
THE PRESENT CRISIS 
:OUS POEMS 

As far beneath his sojourning: 
Mid power and wealth 1 sought, 
But found so trace of hiuy 

And all the costly offerings I had brought 
With sudden rust and mould grew dam: 

I found his tomb, indeed, where, by their 
laws, 

All must on stated days themselves im-
prison, 

Mocking with bread a dead creed's grin-
ning jaws, 

Witless how long the life had thence 
ensue; 

Due sacrifice to this they set apart, 
Prizing it more than Christ's own living 

Inaut. 

So from my feet the dust 
Of the proud World I shook; 

Then came dear Love and shared with me 
his crust, 

Aud half my sorrow's burden took. 
After the World's soft bed, 
Its rich and dainty fare, 

Like down seemed Love's coarse pillow to 
nay head, 

His cheap food seemed as manna rare; 
Fresh-trodden prints of hare and bleeding 

feet, 
Turned to the heedless city whence I 

came, 
Hard by I saw, and springs of worship 

sweet 
Gushed from my cleft heart smitten by 

the same; 
Love looked me in the face and spake no 

words, 
But straight I knew those footprints were 

the Lord's. 

I followed where they led, 
And ire a hovel rude, 

With naught to fence the weather from 
his head, 

The King I sought for meekly stood; 
A naked, hungry child 
Clung round his gracious knee, 

And a poor hunted slave looked up and 

smiled 
To bless the smile that set him free; 

New minseles I saw his presence do, — 
No ineee I knew the hovel bare and poor, 

The gathered chips into a wood-pile grew 
The broken morsel swelled to goodly 

store;  

I knelt and wept: my Christ no more I seek, 
His throne is with the outcast and the 

week. 

THE PRESENT CRISIS 

Dated December, 18-14. 

Was Kw a deed is done for Freedom, through 
the broad earth's aching breast 

RUM a thrill of joy prophetic, trembling 
on from east to west, 

And the slave, where'er he cowers, feels 
the soul within him climb 

To the awful verge of manhood, as the 
energy suldime 

OF a century bursts fall-blossomed on the 
thorny stem of Time. 

Threligh the walls of but and palace shoots 
the instantaneous throe, 

When the travail of the Ages wrings 
earth's systems to and fro; 

At the birth of each new Era, with a recog-
nizilig start, 

Nation wildly looks it nation, standing 
with mute lips apart, 

And glad Truth's yet mightier man-child 
leaps beneath the Futitre's heart. 

So the Evil's triumph nem:lett', with a 
terror and a chill, 

Under continent to continent, the sense of 
coming ill, 

Aud the slave, where'er he cowers, feels 
his sympathies with God 

In hot tear-drops ebbing earthward, to be 
drunk up by the sod, 

Till a corpse crawls round unburied, delv-
ing in the nobler clod. 

For mankind are one in spirit, and an in-
stied bears along, 

Round the earth's electric circle, the swift 
flash of right or wrong; 

Whether conscious or unconscious, yet 
Humanity's vast fnune 

Through its ocean-sundered fibres feels the 
gush of joy or shame; - 

In the gain or loss of one race all the rest 
hove equal claim. 

Once to every man and nation comes the 
moment to decide, 

In the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for 
the good or evil nide; 

Some great =use, God's new Messiah, 
offering ouch the bloom or blight, 

Parts the goats upon the left hand, and the 
sheep upon the right, 

And the choice goes by forever 'twixt that 
darkness and that light. 

Host thou chosen, 0 my people, on whose 
party thou shalt stand, 

Era the Doom from its worn sandals shakes 
the dust against our land ? 

Though the cause of Evil prosper, yet 't is 
Truth alone is strong, 

And, albeit she wander outcast now, I see 
around her throng 

Troops of beautiful, tall angels, to eushield 
her from all wrong. 

