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PREFACE 

A SUFFICIENT excuse for the preparation of 

anthologies should be the demand for them. If 

not, the anthologist may plead further the pleasure 

they give in the making. In the case of Christmas 

poems the more proper delight of culling and 

arranging a nosegay is combined with the zeal of 

the botanist who hunts shy specimens. The labour 

of such search is, of course, greatly lightened by 

the work of previous explorers ; and here it is right 

to acknowledge obligation to two gentlemen, one 

known only by his initials H. V., the author of a 

book called ‘Christmas with the Poets’ (Bell and 

Daldy, 1862), the other that well-known man of 

letters, and my good friend, Mr. A. H. Bullen, whose 

‘Carols and Poems’ appeared in a limited edition in 

1886 (Nimmo). The differences of the present col- 

lection may best be indicated by a comparison with 

its predecessors. In the first place, it does not, like 

Mr. Bullen’s, appeal to any antiquarian interest. 

Poems and carols are accepted or rejected simply 

upon their poetical merit, and for no other reason 

whatever. Hence such very popular carols as - 

aa first Nowell,’ ‘I saw three ships come sailing 

» ‘God rest you, merry gentlemen,’ and many 
el find no admittance; hence too there are 
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PREFACE 

no pieces from Poor Robin’s Almanacks; and 

especially my taste differs from Mr. Bullen’s in 

rejecting altogether the poetry of ‘Entire. Such 

verses as— 

‘Bring us in good ale, and bring us in good ale, 

For our blessed Lady’s sake, bring us in good ale,’ 

or— 

‘Here stands my bottle and hook, 

Good kitchen maid, draw near, 

Thou art an honest cook, 

And canst draw ale and beer,’ 

give me no delight; not that I am such a cur- 

mudgeon as to grudge Poor Robin his tankard, 

although the Slys, who ‘came in with Richard 

Conqueror’ and are with us still, are seldom very 
happy or useful members of society, but that I 

fail to see that any one, except perhaps Herrick, 

has been ‘bemused with beer’ to much poetical 

purpose. In the section of Religious Poems there is 

more matter common to both; and though my choice 

has been made independently of Mr. Bullen’s book, 

in the course of reading for a more general ‘Lyra 

Sacra,’ it is only fair to say that I have found it ill 

gleaning behind him in the seventeenth century. 

About a dozen pieces, however, will be found of 

that period which are not in his collection. More 

modern verses, with one or two exceptions, he 

ignores. H. V.’s book, while it contains a good deal 

that will be found both in Mr. Bullen’s and in 
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mine, is remarkable for its selection from the poets 

of the day; but that day is thirty years past, and 

its vogue is not ours. Who now reads Alfred 

Domett, though Browning celebrates him in 

‘Waring’; or John Clare, whose name has at 

length been banished from the ‘Golden Treasury’ ; 

or who can suck rapture out of the broken ana- 

pestic jolt which Eliza Cook’s name appeared once 

to justify >? 

‘The holly, the holly, O twine it with bay, 

Come give the holly a song; 

For it helps to drive stern winter away, 

With his garment so sombre and long. 

I take the liberty of saying so much because I 

myself give hostages to my own successor by print- 

ing whatever poetry in the most modern taste has 

Christmas for its theme. I could wish that such 

pieces were more numerous. To the writers in 

each case for their courteous permission, as well 

as to the publishers, I desire to return my humble 

thanks. 

H. C. B. 

Yattendon Rectory.
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VENI, Redemptor gentium, 
Ostende partum Virginis; 
Miretur omne seculum: 
Talis decet partus Deum. 

Non ex virili semine, 
Sed mystico Spiramine, 
Verbum Dei factum est caro, 
Fructusque ventris floruit. 

Alvus tumescit Virginis, 
Claustrum pudoris permanet, 
Vexilla virtutum micant, 
Versatur in templo Deus. 

Procedit e thalamo suo, 
Pudoris aula regia, 
Geminae gigas substantiz, 
Alacris ut currat viam. 

Egressus ejus a Patre, 
Regressus ejus ad Patrem. 
Excursus usque ad inferos 
Recursus ad sedem Dei. 

Aequalis zterno Patri 
Carnis stropheo accingere, 
Infirma nostri corporis 
Virtute firmans perpeti.



LATIN HYMNS 

Presepe jam fulget tuum, 

Lumenque nox spirat novum, 

Quod nulla nox interpolet, 

Fideque jugi luceat. 
S. Ambrose. 

PUER natus in Bethlehem, 

Unde gaudet Jerusalem. 

Hic jacet in preesepio, 

Qui regnat sine termino. 

Cognovit bos et asinus 

Quod puer erat Dominus. 

Reges de Saba veniunt, 

Aurum, thus, myrrham offerunt. 

Intrantes domum invicem 

Novum salutant principem. 

De matre natus virgine 

Sine virili semine ; 

Sine serpentis vulnere 

De nostro venit sanguine ; 

In carne nobis similis 

Peccato sed dissimilis ; 

Ut redderet nos homines 

Deo et sibi similes. 
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LATIN HYMNS 

In hoc natali gaudio 

Benedicamus Domino: 

Laudetur sancta Trinitas, 
Deo dicamus gratias. 

HEU quid jaces stabulo 
Omnium Creator, 
Vagiens cunabulo, 
Mundi reparator ? 

Si rex, ubi purpura, 
Vel clientum murmura, 
Ubi aula regis? 
Hic omnis penuria, 
Paupertatis curia, 
Forma nove legis. 

Istuc amor generis 
Me traxit humani, 
Quod se nox sceleris 
Occidit profani. 
His meis inopiis 
Gratiarum copiis 
Te pergo ditare; 
Hocce natalitio, 
Vero sacrificio 
Te volens beare. 

O te laudum millibus 
Laudo, laudo, laudo ;
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Tantis mirabilibus 

Plaudo, plaudo, plaudo: 

Gloria, sit gloria, 

Amanti memoria 

Domino in altis: 

Cui testimonia 

Dantur et przconia 

Ceelicis a psaltis. 

John Mauburn. 

ADESTE fideles, 

Lzti triumphantes, 

Venite, venite in Bethlehem; 

Natum videte, 

Regem angelorum, 
Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

Deum de Deo, 

Lumen de Lumine, 

Gestant puellz viscera, 

Deum verum, 

Genitum non factum ; 

Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

En, grege relicto 

Humiles ad cunas 

Vocati pastores approperant ; 

Et nos ovanti 

Gradu festinemus, 

Venite, adoremus Dominum. 
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Stella duce, Magi 
Christum adorantes, 

Aurum, thus, et myrrham dant munera; 
Jesu infanti 

Corda prebeamus: 
Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

f#terni Parentis 

Splendorem zternum 
Velatum sub carne videbimus, 

Deum infantem 

Pannis involutum ; 
Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

Pro nobis egenum 
Et feeno cubantem 

Piis foveamus amplexibus; 
Sic nos amantem 
Quis non redameret ? 

Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

Cantet nunc hymnos 
Chorus angelorum, 

Cantet nunc aula celestium :— 
Gloria 

In excelsis Deo: 
Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

Ergo qui natus 
Die hodierna,
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Jesu, tibi sit gloria 

Patris zterni 

Verbum caro factum! 

Venite, adoremus Dominum. 

CORDE natus ex Parentis 

Ante mundi exordium, 

Alpha et 00 cognominatus, 

Ipse fons et clausula. 

Omnium que sunt, fuerunt, 

Quzque post futura sunt 

Seculorum szculis. 

Ecce quem vates vetustis 

Concinebant szculis, 

Quem prophetarum fideles 
Paginz spoponderant, 

Emicat promissus olim, 
Cunctaque collaudent Deum 

Szculorum szculis. 

O beatus ortus ille, 
Virgo cum puerpera 

Edidit nostram salutem 
Feta sancto Spiritu, 
Et puer Redemptor orbis 

Os sacratum protulit 

Sezculorum szculis. 
8



LATIN HYMNS 

Psallat altitudo czli, 

Psallant omnes angeli, 

Quicquid est virtutis usquam 

Psallat in laudem Dei; 

Nulla linguarum silescat, 

Vox et omnis personet 

Seculorum szculis. 

Te senes, et te juventus, 

Parvulorum te cohors, 

Turba matrum, virginumque 

Simplices puellule, 

Voce concordes pudicis 

Perstrepant concentibus 

Seculorum szculis. 

Tibi, Christe, sit cum Patre 

Agioque Spiritu, 

Hymnus, melos, laus perennis, 

Gratiarum actio, 

Honor, virtus, et victoria, 

Regnum, eternaliter 

Szculorum szculis. 

Prudentius. 

NOWELL, nowell, nowell, nowell, 

Missus est ad virginem angelus Gabriel. 

Angelum misit suum Deus omnipotens, 

Ut unicum per filium ejus salvetur gens. 
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Virgo ave, clamat ille, O Maria clemens, 

Concipies et paries, virgo semper manens. 

Virgo clam tremescit, nam mira valde audit, 

Eam cui est ille missus comfortavit. 

Altissimi Patris tui virtus obumbravit. 
Cui per flamen sacrum gramen in te seminavit. 

Virgo clemens semper tremens ad verba angeli, 

Cui flamen consolamen dat responsum illi, 

Miti voce dicens, Ecce ancilla Domini, 

Et secundum tuum verbum, ita fiat mihi. 

Virgo Deum genuit verbum, quem alit cum cura, 

Mirus Pater, mira Mater, mira Genitura ; 

Parit virgo solo verbo contra carnis jura, 

Perseverante post et ante virgine pura. 

Nobis natus, nobis datus, quem virgo lactavit, 

Atque gregi, sic sub lege cunctaque creavit, 

Miti corde nos a sorde moriendo lavavit ; 

Miserere plebi tuz, Jhesu fili Davit. 

Virgo pia, O Maria, pura ut lilia 

sSponsa Dei, soror ei, mater et filia, 

Tu Hunc ores, viatores ut fugiant vilia, 

Et nos trahant huc quo gaudent sanctorum milia. 

To
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I SING of a maiden 
That is makeless ;1 

King of all kings 
To her son she ches; ? 

He came also? still 

There his mother was, 
As dew in April 

That falleth on the grass. 
He came also still 
To his mother’s bower, 

As dew in April 

That falleth onthe flower. 
He came also still 
There his mother lay, 

As dew in April 

That falleth on the spray. 
Mother and maiden 
Was never none but she; 

Well may such a lady 
God’s mother be. 

AS Joseph was a-walking 
He heard an angel sing :— 

‘This night shall be born 
Our heavenly King; 

  

eA NI GEG Mle yan 
1 Matchless. 2 Chose. 3 As. 
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EARLY CAROLS 

‘He neither shall be born 

In housen nor in hall, 

Nor in the place of Paradise, 

But in an ox’s stall; 

‘He neither shall be clothed 

In purple nor in pall, 

But all in fair linen 

As were babies all. 

‘He neither shall be rocked 

In silver nor in gold, 

But in a wooden cradle 

That rocks on the mould. 

‘He neither shall be christened 

In white wine or red, 

But with fair spring water 

With which we were christenéd.’ 

NAY, ivy, nay, 

It shall not be, i-wis ;! 

Let holly have the mastery, 

As the manner is. 

Holly stand in the hall, 

Fair to behold; 

Ivy stand without the door, 

She is full sore a-cold, 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

1 Certainly. 
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Holly and his merry men, 
They dancen and they sing; 

Ivy and her maidens 
They weepen and they wring. 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

Ivy hath a kybe,} 
She caught it with the cold; 

So mot they all have ae,” 
That with ivy hold. 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

Holly hath berries 
As red as any rose, 

The foster? [and] the hunters 
Keep them from the does. 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

Ivy hath berries 
As black as any sloe; 

There come the owl 
And eat him as she go. 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

Holly hath birdés, 
A full fair flock, 

The nightingale, the popinjay, 
The gentle laverock. 

Nay, ivy, nay, etc. 

  

' Chilblain. 2 Every one. 3 Forester, 
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Good ivy, 

What birdés hast thou ? 

None but the howlet 

That krey! ‘how, how.’ 

Nay, ivy, nay, 
It shall not be, i-wis ; 

Let holly have the mastery 

As the manner is. 

IN Bethlehem that noble place, 

As by prophecy said it was, 

Of the Virgin Mary full of grace, 

Salvator mundi natus est. 

Be we merry in this feast, 

In quo Salvator natus est. 

On Christmas night an angel it told 

To the shepherds, keeping their fold, 

That into Bethlehem with beasts wold,’ 

Salvator mundi natus est. 

Be we merry, etc. 

The shepherdés were compassed right, 

About them was a full great light ; 

Dread ye nought, said the angel bright, 

Salvator mundi natus est. 

Be we merry, etc. 
  

1Cries. 2 Wild. 
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Behold to you we bring great joy; 

For why‘ Jesus is born this day; 

To us, of Mary, that mild May, 

Salvator mundi natus est. 

Be we merry, etc. 

And thus in faith find it ye shall, 

Lying poorly in an oxés-stall. 

The shepherds then God lauded all, 

Quia Salvator mundi natus est. 

Be we merry, etc. 

THIS endris? night 

I saw a sight, 

A star as bright as day; 

And ever among 

A maiden sung, 

Lullay, byby, lullay. 

This lovely lady sat and sang, and to her childé said— 

‘My son, my brother, my father dear, why liest 

thou thus in hayd ?° 

My sweeté brid,* 

Thus it is betid 

Though thou be King veray ; 

But, nevertheless, 

I will not cease 

To sing byby, lullay.’ 

‘Because. ?Last. *%Hay. ‘ Bird. 
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The child then spake; in his talking he to his 

mother said— 

‘Il bekid) am king, in crib though I be laid ; 

For angels bright 

Down to me light, 

Thou knowest it is no nay. 

And of that sight 

Thou mayest be light, 

To sing byby, lullay.’ 

‘Now, sweet son, since thou art king, why art thou 

laid in stall? 

Why not thou ordain thy bedding in some great 

king’s hall? 

Methinketh it is right 

That king or knight 

Should be in good array ; 

And them among 

It were no wrong 

To sing byby, lullay.’ 

‘Mary, mother, I am thy child, though I be laid in 

stall, 

Lords and dukes shall worship me, and so shall 

kingés all. : 

Ye shall well see, 

That kingés three, 

Shall come on the twelfth day ; 

For this behest 

Give me thy breast, 

And sing byby, lullay.’ 

1 Signified, p.p. of ‘bekinnen.’ 

18
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‘Now tell me, sweet son, I thee pray, thou art my 
love and dear, 

How should I keep thee to thy pay,! and make thee 
glad of cheer ? 

For all thy will 
I would fulfil, 

Thou weet’st full well in fay. 
And for all this 
I will thee kiss, 

And sing byby, lullay.’ 

‘My dear mother, when time it be, take thou me 
up aloft, 

And set me upon thy knee, and handle me full soft. 
And in thy arm 
Thou wilt me warm, 
And keep night and day; 

If I weep 

And may not sleep, 
Thou sing byby, lullay.’ 

“Now, sweet son, since it is so, all things are at 
thy will, 

I pray thee grant to mea boon if it be right and skill, 
That child or man, 
That will and can, 

Be merry upon my day; 
To bliss them bring, 
And I shall sing 

Lullay, byby, lullay. 

  

1 Content. 2 Faith. 
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EARLY CAROLS 

SAINT STEPHEN wasa clerk 
In King Herodés hall, 

And servéd him of bread and cloth 
As ever king befall. 

Stephen out of kitchen came, 
With boarés head on hand, 

He saw a star was fair and bright 
Over Bethlehem stand. 

He kist! adown the boarés head 
And went into the hall: 

‘I forsake thee, King Herod, 
And thy workés all. 

‘I forsake thee, King Herod, 
And thy workés all; 

There is a child in Bethlehem born 
Is better than we all.’ 

‘What aileth thee, Stephen ? 
What is thee befall ? 

Lacketh thee either meat or drink 
In King Herodés hall?’ 

‘Lacketh me neither meat ne drink 
In King Herodés hall; 

There is a child in Bethlehem born 
{Is better than we all.’ 

1 Cast. 
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“What aileth thee, Stephen ? 

Art thou wode! or thou ginnest to breed ?? 

Lacketh thee either gold or fee 

Or any riché weed P’® 

‘Lacketh me neither gold or fee, 

Ne none riché weed ; 

There is a child in Bethlehem born 

Shall helpen us at our need.’ 

‘That is al so‘ sooth, Stephen, 

Al so sooth, i-wis,° 

As this capon crowé shall 

That lieth here in my dish.’ 

That word was not so soon said, 

That word in that hall, 

The capon crew, ‘Christus natus est,’ 

Among the lordés all. 

‘Riseth up, my tormentors, 

By two and all by one, 

And leadeth Stephen out of this town, 

And stoneth him with stone.’ 

Tooken they then Stephen 

And stoned him in the way, 

And therefore is his even 

On Christés own day. 

1Mad. 2? Upbraid. * Dress. ‘As. ° Certainly. 

22



LATER POEMS AND CAROLS



 



OF THE NATIVITY OF CHRIST 

Rorate Cceli desuper ! 
Heavens distil your balmy showers, 

For now is risen the bright daystar 
From the Rose Mary, flower of flowers; 
The clear sun, whom no cloud devours, 

Surmounting Pheebus in the east, 
Is comen of his heavenly towers ; 

Et nobis Puer natus est. 

Archangels, angels, dominations, 
Thrones, potentates, and martyrs seir,! 

And all the heavenly operations, 

Star, planet, firmament, and sphere, 
Fire, earth, air, and water clear, 

To Him give loving, most and least, 
That come is in so meek maneir ; 

Et nobis Puer natus est. 

Sinners be glad, and penance do, 
And thank your Maker heartily, 

For He, that ye might not come to, 
_ To you is comen full humbly, 

Your soulés with His blood to buy, 

1sMany.



OF THE NATIVITY OF CHRIST 

And loose you of the fiend’s arrest, 

And only of His own mercy ; 

Pro nobis Puer natus est. 

Celestial fowlés in the air, 

Sing with your notes upon hight, 

In firthés and forests fair. 

Be mirthful now, at all your might, 

For passed is your dully night ; 

Aurora has the cloudis perced, 

The sun is risen with gladsome light, 

Et nobis Puer natus est. 

Now spring up flowrés from the root, 

Revert you upward naturally, 

In honour of the blessed fruit 

That rose up from the Rose Mary ; 

Lay out your leavés lustily, 

From dead take life now, at the least, 

In worship of that Prince worthy, 

Qui nobis Puer natus est. 

Sing heaven imperial, most of height, 

Regions of air make harmony ; 

All fish in floud, and fowl of flight, 

Be mirthful and make melody ; 

All Gloria in Excelsis cry, 

Heaven, earth, sea, man, bird, and beast, 

He that is crowned above the sky. 

Pro nobis Puer natus est. 
W. Dunbar. 
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J ohe Buming Babe} 

As I in hoary winter’s night stood shivering in the 
snow, 

Surprised I was with sudden heat which made my 
heart to glow; 

And lifting up a fearful eye to view what fire was 
near, 

A pretty Babe all burning bright did in the air 
appear. 

Who scorchéd with exceeding heat such floods of 
tears did shed, 

As though His floods should quench his flames 
with what His tears were fed ; 

27



THE BURNING BABE 

Alas, quoth He, but newly born in fiery heats of fry, 

Yet none approach to warm their hearts or feel my 

fire but I. 

My faultless breast the furnace is, the fuel wound- 

ing thorns, 

Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke, the ashes 

shame and scorns ; 

The fuel Justice layeth on, and Mercy blows the 

coals ; 

The metal in this furnace wrought are men’s 

defiléd souls; 

For which, as now on fire I am, to work them to 

their good, 

So will I melt into a bath, to wash them in my 

blood: 

With this He vanished out of sight, and swiftly 
shrunk away, 

And straight I calléd unto mind that it was 

Christmas day. 

Robert Southwell. 

NEW PRINCE, NEW POMP 

Behold a silly tender Babe, 
_In freezing winter night, 

In homely manger trembling lies 
Alas! a piteous sight. 
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NEW PRINCE, NEW POMP 

The inns are full, no man will yield 
This little Pilgrim bed ; 

But forced He is with silly beasts 
In crib to shroud His head. 

Despise Him not for lying there, 
First what He is inquire ; 

An orient pearl is often found 
In depth of dirty mire. 

Weigh not His crib, His wooden dish, 
Nor beast that by Him feed ; 

Weigh not His mother’s poor attire, 
Nor Joseph’s simple weed. 

This stable is a prince’s court, 
This crib His chair of state ; 

The beasts are parcel of His pomp, 
The wooden dish His plate. 

