thy face we see,

No sign of age amid thy golden hair,
And luminous thy bending skies of blue;
Sweet smiles November as she peereth through,
Wrapping herself in mantle of green leaves,
Crowning herself with many buds and flowers,
Divinely sweet the tropic charms she weaves,
And spun with gold these sunny days of ours.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 196. Composition dated 1892.
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Love’s World
1892

Oh, it is sweet to live and ever know
A perfect love is yours, one full of grace,
With never in its perfectness a place
For any thought but that does upward grow
To loyalty and tenderness—to know
You one true heart’s most secret thoughts may share,
Doubling its joys and halving all its care.
Life is worth living when we live it so;
The world is fair, we do not see its tears,
Nor feel its griefs, nor tremble at its fears.
’Tis always morning in the heart of love;
’Tis always youth, for Love does ne’er grow old,
’Tis summer always, doubt alone is cold,
Love’s world is fair as any world above.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 196. Composition dated 1892.
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OTHER SHORT VERSE
The final short poems and “The Pen Falls”
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In Memoriam
Rockwell. (1876.)
Peaceful thy rest, dear friend!
Above thee blue skies bend,
And the glad bees hum;
And all the long, bright year
The flowers bend low and sweet
To kiss thy head and feet.
And sweet-voiced birds of song,
From all the watching trees,
Pour music on the breeze,
To soothe thy quiet sleep;
On Nature’s tender breast,
Wrapped in her sunshine, rest.—

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 197.
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Stringed Pearls
1884

The sky is hid behind the clouds,
And only dim, soft shadows fall.
The long, black lines the sunlight shows
Of tall tree-trunks and waving boughs,
And lesser ones, which rich mosaics make,
Of nodding flowers so dewy-eyed and sweet.
Of birds on wing, and dainty butterfly,
And airy bees, that buzzing make their way
Through air all bridged with sunshine as they go.
I cannot find today, for shadows are
But twin with sunshine, as sorrow is with joy.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 197. Composition dated 1884.
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A Mountain Lake
1886

It sleeps among the hills serene and cool,
With scarce a ripple on its placid breast,
Mirroring the sky, as if it had dropped down
Within its deeps for slumber and for rest.
The leaning trees unto their shadows bend,
As in a dream the softest breezes blow,
Flower turns to flower as if it sought a friend,
And o’er its blue the birds they come and go.
Nature is here and man hath not a place,
But silence lingers save when breezes stir
Or wild-birds sing, or silver-footed rain
Comes pattering down through forest corridor.
Or when the crickets chirp within the shade,
Or acorns drop from off the bending tree,
Or the wild stag comes bounding down the slope
To drink its waters which are flowing free.
O placid lake, so cool, so still, so fair!
A gem upon the bosom of the wild,
Beloved of hills and of the running streams,
Of mountain springs thou art the cherished child.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 197. Composition dated 1886.
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How Far?
1887

The earth spins round, while o’er it lies
The sun-filled, star-strewn deep of skies;
The sunlight but a golden sea,
Beyond whose deeps the planets be.
O golden floods of light! how far
Beyond your deepest deeps is star
And outmost world, whose orbit nears
God’s throne, the center of the spheres?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 197. Composition dated 1887.
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Life
1887

Life hath such little worth if life is all
But life of earth; if with the pall
Of death covering our senseless clay
Our being passes into nothingness away.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 197. Composition dated 1887.
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The Summer Brook
1887

It was a summer day; the woods were green,
The sky was wondrous fair, without a speck
Of cloud; with golden, sunny sheen
The hills were dressed, while from their sides between
A little glad brook ran, with here and there a fleck
Of shadow on its breast of swaying leaf,
Or happy singing bird, whose wing
Swept the bright air, or flew from bough to bough,
As if in search of larger room to sing.
The brook ran merrily the summer meadow through,
Leaping sometimes in laughter o’er the stones,
Kissing the flowers, as if its love were new,
Then singing to them as a mother croons
In softest tones her baby’s ear unto.
And then it lay, with shining face and still,
In silent pools, with sunshine only shed
Upon its edge, a golden border spread
Of lingering sunbeams holding souls of noons.
O happy brook! the sky looked down to it
And lost itself in looking in its breast;
And on its banks did dreaming lovers sit,
Heart answering heart beneath the quiet lip,
While to its mirror all the grasses prest,
And dipped their green blades in its silver tide.
And Noon breathed softly sitting it beside,
And lost the fever of her sultry heat
Where Nature’s blood ran pure, and cool, and sweet.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 197. Composition dated 1887.
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O Happy Bird!
1891

O happy bird sitting at dawn in the leafy tree,
What do the breezes whisper to you, blowing so free?
Do you see their airy, fairy fingers so lightly
Lifting all the pretty green, and swaying dancing leaves?
Do you see the shining sunbeams as they so brightly
Paint with gold the highest crests of all the tallest trees’

