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WINNIPESAUKEE

A worLD of beauty everywhere we go!

The mountains gleaming through the hazy veil,
The deep blue sky where fleecy cloudlets sail,

Are imaged in the placid lake below,

Where white in little coves the lilies blow.
The giant pine trees and the flowerets frail
Their fragrance on the summer air exhale,

And beautiful the drifts of daisy snow!

The dreamy twilight softly on us steals,

The fire-fly stars come twinkling in the green.

In distance dim, a plaintive voice appeals
To “Whip-poor-Will,” who ever keeps unseen.

The moon comes up, across the lake’s expanse

The fairy beams in golden sandals dance.




A DECEMBER PICTURE

In silence snow-sprites all the night
Dropped deep their feathery flakes of white,
Till dawn revealed a world transformed,
Bestrewn with gems, in sunlight warmed.
In beauty of December tide,

To see the woodland then we hied.

In fluffy down, a dainty trace

Our snowshoes made, and snowflake lace
Festooned each bush that fringed the way
To where the rustic cottage lay,

Asleep for its long winter night,

"Neath marble roof with stars bedight.
Deep blue against a cloudless sky

Stood out the far-off mountains high,

And in its shining frame of white

The lake, sky tinted, dimpled bright.
Down at our feet, a treasure heap,
O’erhead, bare branches pearl-edged deep,
And hemlocks, firs and pine trees tall,
Low drooping, diamond dusted all.

Oak leaves, like small brown palms held up,
Formed each a tiny jewel cup;

On rocks were ermine cushions thrown;

The brooklet’s border crystal sown.

Tints gray and brown, with white and green,
Reflected in the limpid sheen,

The lake shore gave a double edge,

In fringe of trees, with rocks and ledge.
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THE TWO VILLAGES

CLoSELY nestled by the lakeside,
There the little hamlet lies,

With its white spires pointing upward
To the realms beyond the skies.

To and fro the people hasten,
And the little town is rife
With the cheerful sounds of labor,
And the busy hum of life.

Just beyond this town lies sleeping
Yet another, still and low,

Inmates of whose narrow houses
No more out forever go.

No device is there; they work not;
Only Nature’s voice is heard

In the winds that wave the tree-tops,
Insects’ hum, and song of bird.



SPRINGTIDE

AGAIN our raptured eyes behold,

As something new, the marvel old,

How from the winter’s cold and gloom

Bursts forth the springtide warmth and bloom.

The long imprisoned brooklets sing,
As melting drifts their tributes bring.
While in the gardens brown and bare
Peeps forth the tiny snow-drop fair.

And soon the crocuses are seen,

All dancing out in slippers green,
And each one strives to look her best,
In purple, white, or yellow dressed.

The downy pussies, waked from sleep,
Along the willow branches creep;
From birch and alder catkins sway;
The maples are with tassels gay.

And trailing low upon the ground,
’Neath rusty leaves in beauty found,
The blushing arbutus peeps out,

And sheds its fragrance all about.

The violets now are blooming, too,
Sweet white, gay yellow, modest blue;
While adder’s tongue fills all the dells
With mottled leaves and yellow bells.
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The bluets cluster in a mass;

The dandelions fleck the grass;
And dotting white the mossy sod,
All daintily the wind-flowers nod.

The columbines ring out their bells,
And Jack in glossy pulpit tells

To all around, “ 'Tis spring again!”’
And rippling brooks sing sweet refrain.

For chosen mate, his heart aflame,
The robin-redbreast early came,
And, singing, wove his cozy nest;
Then came the bluebird and the rest

Who make the woods with songs of spring
In early morning concerts ring;

For brooks and birds must be in tune,

And flowers bestrew the way for June.
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IN THE SWEET MAY-TIME

TREES in softest verdure dressed,
Blue eggs in the robin’s nest,
Cloudless skies and balmy air,
All the earth an Eden fair,

In the sweet May-time.

Through the woodland fairy sheen,
Network wove of tender green,
Sparkling brooks o’er mossy stones
Love songs purl in liquid tones,

In the sweet May-time.

