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PREFACE.

This fragment of a collection of poetical
sketches will be followed by some prose-poetic
letters recalling the delightful summer of 1884
to some, who love to linger by the enchanted
waters of Lake Winnipesaukee, and to many
who heard the voice of song, and the glow-

ing words of truth in the Grove-Meetings.

I also offer these few poetic pictures to those

who dream of wandering, while on earth, ¢ In

green pastures, beside the still waters.” There
scenes of beauty dispel care, and moonlight
and starlicht shine on enchanted islands.
There morning reveals forms of mountains and

forests by waters as blue as the famed Medi-

terranean Sea.

There Chocorua and Ossipee, loved by painter
and poet, fix the beauty-haunted eye. There
many a range and towering peak, with chang-
ing form, charms the voyager, as he floats over
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4 PREFACE.

the Lake of Dreams, till, when skies are crys-
tal clear over the broadening tide, the vision
of Mount Washin

the zenith sun gilds the silver tide and the

on arouses the soul. There

sunset hour reveals
As fair a scene as Nature’s God
Has spread upon this world of light.
There from the brow of ¢ Red Hill,” thou-
sands of delighted eyes have watched the lights
and shades that symbol

‘“ Jerusalem, the Golden.”

There the late winter-snows crown the moun-
tains that watch the coming spring. There
June throws over the scene her ethereal bridal
vail, till the lilies breath on the fragrant shore.
There midsummer flies to soon, till the emer-
ald ferns fade and the pine-trees sing farewell.
There September colors the violet waters, till
October and the Indian Summer scatter their
crimson and gold over the Happy Hunting
Grounds, by New Hampshire’s Lake of Beauty
the crystal Winnipesaukee.

JULIA NOYES STICKNEY.

GROVELAND, MASS.

LAKE WINIPESAUKEE.



To My Father
LIDEDICATE Y THIS BO0K,

WITH THE STR EST FEELINGS

OF

AFFECTION, RESPECT, AND GRATITUDE.

ON THE LAKE A NOON.

PRELUDE.

O the softness of the azure

On this summer noon of pleasure,

O the tranquil sky above me,

Sweet as smiles of those that love me.

When my youthful years were fleeting
Nature gave me 1no such greeting,
Save that in the haunts around me
:
Fair young Fancy sought and found me,

Where, beside my native water,
Lonely child, obedient daughter,

I was in the garden playing,

Never in the wild-wood straying. .

Time, the blessed reinstater,

Kept my happier days till later:
Now I see the leaping fountains—
Now I climb the lofty mountains.

Living by this Lake of azure,
Mountain State, thy crystal treasure,
Gazing on the sunset-splendors
When the day, to night surrenders,



PRELUDE.

Long I watch the shadows darkening—
To the far-off voices harkening—
Peering into fading distance

With a longing, strange persistence,
Tracing many a haunted vision

In those dim, dream bowers elysian,
Where the line that meets :5(15,-5:@
Glows like Love’s enchanted island ;

Feeli 7

Huom_émq when the golden crescent
ours her glory evanescent

O’er the mountains, vast and darkling,

Till their purple heights shine sparkling,

Not a shadow of regretting
That my sun of life is setting,
For this land, in beauty <9.:rmr
Is a type of the Supernal.

JUNE 20, 1884.

APOSTROPHE TO THE BLUE-BIRD.
SYMBOL OF THE HUE CELESTIAL.

The golden lights were shaded,
The misty sun shone darkling,
And all my landscape faded
Where late the lake lay sparkling,
And the gray clouds veiled the azure
That paints Heaven’s arch-way dome,
‘When thou, like a spirit treasure,
Didst come from thy heavenly home,
Waif of the unfading spring,
Thou fair, celestial thing,
Blue-Bird.

Tell me what gem-paved regions,
Clear, lapis-lazuline,

Untold in fairy legends
Sent forth a form like thine!