Sitting on your nest with all its leafy curtains drawn,
Do the sunbeams come a-knocking in the early Dawn?
Do you see Night’s shadows as slowly they slip away
Down the unseen hillsides of the purple-tinted West?
Do you see the shining East with the twinkling star of Day
Like a jewel on the brightening glory of its breast?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 197. Composition dated 1891.
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Dolce Far Niente
1891

Not a cloud anywhere in the sky,
Not a breath in the wide air astir;
Not the spread of a sail, or the whirr
Of a wing in its flight through the deep,
Luminous sky; the bee is asleep;
The flowers are breathless and still;
It is noon in the sky, on the hill,
In the valley and cañon, and I,
Beneath the blue tent of the sky,
Dream, bathed in the gold of the hours,
And drowned in the perfume of flowers.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198. Composition dated 1891.
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Sweet By-and-by
O shining land! Sweet By-and-By,
How dear and fair thou art;
You live in dreams of beauty rare,
Forever in my heart;
My castles high of hope and love
I rear within thy light,
And hope makes all thy stars and suns
Resplendent to my sight.
How clear thy silver waters flash,
How vast thy mountains stand;
How soft thy spicy winds do blow
Round me on either hand;
And Love pipes on his silver reed,
Pipes tenderly and long,
Till all my spirit seems to melt
In answering love and song.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198.
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An Eastern July Noon
The blue air palpitated with the Summer’s heat,
The sky let fall its drooping lids upon the hills,
And through the sultriness the Summer rills
Hummed drowsily, as if half in dream,
And the patient cattle stood within the stream,
And lazily the butterfly, with yellow wings,
Just stirred the air, which lightly breathed,
Like a great soul asleep, while wreathed
In luminous haze, like a soft curtain drawn
Which shut out all the dewy scents of morn,
The Earth lay swooning in the arms of Noon.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198.
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The Stars
1897

But oh, the stars! the far-off, silent stars,
Holding their own within the blue of Night,
Twinkling with glory on our wondering sight—
Their beams down-falling like the silver spars
From some swift meteor, moving on through space;
Unto our earth-ears silent, yet the face

Of Nature turneth to them, and her ears
Catch the full chorus of all starry spheres.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198. Composition dated 1897.
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Our Summer Land
The earth is starred with blossoms beautiful,
With lily and with rose her lap is full;
The lily leans upon her slender stem,
The roses weave a wondrous diadem.
Earth smiles unto the sky, and back again
Drop sun and stars their answering smile to men.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198.
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This Summer Day
1897

O day of days! divinely fair and sweet,
With summer in the sky and at our feet;
Her hair so golden and her eyes so blue,
Feasting on sunshine and on silver dew;
Her breath is like the perfume of the flowers;
Her voice like bird-song through the shining hours;
Her smile, ah me! could angels’ brighter be,
As drops its light upon our land and sea?
One little line above must lie between
This realm of beauty and the realm unseen.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198. Composition dated 1897.
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The Sabbath
The Sabbath comes, a pause within the week,
O would its brightness still might ’round us stay
In the high mountains of our cares so bleak!
Would we might breathe amid their chilling snows
Diviner airs, and see Hope’s stars arise,
And ’neath the clouds that ofttimes dim our skies,
Behold the river of God’s love which round us flows.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198.
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Our Father
God’s silent kiss is on the shining sky,
His tenderness upon the whispering leaves,
His footsteps wander in the sunbeams by,
His bounteous love is in our ripened sheaves.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198.
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Thanksgiving
The laughing sunlight ripples through the trees,
The blue skies bend above us, calm and clear;
Flowers pour their incense on the atmosphere,
And yellow-breasted, light-winged argosies
Of honey-bearing bees flit here and there;
Full-flooded sunshine gleameth everywhere.
With Nature as with us it is Thanksgiving time,
And songs of happy birds seem set to rhyme,
And soul of melody is in each passing breeze
Which stirs the leafy tongues of all the trees
Until they pour a psalm so full and sweet
The blossoms haste its music to repeat.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198.
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A New-born Babe
Say, baby sweet!

Out of the beautiful blue of the skies did you come,
With the light of the shining stars in your eyes,
And the lingering glory of Paradise

In the smile which is round your soft lips curled?
And did Aurora lean in some far-off world,
With the breath of spices upon her lips,
And kiss your dimpled finger-tips?
Kiss them till warm as her mouth they grew,
Just touched with the pink of the sunrise, too?
Say, baby sweet!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 198.
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A Sunset Psalm
There was a glory on the tree-tops when the day was dying,
As if Heaven’s finger lay upon their crests;
The winds just stirred them, and its gentle sighing
Was like the sound of birds soft cooing in their nest.
How danced the leaves of shimmering vines and roses,
How sweet the psalm of fragrance from their lips;
How rare the Gloria in Excelsis pouring
From all the myriads of their shining tips!