The persons in that poor attire 
His royal liveries wear ; 

The Prince Himself is come from heaven, 
This pomp is prizéd there. 

With joy approach, O Christian wight! 
’ Do homage to thy King ; 
And highly praise this humble pomp 
Which He from heaven doth bring. 
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NEW HEAVEN, NEW WAR 

NEW HEAVEN, NEW WAR 

Come to your heaven, you heavenly quires ! 

Earth hath the heaven of your desires: 

Remove your dwelling to your God, 

A stall is now His best abode ; 

Sith men their homage do deny, 

Come, angels, all their faults supply. 

His chilling cold doth heat require, 

Come, Seraphim, in lieu of fire; 

This little ark no cover hath, 

Let Cherubs’ wings His body swathe ; 

Come, Raphael, this Babe must eat, 

Provide our little Tobie meat. 

Let Gabriel be now His groom, 

That first took up His earthly room ; 

Let Michael stand in His defence, 

Whom love hath linked to feeble sense ; 

Let Graces rock when He doth cry, 
And Angels sing His lullaby. 

The same you saw in heavenly seat, 

Is He that now sucks Mary’s teat ; 

Agnize! your King a mortal wight, 

His borrowed weeds lets? not your sight ; 

1 Acknowledge. 2 Hinders. 
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NEW HEAVEN, NEW WAR 

Come, kiss the manger where He lies; 
That is your bliss above the skies. 

This little Babe so few days old, 

Is come to rifle Satan’s fold, 

All hell doth at His presence quake, 
Though He Himself for cold do shake ; 
For in this weak unarméd wise 

The gates of heli He will surprise. 

With tears He fights and wins the field, 
His naked breast stands for a shield; 

His battering shot are babish cries ; 

His arrows, looks of weeping eyes ; 

His martial ensigns, cold and need ; 
And feeble flesh His warrior’s steed. 

His camp is pitchéd in a stall, 

His bulwark but a broken wall, 

His crib His trench, hay-stalks His stakes, 

Of shepherds He His muster takes ; 

And thus, as sure His foe to wound, 
The angels’ trumps alarum sound. 

My soul, with Christ join thou in fight ; 
Stick to the tents that He hath pight ; 
Within His crib is surest ward, 

‘This little Babe will be thy guard; 
If thou wilt foil thy foes with joy, 

Then flit not from this heavenly Boy. 
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A CHILD MY CHOICE 

A CHILD MY CHOICE 

Let folly praise that fancy loves, 

I praise and love that Child, 

Whose heart no thought, whose tongue no word, 

Whose head no deed defiled. 

I praise Him most, I love Him best, 

All praise and love is His; 
While Him:I love, in Him I live, 
And cannot live amiss. 

Love's sweetest mark, laud’s highest theme, 
Man’s most desiréd light, 

To love Him life, to leave Him death, 

To live in Him delight. 

He mine by gift, I His by debt, 
Thus each to other due, 

First friend He was, best friend He is, 
All times will try Him true. 

Though young, yet wise ; though small, yet strong; 
Though man, yet God He is; 

As wise He knows, as strong He can, 
As God He loves to bless. 
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NATIVITY 

His knowledge rules, His strength defends, 
His love doth cherish all ; 

His birth our joy, His life our light, 
His death our end of thrall. 

Alas! He weeps, He sighs, He pants, 
Yet doth His angels sing ; 

Out of His tears, His sighs and throbs, 
Doth bud a joyful spring. 

Almighty Babe, whose tender arms 
Can force all foes to fly, 

Correct my faults, protect my life, 
Direct me when I die! 

NATIVITY 

Immensity, cloister’d in thy dear womb, 
Now leaves his well-beloved imprisonment ; 
There He hath made Himself to his intent, 
Weak enough now into our world to come: 
But oh! for thee, for Him, hath th’ inn no room? 
Yet lay Him in His stall, and from th’ orient 
Stars and wise men will travel, to prevent 
Th effect of Herod’s jealous general doom. 
See’st thou, my soul! with thy faith’s eye, how He, 
Which fills all place, yet none holds Him, doth lie! 
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FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Was not His pity towards thee wondrous high, 

That would have need to be pitied by thee? 
Kiss Him, and with Him into Egypt go, 

With His kind mother who partakes thy woe. 

John Donne. 

FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Immortal Babe, who this dear day 
Didst change Thine heaven for our clay, 
And didst with flesh Thy godhead veil, 
Eternal Son of God, all hail! 

Shine, happy star; ye angels, sing 
Glory on high to heaven’s King: 

Run, shepherds, leave your nightly watch, 
See heaven come down to Bethlehem’s cratch. 

Worship, ye sages of the east, 
The King of gods in meanness dressed, 
O blesséd maid, smile and adore 
The God thy womb and arms have bore. 

Star, angels, shepherds, and wise sages, 
Thou virgin glory of all ages, 
Restoréd frame of heaven and earth, 
Joy in your dear Redeemer’s birth ! 

Bishop Hall. 
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HYMN ON THE NATIVITY 

AN HYMN ON THE NATIVITY OF MY 
SAVIOUR 

I sing the birth was born to-night, 
The Author both of life and light, 

The angel so did sound it: 
And like the ravished shepherds said, 
Who saw the light and were afraid, 

Yet searched, and true they found it. 

The Son of God, th’ Eternal King, 
That did us all salvation bring, 
And freed the soul from danger ; 

He whom the whole world could not take, 
The Word, which heaven and earth did make, 
Was now laid in a manger. 

The Father’s wisdom willed it so, 
The Son’s obedience knew no No, 

Both wills were in one stature; 
And as that wisdom had decreed, 
The Word was now made flesh indeed, 
And took on Him our nature. 

What comfort by Him do we win, 
Who made Himself the price of sin 

To make us heirs of glory! 
To see this Babe, all innocence, 

’ A martyr born in our defence: 

Can man forget the story ? 

Ben Jonson. 
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OF THE EPIPHANY 

OF THE EPIPHANY 

Fair eastern star, that art ordained to run 
Before the sages, to the rising sun, 
Here cease thy course, and wonder that the cloud 
Of this poor stable can thy Maker shroud: 
Ye heavenly bodies glory to be bright, 
And are esteemed as ye are rich in light, 
But here on earth is taught a different way, 
Since under this low roof the Highest lay. 
Jerusalem erects her stately towers, 
Displays her windows and adorns her bowers; 
Yet there thou must not cast a trembling spark, 
Let Herod’s palace still continue dark ; 
Each school and synagogue thy force repels, 
There Pride enthroned in misty error dwells; 
The temple, where the priests maintain their quire, 
Shall taste no beam of thy celestial fire, 
While this weak cottage all thy splendour takes: 
A joyful gate of every chink it makes. 
Here shines no golden roof, no ivory stair, 
No king exalted in a stately chair, 
Girt with attendants, or by heralds styled, 
But straw and hay enwrap a speechless Child. 
Yet Sabae’s lords before this Babe unfold 
Their treasures, offering incense, myrrh, and gold. 

The crib becomes an altar: therefore dies 
No ox nor sheep; for in their fodder lies 
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OF THE EPIPHANY 

The Prince of Peace, who, thankful for His bed, 
Destroys those rites in which their blood was shed: 
The quintessence of earth he takes, and fees, 
And precious gums distilled from weeping trees; 
Rich metals and sweet odours now declare 
The glorious blessings which His laws prepare, 
To clear us from the base and loathsome flood 
Of sense, and make us fit for angels’ food, 
Who lift to God for us the holy smoke 
_Of fervent prayers with which we Him invoke, 
And try our actions in the searching fire, 
By which the seraphims our lips inspire: 
No muddy dross pure minerals shall infect, 
We shall exhale our vapours up direct: 
No storm shall cross, nor glittering lights deface 
Perpetual sighs which seek a happy place. 

Sir John Beaumont. 
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THE ANGELS 

THE ANGELS 

Run, shepherds, run, where Bethlehem blest 
appears. 

We bring the best of news ; be not dismayed ; 
A Saviour there is born more old than years, 

Amidst heaven’s rolling height this earth who 
stayed. 

In a poor cottage inned, a virgin maid 
A weakling did Him bear, Who all upbears ; 

There is He poorly swaddled, in manger laid, 
To whom too narrow swaddlings are our spheres: 
Run, shepherds, run, and solemnise His birth. 

This is that night—no, day, grown great with 
bliss, 

In which the power of Satan broken is: 
In heaven be glory, peace unto the earth! 
Thus singing, through the air the angels swam, 
And cope of stars re-echoéd the same. 

William Drummond 

of Hawthornden. 
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THE SHEPHERDS 

THE SHEPHERDS 

O than the fairest day, thrice fairer night ! 
Night to blest days in which a sun doth rise, 
Of which that golden eye which clears the skies 

Is but a sparkling ray, a shadow-light! 
And blessed ye, in silly pastor’s sight, 

Mild creatures, in whose warm crib now lies 
That heaven-sent Youngling, holy-maid-born 

Wight, 

Midst, end, beginning of our prophecies ! 
Blest cottage that hath flowers in winter spread, 
Though withered — blessed grass that hath the 

grace 
To deck and be a carpet to that place! 

Thus sang, unto the sounds of oaten reed, 
Before the Babe, the shepherds bowed on knees, 
And springs ran nectar, honey dropped from trees. 
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Sweet baby, sleep! What ails my dear? 

What ails my darling thus to cry? 

Be still, my child, and lend thine ear 

To hear me sing thy lullaby. 

My pretty lamb, forbear to weep; 

Be still, my dear; sweet baby, sleep! 

Thou blesséd soul, what canst thou fear ? 

What thing to thee can mischief do? 

Thy God is now Thy Father dear ; 

His holy spouse thy mother too. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep ; 

Be still, my babe; sweet baby, sleep! 
F AI



A ROCKING HYMN 

Whilst thus thy lullaby I sing, 

For thee great blessings ripening be; 
Thine Eldest Brother is a King, 

And hath a kingdom bought for thee. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 
Be still, my babe; sweet baby, sleep. 

Sweet baby, sleep, and nothing fear ; 
For whosoever thee offends 

By thy protector threatened are, 
And God and angels are thy friends, 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep ; 
Be still, my babe; sweet baby, sleep. 

When God with us was dwelling here, 
In little babes He took delight: 

Such innocents as thou, my dear, 
Are ever precious in His sight. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 
Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

A little Infant once was He, 
And strength in weakness then was laid 

Upon His virgin-mother’s knee, 
That power to thee might be conveyed. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 
Be still, my babe; sweet baby, sleep. 

In this thy frailty and thy need 
He friends and helpers doth prepare, 
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A ROCKING HYMN 

Which thee shall cherish, clothe, and feed, 
For of thy weal they tender are. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 
Be still, my babe; sweet baby, sleep. 

The King of kings, when He was born, 
Had not so much for outward ease; 

By Him such dressings were not worn, 
Nor such like swaddling-clothes as these. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

Within a manger lodged thy Lord, 

Where oxen lay and asses fed; 

Warm rooms we do to thee afford, 

An easy cradle or a bed. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

The wants that He did then sustain 

Have purchased wealth, my babe, for thee; 
And by His torments and His pain 

Thy rest and ease securéd be. 

My baby, then, forbear to weep; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

Thou hast, yet more, to perfect this, 

A promise and an earnest got 
Of gaining everlasting bliss, 

Though thou, my babe, perceiv’st it not. 

Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 

Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 

George Wither. 
43



GLORIA IN EXCELSIS 

GLORIA IN EXCELSIS 

As on the night before this happy morn, 

A blesséd angel unto shepherds told 
Where (in a stable) He was poorly born, 

Whom nor the earth nor heaven of heavens can hold: 
Thro’ Bethlehem rung 

This news at their return; 

Yea, angels sung 

That God with us was born ; 
And they made mirth because we should not mourn. 

Their angel carol sing we, then, 

To God on high all glory be, 

For peace on earth bestoweth He, 
And sheweth favour unto men. 

This favour Christ vouchsaféd for our sake; 
To buy us thrones, He in a manger lay; 

Our weakness took, that we His strength might 
take ; i 

And was disrobed that He might us array ; 
Our flesh He wore, 

Our sin to wear away ; 

Our curse He bore, 

That we escape it may: 

And wept for us, that we might sing for aye. 
With angels therefore, sing again, 

To God on high all glory be, 

For peace on earth bestoweth He, 
And sheweth favour unto men. 

44



WHO CAN FORGET 

WHO CAN FORGET 

Who can forget—never to be forgot— 

The time, that all the world in slumber lies, 

When, like the stars, the singing angels shot 
To earth, and heaven awakéd all his eyes 

To see another sun at midnight rise 

Onearth? Was never sight of pareil fame, 

For God before man like Himself did frame, 
But God Himself now like a mortal man became. 

A Child He was, and had not learnt to speak, 
That with His word the world before did make ; 
His mother’s arms Him bore, He was so weak, 
That with one hand the vaults of heaven could 

shake, 

See how small room my infant Lord doth take, 
Whom all the world is not enough to hold ! 
Who of His years, or of His age hath told? 

Never such age so young, never a child so old. 

And yet but newly He was infanted, 

And yet already He was:sought to die; 
Yet scarcely born, already banished ; 
Not able yet to go, and forced to fly: 
But scarcely fled away, when by and by 
The tyrant’s sword with blood is all defiled, 
And Rachel, for her sons, with fury wild, 

Cries, ‘O thou cruel king, and O my sweetest child !’ 

Egypt His nurse became, where Nilus springs, 
Who, straight to entertain the rising sun, 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

The hasty harvest in his bosom brings ; 

But now for drought the fields were all undone, 

And now with waters all is overrun: 

So fast the Cynthian mountains pour’d their snow, 

When once they felt the sun so near them glow, 

That Nilus Egypt lost, and to a sea did grow. 

The angels carolled loud their song of peace ; 

The curséd oracles were strucken dumb ; 

To see their Shepherd the poor shepherds press ; 

To see their King the kingly sophies come ; 

And them to guide unto his Master’s home, 

A star comes dancing up the orient, 

That springs for joy over the strawy tent, 

Where gold, to make their Prince a crown, they all 

present. 
Giles Fletcher. 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

[Sung to the King in the Presence at Whitehall.] 

Chor.—What sweeter music can we bring 

Than a carol, for to sing 

The birth of this our heavenly King >? 

Awake the voice! awake the string ! 

Heart, ear, and eye, and every thing 

Awake! the while the active finger 

Runs divisions with the singer. 

[From the flourish they come to the song.] 

Dark and dull night, fly hence away, 

And give the honour to this day, 

That sees December turn’d to May. 
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ON THE BIRTH OF OUR SAVIOUR 

If we may ask the reason, say 

The why and wherefore all things here 

Seem like the spring-time of the year? 

Why does the chilling winter’s morn 

Smile like a field beset with corn? 

Or smell like to a mead new shorn, 

Thus on a sudden? Come and see 

The cause why things thus fragrant be: 

’Tis He is born whose quickening birth 

Gives life and lustre public mirth, 

To heaven and the under-earth. 

Chor.—We see Him come, and know Him ours, 

Who with His sunshine and His showers 

Turns all the patient ground to flowers. 

The Darling of the world is come, 

And fit it is we find a room 

To welcome Him. The nobler part 

Of all the house here is the heart. 

Chor.—Which we will give Him; and bequeath 

This holly and this ivy wreath, 

To do him honour; who’s our King, 

And Lord of all this revelling. 
Robert Herrick. 

AN ODE ON THE BIRTH OF OUR 

SAVIOUR 

In numbers, and but these few, 

I sing Thy birth, O Jesu! 

Thou pretty Baby, born here 

‘With sup’rabundant scorn here: 
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ON THE BIRTH OF OUR SAVIOUR 

Who for Thy princely port here, 

Hadst for Thy place 

Of birth, a base 

Out-stable for Thy court here. 

Instead of neat enclosures 

Of interwoven osiers, 

Instead of fragrant posies 

Of daffodils and roses, 

Thy cradle, kingly Stranger, 

As gospel tells, 

Was nothing else 

But here a homely manger. 

But we with silks not crewels, 

With sundry precious jewels, 

And lily work will dress Thee ; 

And, as we dispossess Thee 

Of clouts, we ’ll make a chamber, 

Sweet Babe, for Thee, 

Of ivory, 

And plaster’d round with amber. 

The Jews they did disdain Thee, 

But we will entertain Thee, 

With glories to await here 

Upon Thy princely state here, 

And, more for love than pity, 

From year to year 

We'll make Thee here 

A free-born of our city. 
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CHRISTMAS 

CHRISTMAS 

All after pleasures as I rid one day, 

My horse and I both tired, body and mind, 

With full cry of affections quite astray, 

I took up in the next inn I could find. 

There, when I came, whom found I but my dear— 

My dearest Lord ; expecting till the grief 

Of pleasures brought me to Him; ready there 

To be all passengers’ most sweet relief ? 

O Thou, whose glorious, yet contracted, light, 

Wrapt in night’s mantle, stole into a manger ; 

Since my dark soul and brutish is Thy right, 

To man, of all beasts, be not Thou a stranger. 

Furnish and deck my soul, that Thou may’st have 

A better lodging than a rack or grave. 

The shepherds sing ; and shall I silent be P 

My God, no hymn for thee ? 

My soul’s a shepherd too ; a flock it feeds 

Of thoughts and words and deeds. 

The pasture is Thy word, the streams Thy grace, 

Enriching every place. 

Shepherd and flock shall sing, and all my powers 

Outsing the daylight hours. 
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THE MORNING OF CHRIST'S NATIVITY 

Then we will chide the sun for letting night 

Take up his place and right : 

We sing one common Lord ; wherefore he should 

Himself the candle hold. 

I will go searching till I find a sun 

Shall stay till we have done ; 

A willing shiner, that shall shine as gladly 

As frost-nipt suns look sadly. 

Then we will sing and shine all our own day, 

And one another pay. 

His beams shall cheer my breast, and both so twine, 

Till evn His beams sing and my music shine. 

George Herbert. 

ON THE MORNING OF CHRISTS 

NATIVITY 

This is the month, and this the happy morn, 

Wherein the Son of heaven’s eternal King, 

Of wedded Maid and Virgin-Mother born, 

Our great redemption from above did bring ; 

For so the holy sages once did sing, 

That He our deadly forfeit should release, 

And with His Father work us a perpetual peace. 

That glorious form, that light unsufferable, 

And that far-beaming blaze of majesty, 
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ON THE MORNING 

Wherewith he wont at heaven’s high council-table 

To sit the midst of Trinal Unity, 

He laid aside; and, here with us to be, 

Forsook the courts of everlasting day, 

And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay. 

Say, heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein 

Afford a present to the Infant God? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain, 

To welcome Him to this His new abode, 

Now while the heaven, by the sun’s team untrod, 

Hath took no print of the approaching light, 

And all the spangled host kept watch in squadrons 

bright ? 

See, how from far, upon the eastern road, 

The star-led wizards haste with odours sweet ; 

O run, prevent them with thy humble ode, 

_ And lay it lowly at His blessed feet ; 

Have thou the honour first thy Lord to greet, 

And join thy voice unto the angel-quire, 

From out His secret altar touch’d with hallow’d fire. 

THE HYMN 

It was the winter wild, 

While the heaven-born Child 

All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 

Nature in awe to Him, 

Had doff’d her gaudy trim, 

With her great Master so to sympathise : 
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OF CHRIST'S NATIVITY 

It was no season then for her 

To wanton with the sun, her lusty paramour. 

Only with speeches fair, 

She woos the gentle air 

To hide her guilty front with innocent snow, 

And on her naked shame, 

Pollute with sinful blame, 

The saintly veil of maiden-white to throw ; 

Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes 

Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 

But He, her fears to cease, 

Sent down the meek-eyed Peace ; 

She, crown’d with olive green, came softly 

sliding 

Down through the turning sphere, 

His ready harbinger, 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing ; 

And waving wide her myrtle wand, 

She strikes an universal peace through sea and 

land. 

No war, or battle’s sound, 

Was heard the world around: 

The idle spear and shield were high up-hung, 

The hooked chariot stood 

Unstain’d with hostile blood ; 

The trumpet spake not to the armed throng, 

And kings sat still with awful eye, 

As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 
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ON THE MORNING 

But peaceful was the night 

Wherein the Prince of Light 

His reign of peace upon the earth began: 
The winds with wonder whist 

Smoothly the waters kist, 

Whispering new joys to the mild ocean, 
Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed 
wave. 

The stars with deep amaze 

Stand fix’d in steadfast gaze, 
Bending one way their precious influence, 

And will not take their flight 
For all the morning light, 

Or Lucifer that often warn’d them thence; 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 
Until their Lord Himself bespake, and bid them go. 