Backward look across the ages and the 
beacon-moments see, 

That, like peaks of some sunk continent, 
jut through Oblivion's scum; 

Not an ear in court or market for the low 
foreboding cry 

Of those Crises, God's stern winnowers, 
from whose feet earth's chaff must fly; 

Never shows the choice momentous till the 
judgment bath passed by. 

Careless seems the great Avenger; history's 
pages but record 

One death-grapple in the darkness 'twixt 
old systems and the Word; 

Truth forever on the scaffold, Wrong for-
ever on the throne, - 

Yet that scaffold sways the future, and, be-
hind the dim unknown, 

Standeth God within the shadow, keeping 
watch above his own. 

We see dimly in the Present what is small 
and what is great, 

Slow of faith bow weak an arm may turn 
the iron helm of fate, 

But the soul is still oracular; amid the 
market's din, 

List the ominous stern whisper from the 
Delphic cave within, - 

" They enslave their children's children who 
make compromise with sin." 

Slavery, the earth-born Cyclops, fullest of 
the giant brood, 
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68 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 

Sons of brutish Force and Darkness, who 

have (Ire:idled the earth with blood, 

Famished in his self-made desert, blinded 

by our purer day, 

Gropes in yet unblastod regions for his 

miserable prey; 

Shall we guide his gory fingers where our 

helpless children play ? 

Then to side with Truth is noble when we 

share her wretched crust, 

Ere her muse bring fame and profit, and 

't is prosperous to be just; 

Then it is the brave man chooses, while the 

coward stands aside, 

Doubting in his abject spirit, till his Lord 

is crucified, 
And the multitude make virtue of the faith 

they had denied. 

Count me o'er earth's chosen heroes, - 

they were souls that stood alone, 

While the men they agonized for hurled 

the contumelious stone, 

Stood serene, and down the future saw the 

golden beam incline 

To the side of perfect justice, mastered by 

their faith divine, 

By one man's plain truth to manhood and 

to God's supreme design. 

By the light of burning heretics Christ's 

bleeding feet I track, 

Toiling up new Calvaries ever with the 

cross that turns not back, 

And these mounts of anguish number how 

each generation learned 

One new word of that grand Credo which 

in prophet-hearts heal burned 

Since the first man stood God-conquered 

with his face to heaven upturned. 

For Humanity sweeps onward: where to-

day the martyr stands, 

On the morrow crouches Judas with the 

silver iu his hands; 

Far in front the cross stands ready and the 

crackling fagots burn, 

While the hooting mob of yesterday in 

silent awe return 

To glean up the scattered ashes into His-

tory's golden urn. 

'T is as easy to ho heroes as to sit the idle 

slaves 

Of a legendary virtue carved upon our 

father's graves, 

Worshippers of light ancestral make the 

present light a crime; - 

Was the Mayflower launched by cowards, 

steered by men behind their lime ? 

Turn those trucks toward Past or Future, 

that make Plymouth Rock sublime ? 

They were men of present valor, stalwart 

old iconoclasts, 

Unconvinced by axe or gibbet that all vir-

tue was the Past's; 

But we make their truth our falsehood, 

thinking that bath made us free, 

Hoarding it in mouldy parchments, while 

our tender spirits flee 

The rude grasp of that great. Impulse which 

drove them across the sea. 

They have rights who dare maintain them; 

we are traitors to our sires, 

Smothering in their holy ashes Freedom's 

new-lit altar-fires; 

Shall we make their creed our jailer ? 

Shall we, in our haste to slay, 

From the tombs of the old prophets steal 

the funeral lamps away 

To light up the martyr-fagots round the 

prophets of to-day ? 

New occasions teach new duties; Time 

makes ancient good uncouth; 

They must upward still, and onward, who 

would keep abreast of Truth; 

Lo, before its gleam her camp-tires I we 

ourselves must Pilgrims be, 

Launch our Mayflower, and steer boldly 

through the desperate winter sea, 

Nor attempt the Future's portal with the 

Past's blood-rusted key. 