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 199.
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A Fragment
God’s unseen hand I think is everywhere—
Doth He not lead the wandering bird in air—
Else how o’er pathless distances can it,
Sure-winged and strong and all unerring flit,
Without a line or compass in the sea
Of sky all islandless, and wide and deep
As the far spaces where the stars do sweep?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 199.



Eliza Ann Otis

828

The Lily’s Death
A swaying lily fell asleep,
And low its head was bent upon its stem,
And wandering breezes kissed its milk-white hem,
And honey-bees hid in its golden heart,
Till fierce winds tore its fragile leaves apart;
Then Autumn came and gathered to her breast
The snow-white petals, and with noiseless feet
Bore them where Summer’s dying head did rest.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 199.
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Who Knows?
1902

The hush of calm is on the air,
The winds scarce breathe within the light,
The grasses slumber everywhere,
And lovely roses, red and white,
Shed richest fragrance; lilies sweet
Wall in the pathways of my feet.
The lake uplifts its shining face,
With scarce a ripple on its breast;
Within the sky there is no place
For any cloud; the sunbeams rest,
A soundless sea of golden light,
Filling the spaces infinite.
The soul of fragrance seems to lie
Within the air; the soul of song
Is hidden, too, within the sky,
And every breeze wafts it along.
Oh, who can solve the mystery
Of air-filled deeps of melody?

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 199. Composition dated 1902.
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Day
1903

With silent feet Night walks the way,
All silver-paved by shining stars,
But oh, how swift, when nears the Day,
She hides behind Morn’s golden bars.
Then how the little birds awake,
Pour tides of song upon the air,
And blossoms fuller perfume shake
From dew-bathed petals everywhere.
Day smiles, the Sun pours forth his light,
Growth walks abroad unhindered, free,
And golden glory fills the sight,
And oh, how sweet it is to be.
To be, in God’s great world of sun,
In God’s great world of night and stars,
Then lo! when time for us is done,
Death endless Life’s wide gate unbars.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 199. Composition dated 1903.
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Good-night
The day has gone to sleep within the vales,
Shadows are cradled in the em’rald grass,
And on the heights the roseate sunset pales,
And from the clouds the crimson colors pass.
Good-night, sweet Day! The stars come out on high
To watch the pathway which your footsteps trod,
And pave with vastness the great deeps of sky,
And bring our souls in fuller touch with God.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 199.
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The Pen Falls
November in Sunland.

[The last poem of Mrs. Otis, written Nov. 8, 1904, on the bed from which she never
rose.]

In the far East the Autumn’s fires are burning,
The forests burst into a crimson glow,
The air is full of whispers of the snow,
The winds awake, the river’s tides are turning
To meet the frosts that will enchain them soon
And weld their icy fetters till the noon

Of the glad Springtime. But here the Summer’s breath
Still lingers, the many blossoms wake,
Color and sweetness from the sunshine take,
They show no signs of fading or of death;
The Summer trails her lovely garments still,
And smiles at us from every vale and hill.

The leaves are green, the waters ripple by,
And bird-song floats upon the sunny air,
The butterflies are flying everywhere
On their wings, like blossoms in the sky;
November comes with heart of sunny June,
With Summer’s loveliness ’tis all attune.

Publication.  California: “Where Sets the Sun” (Los Angeles: Times-Mirror Company, 1905), poetry
p. 199.
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EDITORIAL NOTE
Copy-texts, variants, lineation, and completeness

The principal copy-text is the original 1905 Times-Mirror printing of
California: “Where Sets the Sun.” All 225 leaves of the poetry extraction were
reread at high resolution. Twenty-six unnumbered illustration leaves were
identified visually and excluded from recognition text. The original printed
index was used to reconcile titles and order. OCR served only as a finding aid;
watermarks, running heads, page numbers, clipped column fragments, and
recognition debris were removed by comparison with page images.

The book’s narrow two-column measure often creates hanging wraps.
Those mechanical wraps are allowed to run within the wider six-by-nine page,
while genuine poetic lines, stanza spaces, numbered parts, centered
subheadings, and clearly inset lines are retained. Book and journal titles are
italicized in editorial matter. No terminal “End” page or provenance chatter is
added to the poems.

The 1892 Magazine of Poetry and Literary Review witnesses were collated
against the later 1905 collection. Where the differences were small matters of
spelling, punctuation, or wording, the later collected witness is printed once.
“Semi-Tropic Musings” and “The Water’s Dream,” which do not appear in
1905, are included in their own periodical section.

A complete scan of Echoes from Elf-Land could not be located. The
edition therefore prints only the extracts explicitly identified and reprinted by
the 1905 volume: “Cinderella, or the Crystal Slipper,” “Little Boy Blue,” and
“Jack and the Beanstalk.” It does not claim that these fragments constitute the
whole 1890 book. Christopher Columbus is printed once from the complete
1905 reset and identified as the text of the separate 1903 publication.
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