And though the shady gloom 
Had given day her room, 

The sun himself withheld his wonted speed, 
And hid his head for shame, 
As his inferior flame 

The new enlighten’d world no more should 
need ; 

He saw a greater Sun appear 
Than his bright throne, or burning axletree could 

bear. 
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OF CHRIST'S NATIVITY 

The shepherds on the lawn 

Or ere the point of dawn 

Sat simply chatting in a rustic row; 

Full little thought they then 

That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below; 

Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep, 

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 

When such music sweet 

Their hearts and ears did greet, 

As never was by mortal finger strook ; 

Divinely-warbled voice 

Answering the stringed noise, 

As all their souls in blissful rapture took: 

The air such pleasure loth to lose, 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly 

close. 

Nature that heard such sound, 

Beneath the hollow round 

Of Cynthia’s seat, the airy region thrilling, 

Now was almost won 

To think her part was done, 

And that her reign had here its last fulfilling ; 

She knew such harmony alone 
Could hold all heaven and earth in happier union. 

At last surrounds their sight 

A globe of circular light, 

That with long beams the shamefaced night 

array’d; 
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ON THE MORNING 

The helmed Cherubim, 

The sworded Seraphim, 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings dis- 

play’d, 
Harping in loud and solemn quire, 
With unexpressive notes to Heaven’s new-born 

Heir. 

Such music as (tis said) 
Before was never made, 

But when of old the sons of morning sung, 
While the Creator great 

His constellations set, 

And the well-balanced world on hinges hung, 
And cast the dark foundations deep, 
And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel 

keep. 

Ring out, ye crystal spheres, 
Once bless our human ears, 

(If ye have power to touch our senses so ;) 
And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time, 

And let the base of heaven’s deep organ blow ; 
And with your ninefold harmony 
Make up full consort to the angelic symphony. 

For if such holy song 
Enwrap our fancy long, 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold; 
And speckled Vanity 
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OF CHRIST’S NATIVITY 

Will sicken soon and die, 
And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould ; 

And Hell itself will pass away, 
And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

Yea, Truth and Justice then 

Will down return to men. 

Orb’d in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, 
Mercy will sit between, 

Throned in celestial sheen, 
With radiant feet the tissued clouds down 
steering ; 

And heaven, as at some festival, 
Will open wide the gates of her high palace-hall. 

But wisest Fate says no, 

This must not yet be so, 

The Babe yet lies in smiling infancy, 
That on the bitter cross 

Must redeem our loss; 

So both Himself and us to glorify : 
Yet first to those ychain’d in sleep, 
The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through 

the deep. 

With such a horrid clang 

As on Mount Sinai rang, 

While the red fire and smouldering clouds out- 
brake: 

The aged earth aghast 

With terror of that blast, 

Shall from the surface to the centre shake; 
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ON THE MORNING 

When at the world’s last session, 

The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his 

throne. 

And then at last our bliss 

Full and perfect is, 

But now begins; for from this happy gay, 

The old dragon under ground 

In straiter limits bound, 

Not half so far casts his usurped sway, 

And wroth to see his kingdom fail, 

Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail. 

The oracles are dumb, 

No voice or hideous hum 

Runs through the arched roof in words deceiv- 

ing. 

Apollo from his shrine 

Can no more divine, 

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 

No nightly trance, or breathed spell, 

Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetic 

cell. 

The lonely mountains o’er, 

And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard and loud lament ; 

From haunted spring and dale, 

Edged with poplar pale, 

The parting Genius is with sighing sent; 
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OF CHRIST’S NATIVITY 

With flower-inwoven tresses torn, 
The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets 

mourn. 

In consecrated earth 
And on the holy hearth 

The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight 
plaint ; 

In urns and altars round, 
A drear and dying sound 

Affrights the Flamens at their service quaint; 
And the chill marble seems to sweat, 
While each peculiar power foregoes his wonted seat. 

Peor and Badlim 
Forsake their temples dim, 

With that twice-batter’d god of Palestine ; 
And mooned Ashtaroth, 
Heaven’s queen and mother both, 

Now sits not girt with tapers’ holy shine ; 
The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn, 
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Thammuz 

mourn. 

And sullen Moloch, fled, 
Hath left in shadows dread 

His burning idol all of blackest hue; 
In vain with cymbals’ ring 
They call the grisly king, 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue : 
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ON THE MORNING 

The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 

Isis, and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste. 

Nor is Osiris seen 

In Memphian grove or green, 

Trampling the unshower’d grass with lowings 

loud: 

Nor can he be at rest 

Within his sacred chest, 

Nought but profoundest hell can be his shroud ; 

In vain with timbrell’d anthems dark 

The sable-stoled sorcerers bear his worshipt ark. 

He feels from Judah’s land 

The dreaded Infant’s hand ; 

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn ; 

Nor all the gods beside 

Longer dare abide, 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine: 

Our Babe, to show His Godhead true, 

Can in His swaddling bands control the damned 

crew. 

So when the sun in bed, 

Curtain’d with cloudy red, 

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 

The flocking shadows pale 

Troop to th’ infernal jail ; 

Each fetter’d ghost slips to his several stave, 

And the yellow-skirted Fays 

Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their moon- 

loved maze. 
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OF CHRIST’S NATIVITY 

But see the Virgin blest 

Hath laid her Babe to rest; 

Time is our tedious song should here have 
ending : 

Heaven’s youngest-teemed star 

Hath fix’d her polish’d car, 

Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp 
attending : 

And all about the courtly stable 

Bright-harness’d angels sit in order serviceable. 

John Milton. 

A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY 

Chorus.—Come we shepherds whose blest sight 
Hath met Love’s noon in Nature’s night, 
Come, lift we up our loftier song, 
And wake the sun that lies too long. 

To all our world of well-stol’n joy, 

He slept and dreamt of no such thing, 
While we found out heaven’s fairer eye 
And kist the cradle of our King; 

Tell him he rises now too late, 

To show us ought worth looking at. 

Tell him we now can show him more 
Than e’er he showed to mortal sight, 

Than he himself e’er saw before, 
- Which to be seen needs not his light. 

Tell him, Thyrsis, where th’ hast been, 
Tell him, Thyrsis, what th’ hast seen. 
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A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY 

TIT. Gloomy night embraced the place 

Where the noble Infant lay, 

The Babe looked up and showed His face; 

In spite of darkness it was day. 

It was Thy day, Sweet, and did rise 

Not from the East but from Thine eyes. 

Chorus.—It was thy day, Sweet, etc. 

THYRS. Winter chid aloud and sent 

The angry North to wage his wars,. 

The North forgot his fierce intent, 

And left perfumes instead of scars; 

By those sweet eyes’ persuasive powers, 

Where he meant frost he scattered flowers. 

Chorus.—By those sweet eyes, etc. 

BOTH. We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 

Bright dawn of our eternal day! 

We saw Thine eyes break from their East 

And chase the trembling shades away: 

We saw Thee and we blest the sight, 

We saw thee by thine own sweet light. 

TIT. Poor world (said I), what wilt thou do 

To entertain this starry Stranger P 

Is this the best thou canst bestow, 

A cold and not too cleanly manger ? 

Contend, ye powers of heaven and earth, 

To fit a bed for this huge birth. 

Chorus.—Contend, ye powers, etc. 
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A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY 

THYRS. Proud world (said I), cease your contest, 

And let the mighty Babe alone, 

The Pheenix builds the Phcenix’ nest, 

Love’s architecture is all one. 

The Babe whose birth embraves this morn, 

Made His own bed ere He was born. 

Chorus.—The Babe whose birth, etc. 

TIT. I saw the curl’d drops, soft and slow, 

Come hovering o’er the place’s head, 

Offering their whitest sheets of snow 

To furnish the fair Infant’s bed: 

Forbear (said I), be not too bold ; 

Your fleece is white, but ’tis too cold. 

Chorus.—Forbear (said I), etc. 

THYRS. I saw the obsequious seraphins 

Their rosy fleece of fire bestow ; 

For well they now can spare their wings, 

Since heaven itself lies here below: 

Well done (said I), but are you sure, 

Your down so warm will pass for pure? 

Chorus.—Well done (said I), etc. 

TIT. No, no, your King’s not yet to seek 

Where to repose His royal head. 

See, see, how soon, His new-bloom’d cheek, 

Twixt’s mother’s breasts is gone to bed: 

Sweet choice (said I), no way but so, 

Not to lie cold, yet sleep in snow. 

Chorus.—Sweet choice (said I), etc. 
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A HYMN OF THE NATIVITY 

BOTH. We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 

Bright dawn of our eternal day! 

We saw Thine eyes break from Their East 

And chase the trembling shades away ; 

We saw Thee and we blest the sight, 

We saw Thee by Thine own sweet light. 

Chorus.—We saw thee, etc. 

Full Chorus.—Welcome all wonder in one sight, 

Eternity shut in a span, 

Summer in winter, day in night, 

Heaven in earth and God in man! 

Great little One! whose all-embracing birth 

Lifts earth to heaven, stoops heaven to earth. 

Welcome, though not to gold nor silk, 

To more than Cesar’s birthright is, 

Two sister seas of virgin milk, 

With many a rarely-tempered kiss, 

That breathes at once both maid and mother, 

Warms in the one and cools in the other. 

She sings thy tears asleep, and dips 

Her kisses in thy weeping eye ; 

She spreads the red leaves of thy lips 

That in their buds yet blushing lie: 

She ’gainst those mother-diamonds tries 

The points of her young eagle’s eyes. 

Welcome, though not to those gay flies 

Gilded i’ the beams of earthly kings, 
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SATAN’S SIGHT OF THE NATIVITY 

Slippery souls in smiling eyes, 

But to poor shepherds’ home-spun things ; 

Whose wealth’s their flock, whose wit to be 

Well read in their simplicity. 

Yet when young April’s husband-showers 

Shall bless the fruitful Maia’s bed, 

We'll bring the first-born of her flowers 

To kiss Thy feet and crown Thy head : 

To Thee, dread Lamb, whose love must keep 

The shepherds more than they their sheep. 

To Thee, meek Majesty! soft King 

Of simple graces and sweet loves, 

Each of us his lamb will bring, 

Each his pair of silver doves, 

Till burnt at last in fire of Thy fair eyes, 

Ourselves become our own best sacrifice. 

Richard Crashaw. 

SATAN’S SIGHT OF THE NATIVITY 

Heaven's golden-wingéd herald late he saw 

To a poor Galilean virgin sent: 

How low the bright youth bowed, and with what 

awe 

Immortal flowers to her fair hand present. 
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SATAN’S SIGHT OF THE NATIVITY 

He saw th’ old Hebrew’s womb neglect the law 

Of age and barrenness, and her babe prevent 

His birth by his devotion, who began 

Betimes to be a saint, before a man. 

He saw rich nectar thaws release the rigour 

Of th’ icy north, from frost-bound Atlas’ hands 

His adamantine fetters fall; green vigour 

Gladding the Scythian rocks, and Libyan sands. 

He saw a vernal smile sweetly disfiigure 

Winter’s sad face, and through the flowery lands 

Of fair Engaddi’s honey-sweating fountains 

With manna, milk, and balm new broach the 

mountains. 

He saw how in that blest day-bearing night 

The heaven-rebukéed shades made haste away ; 

How bright a dawn of angels with new light 

Amazed the midnight world, and made a day 

Of which the morning knew not; mad with spight 

He mark’d how the poor shepherds ran to pay 

Their simple tribute to the Babe, whose birth 

Was the great business both of heaven and 

earth. 

He saw a threefold sun with rich increase 

Make proud the ruby portals of the East, 

He saw the temple sacred to sweet peace 

Adore her Prince’s birth flat on her breast. 
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SATAN’S SIGHT OF THE NATIVITY 

He saw the falling idols all confess 
A coming Deity. He saw the nest 

Of poisonous and unnatural loves, earth-nurst, 
Touch’d with the world’s true antidote, to 

burst. 

He saw heaven blossom with a new-born light, 
On which, as on a glorious stranger, gazed 

The golden eyes of night, whose beam made bright 
The way to Bethlem; and as boldly blazed 

(Nor ask’d leave of the sun) by day as night. 
By whom (as heaven’s illustrious handmaid) raised 
Three kings or, what is more, three wise men went 
Westward to find the world’s true orient. 

That the great angel-blinding light should shrink 
His blaze to shine in a poor shepherd's eye, 
That the unmeasured God so low should sink 
As Pris’ner in a few poor rags to lie, 
That from His mother’s breast He milk should drink 
Who feeds with nectar heaven’s fair family, 

That a vile manger His low bed should prove 

Who in a throne of stars thunders above: 

That He, whom the sun serves, should faintly peep 
-Through clouds of infant flesh; that He the old 
Eternal Word should be a Child and weep, 
That He who made the fire should fear the cold: 
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A HYMN FOR THE EPIPHANY 

That heaven’s high majesty His court should keep 

In a clay cottage, by each blast controll’d: 

That glory’s self should serve our griefs and 

fears, 

And free Eternity submit to years ; 

And further, that the law’s eternal Giver 

Should bleed in His own law’s obedience ; 

And to the circumcising knife deliver 

Himself, the forfeit of His slave’s offence ; 

That the unblemish’d Lamb, blessed for ever, 

Should take the mark of sin, and pain of sense :-— 

These are the knotty riddles, whose dark doubt 

Entangle his lost thoughts past getting out. 

A HYMN FOR THE EPIPHANY 

[Sung as by the three kings.] 

ist KING. Bright Babe! whose awful beauties 

make 

The morn incur a sweet mistake ; 

2nd KING. For whom the officious heavens devise 

To disinherit the sun’s rise ; 

3rd KING. Delicately to displace 

The day, and plant it fairer in thy face ; 

ist KING. O Thou born King of loves! 

2nd KING. Of lights ! 

3rd KING. Ofjoys! 
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A HYMN FOR THE EPIPHANY 

Chorus.—Look up, sweet Bape) look up and see ! 
For love of Thee, 

Thus far from home, 

The East is come 

To seek herself in Thy sweet eyes. 

Ist KING. We who strangely went astray, 
Lost in a bright 

Meridian night ; 
2nd KING. A darkness made of too much day ; 
3rd KING. Beckoned from far, 
By thy fair star, 

Lo, at last have found our way. 
Chorus.—To thee, thou Day of Nigut thou East 

of West ! 

Lo, we at last have found the way 
To thee, the world’s great universal East, 
The general and indifferent day. 

Ist KING. All-circling point! all-centring sphere! 
The world’s one, round, eternal year : 
2nd KING. Whose full and all-unwrinkled face, 
Nor sinks nor swells, with time or place ; 
3rd KING. But everywhere and every while 
Is one consistent solid smile. 
Ist KING. Not vexed and tost, 
2nd KING. ’Twixt spring and frost ; 
3rd KING. Nor by alternate shreds of light, 

- Sordidly shifting hands with shades and night. 
Chorus.—O little All, in Thy embrace, 

- The world lies warm and likes his place ; 
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A HYMN FOR THE EPIPHANY 

Nor does his full globe fail to be 

Kissed on both his cheeks by Thee ; 

Time is too narrow for Thy year, 

Nor makes the whole world Thy half-sphere. 

T ereiore! to Thee, aad T Hine ieninions ray, 

(Dread sweet !), lo thus, 

At least by us, 

The delegated eye of day, 

Does first his sceptre, then himself, in solemn 

tribute pay : 

Thus he undresses 

His sacred unshorn tresses ; 

At thy adoréd feet thus he lays down, 

ist KING. His glorious tire 

Of flame and fire, 

and KING. His glittering robe, 

3rd KING. His sparkling crown, 

ist KING. His gold, 

2nd KING. His myrrh, 

3rd KING. His frankincense. 

Chorus.—To which he now has no pretence ; 

For being show’d by this day’s light, how far 

He is from sun, enough to make thy star, 

His best ambition now is but to be 

Something a brighter shadow, sweet ! of thee. 

Or on heaven’s azure forehead high to stand, 

Thy golden index ; with a duteous hand 

Pointing us home to our own Sun, 

The world’s and his Hyperion. 
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HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

[Being a dialogue between three shepherds] 

ist. Where is this blessed Babe 
That hath made 

All the world so full of joy 

And expectation ; 

That glorious Boy 

That crowns each nation 
With a triumphant wreath of blessedness ? 

2nd. Where should He be but in the throng, 
And among 

His angel ministers, that sing 

And take wing 

Just as may echo to His voice, 

And rejoice, 

When wing and tongue and all 
May so procure their happiness ? 

3rd. But he hath other waiters now: 
A poor cow, 

An ox and mule, stand and behold, 
And wonder 

That a stable should enfold 
Him that can thunder. 

_ Chorus.—O what a gracious God have we, 
How good ! how great! even as our misery. 

Jeremy Taylor. 
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HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Awake, my soul, and come away: 

Put on thy best array ; 

Lest if thou longer stay 

Thou lose some minutes of so blest a day. 

_ Go run, 

And bid good-morrow to the sun ; 

Welcome his safe return 

To Capricorn, 

And that great morn 

Wherein a God was born, 

Whose story none can tell 

But He whose every word’s a miracle. 

To-day Almightiness grew weak ; 

The Word itself was mute and could not speak. 

That Jacob’s star which made the sun 

To dazzle if he durst look on, 

Now mantled o’er in Bethlehem’s night, 

Borrowed a-star to show him light. 

He that begirt each zone, 

To whom both poles are one, 

Who grasped the zodiac in his hand 

And made it move or stand, 

Is now by nature man, 

By stature but a span ; 

Eternity is now grown short ; 

A King is born without a court ; 
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THE SHEPHERDS 

The water thirsts, the fountain’s dry ; 
And life, being born, made apt to die. 

Chorus.—Then let our praises emulate and vie 
With His humility ! 

Since He’s exiled from skies 
That we might rise,— 

From low estate of men 
' Let’s sing Him up again! 
Each man wind up his heart 
To bear a part 

In that angelic choir and show 
His glory high as He was low. 
Let’s sing towards men good-will and charity, 
Peace upon earth, glory to God on high! 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

THE SHEPHERDS 

Sweet, harmless live[r]s! on whose holy leisure, 
Waits innocence and pleasure; 

Whose leaders to those pastures and clear springs 
Were patriarchs, saints, and kings : 

How happen’d it that in the dead of night 
You only saw true light, 

While Palestine was fast asleep, and lay 
Without one thought of day ? 
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THE SHEPHERDS 

Was it because those first and blesséd swains 

Were pilgrims on those plains 

When they received the promise, for which now 

’*Twas there first shown to you? 

Tis true he loves that dust whereon they go 

That serve him here below, 

And therefore might for memory of those 

His love there first disclose ; 

But wretched Salem, once his love, must now 

No voice nor vision know ; 

Her stately piles with all their height and pride 

Now languishéd and died, 

And Bethlem’s humble cots above them stept 

While all her seers slept ; 

Her cedar, fir, hewed stones, and gold were all 

Polluted through their fall ; 

And those once sacred mansions were now 

Mere emptiness and show. 

This made the angel call at reeds and thatch, 

Yet where the shepherds watch, 

And God’s own lodging, though he could not lack, 

To be a common rack. 

No costly pride, no soft-clothed luxury 

In those thin cells could lie ; 

Each stirring wind and storm blew through their 

cots, 

Which never harboured plots ; 

Only content and love and humble joys 

Lived there without all noise ; 

Perhaps some harmless cares for the next day 

Did in their bosoms play, 
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CHRIST'S NATIVITY 

As where to lead their sheep, what silent nook, 
What springs or shades to look; 

But that was all; and now with gladsome care 
They for the town prepare; 

They leave their flock, and in a busy talk 
All towards Bethlem walk, 

To seek their soul’s great Shepherd, who was come 
To bring all stragglers home; 

Where now they find Him out, and, taught before, 
That Lamb of God adore, 

That Lamb, whose days great kings and prophets 
wished 

And longed to see, but missed. 
The first light they beheld was bright and gay, 
And turned their night to day; 

But to this later light they saw in Him 
Their day was dark and dim. 

Henry Vaughan. 

CHRIST’S NATIVITY 

Awake, glad heart! get up and sing! 
It is the Birthday of thy King. 

Awake! awake! 
The sun doth shake 

Light from his locks, and, all the way 
Breathing perfumes, doth spice the day. 

Awake! awake! hark how th’ wood rings, 
Winds whisper, and the busy springs 
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CHRIST'S NATIVITY 

A concert make! 

Awake! awake! 

Man is their high-priest, and should rise 

To offer up the sacrifice. 

I would I were a bird or star, 

Fluttering in woods, or lifted far 

Above this inn, 

And road of sin! 