AN INDIAN-SUMMER REVERIE 

The reader familiar with Lowell's life will 

readily recognize the local references which 

moor in this poem. To others it may he worth 

while to paint out that the village smithy is 

the same as that commemorated by Long-

fellow, that Allston lived in the section of 

Cambridge known as Cambridgeport, that some 

of the old willows at the causay's end still 

stand, and that the group is the one which 

gave the name to Under the Willows. 
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-stu
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ates all sh
am
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 b
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rin

t m
y

 d
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In a letter to E
dw

ard M
. D

avis w
ritten from

 
E

lm
w

ood July .24, 1
8
4
5
, L

o
w

ell say
s : " I blew

 
an

o
th

er ` d
o
lo

ro
u
s an

d
 jarrin

g
 b

last' in
 th

e 
C

ourier 
the 

o
th

er d
ay

, w
h
ich

 y
o
u
 w

ill p
ro

b
a-

b
ly

 se
e
 in

 th
e
 L

iberator of this w
eek or next. 

I w
as im

p
elled

 to
 w

rite by the account of the 
p

oor fu
g
itiv

es w
h
o
 w

ere tak
en

 n
ear 'W

ash
in

g
-

to
n
. I th

in
k
 it h

a
s d

o
n
e
 so

m
e
 g

o
o
d
. A

t a
n
y
 

ra
te

, it has set tw
o gentlem

en together by the 
ears about D

issolution, and they are ham
m

er-
ing aw

ay at each other in th
e C

o
u

rier." 
T

he 
blast w

as the follow
ing stanzas. 

L
o
o
s o

n
 w

h
o
 w

ill in
 ap

ath
y
, an

d
 stifle th

ey
 

w
ho can, 

T
h

e sy
m

p
ath

ies, th
e h

o
p

es, th
e w

o
rd

s, th
at 

m
a
k
e
 m

ail tru
ly

 m
an

; 
L

et th
o

se w
h

o
se h

earts are d
lin

g
eo

n
ed

 u
p

 
w

ith
 in

terest o
r w

ith
 ease 

C
o

n
sen

t to
 h

ear w
ith

 q
u

iet p
u

lse o
f lo

ath
-

so
m

e d
eed

s lik
e th

ese ! 

I first d
re

w
 in

 N
e
w

 E
n
g
la

n
d
's a

ir, a
n
d
 

fro
m

 h
er h

ard
y
 b

reast 
S

u
ck

ed
 in

 th
e ty

ra
n

t-h
a
tin

g
 
m

ilk 
th

at w
ill 

n
o
t let m

e rest; 
A

n
d

 if m
y

 w
o

rd
s seem

 treaso
n

 to
 th

e d
u

l-
lard

 an
d

 th
e tam

e, 
'T

 is b
u
t m

y
 B

a
y
-S

ta
te

 d
ia

le
c
t, —

 o
u
r 

fath
ers sp

ak
e th

e sam
e I 

S
h

a
m

e
 o

n
 th

e
 c

o
stly

 m
o

c
k

e
ry

 o
f p

ilin
g

 
sto

n
e o

n
 sto

n
e 

T
o
 th

o
se w

h
o
 w

o
n
 o

u
r lib

erty
, th

e h
ero

es 
d

ead
 an

d
 g

o
n

e, 
W

h
ile

 w
e
 lo

o
k
 c

o
ld

ly
 o

n
 a

n
d
 se

e
 la

w
-

shielded ruffians sla
y 

T
h
e m

en
 w

h
o
 fain

 w
o
u
ld

 w
in

 th
eir o

w
n
, 

th
e h

ero
es o

f to
-d

ay
 I 

A
re w

e p
led

g
ed

 to
 crav

en
 silen

ce ? O
h

, 
flin

g
 it to

 th
e w

in
d
, 

T
h
e p

arch
m

en
t w

all th
at b

ars u
s fro

m
 th

e 
least of bonsai] kind, 

T
h
at m

n
k
es u

s crin
g
e an

d
 tem

p
o
rize, an

d
 

d
u
m

b
ly

 stan
d
 at rest, 

W
h
ile P

ity
's b

u
rn

in
g
 flo

o
d
 o

f w
o
rd

s is red
-

h
o

t in
 th

e b
reast I 

T
h
o
t

h.. w
e w

reak
 o

u
r fath

ers' p
ro

m
ise, w

e 
h
av

e n
o
b
ler d

u
ties first; 