The wide, blue sea shines duller,
The clear sky fades away,

And the sapphire’s quivering color

Pales fast, like the cold moon-ray

When thy wild-wing wakes the day.

Blue-Bird.

For thou, through the ether rushing,
Hast bathed in the fields above,
In a fount cerulean, gushing,

That the hearts of the hare-bells love,

9



10 LAKE WINNIPESAUKEE.,

Then down to the dark earth dartin
When the sombre storm draws :wm“
Hast come to my soul, ::v.,:.:.::.. i
A Q.H.E:: of the home on EQ:U
A sight of the blessed sky. oy
Blue Bird.

ﬁﬁrm:%:% ethereal essence,
n thy first flicht fron i
& 1 the sk
Huﬁa_\_mmg in the W.Eov_cm:oo i
1ere the throne of Iris li
. 1is lies
szhwm arm.om-»oz blue om_.cml:n“
1y wing was dyed so bright
‘HrOm__w the blue of the H_i:_,o% ar,mol:q
».5,5 down from the heavenly _:.men
And strewed the land with licht, :
Blue-Bird. gy

Or comes thy hue from the blendin
Of the soul of all things free '
From the sun’s fire-fount. Qmmomw::bo.

To the heart of the living sea o
ww softened lustre lending N :
To the skies of Italy — &

From the zone where the birds resplendent

ﬁ%mmﬁm:m%ro 1.2.?::.@; lands,
UE.F,:M W_”M %w:ﬁ.ﬂwM.%ﬁiom:nﬂo:?
) an sands;
From the Mediterranean mz_w:im
>:L~ the storied Grecian shores
& Where on the purple highlands
he sun of glory pours 2
And fair Diana’s _:::,T
H/ww..z_o by the golden strands
_WH..WL;:. .f_,c:-:‘::‘c_,m 5.:6? hands,
Bright as thy azure wing
Thou ocean-lichted :Em“
Blue-Bird.

—

o —

LAKE WINNIPESAUKEE.

Comest thou from the Arctic mountains,
Whose throne the ice king gave

By the frozen rainbow fountains
That light the far-off wave,
That unseen polar wave

On the lone, untrodden shore —
Dream of the dauntless brave

‘Who sails the seas no more —

Whose spirit haunts the deep

Beside the silent steep,

And lights the ambient air

With dust of diamonds fair!

Dream of the living brave

That God and nature gave,

3ack to New England’s heights

From the long polar nights,

With many a trophy, won

Beneath the midnight sun,

Where violet hues enshrine

A vision, all divine,

With living light like thine,

Blue-Bird.

Or did that bright plume glowing
Come from the shades, that make
Beauteous, the waters flowing
In /<5:€o£::ﬂ,m Lake,
Where the hyacinthine splendor
Of Spring’s imperial bloom
Pales, when the Summer’s tender
Ethereal skies illume,

Joiwers, where unnumbered lilies pour
Their balmy breath far o’er the shore,
Till a dream of bold September

Colors the lake, Elysian,
Till the beauty of November
Brings back the entrancing vision
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Of autumn moons on shining waters,
To the eyes of beauty’s daughters,
By the isles where Undine slumbers
Lulled by low, eolian numbers —
There didst thou, bird enchanted,
Dart o’er the azure shrine,
And gather, beauty-haunted,
Beneath the hyaline,
That wave-lit hue of thine,
Blue-Bird !

When Liberty, mr:,.-mu,m::m.
Far o’er the Atlantic’s roar,
Wide-spread Columbia hailix g
On the dark December shore,
The will of Heaven m:_.m-w:o:‘m:m
The listening seraphs told —
Saw the tide of freedom flowing
To the sunset gates of gold —
Saw the glorious ensign blowing,
For Liberty unrolled,
The shield wherein the stars were set,
By storm and blood of battle wet
Beamed not so bright as thine
With hue of love divine,
Type of the unsullied shrine,
Blue-Bird !