Then either star or bird should be 

Shining or singing still to Thee. 

I would I had in my best part 

Fit rooms for Thee! or that my heart 

Were so clean as 

Thy manger was! 

But I am all filth, and obscene: 

Yet, if thou wilt, Thou canst make clean. 

Sweet Jesu! will then. Let no more 

This leper haunt and soil thy door! 

Cure him, ease him, — 

O release him! 

And let once more, by mystic birth, 

The Lord of life be born in earth. 
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THE SHEPHERDS’ SONG 

THE SHEPHERDS’ SONG 

Sweet music, sweeter far 
Than any song is sweet : 

Sweet music, heavenly rare, 
Mine ears, O peers, doth greet. 

You gentle flocks, whose fleeces pearled with dew, 
Resemble heaven, whom golden drops make 

bright, 

Listen, O listen, now, O not to you 
Our pipes make sport to shorten weary night : 

But voices most divine 
Make blissful harmony : 

Voices that seem to shine, 
For what else clears the sky ? 

Tunes can we hear, but not the singers see, 
The tunes divine, and so the singers be. 

Lo, how the firmament 
Within an azure fold 

The flock of stars hath pent, 
That we might them behold, 

Yet from their beams proceedeth not this light, 
Nor can their crystals such reflection give. 

What then doth make the element so bright P 
The heavens are come down upon earth to live. 
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THE SHEPHERDS’ SONG 

But hearken to the song, 

Glory to glory’s King, 

And peace all men among, 

These quiristers do sing. 

Angels they are, as also (shepherds) He 

Whom in our fear we do admire to see. 

Let not amazement blind 

Your souls, said he, annoy: 

To you and all mankind 

My message bringeth joy. 

For lo! the world’s great Shepherd now is born, 

A blessed Babe, an Infant full of power: 

After long night uprisen is the morn, 

Renowning Bethlem in the Saviour. 

Sprung is the perfect day, 

By prophets seen afar : 

Sprung is the mirthful May, 

Which winter cannot mar. 

In David’s city doth this Sun appear 

Clouded in flesh, yet, shepherds, sit we here ? 

Edmund Bolton. 

AND THEY LAID HIM IN A MANGER 

Happy crib, that wert alone 

To my God, bed, cradle, throne! 

Whilst thy glorious vileness I 

View with divine fancy’s eye, 

Sordid filth seems all the cost, 

State, and splendour, crowns do boast. 
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THEY LAID HIM IN A MANGER 

See heaven’s sacred majesty 
Humbled beneath poverty ; 

Swaddled up in homely rags, 
On a bed of straw and flags! 
He whose hands the heavens display’d, 
And the world’s foundations laid, 
From the world almost exiled, 
Of all ornaments despoil’d. 
Perfumes bathe him not, new-born, 
Persian mantles not adorn ; 

Nor do the rich roofs look bright, 
With the jasper’s orient light. 
Where, O royal Infant, be 
Th’ ensigns of Thy majesty ; 
Thy Sire’s equalising state ; 
And Thy sceptre that rules fate ? 
Where’s Thy angel-guarded throne, 
Whence Thy laws Thou didst make known— 
Laws which heaven, earth, hell obey’d ? 
These, ah! these aside he laid ; 
Would the emblem be—of pride 
By humility outvied ? 

Sir Edward Sherburne. 

AT THE SIGN OF THE HEART 

But art Thou come, dear Saviour? hath Thy love 
Thus made Thee stoop, and leave Thy throne above 

Thy lofty heavens, and thus thyself to dress 
In dust to visit mortals? Could no less 
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AT THE SIGN OF THE HEART 

A condescension serve ? and after all 

The mean reception of a cratch and stall ? 

Dear Lord, I'll fetch Thee thence! I have a room 

(Tis poor, but ’tis my best) if Thou wilt come 

Within so small a cell, where I would fain 

Mine and the world’s Redeemer entertain, 

I mean, my Heart: ’tis sluttish, I confess, 

And will not mend Thy lodging, Lord, unless 

Thou send before Thy harbinger, I mean 

Thy pure and purging Grace, to make it clean 

And sweep its nasty corners; then I'll try 

To wash it also with a weeping eye. 

And when ’tis swept and wash’d, I then will go 

And, with Thy leave, I’ll fetch some flowers that 

grow 

In Thine own garden, Faith and Love, to Thee; 

With these I’ll dress it up, and these shall be 

My rosemary and bays. Yet when my best 

Is done, the room’s not fit for such a Guest. 

But here’s the cure; Thy presence, Lord, alone 

Will make a stall a Court, a cratch a Throne. 

Anon. 

LODGED in an inn 

What Guest divine 

There meekly lay, 

The God of night and day! 

In tax-time to pay sums 

He comes, 
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AT THE SIGN OF THE HEART 

Ev’n man’s price full: 

From Satan’s rule 

He will set free 

Our poor humanity. 

To us betake 

Blest God! and make 

Within our breast 

Thy lodging-place and rest ; 
Thou Temples seek’st, not Inns: 

Let sins 

No more intrude 

On th’ Inmate God, 

Nor e’er deface 

The ornaments of grace. 

YET if his majesty our sovereign Lord 
Should of his own accord 
Friendly himself invite, 
And say, ‘I'll be your guest to-morrow night,’ 
How should we stir ourselves, call and command 
All hands to work! ‘Let no man idle stand. 
Set me fine Spanish tables in the hall, 
See they be fitted all ; 
Let there be room to eat, 
And order taken that there want no meat. 
See every sconce and candlestick made bright, 
That without tapers they may give a light. 
Look to the presence: are the carpets spread, 
The dais o’er the head, 
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AT THE SIGN OF THE HEART 

The cushions in the chairs, 

And all the candles lighted on the stairs ? 

Perfume the chambers, and in any case 

Let each man give attendance in his place.’ 

Thus if the king were coming would we do, 

And ’twere good reason too ; 

For ’tis a duteous thing 

To show all honour to an earthly ine 

And after all our travail and our cost, 

So he be pleased, to think no labour lost. 

But at the coming of the King of heaven, 

All’s set at six and seven. 

We wallow in our sin, 

Christ cannot find a chamber in the inn, 

We entertain Him always like a stranger, 

And as at first still lodge Him in the manger. 

AND art Thou come, blest Babe, and come to me ? 

Come down to teach me how to come to Thee ? 

Welcome, thrice welcome to my panting soul, 

Which, as it loves, doth grieve that ’tis so foul. 

The less ’tis fit for Thee come from above, 

The more it needs Thee, and the more I love. 

SONG OF THE ANGELS AT THE NATIVITY 

While shepherds watch'd their flocks by night, 

All seated on the ground, 

The Angel of the Lord came down, 

And glory shone around. 
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SONG OF THE ANGELS AT THE NATIVITY 

‘Fear not,’ said he (for mighty dread 

Had seized their troubled mind) ; 

‘Glad tidings of great joy I bring 

To you and all mankind. 

‘To you in David’s town this day 

Is born of David’s line 

The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord; 

And this shall be the sign :— 

“The heavenly Babe you there shall find 

To human view display’d, 

All meanly wrapt in swathing-bands, 

And in a manger laid.’ 

Thus spake the seraph; and forthwith 

Appear’d a shining throng 

Of angels praising God, and thus 

Address’d their joyful song :— 

‘All glory be to God on high, 

And to the earth be peace; 

Good-will henceforth from heaven to men 

Begin, and never cease!’ 

Nahum Tate. 

‘SHEPHERDS, rejoice, lift up your eyes, 
And send your fears away ; 

News from the region of the skies! 

Salvation’s born to-day. 
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SONG OF THE ANGELS AT THE NATIVITY 

‘ Jesus, the God whom angels fear, 

Comes down to dwell with you; 

To-day He makes His entrance here, 

But not as monarchs do. 

‘No gold, nor purple swaddling-bands, 

Nor royal shining things ; 

A manger for His cradle stands 

And holds the King of kings. 

‘Go, shepherds, where the Infant lies, 

And see His humble throne :— 

With tears of joy in all your eyes 

Go, shepherds, kiss the Son.’ 

Thus Gabriel sang: and straight around 

The heavenly armies throng ; 

They tune their harps to lofty sound, 

And thus conclude the song: 

‘Glory to God that reigns above, 

Let peace surround the earth ; 

Mortals shall know their Maker's love, 

At their Redeemer’s birth.’ 

Lord! and shall angels have their songs, 

And men no tunes to raise ? 

O may we lose these useless tongues 

When they forget to praise ! 
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A CRADLE SONG 

Glory to God that reigns above, 

That pitied us forlorn ! 

We join to sing our Maker’s love— 

For there’s a Saviour born. 

Dr. Isaac Watts. 

A CRADLE SONG 

Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed! 

Heavenly blessings without number 

Gently falling on thy head. 

Sleep, my babe; thy food and raiment, 
House and home thy friends provide ; 

All without thy care or payment 
All thy wants are well supplied. 

How much better thou’rt attended 
Than the Son of God could be, 

When from heaven He descended, 
And became a Child like thee! 

Soft and easy is thy cradle ; 
Coarse and hard thy Saviour lay: 

When His birthplace was a stable, 
And His softest bed was hay. 
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A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

See the kinder shepherds round Him, 

Telling wonders from the sky! 

Where they sought Him, there they found Him, 

With the virgin-mother by. 

See the lovely Babe a-dressing ; 

Lovely Infant, how He smiled! 

When He wept, the mother’s blessing 

Soothed and hushed the holy Child. 

Lo, He slumbers in His manger 

Where the hornéd oxen fed ; 

—Peace, my darling, here’s no danger; 

Here’s no ox a-near thy bed. 

Mayst thou live to know and fear Him 
Trust and love Him all thy days; 

Then go dwell for ever near Him, 

See His face, and sing His praise. 

I could give thee thousand kisses, 

Hoping what I most desire ; 

Not a mother’s fondest wishes 

Can to greater joys aspire. 

A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Christians, awake, salute the happy morn 

Whereon the Saviour of the world was born; 

Rise to adore the Mystery of love, 

Which hosts of angels chanted from above: 
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A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

With them the joyful tidings first begun 

Of God incarnate, and the virgin’s Son: 

Then to the watchful shepherds it was told, 

Who heard th’ Angelic Herald’s voice—‘ Behold! 

I bring good tidings of a Saviour’s birth 

To you, and all the nations upon earth ; 

This day hath God fulfill’d his promised word ; 

This day is born a Saviour, Christ, the Lord: 

In David's city, shepherds, ye shall find 

The long-foretold Redeemer of mankind, 

Wrapt up in swaddling-clothes, the Babe divine 

Lies in a manger ; this shall be the sign.’ 

John Byrom. 

A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Hark, the glad sound! the Saviour comes, 

The Saviour promised long ; 

Let every heart prepare a throne, 

And every voice a song ! 

He comes, the prisoners to release 

In Satan’s bondage held ; 

The gates of brass before Him burst, 

The iron fetters yield. 

He comes, the broken heart to bind, 

The bleeding soul to cure, 

And with the treasures of His grace 

T’ enrich the humble poor. 
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A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Our glad Hosannas, Prince of Peace, 

Thy welcome shall proclaim, 

And heaven’s eternal arches ring 

With Thy belovéd name. 

Philip Doddridge. 

A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Hark! how all the welkin rings, 

Glory to the King of kings! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 

God and sinners reconciled ! 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 

Join the triumph of the skies ; 

Universal nature say, 

Christ the Lord is born to-day. 

Christ, by highest Heaven adored ; 

Christ, the Everlasting Lord; 

Late in time behold Him come, 

Offspring of a Virgin’s womb ; 

Veil’d in flesh the Godhead see ; 

Hail, th’ Incarnate Deity ! 

Pleased as man with men t’ appear, 

Jesus, our Immanuel here! 

Hail! the heavenly Prince of Peace! 

Hail! the Sun of Righteousness! 

Light and life to all He brings, 

Risen with healing in His wings. 
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SHEPHERDS WENT THEIR HASTY WAY 

Mild He lays His glory by, 

Born that man no more may die, 

Born to raise the sons of earth, 

Born to give them second birth. 

Charles Wesley. 

THE SHEPHERDS WENT THEIR HASTY 
WAY. 

The shepherds went their hasty way, 

And found the lowly stable-shed, 
Where the virgin-mother lay ; 

And now they checked their eager tread, 
For to the Babe that at her bosom clung, 

A mother’s song the virgin-mother sung. 

They told her how a glorious light, 

Streaming from a heavenly throng, 

Around them shone, suspending night! 

While sweeter than a mother’s song, 

Blest angels heralded the Saviour’s birth, 

Glory to God on high! and peace on earth! 

She listened to the tale divine, 

And closer still the Babe she prest ; 

And while she cried, The Babe is mine! 

The milk rushed faster to her breast: 

Joy rose within her like a summer’s morn; 

Peace, peace on earth! the Prince of Peace is born. 
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SHEPHERDS WENT THEIR HASTY WAY 

Thou mother of the Prince of Peace, 

Poor, simple, and of low estate! 

That strife should vanish, battle cease, 

O why should this thy soul elate? 

Sweet music’s loudest note, the poet’s story,— 

Didst thou ne’er love to hear of fame and glory? 

And is not War a youthful king, 

A stately hero clad in mail ? 

Beneath his footsteps laurels spring ; 

Him earth’s majestic monarchs hail 

Their friend, their playmate! and his bold bright 

eye 

Compels the maiden’s love-confessing sigh. 

‘Tell this in some more courtly scene, 

To maids and youths in robes of state! 

I am a woman poor and mean, 

And therefore is my soul elate: 

War is a ruffian all with guilt defiled, 

That from the aged father tears his child. 

“A murderous fiend by fiends adored, 

He kills the sire and starves the son ; 

The husband kills and from her board 

Steals all his widow’s toil had won ; 

Plunders God’s world of beauty; rends away 

All safety from the night, all comfort from the 

day. ) 
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FROM OTTFRIED’S PARAPHRASE 

‘Then wisely is my soul elate, 

That strife should vanish, battle cease; 

I’m poor and of a low estate, 

The mother of the Prince of Peace. 

Joy rises in me, like a summer’s morn: 

Peace, peace on earth! the Prince of Peace is born. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 

FROM OTTFRIED’S PARAPHRASE OF 

THE GOSPEL 

She gave with joy her virgin breast ; 

She hid it not, she bared the breast 

Which suckled that divinest Babe! 

Blessed, blessed were the breasts 

Which the Saviour Infant kiss’d ; 

And blessed, blessed was the mother 

Who wrapp'd His limbs in swaddling clothes, 

Singing placed Him on her lap, 

Hung o’er Him with her looks of love, 

And soothed Him with a lulling motion. 

Blessed! for she shelter’d Him 

From the damp and chilling air ; 

Blessed, blessed! for she lay 

With such a Babe in one blest bed, 

Close as babes and mothers lie! 
Blessed, blessed evermore, 

With her virgin lips she kiss’d, 

With her arms, and to her breast, 

She embraced the Babe divine, 

Her Babe divine the virgin-mother ! 
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THE VIRGIN’S CRADLE HYMN 

There lives not on this ring of earth 

A mortal that can sing her praise. 

Mighty mother, virgin pure, 

In the darkness and the night 

For us she bore the heavenly Lord. 

THE VIRGIN’S CRADLE HYMN 

Dormi, Jesu! mater ridet 

Quz tam dulcem somnum videt, 

Dormi, Jesu! blandule! 

Si non dormis, mater plorat, 

Inter fila cantans orat, 

Blande, veni, somnule. 

Sleep, sweet Babe! my cares beguiling : 

Mother sits beside Thee smiling ; 

Sleep, my Darling, tenderly ; 

If Thou sleep not, mother mourneth, 

Singing as her wheel she turneth : 

Come, soft slumber, balmily ! 

BRIGHTEST and best of the sons of the morning! 

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid! 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 

Guide where our Infant Redeemer is laid! 

Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining ; 

Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall ; 

Angels adore Him, in slumber reclining, 

Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all. 
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CHRISTMAS CAROL 

Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 

Odours of Edom and offerings divine ?P 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 

Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation ; 

Vainly with gifts would His favour secure ; 

Richer by far is the heart’s adoration ; 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning ! 

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid! 

Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 

Guide where our Infant Redeemer is laid ! 

Bishop Heber. 

CHRISTMAS CAROL 

O lovely voices of the sky, 

That hymned the Saviour’s birth! 

Are ye not singing still on high, 

Ye that sang, ‘ Peace on earth’? 

To us yet speak the strains 

Wherewith, in days gone by, 

Ye blessed the Syrian swains, 

O voices of the sky. 

O clear and shining light, whose beams 

That hour heaven’s glory shed, 

Around the palms, and o’er the streams, 

And on the shepherd’s head. 
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CHRISTMAS CAROL 

Be near thro’ life and death, 

As in that holiest night, 

Of Hope, and Joy, and Faith, 

O clear and shining light ! 

O star which led to Him whose love 

Brought down man’s ransom free, 

Where art thou ?>—’midst the hosts above 

May we still gaze on thee? 

In heaven thou art not set, 

Thy rays earth might not dim— 

Send them to guide us yet ! 

O star which led to Him! 

Felicia Hemans. 

THEY leave the land of gems and gold, 

The shining portals of the East; 

For Him, the woman’s Seed foretold, 

They leave the revel and the feast. 

To earth their sceptres they have cast, 

And crowns by kings ancestral worn; 

They track the lonely Syrian waste ; 

They kneel before the Babe new born. 

O happy eyes that saw Him first; 

O happy lips that kissed His feet ; 

Earth slakes at last her ancient thirst; 

With Eden’s joy her pulses beat. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

True kings are those who thus forsake 

Their kingdoms for the Eternal King ; 

Serpent, her foot is on thy neck; 

Herod, thou writhest, but canst not sting. 

He, He is King, and He alone 

Who lifts that infant hand to bless; 

Who makes His mother’s knee His throne, 

Yet rules the starry wilderness. 

Aubrey de Vere. 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

It chanced upon the merry merry Christmas eve 

I went sighing past the church across the moor- 

land dreary,— 

‘Oh! never sin and want and woe this earth will 

leave, 

And the bells but mock the wailing round, they 

sing so cheery. 

How long, O Lord! how long before Thou come 

again P 

Still in cellar, and in garret, and on moorland 

dreary 

The orphans moan, and widows weep, and poor 

men toil in vain, 

Till earth is sick of hope deferred, though 

Christmas bells be cheery.’ 
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CHRISTMAS DAY 

Then arose a joyous clamour from the wildfowl on 

the mere, 

Beneath the stars, across the snow, like clear 

bells ringing, 

And a voice within cried—‘ Listen !—Christmas 

carols even here! 

Though thou be dumb, yet o’er their work the 

stars and snows are singing. 

Blind! I live, I love, I reign; and all the nations 

through 

With the thunder of My judgments even now are 

ringing ; 

Do thou fulfil thy work, but as yon wildfowl do, 

Thou wilt hear no less the wailing, yet hear 

through it angels singing. 

C. Kingsley. 

CHRISTMAS DAY—1868 

How will it dawn, the coming Christmas Day ? 

A northern Christmas, such as painters love, 

And kinsfolk, shaking hands but once a year, 

And dames who tell old legends by the fire ? 

Red sun, blue sky, white snow, and pearled ice, 

Keen ringing air, which sets the blood on fire. 

And makes the old man merry with the young, 

Through the short sunshine, through the longer 

night ? 

Or southern Christmas, dark and dank with mist, 

And heavy with the scent of steaming leaves, 
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CHRISTMAS DAY 

And rosebuds mouldering on the dripping porch ; 

One twilight, without rise or set of sun, 

Till beetles drone along the hollow lane, 

And round the leafless hawthorns, flitting bats 

‘Hawk the pale moths of winter? Welcome then 

At best, the flying gleam, the flying shower, 

The rain-pools glittering on the long white roads, 

And shadows sweeping on from down to down — 

Before the salt Atlantic gale: yet come 

In whatsoever garb, or gay or sad, 

Come fair, come foul, twill still be Christmas Day. 

How will it dawn, the coming Christmas Day? 

To sailors lounging on the lonely deck 

Beneath the rushing trade-wind ? Or to him, 

Who by some noisome harbour of the East, 

Watches swart arms roll down the precious bales, 

Spoils of the tropic forests ; year by year 

Amid the din of heathen voices groaning 

Himself half heathen? Howtothose—brave hearts! 