T
h
e traito

r to
 H

u
m

an
ity

 is th
e traito

r m
o
st 

accursed; 
M

an
 is m

o
re th

an
 C

o
n
stitu

tio
n
s; b

etter ru
t 

beneath the sod, 
T

h
an

 b
e tru

e to
 C

h
u
rch

 an
d
 S

tate w
h
ile w

e 
are d

o
u
b
ly

 false to
 G

o
d
 

W
e ow

e allegiance to the S
tate; but deeper, 

tru
er, m

o
re, 

T
o
 th

e sy
m

p
ath

ies th
at G

o
d
 b

ath
 set w

ith
in

 
o
u
r sp

irit's co
re; 

O
u

r co
u

n
try

 claim
s o

u
r fealty

; w
e g

ran
t it 

so
, b

u
t th

en
 

B
efo

re M
an

 m
ad

e u
s citizen

s, g
reat N

atu
re 

m
ade us m

ew
. 

H
e
 's tru

e
 to

 G
o
d
 w

h
o
 's tru

e
 to

 m
a
n
 ; 

w
h

e
re

v
e
r w

ro
n

g
 is done, 

T
o
 th

e h
u
m

b
lest an

d
 th

e w
eak

est, 'n
en

th
 

the all-beholding sun, 
T

h
at w

ro
n

g
 is also

 d
o

n
e to

 u
s; an

d
 th

ey
 

are slav
es m

o
st b

ase, 
W

h
o
se lo

v
e o

f rig
h
t is fo

r th
em

selv
es, an

d
 

n
o
t fo

r all th
eir race. 

G
o
d
 w

o
rk

s fo
r a

ll. Y
e
 c

a
n
n
o
t h

e
m

 th
e
 

hope of being free 
W

ith
 p

arallels o
f latitu

d
e, w

ith
 m

o
u
n
tain

-
ran

g
e o

r sea. 
P

u
t g

o
ld

en
 p

ad
lo

ck
s o

n
 T

ru
th

's lip
s, b

e 
callous as y

e w
ill, 

F
ro

m
 so

u
l to

 so
u
l, o

'er all th
e w

o
rld

, leap
s 

o
n

e electric th
rill. 

C
hain dow

n your slaves w
ith ignorance, ye 

can
n
o
t k

eep
 ap

art, 
W

ith
 all y

o
u
r craft o

f ty
ran

n
y
, th

e h
u
m

an
 

h
eart fro

m
 h

eart: 
W

h
en

 first th
e P

ilg
rim

s lan
d
ed

 o
n
 th

e B
ay

 
S

tate's iro
n
 sh

o
re, 

T
h
e w

o
rd

 w
en

t fo
rth

 th
at slav

ery
 sh

o
u
ld

 
one day be no m

ore. 

O
u

t fro
m

 th
e lan

d
 o

f b
o

n
d

ag
e 't is d

ecreed
 

our slaves shall go, 
A

n
d
 sig

n
s to

 u
s are o

ffered
, as erst to

 P
h
a-

raoh ; 
If w

e are b
lin

d
, th

eir ex
o
d
u
s, lik

e Israel's 
of yore, 

T
hrough a R

ed S
ea is doom

ed to he, w
hose 

su
rg

es are o
f g

o
re. 