- J

When the hovering clouds are riven
And the morning shines once more

With the blue that symbols heaven
Upon this earthly shore,

When the lily-bells are glistening
With the tears of the star-lit night,

And my soul, transported, listening,
Shall watch thy spirit flicht —

Take back from the mountain-strand

LAKE WINNIPESAUKEE. 13

Take back to the mﬁ..ﬁqr-?sa
A prayer for my native land,
Thou pure, ethereal Z::m 5
With heaven upon thy wing,
Blue-Bird !

THE WITCH-ISLE.

: U

Out on fair /<:56mww:_wg ] S%m/waomﬁ

dant shores o g,

Beyond the verdan : ok
Before we reach the Wolfborough s

A little, rock-bound isle appears,

Where, shining in the &9:. LJL_JEM
Or shadowed by the r.r,.rZ:::-%d;a A

; in steers his prow aright,

‘he Captain steers his pra Sghs,
" But Hwﬁ:. the rocks she hastens fast.

The isle has changed, the @rﬂ:.ﬁﬁo.:w.,io
Where sirens lead him to destroy I
The false ones 'neath the wave would
To lure us to their home of joy,

Jeneath the wave, beyond a__.w Mﬁoﬂrﬁm
Beside the S.c,,:\.r..;.o:m ToC ke o ,‘.E °Ps

Where only mermaids mf::‘rmu #:,,:u
Within the chambers of the deep,

Where naiad-music, u:c.i,: G_S‘mﬁ.w.mwws,
From fadeless fountains .:uwyﬁn. VTE,

And wakes a dim, enchanting ,».MS
To wile us to the water-sphere.
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The Captain, with a steady hand
Turns from the changing reef away.
When next he sails, the phantom-land
Wears some new aspect with the day.

While minstrel-songs with softest swell
Float far along the listening shore
Till echoes of some sunken bell
Recall the buried shrines of yore.

But o’er the water’s silver tide
Where Beauty’s gleams forever smile,
The Captain will his voyagers guide
From this strange wile, the wild Witch-Isle,
JUNE, 1884.

" THE RAINBOW ISLAND.

Far o’er the fair azure, where clouds without
measure
Lie low on the line of the soft swelling blue,
Where morn will awaken the lilies, balm-shaken,
Behold a new island, spread out to the view,

O’erhung with pure color, with shading no duller
Than the fountains of youth in the southern
sea-islands,
Where Iris now lingers with gems on her fingers
That light up the air on the pearl-shadowed
highlands.

No raindrops come sparkling from shadow-clouds;
darkling,
Transfused by Apollo to diamonds impearled;
No foam-bells ascending, with sun-rays are
blending

To wreathe with a rainbow the visible world.

LAKE WINNIPESAUKEE. 15

No cataract falling o’er caverns appalling

Throws up its clear emeralds where Undine
still slumbers,

To be woven by sunlight, or frozer. by moonlight,

For a choir where the sirens can sing their wild
numbers.

Yet an island of vision, ethereal, elysian, [tals

Far out o’er the silver, unclosed its pearl-por-

That memory may borrow new joy for the morrow

And the Spirit may picture the homes of im-
mortals.

SHOWERS AROUND LAKE WINNIPE- :

SAUKEE.

We sailed the lovely lake once more
When noontide lent a fervid ray ;

The sun-beams lit the emerald shore,
White clouds illumed the blue of day.

Ere long the steel-clad waters rolled
Where winds the rippling current stirred,

And, flying past the strands of gold
Low-winged the arrowy prophet-bird.

For shadows o’er the heights arose
And sun-rays hid in clouds unfurled
Save where, like crags of Alpine snows,
The zenith-clouds were light-impearled.

Far-off the northern skies hung low
Though Orient realms were light-embowered
We saw the dark-winged storm-cloud go
Where Ossipee in grandeur towers.