Who toil with laden loins and sinking stride, 

Beside the bitter wells of treeless sands 

Toward the peaks which flood the ancient Nile, 

To free a tyrant’s captives? How to those— 

New patriarchs of the new-found underworld— 

Who stand, like Jacob, on the virgin lawns, 

And count their flocks’ increase? To them that day 

Shall dawn in glory, and solstitial blaze 
Of full midsummer sun: to them that morn, 

Gay flowers beneath their feet, gay birds aloft, 

Shall tell of nought but summer: but to them, 

Ere yet, unwarned by carol or by chime, 
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CHRISTMAS DAY 

They spring into the saddle, thrills may come 

From that great heart of Christendom which beats 

Round all the worlds; and gracious thoughts of 

youth ; 

Of steadfast folk, who worship God at home ; 

Of wise words, learnt beside their mothers’ knee ; 

Of innocent faces upturned once again, 

In awe and joy to listen to the tale, 

Of God made man, and in a manger laid: 

May soften, purify, and raise the soul 

From selfish cares, and growing lust of gain, 

And phantoms of this dream which some call life, 

Toward the eternal facts; for here or there, 

Summer or winter, ’twill be Christmas Day. 

Blest day, which aye reminds us, year by year, 

What ’tis to be a man: to curb and spurn 

The tyrant in us: that ignobler self 

Which boasts, not loathes, its likeness to the brute, 

And owns no good save ease, no ill save pain, 

No purpose, save its share in that wild war 

In which, through countless ages, living things 

Compete in internecine greed.—Ah God! 

Are we as creeping things, which have no Lord? 

That we are brutes, great God, we know too well: 

Apes daintier-featured : silly birds who flaunt 

Their plumes unheeding of the fowler’s step ; 

Spiders, who catch with paper, not with webs, 

Tigers, who slay with cannon and sharp steel, 

Instead of teeth and claws :—all these we are. 

Are we no more than these; and born but to 

compete— 
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CHRISTMAS DAY 

To envy and devour, like beast or herb; 

Mere fools of nature; puppets of strong lusts, 

Taking the sword, to perish with the sword 

Upon the universal battle-field, 

Even as the things upon the moor outside ? 

The heath eats up green grass and delicate 

flowers, 

The pine eats up the heath, the grub the pine, 

The finch the grub, the hawk the silly finch ; 

And-man, the mightiest of all beasts of prey, 

Eats what he lists; the strong eat up the weak, 

The many eat the few; great nations, small ; 

And he who cometh in the name of all— 

He, greediest, triumphs by the greed of all; 

And, armed by his own victims, eats up all: 

While ever out of the eternal heavens 

Looks patient down the great magnanimous 

God, 

Who, Maker of all worlds, did sacrifice 

All to Himself! Nay, but Himself to one: 

Who taught mankind on that first Christmas Day 

What ’twas to be a man; to give, not take; 

To serve, not rule; to nourish, not devour; 

To help, not crush ; if need, to die, not live. 

Oh blessed day, which giv’st the eternal lie 

To self, and sense, and all the brute within ; 

Oh, come to us, amid this war of life ; 

To hall and hovel, come; to all who toil 

In senate, shop, or study; and to those 

Who, sundered by the wastes of half a world, 

Ill-warned, and sorely tempted, ever face 
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HYMN FOR THE NATIVITY 

Nature’s brute powers, and men unmanned to 
brutes. 

Come to them, blest and blessing, Christmas Day. 
Tell them once more the tale of Bethlehem; 
The kneeling shepherds, and the Babe Divine: 
And keep them men indeed, fair Christmas Day. 

HYMN FOR THE NATIVITY 

Happy night and happy silence downward softly 
stealing, 

Softly stealing over land and sea, 
Stars from golden censers swing a silent eager 

feeling 

Down on Judah, down on Galilee ; 
And all the wistful air, and earth, and sky, 
Listened, listened for the gladness of a cry. . 

Holy night, a sudden flash of light its way is 
winging : 

Angels, angels, all above, around ; 
Hark, the angel voices, hark, the angel voices 

singing ; 

And the sheep are lying on the ground. 
Lo, all the wistful air, and earth, and sky, 
Listen, listen to the gladness of the cry. 

Happy night at Bethlehem; soft little hands are 
feeling, 

Feeling in the manger with the kine: 
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HYMN FOR THE NATIVITY 

Little hands, and eyelids closed in sleep, while 
angels kneeling, 

Mary mother, hymn the Babe Divine. 

Lo, all the wistful air, and earth, and sky, 

Listen, listen to the gladness of the cry. 

Wide, as if the light were music, flashes adoration: 

‘Glory be to God, nor ever cease.’ 
All the silence thrills, and speeds the message of 

salvation : 

‘Peace on earth, good-will to men of peace.’ 

Lo, all the wistful air, and earth, and sky, 
Listen, listen to the gladness of the cry. 

Holy night, thy solemn silence evermore enfoldeth 

Angel songs and peace from God on high: 

Holy night, thy watcher still with faithful eye 

beholdeth 

Wings that wave, and angel glory nigh. 

Lo, hushed is strife in air, and earth, and sky, 

Still thy watchers hear the gladness of the cry. 

Praise Him,. ye who watch the night, the silent 

night of ages: 

Praise Him, shepherds, praise the Holy Child ; 

Praise Him, ye who hear the light, O praise Him, 

all ye sages ; 

Praise Him children, praise Him meek and mild. 

Lo, peace on Earth, glory to God on high, 

Listen, listen to the gladness of the cry. 

Edward Thring. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

In the bleak mid-winter 
Frosty winds made moan, 

Earth stood hard as iron, 
Water like a stone; 

Snow had fallen, snow on snow, 
Snow on snow, 

In the bleak mid-winter 
Long ago. 

Our God, heaven cannot hold Him, 
Nor earth sustain ; 

Heaven and earth shall flee away 
When He comes to reign: 

In the bleak mid-winter 
A stable-place sufficed 

The Lord God Almighty 
Jesus Christ. 

Enough for him whom cherubim 
Worship night and day, 

A breastful of milk 
And a mangerful of hay ; 

Enough for him whom angels 
Fall down before, 

The ox and ass and camel 
Which adore. 
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MASTERS, IN THIS HALL 

Angels and archangels 
May have gathered there. 

Cherubim and seraphim 
Thronged the air: 

But only His mother, 
In her maiden bliss, 

Worshipped the Beloved 
With a kiss. 

What can I give Him, 

Poor as I am? 

If I were a shepherd 

I would bring a lamb, 
If I were a wise man 

I would do my part,— 
Yet what I can I give Him: 

Give my heart. 

Christina Rossetti. 

MASTERS, IN THIS HALL 

To Bethlem did they go, the shepherds three ; 
To Bethlem did they go, to see whe’r it were so or no, 
Whether Christ were born or no 

To set men free. 

Masters, in this hall, 
Hear ye news to-day 
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MASTERS, IN THIS HALL 

Brought over:sea, 

And ever I you pray, 

Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! Nowell ! 
Sing we clear! 

Holpen are all folk on earth, 

Born is God’s Son so dear. 

Going over the hills 

Through the milk-white snow, 
Heard I ewes bleat 

While the wind did blow. 
Nowell, etc. 

Shepherds many an one 
Sat among the sheep ; 

No man spake more word 

Than they had been asleep. 
Nowell, etc. 

Quoth I, ‘Fellows mine, 

Why this guise sit ye ? 
Making but dull cheer, 

Shepherds though ye be ? 
Nowell, etc. 

‘Shepherds should of right 

Leap and dance and sing ; 

Thus to see ye sit 
Is a right strange thing.’ 

Nowell, etc. 
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MASTERS, IN THIS HALL 

Quoth these fellows then, 
‘To Bethlem town we go, 

To see a mighty Lord 
Lie in a manger low.’ 

Nowell, etc. 

‘How name ye this Lord, 
Shepherds ?’ then said I. 

‘Very God,’ they said, 
‘Come from heaven high.’ 

Nowell, etc. 

Then to Bethlem town 
We went two and two, 

And in a sorry place 
Heard the oxen low. 

Nowell, etc. 

Therein did we see 
A sweet and goodly May, 

And a fair old man; 
Upon the straw she lay. 

Nowell, etc. 

And a little Child 
On her arm had she; 

“Wot ye who this is ?’ 
Said the hinds to me. 

Nowell, etc. 
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MASTERS, IN THIS HALL 

Ox and ass Him know, 

Kneeling on their knee: 
Wondrous joy had I 

This little Babe to see. 

Nowell, etc. 

This is Christ the Lord, 

Masters, be ye glad! 
Christmas is come in, 
And no folk should be sad. 

Nowell, etc. 

William Morris. 

OUTLANDERS, WHENCE COME YE LAST? 

Outlanders, whence come ye last ? 
The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

Through what green sea and great have ye past ? 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

From far away, O masters mine, 
The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

We come to bear you goodly wine: 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

From far away.we come to you, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
To tell of great tidings strange and true: 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 
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OUTLANDERS, WHENCE COME YE LAST? 

News, news of the Trinity, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
And Mary and Joseph from over the sea: 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

For as we wandered far and wide, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

What hap do ye deem there should us betide? 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

Under a bent when the night was deep, 
The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

There lay three shepherds tending their sheep: 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

“O ye shepherds, what have ye seen, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 

To slay your sorrow and heal your teen?’ 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

‘In an ox-stall this night we saw, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 

A Babe and a maid without a flaw.’ 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

‘There was an old man there beside, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 

His hair was white and his hood was wide. 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 
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OUTLANDERS, WHENCE COME YE LAST? 

‘And as we gazed this thing upon, 
The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 

Those twain knelt down to the Little One. 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

‘And a marvellous song we straight did hear, 
The snow in the street and the wind on the door, 

That slew our sorrow and healed our care.’ 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

News of a fair and marvellous thing, 
The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

Nowell, nowell, nowell, we sing ! 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 

It is the longest night in all the year, 
Near on the day when the Lord Christ was 

born ; 

Six hours ago I came and sat down here, 
And ponder’d sadly, wearied and forlorn. 

The winter wind that pass’d the chapel door, 
Sang out a moody tune, that went right well 

With mine own thoughts: I look’d down on the 
floor, 

Between my feet, until I heard a bell 
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SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 

Sound a long way off through the forest deep, 

And toll on steadily ; a drowsiness 

Came on me, so that I fell half asleep, 

As I sat there not moving: less and less 

I saw the melted snow that hung in beads 

Upon my steel shoes; less and less I saw 

Between the tiles the bunches of small weeds: 

Heartless and stupid, with no touch of awe 

Upon me, half shut eyes upon the ground 

I thought; O Galahad! the days go by, 

Stop and cast up now that which you have found, 

So sorely you have wrought and painfully. 

Night after night your horse treads down alone 

The sere damp fern, night after night you sit 

Holding the bridle like a man of stone, 

Dismal, unfriended, what thing comes of it. 

And what if Palomydes also ride, 

And over many a mountain and bare heath 

Follow the questing beast with none beside ? 

Is he not able still to hold his breath 

With thoughts of Iseult ? doth he not grow pale 

With weary striving to seem best of all 

To her, ‘as she is best,’ he saith? to fail 

Is nothing to him, he can never fall. 

109



SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY 

For unto such a man love-sorrow is 
So dear a thing unto his constant heart, 

That even if he never win one kiss, 
Or touch from Iseult, it will never part. 

And he will never know her to be worse 
Than in his happiest dreams he thinks she is: 

Good knight, and faithful, you have’scaped the curse 
In wonderful-wise ; you have great store of bliss. 

Yea, what if Father Launcelot ride out, 
Can he not think of Guenevere’s arms, round 

Warm and lithe about his neck, and shout 
Till all the place grows joyful with the sound ? 

And when he lists can often see her face, 
And think, ‘Next month I kiss you, or next week, 

And still you think of me’: therefore the place 
Grows very pleasant, whatsoever he seek. 

But me, who ride alone, some carle shall find 
Dead in my arms in the half-melted snow, 

When all unkindly with the shifting wind, 
The thaw comes on at Candlemas: I know 

Indeed that they will say: ‘This Galahad 
If he had lived had been a right good knight ; 

Ah! poor chaste body!’ but they will be glad, 
Not most alone, but all, when in their sight 
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That very evening in their scarlet sleeves 

The gay-dressed minstrels sing; no maidwill talk 

Of sitting on my tomb, until the leaves, 

Grown big upon the bushes of the walk, 

East of the Palace-pleasaunce, make it hard 

To see the minster therefrom: well-a-day ! 

Before the trees by autumn were well bared, 

I saw a damozel with gentle play, 

Within that very walk say last farewell 

To her dear knight, just riding out to find 

(Why should I choke to say it?) the Sangreal, 

And their last kisses sunk into my mind. 

Yea, for she stood lean’d forward on his breast, 

Rather, scarce stood ; the back of one dear hand, 

That it might well be kiss’d, she held and press’d 

Against his lips; long time they stood there, 

fann’d 

By gentle gusts of quiet frosty wind, 

Till Mador de la Porte a-going by, 

And my own horse-hoofs roused them; they 

untwined, 

And parted like a dream. In this way I, 

With sleeply face bent to the chapel floor, 

Kept musing half asleep, till suddenly 

A sharp bell rang from close beside the door, 

And I leapt up when something pass’d me by, 
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Shrill ringing going with it, still half blind 
I stagger’d after, a great sense of awe 

At every step kept gathering on my mind, 
Thereat I have no marvel, for I saw 

One sitting on the altar as a throne, 

Whose face no man could say he did not know, 
And though the bell still rang, he sat alone, 

With raiment half blood-red, half white as snow. 

Right so I fell upon the floor and knelt, 
Not as one kneels in church when mass is said, 

But in a heap, quite nerveless, for I felt 
The first time what a thing was perfect dread. 

But mightily the gentle voice came down: 
‘Rise up, and look and listen, Galahad, 

Good knight of God, for you will see no frown 
Upon my face; I came to make you glad. 

‘For that you say that you are all alone, 
I will be with you always, and fear not 

You are uncared for, though no maiden moan 
Above your empty tomb; for Launcelot, 

‘He in good time shall be my servant too, 
Meantime, take note whose sword first made 

him knight, 

And who has loved him alway, yea, and who 

Still trusts him alway, though in all men’s sight, 
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‘He is just what you know, O Galahad, 

This love is happy even as you Say, 

But would you for a little time be glad, 

To make ME sorry long day after day? 

‘Her warm arms round his neck half throttle me, 

The hot love-tears burn deep like spots of lead, 

Yea, and the years pass quick: right dismally 

Will Launcelot at one time hang his head ; 

“Yea, old and shrivell’d he shall win my love. 

Poor Palomydes fretting out his soul! 

Not always is he able, son, to move 

His love, and do it honour: needs must roll 

‘The proudest destrier sometimes in the dust, 

And then ’tis weary work; he strives beside 

Seem better than he is, so that his trust 

Is always on what chances may betide ; 

‘And so he wears away, my servant, too, 

When all these things are gone, and wretchedly 

He sits and longs to moan for Iseult, who 

Is no care now to Palomydes: see, 

‘O good son Galahad, upon this day, 

Now even, all these things are on your side, 

But these you fight not for; look up, I say, 

And see how I can love you, for no pride 
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‘Closes your eyes, no vain lust keeps them down. 
See now you have ME always; following 

That holy vision, Galahad, go on, 

Until at last you come to me to sing 

‘In heaven always, and to walk around 
The garden where I am’: he ceased, my face 

And wretched body fell upon the ground; 
And when I look’d again, the holy place 

Was empty; but right so the bell again 
Came to the chapel door, there entered 

Two angels first, in white, without a stain, 
And scarlet wings, then after them a bed 

Four ladies bore, and set it down beneath 
The very altar-step, and while for fear 

I scarcely dared to move or draw my breath, 
Those holy ladies gently came a-near, 

And quite unarm’d me, saying: ‘Galahad, 

Rest here a while and sleep, and take no thought 
Of any other thing than being glad; 

Hither the Sangreal will be shortly brought. 

‘Yet must you sleep the while it stayeth here.’ 
Right so they went away, and I, being weary, 

Slept long and dream’d of heaven: the bell comes 
near, 

I doubt it grows to morning. Miserere! 
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[Enter two angels in white, with scarlet wings; 

also, four ladies in gowns of red and green; also 

an angel, bearing in his hands a surcoat of white, 

with a red cross.] 

AN ANGEL 

O servant of the high God, Galahad ! 

Rise and be arm’d, the Sangreal is gone forth 

Through the great forest, and you must be had 

Unto the sea that lieth on the north: 

There shall you find the wondrous ship wherein 

The spindles of King Solomon are laid, 

And the sword that no man draweth without sin, 

But if he be most pure: and there is stay’d, 

Hard by, Sir Launcelot, whom you will meet 

In some short space upon that ship: first, though, 

Will come here presently that lady sweet, 

Sister of Percival, whom you well know, 

And with her Bors and Percival: stand now, 

These ladies will to arm you. 

FIRST LADY [putting on the hauberke] 

Galahad, 

That I may stand so close beneath your brow, 

I, Margaret of Antioch, am glad. 

SECOND LADY [girding him with the sword] 

That I may stand and touch you with my hand, 

O Galahad, I, Cecily, am glad. 
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THIRD LADY [buckling on the spurs] 

That I may kneel while up above you stand, 

And gaze at me, O holy Galahad, 

I, Lucy, am most glad. 

FOURTH LADY [putting on the basnet] 

O gentle knight, 

That you bow down to us in reverence, 

We are most glad, I, Katherine, with delight 

Must needs fall trembling. 

ANGEL [putting on the crossed surcoat] 

Galahad, we go hence, 

For here, amid the straying of the snow, 

Come Percival’s sister, Bors, and Percival. 

[The four Ladies carry out the bed, and all go but 

Galahad.] 

GALAHAD 

How still and quiet everything seems now ! 

They come, too, for I hear the horsehoofs fall. 

[Enter Sir Bors, Sir Percival, and his Sister.] 

Fair friends and gentle lady, God you save! 
A many marvels have been here to-night ; 

Tell me what news of Launcelot you have, 
And has God’s body ever been in sight. 

SIR BORS 
Why, as for seeing that same holy thing, 

As we were riding slowly side by side, 
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An hour ago, we heard a sweet voice sing, 

And through the bare twigs saw a great light 

glide 

With many-colour’d raiment, but far off, 

And so pass’d quickly—from the court nought 

good; 

Poor merry Dinadan, that with jape and scoff 

Kept us all merry, in a little wood 

Was found all hack’d and dead; Sir Lionel 

And Gauwaine have come back from the great 

quest, 

Just merely shamed ; and Lauvaine, who loved well 

Your father Launcelot, at the king’s behest 

Went out to seek him, but was almost slain, 

Perhaps is dead now; everywhere 

The knights come foil’d from the great quest; in 

vain, 

In vain they struggle for the vision fair. 
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Three damsels in the queen’s chamber, 

The queen’s mouth was most fair ; 

She spake a word of God’s mother, 

As the combs went in her hair. 

Mary that is of might, 

Bring us to thy Son’s sight. 

They held the gold combs out from her, 

A span’s length off her head ; 

She sang this song of God’s mother, 

And of her bearing-bed. 

Mary, most full of grace, 

Bring us to thy Son’s face. 
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THREE DAMSELS IN QUEEN’S CHAMBER 

When she sat at Joseph’s hand, 

She looked against her side; 

And either way from the short silk band 

Her girdle was all wried. 

Mary, that all good may, 

Bring us to thy Son’s way. 

Mary had three women for her bed, 
The twain were maidens clean; 

The first of them had white and red, 

The third had riven green. 

Mary, that is so sweet, 

Bring us to thy Son’s feet. 

She had three women for her hair, 

Two were gloved soft and shod; 

The third had feet and fingers bare, 

She was the likest God. 

Mary, that wieldeth land, 

Bring us to thy Son’s hand. 

She had three women for her ease, 

The twain were good women; 

The first two were the two Maries, 

The third was Magdalen. 

Mary, that perfect is, 

Bring us to thy Son’s kiss. 

Joseph had three workmen in his stall, 

To serve him well upon; 
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The first of them were Peter and Paul, 

The third of them was John. 

Mary, God’s handmaiden, 

Bring us to thy Son’s ken. 

‘If your child be none other man’s, 

But if it be very mine, 

The bed-stead shall be gold two spans, 

The bed-foot silver fine.’ 

Mary, that made God mirth, 

Bring us to thy Son’s birth. 

‘If the child be some other man’s, 

And if it be none of mine, 

The manger shall be straw two spans, 

Betwixen kine and kine.’ 

Mary, that made sin cease, 

Bring us to thy Son’s peace. 

Christ was born upon this wise, 

It fell on such a night, 

Neither with sounds of psalteries, 

Nor with fire for light. 

Mary, that is God’s spouse, 

Bring us to thy Son’s house. 