'T
 is o

u
rs to

 sav
e o

u
r b

reth
ren

, w
ith

 p
eace 

an
d
 lo

v
e to

 w
in

 
T

h
eir d

ark
en

ed
 h

earts fro
m

 erro
r, ere th

ey
 

h
ard

en
 it to

 sin
; 

B
u
t if b

efo
re h

is d
u
ty

 m
an

 w
ith

 listless 
sp

irit e
tsu

c
h

t, 
E

relong th
e G

reat A
v
en

g
er tak

es th
e w

o
rk

 
fro

m
 o

u
t h

is h
an

d
s. 

T
O

 T
H

E
 

D
A

N
D

E
L

IO
N

 

D
E

A
R

 
co

m
m

o
n

 flo
w

er, th
at g

ro
w

'st b
e-

sid
e th

e w
ay

, 
F

rin
g
in

g
 th

e
 d

u
sty

 ro
a
d
 w

ith
 h

a
rm

le
ss 

gold, 
F

irst p
led

g
e o

f b
lith

eso
m

e M
ay

, 
W

h
ich

 ch
ild

ren
 p

lu
ck

, an
d

, fu
ll o

f p
rid

e 
upho

ld
, 

 

H
ig

h
-h

earted
 b

u
ccan

eers, o
'erjo

y
ed

 th
at 

th
ey

 
A

n
 E

ld
o

rad
o

 in
 th

e g
rass h

are fo
u

n
d

, 
W

h
ic

h
 n

u
t th

e
 ric

h
 e

a
rth

's a
m

p
le

 
ro

u
n
d
 

M
ay m

atch in w
ealth, thou a

rt m
ore dear 

to
m

e
  th

e p
ro

u
d

er su
m

m
er-b

lo
o

m
s 

i  
T

h
a
n

 n
 

 

m
ay

 b
e. 

G
o

ld
 su

ch
 as th

in
e n

e'er d
rew

 th
e S

p
an

-
ish prow

 
T

hrough th
e p

rim
ev

al h
u

sh
 o

f In
d

ian
 sets, 

N
o

r w
rin

k
led

 th
e lean

 b
ro

w
 

O
f eg

s, to
 ro

b
 th

e lo
v

er's h
eart o

f ease; 
'T

 is th
e S

p
rin

g
's larg

ess, w
h
ich

 sh
e scat-

ters now
 

T
o rich

 an
d

 p
o

o
r alik

e, w
ith

 lav
ish

 h
an

d
, 

T
h
o
u
g
h
 m

o
st h

earts n
ev

er u
n
d
erstan

d
 

T
o
 tak

e it at G
o
d
's v

alu
e, b

u
t p

ass b
y
 

T
he offered w

ealth w
ith unrew

arded eye. 

T
h
o
u
 art m

y
 tro

p
ics an

d
 m

in
e Italy

; 
T

o lo
o
k
 at th

ee u
n
lo

ck
s a w

arm
er clim

e; 
T

h
e ey

es th
o
u
 g

iv
est m

e 
A

re
 in

 th
e
 h

e
a
rt, a

n
d
 h

e
e
d
 n

o
t sp

a
c
e
 o

r 
tim

e: 
N

o
t in

 m
id

 Ju
n

e 
th

e g
o

ld
en

-o
u

ireased
 

bee 
F

eels am
men otre 

su
m

m
er-lik

e w
arm

 rav
ish

- 

In th
e w

h
ite lily

's b
reezy

 tent, 
H

is frag
ran

t S
y

b
aris, th

an
 I, w

h
en

 first 
F

rom
 th

e d
ark

 g
reen

 th
y
 yellow

 circles 
b
u
rst. 