Wild flowers dotting bright the moss,
Where birch leaves their shadows toss.
Saxifrages fringe the ledge,
Ferns unroll a scalloped edge,

In the sweet May-time.

In the river’s mirror bright,

Soft green leaves and blossoms white

With the red-hued maples blend,

Where tall pines their shadows send,
In the sweet May-time.

Blooming 'neath the roadside trees
Violets and anemones.
In the winding brooklet’s bed
Cowslip lifts its golden head,

In the sweet May-time.
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Lilacs nodding to the breeze,

Drowsy hum of honey bees,

Apple trees like huge bouquets,

Bluebirds singing roundelays,
In the sweet May-time.
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MIDSUMMER

SorFT the song the leaves are singing,
Tufted is the waving grass;

Butterflies, like air flowers, winging,
Where the earth flowers may not pass.

Golden cups, the crowfoot swaying,
Catch the sunshine and the dew;

Balmy zephyrs, gently playing,
Coy and blushing roses woo.

Cool the tents, the elm trees spreading
Forth their grateful leaf shade make;

Witching beams, the bright moon shedding,
All the sleeping fairies wake.
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GOLDENROD

How beautiful the goldenrod
The dusty roadside fringing!
"Midst grasses tall its gay crests nod,
The fields with glory tingeing;
And fluffy blossoms manifold,
The swampy meadows flecking,
A carpet weave of green and gold,
The earth with splendor decking.

Along the shady forest’s edge
Are yellow pennants streaming,
And through the deep and tangled hedge
The golden wands are gleaming.
The river’s bank is all aglow
Where goldenrod is drooping,
Bright mirrored in the depths below
In many a graceful grouping.

15



THE AUTUMN WOODS

WaHAT beauty in the Autumn woods!
Where, in the calm, deep solitudes,

The amber sunshine finds its way,

And checkered light and shadows play.
Such beauty everywhere we turn!

The moss-grown rock and drooping fern,
The woodland flowers and trailing vines,
The singing brooks and sighing pines,
The murmur of the gentle breeze
That stirs the yellow chestnut leaves,
Till softly in the grasses brown

The round and prickly burs drop down.
The maples are in bright array

Of mottled gold and crimson gay;

The oaks in bronze and russet dressed;
In cloth of gold are all the rest,

Except that now and then between
There stands a tall, dark evergreen
That sheds its spicy fragrance round
And drops its cones upon the ground.
With asters white and purple tinged,
And goldenrod, the woods are fringed,
With scarlet berries peeping through
Where wild grapes hang, of purple hue,
And fiery-fingered ivy clings,

While milkweed floats on downy wings.
The crickets chirp and insects hum,

For glorious Autumn now has come.
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OCTOBER

Hai1v! all hail to thee, October!
Gayest month in all the year!
Welcome harvest, fruit and vintage,

Painted leaf and sky so clear!
Green with red and yellow blending
Make the earth a pageant fair.
O, the joy just to be living
In the crisp autumnal air!

Goldenrod and purple aster
Bright in roadside borders grow.

"Midst the dark leaves of black alder
Coral-red the berries glow.

All along the moss-grown fences
How the nimble squirrels jump!

They are hoarding stores for winter;
Filled with nuts their cheeks are plump.

Grapes in rich and purple clusters

Peep from out the frost-nipped leaves.
Golden pumpkins in the cornfields

Lie among the ripened sheaves.
Apples from the laden branches

Bending o’er the garden wall,
Rosy-cheeked and russet-coated,

In the faded grasses fall.
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AUTUMN LEAVES

O AUTUMN leaves with varied colors gay!
Like crimson banners waving ’gainst the sky,
Or golden pennants streaming far on high,
Seem all the trees in autumn’s bright array.
Would that this carnival might longer stay!
But sere and brown, too soon, the leaves will lie
Along the roadside strewn, for passers-by
With hurried steps to crush, and then decay.
The red and yellow leaves are falling fast,
All in a merry dance they whirl around,
Till swept into some sheltered nook at last,
They cuddle close upon the frozen ground,
There soon to fade and die, all beauty past,
Bright tinted leaves that once the autumn
crowned.
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