The star came out upon the east, 

With a great sound and sweet: 

Kings gave gold to make him feast, 

And myrrh for him to eat. 

Mary, of thy sweet mood, 

Bring us to thy Son’s good. 
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He had two handmaids at his head, 

One handmaid at his feet ; 

The twain of them were fair and red, 

The third one was right sweet. 

Mary, that is most wise, 

Bring us to thy Son’s eyes. Amen. 

A. C. Swinburne. 

MARY MOTHER OF DIVINE GRACE, COM- 

PARED TO THE AIR WE BREATHE 

Wild air, world-mothering: air, 

Nestling me everywhere, 

' That each eyelash or hair 

Girdles ; goes home betwixt 

The fleeciest, frailest-flixed 

Snow-flake; that’s fairly mixed 

With riddles, and is rife 

In every least thing’s life ; 

This needful, never spent 

And nursing element ; 

My more than meat and drink, 

My meal at every wink; 

This air which by life’s law 
My lung must draw and draw 

Now, but to breathe its praise,— 

Minds me in many ways 

Of her who not only 

Gave God’s infinity, 

Dwindled to infancy, 
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MARY MOTHER OF DIVINE GRACE 
Welcome in womb and breast, 

Birth, milk, and all the rest, 
But mothers each new grace 

That does now reach our race, 
Mary Immaculate, 

Merely a woman, yet 

Whose presence, power is 

Great as no goddess’s 

Was deeméd, dreaméd ; who 
This one work has to do— 

Let all God’s glory through, 

God’s glory, which would go 

Thro’ her and from her flow 

Off, and no way but so. 

I say that we are wound 

With mercy round and round 

As if with air: the same 

Is Mary, more by name, 

She, wild web, wondrous robe, 

Mantles the guilty globe. 

Since God has let dispense 

Her prayers His providence. 

Nay, more than almoner, 

The sweet alms’ self is her 

And men are meant to share 

Her life as life does air. 

If I have understood, 

She holds high motherhood 

Towards all our ghostly good, 

And plays in grace her part 

About man’s beating heart, 
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Laying like air’s fine flood 

The death-dance in his blood; 

Yet no part but what will 

Be Christ our Saviour still. 

Of her flesh he took flesh: 

He does take, fresh and fresh, 

Though much the mystery how, 

Not flesh but spirit now, 

And wakes, O marvellous! 

New Nazareths in us, 

Where she shall yet conceive 

Him, morning, noon, and eve; 

New Bethlems, and he born 

There, evening, noon and morn. 

Bethlem or Nazareth, 

Men here may draw like breath 

More Christ, and baffle death ; 

Who, born so, comes to be 

New self, and nobler me 

In each one, and each one 

More makes, when all is done, 

Both God’s and Mary’s son. 

Again, look overhead 

How air is azuréd. 

O how! Nay do but stand 
Where you can lift your hand 

Skywards: rich, rich it laps 

Round the four finger-gaps. 
Yet such a sapphire-shot 
Charged, steepéd sky will not 
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Stain light. Yea, mark you this: 

It does no prejudice. 

The glass-blue days are those 

When every colour glows, 

Each shape and shadow shows. 
Blue be it: this blue heaven 

The seven or seven times seven 
Hued sunbeam will transmit 

Perfect, nor alter it. 

Or if there does some soft 

On things aloof, aloft, 

Bloom breathe, that one breath more 
Earth is the fairer for. 

Whereas did air not make 

This bath of blue and slake 

This fire, the sun would shake 

A blear and blinding ball 

With blackness bound, and all 
The thick stars round him roll. 

Flashing like flecks of coal, 

Quartz-fret, or sparks of salt 
In grimy vasty vault. 

So God was God of old; 

A mother came to mould 

Those limbs like ours which are, 

What must make our daystar 

Much dearer to mankind: 

Whose glory bare would blind 

Or less would win man’s mind. 
Through her we may see Him 

Made sweeter, not made dim, 
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And her hand leaves His light 

Sifted to suit our sight. 

Be thou, then, O thou dear 

Mother, my atmosphere ; 

My happier world wherein 

To wend and meet no sin; 

Above me, round me lie 

Fronting my froward eye 

With sweet and scarless sky ; 

Stir in my ears, speak there 

Of God’s love, O live air, 

Of patience, penance, prayer ; 

World-mothering air, air wild, 

Wound with thee, in thee isled, 

Fold home, fast fold thy child. 

Gerard Hopkins. 
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THE THREE KINGS 

THE THREE KINGS 

Three Kings went riding from the East, 

Through fine weather and wet; 

‘And whither shall we ride,’ they said, 

‘Where we have not ridden yet?’ 

‘And whither shall we ride,’ they said, 

‘To find the hidden thing 

That turns the course of all our stars 
And all our auguring >’ 

They were the Wise Men of the East, 

And none so wise as they; 

‘Alas,’ the King of Persia cried, 

‘And must ye ride away ? 

‘Yet since ye go a-riding, sirs, 

I pray ye, ride for me; 

And carry me my golden gifts, 

To the King o’ Galilee. 

‘Go riding into Palestine 

A long ride and a fair!’ 

“Tis well!’ the Magi answered him, 

‘As well as anywhere!’ 

They rode by day, they rode by night, 

The stars came out on high— 
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‘And oh!’ the King Balthazzar said, 

As he gazed into the sky, 

‘We ride by day, we ride by night, 

To a King in Galilee, 

We leave a King in Persia 

And Kings no less are we. 

‘Yet often in the deep blue night, 

When stars burn far and dim, 

I wish I knew a greater King, 

To fall and worship him. 

‘A King who should not care to reign 

But wonderful and fair ; 

A King—a King that were a star, 

Aloft in miles of air!’ 

‘A star is good,’ said Melchior, 

‘A high unworldly thing ; 

But I would choose a soul alive 

To be my Lord and King. 

‘Not Herod, nay, nor Cyrus, nay, 

Not any King at all; 

For I would choose a sinless child, 

Laid in a manger stall.’ 

“Tis well!’ the black King Caspar cried, 

‘For mighty men are ye; 

But no such humble King were meet 

For my simplicity. 
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‘A star is small and very far, 

A babe’s a simple thing : 
The very Son of God Himself, 

Shall be my Lord and King!’ 

The King Balthazzar sighed and smiled; 
‘A good youth,’ Melchior cried ; 

And young and old, without a word, 
Along the hills they ride. 

Till lo! among the western skies 

There grows a shining thing— 

‘The Star! Behold the star,’ they shout, 

‘Behold Balthazzar’s King!’ 

And lo! within the western skies, 
The star begins to flit ; 

The three Kings spur their horses on 

And follow after it. 

And when they reach the King’s castle, 

They cry, ‘Behold the place!’ 

But like a shining bird, the star 

Flits on in heaven apace. 

Oh, they rode on, and on they rode, 

Till they reached a lonely wold, 

Where shepherds keep their flocks by night, 

And the night was chill and cold. 
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Oh, they rode on, and on they rode, 

Till they reach a little town, 

And there the star in heaven stands still 

Above a stable brown. 

The town is hardly a village street, 

The stables old and poor, 

But there the star in heaven stands still 

Above the stable door. 

And through the open door, the straw 

And the tired beasts they see; 

And the Babe, laid in a manger 

That sleepeth peacefully. 

‘All hail! the King of Melchior!’ 

The three Wise Men begin ; 

King Melchior swings from off his horse, 

And he would have entered in. 

But why do the horses whinny and neigh? 

And what thing fills the night 

With angels in a wheeling spire 

And streams of heavenly light ? 

King Melchior kneels upon the grass 

And falls a-praying there ; 

Balthazzar lets the bridle drop 

And gazes in the air. 
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But Caspar gives a happy shout 

And hastens to the stall, 

‘Now hail,’ he cries, ‘Thou Son of God 

And Saviour of us all.’ 

A. Mary F. Robinson. 

THE PEDLAR 

It’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 

And the star’s in the sky, and the flock’s in the fold. 

A pedlar came to the homestead gate 

With his pack and his pike, and weary was he; 

He said, ‘See wares from heaven to buy you ! 

Who will chaffer his heart with me?’ 

It’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 

And the star’s in the sky, and the flock’s in the fold. 

The farmer laughed—‘ For a quittance from hell 

Here’s all I’ve left of a heart for ye!’ 

Quoth the goodwife—‘ For a heavenly mansion 

Take, and you’re welcome, my heart in fee!’ 

It’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 

And the star’s in the sky, and the flock’s in the fold. 

The younker bought him a kingly crown, 

The men got glory in bliss to be; 

The maids chose harps and golden garments, 

Cried, ‘Good e’en!’ and ‘Good bye!’ said he. 
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It’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 
And the star’s in the sky, and the flock’s in the fold. 

But the youngest of all said never a word, 
Her hand to her flaxen head held she; 

Till, just as he passed the door, she whispered, 
‘Here’s my heart, at a gift for thee!’ 

It’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 
And the star’s in the sky, and the flock’s in the fold. 

It’s feasting day, and the feast’s in heaven, 
And there are our folk all fair to see: 

‘Have they left no room for My own little maiden ? 
Come, she must sit on the throne with Me!’ 

It’s Christmas Eve, and the dogs are a-cold, 
And the star’s in thesky ;—and thelamb’s in the fold! 

W. G. Collingwood. 

A MEDITATION FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Consider, O my soul, what morn is this! 
Whereon the eternal Lord of all things made 

For us, poor mortals, and our endless bliss, 
Came down from heaven; and, in a manger laid, 
The first, rich, offerings of our ransom paid: 

Consider, O my soul, what morn is this ! 
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A MORNING SONG FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

Consider what estate of fearful woe 

Had then been ours, had He refused this birth ; 

From sin to sin tossed vainly to and fro, 

Hell’s playthings, o’er a doomed and helpless 

earth! 

Had He from us witheld His priceless worth, 

Consider man’s estate of fearful woe! 

Consider to what joys He bids thee rise, 

Who comes, Himself, life’s bitter cup to drain ! 

Ah! look on this sweet Child, whose innocent eyes, 

Ere all be done, shall close in mortal pain, 

That thou at last Love’s Kingdom may’st attain: 

Consider to what joys He bids thee rise! 

Consider all this wonder, O my soul: 

And in thine inmost shrine make music sweet! 

Yea, let the world, from furthest pole to pole, 

Join in thy praises this dread birth to greet! 

Kneeling to kiss thy Saviour’s infant feet ! 

Consider all this wonder, O my soul! 

Selwyn Image. 

A MORNING SONG FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

[For Music. ] 

I Wake, what unusual light doth greet 

The early dusk of this our street ? 

2 It is the Lord! it is the Christ ! 

That hath the will of God sufficed ; 
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That, ere the day is born anew, 

Himself is born a Child for you. 

Chorus.—The harp, the viol, and the lute, 

To strike a praise unto our God! 

Bring here the reeds! bring here the flute! 

Wake summer from the winter’s sod! 

Oh, what a feast of feasts is given 

To His poor servants, by the King of Heaven! 

3 Where is the Lord ? 

2 Here is the Lord, 

At thine own door. Tis He, the Word; 

He, at whose face, the eternal speed 

Of orb on orb was changed to song. 

Shall he the sound of viols heed, 

Whose ears have heard so high a throng? 

Shall he regard the citherns strung 

To whom the morning stars have sung ? 

Chorus—Thenwake,myheart, andsweepthestrings, 

The seven in the Lyre of Life! 

Instead of lutes, the spirit sings ; 

With praise its quiet house is rife ! 

Oh, what a feast of feasts is given 

To His poor servants, by the King of Heaven! 

4 Who is the Lord ? 

2 He is the Lord, 

That Light of light, that Chief of all! 

3 Who is the Lord P 

2 He is the Lord, 

An outcast lying in a stall; 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

For in the inn no room is left, 

While the unworthy feast instead ; 

He of all welcome is bereft, 

And hath not where to lay his head. 

I What fitter place could I prepare, 

What better cradle, say, is there 

Than this my heart, if that were fair P 

2 Thou hast divined! A nobler part 

In man or angel, or of earth, or skies, 

There is not, than a broken heart ; 

The which thy God may ne’er despise. 

THE HYMN 

Chorus—Lord, in my heart a little child, 

Now that the snows beat far and wide, 

While ever wails the tempest wild, 

Good Lord abide. 

Nor go Thou if the summer comes, 

Nor if the summer days depart ; 

But chiefly make Thy home of homes, 

Lord, in my heart. 

Herbert P. Horne. 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

In days of old the happy shepherds heard 

The angels herald the Eternal Word: 

Our ears are dull, such songs avail not now; 

Only the wise beside the manger bow, 
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To fools in vain the whole creation’s voice 

May sing of God and bid the world rejoice. 

The shepherds listened, and one lowly maid 

Had seen the Archangel and was not afraid: 

O happy Mary! secret bliss was hers— 

Flowers breathed of God, birds were His 

choristers ;— 

Still to the pure in heart each earthly place 

May shadow forth some vision of His grace. 

Have we no carols? Are we deaf and dumb 

Save to the great world’s money-murmuring hum P 

Does God seem absent? Are the angels gone? 

The Unseen is here ; His choirs unheard sing on; 

And when we tremble in some lonely spot, 

He longs to bless us though we know Him not. 

Annie Matheson. 

THE night was darker than ever before 

(So dark is sin), 

When the Great Love came to the stable door 

And entered in, 

And laid Himself in the breath of kine 

And the warmth of hay, 

And whispered to the star to shine, 

And to break, the day. 

Alice Sewell. 
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POEMS ON CHRISTMAS MERRY- 

MAKING



 



ay 

  
Caput apri defero, 

Reddens laudes Domino. 

The boar’s head in hand bring I, 

With garlands gay and rosemary ; 

I pray you all sing merrily, 

Qui estis in convivio. 

The boar’s head, I understand, 

Is the chief service in this land ; 

Look, wherever it be fand, 

Servite cum cantico. 
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CAPUT APRI DEFERO 

Be glad, lords, both more and less, 

For this hath ordained our steward, 

To cheer you all this Christmas, 

The boar’s head with mustard. 

PROFACE,! welcome, welcome proface, 

This time is born a child of grace, 

That for us mankind hath take. 

Proface. 

A king’s son and an emperor, 

Is comen out of a maiden’s tower, 

With us to dwell with great honour. 

Proface. 

This holy time of Christés-mass, 

All sorrow and sin we should release, 

And cast away all heaviness. 

Proface. 

The good lord of this place entere 

Saith welcome to all that now appear 

Unto such fare as ye find here. 

Proface. 

Well come to this New Year, 

And look ye all be of good cheer ; 

Our Lord God be at our dinnere. 

Proface. 

1 ie. proficiat, may it do you good. 
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CHRISTMAS MERRYMAKING 

So now is come our joyful’st feast, 

Let every man be jolly ; 

Each room with ivy leaves is drest, 

And every post with holly. 

Though some churls at our mirth repine, 

Round your foreheads garlands twine ; 

Drown sorrow in a cup of wine, 

And let us all be merry. 

Now all our neighbours’ chimneys smoke, 

And Christmas logs are burning ; 

Their ovens they with baked meats choke, 

And all their spits are turning. 

Without the door let sorrow lie; 

And, if for cold it hap to die, 

We'll bury’t in a Christmas pie, 

And evermore be merry. 

Now every lad is wondrous trim, 

And no man minds his labour ; 

Our lasses have provided them 

A bag-pipe and a tabor; 

Young men and maids, and girls and boys, 

Give life to one another’s joys ; 

And you anon shall by their noise 

Perceive that they are merry. 

Rank misers now do sparing shun ; 

Their hall of music soundeth ; 
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And dogs thence with whole shoulders run, 

So all things there aboundeth. 

The country folks themselves advance, 

For crowdy-mutton’s! come out of France; 

And Jack shall pipe, and Jill shall dance, 

And all the town be merry. 

Ned Squash hath fetched his bands from pawn, 

And all his best apparel ; 

Brisk Ned hath bought a ruff of lawn, 

With droppings of the barrel. 

And those that hardly all the year 

Had bread to eat or rags to wear, 

Will have both clothes and dainty fare, 

And all the day be merry. 

Now poor men to the justices 

With capons make their arrants, 

And if they hap to fail of these, 

They plague them with their warrants. 

But now they feed them with good cheer, 

And what they want they take in beer; 

For Christmas comes but once a year, 

And then they shall be merry. 

Good farmers in the country nurse 

The poor that else were undone ; 

Sour landlords spend their money worse 

On lust and pride at London. 

1 Fiddlers 
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There the roysters they do play, 

Drab and dice their lands away, 

Which may be ours another day; 

And therefore let’s be merry. 

The client now his suit forbears, 

The prisoner’s heart is eased ; 

The debtor drinks away his cares, 

And for the time is pleased. 

Though other purses be more fat, 

Why should we pine or grieve at that? 

Hang sorrow! care will kill a cat, 

And therefore let’s be merry. 

Hark, how the wags abroad do call 

Each other forth to rambling: 

And you’ll see them in the hall 

For nuts and apples scrambling. 

Hark, how the roofs with laughter sound! 

And they’ll think the house goes round: 

For they the cellar’s depth have found, 

And there they will be merry. 

The wenches with their wassail-bowls 

About the streets are singing ; 

The boys are come to catch the owls, 

The wildmare in is bringing. 

Our kitchen-boy hath broke his box, 

And to the dealing of the ox 

Our honest neighbours come by flocks, 

And here they will be merry. 
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CEREMONIES FOR CHRISTMAS 

Now kings and queens poor sheep-cotes have, 
And mate with everybody: 

The honest now may play the knave, 

And wise men play at noddy. 

Some youths will now a-mumming go,. 
Some others play at Rowland-ho, 

And twenty other gameboys mo, 

Because they will be merry. 

Then wherefore in these merry days, 

Should we, I pray, be duller? 

Ho, let us sing some roundelays, 

To make our mirth the fuller. 

And whilst thus inspired we sing, 

Let all the streets with echoes ring, 

Woods and hills and everything 

Bear witness we are merry. 

George Wither. 

CEREMONIES FOR CHRISTMAS 

Come, bring with a noise, 

My merry, merry boys, 

The Christmas log to the firing ; 

While my good dame she 

Bids ye all be free, 

And drink to your hearts’ desiring. 
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With the last year’s brand 

Light the new block, and 

For good success in his spending, 

On your psaltries play, 

That sweet luck may 

Come while the log is a-teending.' 

Drink now the strong beer, 

Cut the white loaf here ; 

The while the meat is a-shredding 

For the rare mince-pie, 

And the plums stand by 

To fill the paste that’s a-kneading. 

Robert Herrick. 

CHRISTMAS EVE: ANOTHER CEREMONY 

Come, guard this night the Christmas pie, 
That the thief, though ne’er so sly, 

With his flesh-hooks don’t come nigh 

To catch it 

From him, who all alone sits there, 

Having his eyes still in his ear 

And a deal of nightly fear, 

To watch it. 

1 Kindling 
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ANOTHER TO THE MAIDS 

Wash your hands, or else the fire 

Will not teend to your desire ; 

Unwash’d hands, ye maidens, know, 

Dead the fire though ye blow. 

ANOTHER 

Wassail the trees, that they may bear 

You many a plum and many a pear; 

For more or less fruits they will bring, 

As you do give them wassailing. 

THE WASSAIL 

Give way, give way, ye gates, and win 

An easy blessing to your bin 

And basket, by our entering in. 

May both with manchet! stand replete ; 

Your larders too so hung with meat, 

That though a thousand, thousand eat, 

Yet ere twelve moons shall whirl about 

Their silv’ry spheres, then none may doubt 

But more’s sent in than was serv’d out. 

1 White bread 
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Next may your dairies prosper so 

As that your pans no ebb may know; 

But if they do, the more to flow; 

Like to a solemn sober stream 

Bank’d all with lilies, and the cream 

Of sweetest cowslips filling them. 

Then, may your plants be prest with fruit, 

Nor bee or hive, you have, be mute; 

But sweetly sounding like a lute. 

Next may your duck and teeming hen 

Both to the cock’s tread say Amen; 

And for their two eggs render ten. 

Last may your harrows, shears, and ploughs, 

Your stacks, your stocks, your sweetest mows, 

All prosper by our virgin vows. 

TWELFTH NIGHT 

Now, now the mirth comes 

With the cake full of plums, 

Where bean ’s the king of the sport here; 

Besides we must know, 

The pea also 

Must revel as queen in the court here. 
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Begin then to choose 

This night as ye use, 

Who shall for the present delight here ; 

Be a king by the lot, 

And who shall not 

Be Twelfth-day queen for the night here. 