T
h
en

 th
in

k
 I o

f d
eep

 sh
ad

o
w

s o
n
 th

e 
grass, 

O
f m

eadow
s w

here in sum
 th

e cattle g
raze, 

%
W

here, as the breezes pass, 
T

h
eg

leam
in

g
 ru

sh
es lean

 a th
o
u
san

d
 w

ay
s, 

O
f leav

es th
at slu

m
b
er in

 a clo
u
d
y
 m

ass, 
O

r w
h
iten

 in
 th

e w
in

d
, o

f w
aters b

lu
e 

T
hat from

 the distance sparkle through 
S

om
e w

oodland gap, and of a sky above, 
W

h
ere o

n
e w

h
ite clo

u
d

 lik
e a stray

 lam
b

 
doth m

ove. 

M
y
 c

h
ild

h
o
o
d
's e

a
rlie

st th
o
u
g
h
ts a

re
 

lin
k

ed
 w

ith
 th

ee; 
T

h
e
 sig

h
t o

f th
e
e
 c

a
lls b

a
c
k
 th

e
 ro

b
in

's 
song, 

 ngf 
W

h
o

, fro
m

 th
e d

ark
 o

ld
 tree 

B
esid

e th
e d

o
o

r, san
g

 clearly
 all d

ay
 lo

n
g

, 
A

nd I, secure in childish piety, 
L

isten
ed

 as if I h
eard

 an
 an

g
el sin

g
 

W
ith 

new
s from

 heaven, 
w

h
ic

h
 h

e
 

could bring 
F

resh
 ev

ery
 d

ay
 to

 m
y
 u

n
tn

iu
ted

 ears 
W

h
e
n
 b

ird
s a

n
d
 flo

w
e
rs a

n
d
 I w

e
re

 
happy peers. 

H
o

w
 lik

e a p
ro

d
ig

al clo
th

 n
atu

re seem
, 

W
hen thou, for all thy gold, so com

m
on art! 

T
hou teachest use to deem

 
M

o
re sacred

ly
 o

f ev
ery

 h
u
m

an
 h

eart, 
S

ince each reflects in joy its scnnty gleam
 

O
f heaven, and could som

e w
ondrous seerei 

show
, 

 howwe' b
u
t p

ay
 th

e lo
v
e w

e o
w

e, 
A

n
d

 w
ith

 a ch
ild

's u
n

d
o

u
b

tin
g

 w
isd

o
m

 
look 

O
n

 all th
ese liv

in
g

 p
ag

es o
f G

o
d

's b
o

o
k

. 
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T
his poem

 w
as printed M

arch 8, 18.15, in the 
B

ro
a

d
w

a
y Jo

u
rn

a
l, ed

ited
 

b
y
 C

. F
. B

rig
g
s. 

In
 a 

le
tte

r a
c
c
o

m
p

a
n

y
in

g
 th

e
 p

o
e
m

 
L

ow
ell 

co
n
fesses h

is d
issatisfactio

n
 w

ith
 th

e ex
ecu
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Welsh Hymn Melody 
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na - tion Comes the mo-ment to de - cide, 

mar-tyrs, Je - sus'  bleed-ing feet I track, 

pros-per, Yet 'tis truth a - lone is strong; 
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1. Once to 	ev - ery man and 

2. By the light of burn - ing 

3. Though the cause of e - vil 

I 	  

Once to Every Man and Nation 	149 
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In the strife of truth with false-hood, For the good or e - vil side; 

Toil-ing up new Cal - varies ev - er With the cross that turns not back; 

	

Truth for -  ev - er on the 	scaf-fold, Wrong for - ev - er on the throne, 
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Some great cause, God's new Mes-si - ah, Of - fering each the bloom or blight, 

New oc - ca - sions teach new du - ties, Time makes an-cient good un-couth; 

Yet that scaf-fold sways the fu - ture, And, be - hind the dim un-known, 
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And the choice goes by for- ev - er 'Twixt that dark-ness and that light. 

They must up-ward still and onward, Who would keep a - breast of truth. 

Stand-eth God with-in the shad-ow Keep-ing watch a - bove His own. A-MEN. 
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BROTHERHOOD AND SERVICE 