Which known, let us make 

Joy-sops with the cake; 

And let not a man then be seen here, 

Who unure’d will not drink, 

To the base from the brink, 

A health to the king and the queen here. 

Next crown the bowl full 

With ‘gentle lamb’s wool: 

Add sugar, nutmeg, and ginger, 

With store of ale too: 

And this ye must do 

To make the wassail a swindger. 

Give then to the king 

And queen wassailing : 

And though with ale ye be whet here, 

Yet part from hence 

As free from offence 

As when ye innocent met here. 
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TO SIR SIMON STEWARD 

TO SIR SIMON STEWARD 

No news of navies burnt at seas ; 
No noise of late-spawn’'d tittyries ; 
No closet plot, or open vent 
That frights men with a parliament: 
No new device or late-found trick 
To read by the stars the kingdom’s sick ; 
No gin to catch the state, or wring 
The free-born nostrils of the king, 
We send to you: but here a jolly 
Verse crown’d with ivy and with holly, 
That tells of winter’s tales and mirth, 
That milkmaids make about the hearth, 
Of Christmas sports, the wassail bowl, 
That tost up, after fox-i-th’-hole ; 
Of blind-man-buff, and of the care 
That young men have to shoe the mare ; 
Of twelve-tide cakes, of peas and beans, 
Wherewith you make those merry scenes, 
Whenas ye choose your king and queen, 
And cry out: ‘Hey, for our town green’; 
Of ash-heaps in the which ye use 
Husbands and wives by streaks to choose ; 
Of crackling laurel which foresounds 
A plenteous harvest to your grounds: 
Of these and such-like things for shift, 
We send instead of New Year’s gift. 

Read then, and when your faces shine 
With buxom meat and cap’ring wine, 

150



SONG 

Remember us in cups full crown’d, 
And let our city-health go round, 
Quite through the young maids and the men, 
To the ninth number, if not ten; 
Until the fired chestnuts leap 
For joy to see the fruits ye reap 
From the plump chalice and the cup 
That tempts till it be tossed up; 
Then as ye sit about your embers, 
Call not to mind those fled Decembers, 
But think on these that are t’ appear 
As daughters to the instant year: 
Sit crown’d with rosebuds, and carouse 
Till Liber Pater twirls the house 
About your ears; and lay upon 
The year your cares that’s fled and gone. 
And let the russet swains the plough 
And harrow hang up resting now; 
And to the bagpipe all address, 
Till sleep takes place of weariness. 
And thus, throughout, with Christmas plays 
Frolic the full twelve holidays. 

SONG 

Now winter nights enlarge 
The number of their hours ; 

And clouds their storms discharge 

Upon the airy towers. 
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SONG 

Let now the chimneys blaze 
And cups o’erflow with wine, 

Let well-tuned words amaze 
With harmony divine. 

Now yellow waxen lights 
Shall wait on honey love, 

While youthful revels, masques, and courtly sights, 
Sleep’s leaden spells remove. 

This time doth well dispense 
With lovers’ long discourse, 

Much speech hath some defence, 
Though beauty no remorse. 

All do not all things well; 
Some measures comely tread, 

Some knotted riddles tell, 
Some poems smoothly read. 

The summer hath his joys, 

And winter his delights ; 
Though love and all his pleasures are but toys, 

They shorten tedious nights. 

Thomas Campion. 

SONG 

To shorten winter’s sadness, 
See where the nymphs with gladness 
Disguised all are coming 

Right wantonly a-mumming. 

Fa la. 
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SONG 

Whilst youthful sports are lasting 

To feasting turn our fasting ; 

With revels and with wassails 

Make grief and care our vassals. 

Fa la. 

For youth it well beseemeth 

That pleasure he esteemeth ; 

And sullen age is hated 

That mirth would have abated. 

Fa la. 

Anon. 
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The damsel donned her kirtle sheen ; 

The hall was dressed with holly green; 

Forth to the wood did merry men go 

To gather in the mistletoe. 

Then opened wide the baron’s hall 

To vassal, tenant, serf and all; 

Power laid his rod of rule aside, 

And ceremony doffed his pride. 

The heir with roses in his shoes 

That night might village partner choose; 
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The lord underogating share 

The vulgar game of post-and-pair. 

All hailed with uncontrolled delight 

And general voice the happy night 

That to the cottage as the crown 

Brought tidings of salvation down. 

The fire with well-dried logs supplied 

Went roaring up the chimney wide; 

The huge hall-table’s oaken face, 

Scrubbed till it shone, the day to grace, 

Bore then upon its massive board 

No mark to part the squire and lord. 

Then was brought in the lusty brawn 

By old blue-coated serving man ; 

Then the grim boar’s-head frowned on 

high, 

Crested with bay and rosemary. 

Well can the green-garbed ranger tell 

How, when, and where the monster fell, 

What dogs before his death be tore, 

And all the baiting of the boar. 

The wassail round, in good brown bowls, 

Garnished with ribbons blithely trowls. 

There the huge sirloin reeked ; hard by 

Plum-porridge stood and Christmas pie ; 

Nor failed old Scotland to produce 

At such high-tide her savoury goose. 

Then came the merry masquers in 

And carols roared with blithesome din ; 

If unmelodious was the song 

It was a hearty note and strong. 
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Who lists may in their mumming see 

Traces of ancient mystery ; 

White shirts supplied the masquerade, 

And smutted cheeks the visors made: 

- But oh! what masquers richly dight 
Can boast of bosoms half so light ! 

England was merry England when 

Old Christmas brought his sports again. 

’Twas Christmas broached the mightiest ale, 

*Twas Christmas told the merriest tale ; 

A Christmas gambol oft would cheer 

The poor man’s heart through half the year. 

Sir Walter Scott. 

THE minstrels played their Christmas tune 

To-night beneath my cottage-eaves ; 

While smitten by a lofty moon, 

The encircling laurels thick with leaves 

Gave back.a rich and dazzling sheen, 

That overpowered their natural green. 

Through hill and valley every breeze 
Had sunk to rest with folded wings: 

Keen was the air, but could not freeze 

Nor check the music of the strings; 

So stout and hardy were the band 

That scraped the chords with strenuous hand. 

And who but listened ?—till was paid 

Respect to every inmate’s claim, 
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The greeting given, the music played 

In honour of each household name, 

Duly pronounced with lusty call, 

And a merry Christmas wished to all. 

O Brother, I revere the choice 

That took thee from thy native hills; 

And it is given thee to rejoice: 

Though public care full often tills 

(Heaven only witness of the toil) 

A barren and ungrateful soil. 

Yet would that thou, with me and mine, 

Hadst heard this never-failing rite ; 

And seen on other faces shine 

A true revival of the light, 

Which Nature, and these rustic powers, 

In simple childhood spread through ours! 

For pleasure hath not ceased to wait 

On these expected annual rounds, 

Whether the rich man’s sumptuous gate 

Call forth the unelaborate sounds, 

Or they are offered at the door 

That guards the lowliest of the poor. 

How touching, when at midnight sweep 

Snow-muffled winds and all is dark, 

To hear—and sink again to sleep! 

Or at an earlier call to mark 

By blazing fire, the still suspense 

Of self-complacent innocence ; 
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The mutual nod, the grave disguise 
Of hearts with gladness brimming o’er, 
And some unbidden tears that rise 

For names once heard, and heard no more; 
Tears brightened by the serenade 
For infant in the cradle laid! 

Ah, not for emerald fields alone 

With ambient streams more pure and bright 
Than fabled Cytherea’s zone 

Glittering before the Thunderer’s sight, 

Is to my heart of hearts endeared 

The ground where we were born and reared ! 

Hail ancient manners! sure defence, 
Where they survive, of wholesome laws: 

Remnants of love whose modest sense 
Thus into narrow room withdraws; 

Hail usages of pristine mould, 
And ye that guard them, mountains old! 

Bear with me, brother! quench the thought 
That slights this passion or condemns; 

If thee fond fancy ever brought 
From the proud margin of the Thames 
And Lambeth’s venerable towers 
To humbler streams and greener bowers. 

Yes they can make, who fail to find, 

Short leisure even in busiest days; 
Moments to cast a look behind, 
And profit by those kindly rays 
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That through the clouds do sometimes steal, 
And all the far off past reveal. 

Hence while the imperial city’s din 
Beats frequent on thy satiate ear, 
A pleased attention I may win 
To agitations less severe, 
That neither overwhelm nor cloy, 
But fill the hollow vale with joy. 

William Wordsworth. 

WINTER was not unkind because uncouth, 
His prisoned time made me a closer guest 
And gave thy graciousness a warmer zest, 
Biting all else with keen and angry tooth: 
And bravelier the triumphant blood of youth 
Mantling thy cheek its happy home possest, 
And sterner sport by day put strength to test, 
And custom’s feast at night gave tongue to truth. 

Or say hath flaunting summer a device 
To match our midnight revelry that rang 
With steel and flame along the snow-girt ice? 
Or when we harked to nightingales that sang 
On dewy eves in spring, did they entice 
To gentler love than winter’s icy fang ? 

Robert Bridges. 
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BALLADE OF CHRISTMAS GHOSTS 

Between the moonlight and the fire 

In winter twilights long ago, 

What ghosts we raised for your desire, 

To make your merry blood run slow! 

How old, how grave, how wise we grow! 

No Christmas ghost can make us chill, 

Save those that troop in mournful row, 

The ghosts we all can raise at will! 

The beasts can talk in barn and byre 

On Christmas Eve, old legends know. 

As year by year the years retire, 

We men fall silent then I trow, 

Such sights hath memory to show, 

Such voices from the silence thrill, 

Such shapes return with Christmas snow,— 

The ghosts we all can raise at will. 

Oh, children of the village choir, 

Your carols on the midnight throw, 

Oh, bright across the mist and mire, 

Ye ruddy hearths of Christmas glow! 

Beat back the dread, beat down the woe, 

Let’s cheerily descend the hill ; 

Be welcome all, to come or go, 

The ghosts we all can raise at will ! 
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CHRISTMAS EVE 

Envoy. 

Friend, sursum corda, soon or slow 

We part, like guests who’ve joyed their fill ; 

Forget them not, nor mourn them so, 

The ghosts we all can raise at will. 

A. Lang. 

CHRISTMAS EVE 

Basil. Sandy. Brian. Menzies. 

SANDY 

In holly hedges starving birds 

Silently mourn the setting year. 

BASIL 

Upright like silver-plated swords 

The flags stand in the frozen mere. 

BRIAN 

The mistletoe we still adore 

Upon the twisted hawthorn grows. 

MENZIES 

In antique gardens hellebore 

Puts forth its blushing Christmas rose. 

SANDY 

Shrivelled and purple, cheek by jowl, 

The hips and haws hang drearily. 

BASIL 

Rolled in a ball the sulky owl 

Creeps far into his hollow tree. 
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BRIAN 

In abbeys and cathedrals dim 

The birth of Christ is acted o’er ; 

The kings of Cologne worship Him, 

Balthazar, Jasper, Melchior. 

MENZIES 

And while our midnight talk is made 

Of this and that and now and then, 

The old earth-stopper with his spade 

And lantern seeks the fox’s den. 

SANDY 

Oh, for a northern blast to blow 

These depths of air that cream and curdle! 

BASIL 

_ Now are the halcyon days, you know ; 

Old Time has leapt another hurdle: 

And pauses as he only may 

Who knows he never can be caught. 

BRIAN 
The winter solstice, shortest day 

And longest night, was past, I thought. 

BASIL 

Oh yes! but fore-and-aft a week 

Silent the winds must ever be, 

Because the happy halcyons seek 

Their nests upon the sea. 
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BRIAN 

The Christmas-time! the lovely things 

That last of it! Sweet thoughts and deeds! 

SANDY 

How strong and green old Legend clings 

Like ivy round the ruined creeds! 

MENZIES 

A fearless, ruthless, wanton band, 

Deep in our hearts we guard from scathe, 

Of last year’s log a smouldering brand 

To light at Yule the fire of faith. 

BRIAN 

The shepherds in the field at night 

Beheld an angel glory-clad, 

And shrank away with sore affright. 

‘Be not afraid,’ the angel bade. 

‘I bring good news to king and clown, 

To you here crouching on the sward ; 

For there is born in David’s town 

A Saviour which is Christ the Lord. 

‘Behold the Babe is swathed, and laid 

Within a manger.’ Straight there stood 

Beside the angel all arrayed 

A heavenly multitude. 

‘Glory to God,’ they sang ; ‘and peace, 

Good pleasure among men.’ 
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SANDY 
The wondrous message of release ! 

MENZIES 
Glory to God again ! 

BRIAN 

Again! God help us to be good! 

BASIL 

Hush! hark! without; the waits, the waits! 

With brass, and strings, and mellow wood. 

MENZIES 

A simple tune can ope heaven’s gates! 

SANDY 

Slowly they play, poor careful souls, 

With wistful thoughts of Christmas cheer, 

Unwitting how their music rolls 

Away the burden of the year. 

BASIL 

And with the charm, the homely rune, 

Our thoughts like childhood’s thoughts are given, 

When all our pulses beat in tune 

With all the stars of heaven. 

MENZIES 

Oh cease! Oh cease! 
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SANDY 

Ay; cease, and bring 
The wassail-bowl, the cup of grace. 

BRIAN 

Pour wine, and heat it till it sing, 
With cloves and cardamums and mace. 

BRIAN 

Hush! hark! the waits far up the street! 

BASIL 

A distant, ghostly charm unfolds, 
Of magic music wild and sweet, 
Anomes and clarigolds. 

John Davidson. 
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THE six Latin Hymns here given are the best of those upon the 
Nativity, from the austere simplicity of St. Ambrose, to the rough jolt 
of the popular carol in the thirteen-syllable trochaic metre. For de- 
tailed criticism the reader will consult the authorities on Sacred Latin 
Poetry; it will suffice here to say that St. Ambrose was bishop of 
Milan in the fourth century, and though not quite the first writer, was 
practically the founder, of Latin Hymnology; that Prudentius (born 
348) wrote sacred poems from which hymns were extracted for 
church purposes, and that the Abbé Mauburn was the fifteenth 
century author of a treatise called ‘Rosetum Spirituale,’ from which 
the poem here quoted is taken. 

Page 4.-PUER NATUS IN BETHLEHEM is an anonymous 
poem, the oldest known text of which is found in a Benedictine Pro- 
cessional of the fourteenth century. Verses 6-10 are much later. See 
Julian, ‘ Dictionary of Hymnology.’ 

Page 6.—ADESTE FIDELES, which has been attributed without 
any authority to St. Bonaventura (born 1221), is of unknown author- 
ship. Mr. Julian considers it as most probably a French or German 
hymn of the seventeenth or eighteenth century. 
Page 9—ANGELUM MISIT SUUM was printed in Thomas 
Wright's ‘Songs and Carols,’ edited for the Percy Society from a 
MS. in his possession. Mr. Wright was a notoriously careless editor 
(see an article in the ‘ Quarterly Review’ for 1848 by the father of Dr. 
Garnett of the British Museum), and the last verse of the carol as 
printed by him is nonsense. A few obvious blunders in syntax have 
been corrected throughout the poem, but the following, which is the 
final stanza, is less corrigible. 

O Pater qui genuisti hunc ab initio 

Et dedisti gentes sibi pregandes pretio 
Hic cum venit quos redemit sanguinis precio 
Judicare, fac vitare nos a supplicio. 

Dr. Garnett has not been able to ascertain what became of Mr. 
Wright’s MS., so that verification has been impossible. 

y 169



NOTES 

A specimen may be added here of a hybrid style of poem very popular 

in the fifteenth century. 

Ave maris stella, So fair he gret our Lady, 

The star on the sea, With an ‘ave’ so clear: 

Dei Mater alma, ‘Hail, be thou, Mary, 

Blessed mot she be, Be thou, Mary, 

Atque semper virgo, Full of Goddes grace, 

Pray thy son for me, And Queen of Mercy.’ 

Felix cceli porta, 

That I may come to thee. 

Gabriel, that archangel | 

‘Was the messenger ; | 

EARLY CAROLS.—Besides the private MS. edited for the Percy 

Society, another (in the British Museum, Sloane MS., 2593) was edited 

by Mr. Wright for the Warton Club. These, both apparently of the 

reign of Henry VI., are our oldest collections of Christmas Songs 

_ and Carols. From the Percy Society reprint I have taken THIS 

ENDRIS NIGHT, and from the other ST. STEPHEN WAS A 

CLERK andI SING OF A MAIDEN. 

Page 13.—AS JOSEPH WAS A-WALKING, a passage from 

what is known as ‘Cherry Tree Carol.’ 

Page 14.—NAY, IVY, NAY. First printed in Ritson’s ‘ Ancient Songs 

and Ballads,’ from a MS. of Henry VI.’s reign (Harl. 5306). 

Page 164.—IN BETHLEHEM THAT NOBLE PLACE. From 

‘ Christmas Carolles newly imprinted’ (c. 1550), as published in ‘ Biblio- 

graphical Miscellanies, being a selection of curious pieces in verse and 

prose’ (1813). 

Page 17,—_THIS ENDRIS NIGHT. Another poem beginning so is 

printed in Sandys’ ‘ Christmas Carols.’ 

Page 25.—William Dunbar, born c. 1460, and the greatest of the old 

Scottish poets, was originally a preaching friar, and afterwards king’s 

ambassador. His poetry is not always devotional, but it is always 

well written. 

Page 27_THE BURNING BABE, for which Mr. Crane has 

drawn one of his happiest illustrations, is the gem of Southwell’s 

poetry; his other Christmas poems being also very favourable 

specimens. He was a Jesuit priest, and suffered martyrdom with 
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NOTES 

great constancy for following his vocation (1595). Among the notes of 
Ben Jonson’s conversations preserved by Drummond of Hawthornden 
comes the following: ‘That Southwell was hanged; yet so he had 
written that piece of his ‘‘The Burning Babe,” he would have been 
content to destroy many of his.’ 

Page 33.—Jonson’s remarks on Donne are also worth quoting. ‘He 
esteemeth John Donne the first poet in the world in some things . . . 
that Donne for not keeping of accent deserved hanging ... that 
Donne himself, for not being understood, would perish.’ It is pleasant 
to see that a modern edition of this fine and forgotten poet is 
announced for ‘The Muses’ Library.’ 

Page 34.—Joseph Hall (born in 1574), was bishop of Exeter and 

afterwards of Norwich. He was a bold prelate, and incurred the 

enmity first of Laud, afterwards of the Commonwealth, by whom 

his see was sequestrated. He spent the last years of his life on a 

small Norfolk farm. Most of his poetry, written in early life, took 

the form of satires. 

Page 30.—Sir John Beaumont was an elder brother of Francis 

Beaumont, the dramatist; in politics a Royalist, and in religion a 

Puritan. His works have been collected by Dr. Grosart in the 

Fuller Worthies’ Library. 

Page 39.— William Drummond of Hawthornden, whose conversations 

with Ben Jonson, who visited him in 1619, have been referred to 

above, was, in point of art, the Lord de Tabley of the seventeenth 

century. One of his best pieces, beginning ‘Phcebus, arise,’ has 

become familiar to this generation from its inclusion in ‘The Golden 

Treasury.’ 

Page 41.—George Wither (1588-1667), the author of that fine poem 

‘The Mistress of Philarete,’ in which occurs the popular ‘Shall I 

wasting in despair,’ wrote also much religious poetry, very little of 

which is worth reading. The ROCKING HYMN is from ‘ Halle- 

lujah’ with one verse omitted; the other poem from ‘Hymns and 

Song's of the Church.’ 

Page 45.—To read Giles Fletcher is to be reminded of both Spenser 

and Milton, his greater master and his greater disciple. But he has 

beauties of his own: witness the concluding lines of the excerpt here 

given from ‘ Christ’s Victory in Heaven.’ 

Page 46.—The Rev. Robert Herrick was vicar of Dean Prior in 

Devonshire from 1629 to 1647, when he was ejected by the Puritans, 
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NOTES 

and again from 1662 to his death, twelve years later. His sacred 

poems or ‘ Noble Numbers,’ as he calls them, have been thrown into 

the shade by the more secular ‘ Hesperides,’ into which he has trans- 

fused the very essence of Devonshire cream; but his religious verse 

is of genuine if not deep inspiration. 

Page 49.—It is matter of regret that Herbert’s muse can be repre- 

sented here by only one piece, and that far from his best. 

Page 51.—This marvellous hymn was written by Milton when he was 

just twenty-one years of age. 

Page 61.—The title which the editor gave to Crashaw’s poems—‘ Steps 

to the Temple’ — represents by no means adequately his relation to 

Herbert. Crashaw’s genius was far more fervid, and guided with far 

less taste. Fervour and bad taste are, indeed, constant notes of 

Roman Catholic poetry, but Crashaw to these adds genius. The 

second piece here given is from the ‘Sospetto d’Herode.’ Of the 

Epiphany Hymn we have printed only the opening and the close. 

Page 71.—Jeremy Taylor told his friend Evelyn that in writing verse 

he had but the use of his left hand, and the criticism is a just one. He 

has no mastery of rhythm or even of metre. 

Page 73.—Henry Vaughan is another example of a poet marred for 

want of pains. With a mystical and imaginative mind that could 

sustain itself in regions to which Herbert could never soar, his 

attraction to Herbert came too late in life to permit of his mastering 

that poet’s admirable method. The poems on church festivals, to 

which the scope of this book limits us, are among his poorest. 

Page 77.—From ‘ England’s Helicon,’ an anthology published in 1600. 

Page 79.— Of the anonymous poems, the first two and the last come 

from the Moravian Hymn-book, and should be traceable to their 

authors, though I have not succeeded in tracing them. The third 

was found by Mr. Bullen in a Christ Church MS., and published in 

‘More Lyrics from Elizabethan Song-books.’ 

Page 82.—We are sensible of a chill in passing out of the seventeenth 

century. Tate and Watts, even Doddridge and Wesley, ill make up 

for the glow and fervour we have left behind. 

Page 86.—John Byrom (1692-1763), the writer of at least one fine 

hymn, and several unequalled epigrams, was a friend of William Law, 

the mystic, many of whose periods he did into verse. The poem here 

quoted continues for many lines more, growing prosier as it proceeds. 

Page 94.—From ‘ May Carols,’ 1857. 
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Page 100.—Edward Thring (1821-1887) was for thirty-four years 

headmaster of Uppingham School, which he transformed from an 

insignificant local grammar-school into a public school of the first 

rank. His ‘Poems and Translations’ appeared in 1887. 

Page 102.—By special permission of Messrs Macmillan. 

Page 103.—MASTERS, IN THIS HALL was first printed in 

Sedding’s ‘ Antient Christmas Carols (1860). 

Page 106._OUTLANDERS, WHENCE CAME YE LAST? is 

from ‘The Land East of the Sun and West of the Moon,’ in vol. iii. 

of the ‘ Earthly Paradise.’ 

Page 108.—SIR GALAHAD is from the ‘Defence of Guenevere’ 

volume. 

Page 118.—This quaint carol, almost too quaint, as some may think, 

was suggested by a drawing of D. G. Rossetti’s. 

Page 121.—This poem is printed for the first time. A few of Father 

Hopkins’s poems were published in Miles’ ‘Poets of the Century’ 

(vol. viii.), with a brief memoir by Mr. Robert Bridges; a few more 

will be found in ‘Lyra Sacra,’ an anthology made by the present 

editor (Methuens); it is to be hoped that before long his genius may 

be recognised in a complete edition. 

Page 127.—From ‘ Retrospect.’ 

Page 131.—From ‘A Book of Verses’ (George Allen, 1884). 

Page 132.—Mr. Image’s poem is here first published. 

Page 133.—From ‘ Diversi Colores,’ 1891. 

Page 135.—From ‘The Religion of Humanity and other poems’ 

(Rivington and Percival, 1890). 

Page 136.—Two verses from a poem called ‘How Love Came,’ by 

Mrs. Alice Archer Sewall, published in ‘Harper’s Magazine,’ Copy- 

right 1893, by Harper and Brothers. 

Page 139.—-CAPUT APRI DEFERO. This is the oldest and best 

of the Boar’s Head Carols. 

Page 141.—Some of the references in Wither’s poem are not now to 

be explained. None of the antiquaries seem to know what the games 

of Rowland-ho and catching the owls were; noddy is cribbage, and 

the wildmare probably a see-saw. 

Page 148.—TWELFTH NIGHT. A pea and bean were baked in 

the twelfth cake, and whoever drew them were king and queen 

respectively. ; 

Page 150.—TO SIR SIMON STEWARD. Tittyries are well ex- 
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plained by Mr. Pollard to be an early club of Mohocks. He cites a 
poem of a date before 1633, in which the line occurs—‘ They call them- 

selves the Tytere-tues.’ Fox in the hole is a hopping game; Shoe- 

ing the mare a kind of fox and hounds. Liber Pater means Father 
Bacchus. 

Page 154.—From ‘Marmion.’ Introduction to canto vi. 

Page 156.—‘ To the Rev. Dr. Wordsworth, with the sonnets to the 

River Duddon, and other poems in the collection’ (1820). 

Page 159.—From the ‘Growth of Love’ (privately printed by Rev. 
H. Daniel, Oxford, 1889). 5 

Page 160.—From ‘Rhymes a la Mode’ (Paul and Trench, 1885). 
Page 161.—From ‘Fleet Street Eclogues’ (Mathews and Lane, 1893), 
with an omission sanctioned by Mr. Davidson. 

Printed by T. and A. CONSTABLE 
Printers to Her Majesty: Edinburgh
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Messrs. METHUEN’S 
ANNOUNCEMENTS 

  

Travel and Adventure 
NORTHWARD: OVER THE GREAT ICE. By R. E, 

Peary. With over 800 Illustrations, Maps and Diagrams. Zwo 
Volumes. Royal 8vo. 325. net. 

In this important work Lieutenant Peary tells the story of his travels and adven- 
tures in the Arctic regions. His extraordinary sledge journey and his experiences 
among the Eskimos are fully described, and this book is a complete record of his 
Arctic work, for-which the Royal Geographical Society has this year awarded 

him their Gold Medal. 
The fact that Lieutenant Peary is about to start on a determined effort to reach the 

North Pole lends a special interest to this book. 

THROUGH ASIA. By SVEN HEDIN. With over 250 Illustra- 
tions from Sketches and Photographs by the Author, and 10 Maps. 
Two volumes. Royal 8vo, 36s. net. 

In this book Dr. Sven Hedin, the distinguished Swedish explorer, describes his 
four years’ experiences and his extraordinary adventures in Central Asia. Dr. 
Hedin is an accomplished artist, and his drawings are full of vigour and interest. 

In adventurous interest and substantial results in various departments of know- 
ledge, Dr. Hedin’s journey will bear comparison with the travels of the great 
explorers of the past, from Marco Polo downwards. 

The Gold Medals of the Royal Geographical Society and of the Russian Geographical 
Society have been conferred upon him for this journey. 

THE HIGHEST ANDES. By E. A. FITZGERALD. With 
40 Illustrations, 10 of which are Photogravures, and a Large Map. 
Royal 8vo. 30s. net. j 

Also, a Small Edition on Handmade Paper, limited to 50 Copies, 

4to. £5, 55. 
A narrative of the highest climb yet accomplished. The illustrations have been 

reproduced with the greatest care, and the book, in addition to its adventurous 
interest, contains appendices of great scientific value, 

CHITRAL: The Story of a Minor Siege. By Sir G, S. ROBERT- 
son, K.C.S.1I. With Numerous Illustrations and a Map. Demy 8v0. 
21s. et. 

Sir George Robertson, who was at the time British Agent at Gilgit, has written 
the story of Chitral from the point of view of one actually besieged in the fort. 
The book is of considerable length, and has an Introductory part explaining 
the series of events which culminated in the famous siege; also an account of 

Ross’s disaster in the Koracu defile, the heroic defence.of Resuun, and Kelly's 
great march. It has numerous illustrations—plans, pictures and portraits—and a 
map, and will give a connected narrative of the stirring episodes on the Chitral 
frontier in 1895.
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TWENTY YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. By A. HULME 
BEAMAN. With Portrait. Demy 8vo. Ios. 6d. 

A personal narrative of experiences in Syria, Egypt, Turkey and the Balkan States, 
including adventures in the Lebanon, during the bombardment of Alexandra, the 
first Egyptian Campaign, the Donogla Expedition, the Cretan Insurrection, etc. 

The book also contains several chapters on Turkey, its people and its Sultan. 

Theology 
DOCTRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. By Hastincs RAsH- 

DALL, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of New College, Oxford. Crown 8vo. 
6s. 

This volume consists of twenty sermons, preached chiefly before the University of 
Oxford. They are an attempt to translate into the language of modern thought 
some of the leading ideas of Christian theology and ethics. 

CLOVELLY SERMONS. By WILLIAM HARRISON, M.A., late 
Rector of Clovelly. With a Preface by Lucas Maer. Cvowzn 8vo. 
35. 6d. 

A volume of Sermons by a son-in-law of Charles Kingsley. 

APOSTOLIC CHRISTIANITY: As Illustrated by the Epistles 
of S. Paul to the Corinthians. By H. H. Henson, M.A., Fellow 
of All Souls’, Oxford. Crown 8vo. _ 6s. 

‘bandbooks of Theology. 

General Editor, A. RoBERTSON, D.D., Principal of King’s College, 
London. 

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE CHURCH OF ENG- 
LAND. Edited with an Introduction by E. C. 5. Gipson, D.D., 

Vicar of Leeds, late Principal of Wells Theological College. Revised 
and Cheaper Edition in One Volume. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF THE 
CREEDS. By A. E. Burn, Examining Chaplain to the Bishop of 

Lichfield. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

The Churchbman’s Library. 

Edited by J. H. BuRN, B.D. 

A series of books by competent scholars on Church History, Institu- 

tions, and Doctrine, for the use of clezical and lay readers. 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN HERE AND HERE- 

AFTER. By Canon WinTERBOTHAM, M.A., B.Sc., LL.B. 

Crown 8vo. 35. 6d.
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Ozford Commentaries, 

General Editor, WALTER Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 
Dean Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis in the 

University of Oxford. 

Messrs. METHUEN propose to issue a series of Commentaries upon such 
Books of the Bible as still seem to need further explanation. 

The object of each Commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret 
the author’s meaning to the present generation. The editors will not 

deal, except very subordinately, with questions of textual criticism or 

philology; but taking the English text in the Revised Version as their 

basis, they will try to combine a hearty acceptance of critical principles 

with loyalty to the Catholic Faith. It is hoped that in this way the series 

may be of use both to theological students and to the clergy, and also to 

the growing number of educated laymen and laywomen who wish to read 

the Bible intelligently and reverently. 

THE BOOK OF JOB. Edited, with Introduction and Notes, 
by E. C. S. Grgson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. Demy 8vo. 6s. 

The Library of Devotion. 

Pott 8vo, cloth, 25. ; leather, 2s. 6d. net. 

NEW VOLUMES. 

A SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE, 
By Witt1AM Law. Edited, with an Introduction, Analysis, and 
Notes, by C. Bicc, D.D. ott 8vo. 

A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. By J. W. STANBRIDGE, M.A., 
Rector of Bainton, Canon of York, and sometime Fellow of St. 
John’s College, Oxford. Pott 8vo. 

This book contains devotions, Eucharistic, daily and occasional, for the use of mem- 
bers of the English Church, sufficiently diversified for those who possess other 
works of thekind. Itis intended to be a companion in private and public worship, 
and is in harmony with the thoughts of the best Devotional writers. 

History and Biography 
MEMOIRS OF ADMIRAL THE RIGHT HONBLE. SIR 

ASTLEY COOPER KEY. By Vice-Admiral P. H. Conoms, 
With Portrait. Demy 8vo. 16s. 

This life of a great sailor throws a considerable light on the evolution of the Navy 
during the last fifty years. 

THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
By EDWARD Gippon. A New Edition, edited with Notes, 
Appendices, and Maps by J. B. Bury, LL.D., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Dublin. Zn Seven Volumes. Demy 8vo, gilt top. 83. 6d. 
each, Crown 8vo. 6s. each. Vol. VI.
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A HISTORY OF EGYPT, FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES TO 
THE Present Day. Edited by W. M. Fiinprrs Perriz, D.C.L., 
LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at University College. ally Ldlus- 
trated. In Six Volumes. Crown 8vo, 6s. each. 

Vol. IV. THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. J. P. Manarry. 

Vol. V. ROMAN EGYPT. J. G. MILNE. 

THE CANON LAW IN ENGLAND. By F. W. MAITLAND, 

LL.D., Downing Professor of the Laws of England in the University 

of Cambridge. Royal 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
A volume of Essays on the History of the Canon Lawin England. These Essays 

deal chiefly with the measure of authority attributed in medieval England to the 

papal law-books, and one entitled (1) W2dliane Lyndwood, (2) Church, State and 

Decretals, (3) William of Drogheda and the Universal Ordinary, (4) Henry II. 

and the Criminous Clerks, (5) Execrabilis in the Common Pleas, and (6) The 

Deacon and the Jewess. E 

A HISTORY OF SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. By G. W. 

FisHer, M.A., Assistant Master. With Numerous Illustrations. 

Demy 8v0. 75. 6d. 

A HISTORY OF WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. By J. Sar- 

GEAUNT, M.A., Assistant Master. With Numerous Illustrations. 

Demy 8v0. 75. 6d. 

ANNALS OF ETON COLLEGE. By W. STERRY, M.A 
With Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

General Literature 
THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. By JoHN Bunyan. Edited, 

with an Introduction, by C. H. Frrru, M.A. With 39 Illustrations 

by R. ANNING BELL. Crown 8v0. 6s. 
This book contains a long Introduction by Mr. Firth, whose knowledge of the perio’ 

is unrivalled ; and it is lavishly illustrated. , 

AN OLD ENGLISH HOME. By S. BARING GOULD. With 
Numerous Plans and Illustrations. Cvowz 8vo. 65. 

This book describes the life and environment of an old English family. 

CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COLLEGES. By A. HAMILTON 

THOMPSON. With Illustrations by E. H. New, ott 8v0. Cloth, 
3s. Leather, 4s. 

This book is uniform with Mr. Wells's vefy successful book, ‘Oxford and its Colleges.’ 

UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. By W. 

Reason, M.A. . Crown Sve. 25. 6d. [Soctal Question Series. 

DANTE’S GARDEN. By Rosemary Cores. With a frontis- 
piece Jap. 8vo. 25. 6d. 

An account of the flowers mentioned by Dante, with their legends. 

READING AND READERS. By CLIFFORD HARRISON, 
Ficap. 8v0. 2s. 6d. 

A little book of principles and hints by the most distinguished of living reciters. 

VENTURES IN VERSE. ByB.J. WILLIAMS. C7. 8vo. 35. 6d.
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Educational 
VOLUMETRIC ANALYSIS. By J. B. RUSSELL, Science 

Master at Burnley Grammar School. Crown 8v0. 15. © 
A small Manual, containing all the necessary rules, etc., on a subject which has 

hitherto only been treated in expensive volumes. 

A KEY TO STEDMAN’S EASY FRENCH EXERCISES. 
By G. A. ScHRUMPF. Crown 8vo. 35. net. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. By A.M. M. STEDMAN, 
M.A. Crown 8vo. 15. 6d. 

A book which contains the elements of Accidence and Syntax. 

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By F. C. WEBBER. With 

many Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. 
[Zext-books of Technology. 

A Manual for technical classes and self-instruction. 

PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By SipNEy H. WELLS. _ Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. [Zext-books of Technology. 

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION PASSAGES. By W. 
WILLIAMSON, M.A. Crowz 8vo. Is. 6d. 

The passages are culled from recognised authors, and a few newspaper passages are 
included. The lists of appended words are drawn up mainly on the principle of 
comparison and contrast, and will form a repertoire of over 2000 words, embracing 
practically all the difficulties felt by the pupil. 

AN ENTRANCE GUIDE TO THE PROFESSIONS AND 

BUSINESS. By HENRY JONES. Crown 8vo. 15. 6d. 
[Commercial Sertes. 

Byzantine Texts 
Edited by J. B. Bury, LL.D., Professor of Modern History at 

Trinity College, Dublin. 

EVAGRIUS. Edited by PROFESSOR LEON PARMENTIER of 
Liége and M. Brprz of Gand. Demy 8vo. 

Cheaper Editions 
BRITISH. CENTRAL AFRICA. By Sir H. H. JOHNSTON, 

K.C.B. With nearly Two Hundred Illustrations, and Six Maps. 
Revised and Cheaper Edition. Crown 4to. 21s. net. Y 

The book is crowded with important information, and written in a most attractive 
style ; it is worthy, in short, of the author’s established reputation.’—Standard. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. By RopertT Louis STEVENSON. With 
an Etched Portrait by WILLIAM STRANG, and other Illustrations. 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. Buckram. 6s. 

A BOOK OF CHRISTMAS VERSE, Edited by H.C. BEECHING, 
M.A., and Illustrated by WALTER CRANE. Cheaper Edition. 

- Crown 8vo, gilt.top. 35. 6d. 
A collection of the best verse inspired by the birth of Christ from the Middle Ages 

to the present day.
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LYRA SACRA: An Anthology of Sacred Verse. Edited by H. 
C. Brecuine, M.A. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8v0. Buckram. 35. 6d. 

‘A charming selection, which maintains a lofty standard of excellence.’—Times. 

. Fiction 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG. By GILBERT PARKER, 

Author of ‘The Seats of the Mighty.’ Crow 8vo. 6s. : 
A romance of 1798. 

THE TOWN TRAVELLER. By GEORGE GISSING, Author 
of ‘Demos,’ ‘In the Year of Jubilee,’ etc. Crow 8vo. 6s. - 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. By ROBERT BARR, Author of 

‘The Mutable Many.’ Crown 8v0. 6s, 
A historical romance. 

THINGS THAT HAVE HAPPENED. By DOROTHEA 

GERARD, Author of ‘ Lady Baby,’ ‘ Orthodox,’ etc. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

DOMITIA. By S. Barinc GouLD, Author of ‘The Broom 
Squire,’ etc. Crown 8vo. 65. 

A romance of imperial Rome. 

FROM THE EAST UNTO THE WEST. By JANE BARLow, 

Author of ‘Irish Idylls,’ ‘A Creel of Irish Stories,’ ete. Crow 8v0. 65. 

TO ARMS! . By ANDREW Ba.rour, Author of ‘By Stroke of 

Sword.’ Illustrated. Crows 8vo. 6s. 
A romance of 1715. 

THE JOURNALIST. By C. F. Krary. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
A story of modern literary life. 

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. ByB.M. Croker, Author of 

‘Proper Pride.’ Crown 8v0. 65. 
A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. By W. C. SCULLY. 

Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. 
A South African romance. 

CORRAGEEN IN ’98. By Mrs. ORPEN. Crows 8vo. 6s. 
A romance of the Irish Rebellion. 

AN ENEMY TO THE KING. By R.N. STEPHENS. Crown 

8vo. 6s. 
THE PLUNDERPIT. By J. KEIGHLEY SNOWDEN. Crown 

8v0. 6s. 
A romance of adventure. : d 

DEADMAN’S. By Mary GAUNT, Author of ‘ Kirkham’s Find.’ 

Crown 8vo. 6s. 3 

An Australian story. 

WILLOWBRAKE. By R. MURRAY GILCHRIST. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE ANGEL OF THE COVENANT. By J. MACLAREN 

CoBBan. Crown 8vo. 65. 
A historical romance, of which Montrose is the hero. 

OWD BOB, THE GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. By ALFRED 

OLLIVANT. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
A story of the Cumberland dales. 

ANANIAS. By the Hon. Mrs. ALAN BRODRICK. Crown 8vo. 6S. 

ADVENTURES IN WALLYPUG LAND. ByG. E, FARROW. 

With Illustrations by ALAN WricutT. Crown 8vo. Gilt top. 55.
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Poetry 

Rudyard Kipling BARRACK-ROOM BALLADS. By 
RUDYARD KiPLING, fourteenth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Mr. Kipling’s verse is strong, vivid, full of character. . . . Unmistakable genius 
rings in every line.’—T7mes. 

‘The ballads teem with imagination, they palpitate with emotion. We read them 
with Jaughter and tears; the metres throb in our pulses, the cunningly ordered 
words tingle with life; and if this be not poetry, what is?’—Padl/ Mall Gazette. 

Rudyard Kipling THE SEVEN SEAS. By Rupyarp 
Kiptinc. Sourth Edition. Crown 8v0. Buckram, gilt top. 6s. 

‘The new poems of Mr. Rudyard Kipling have all the spirit and swing of their pre- 
decessors. Patriotism is the solid concrete foundation on which Mr.-Kipling has 
built the whole of his work.’—Zises. 

‘The Empire has found a singer ; it is no depreciation of the songs to say that states- 
men may haye, one way or other, to take account of them.’—Manchester 
Guardian. 

‘ Animated through and through with indubitable genius.’—Daily Telegraph. 

“Q.” POEMS AND BALLADS, By “Q.” Crown 8vo. 39. 6d. 
‘This work has just the faint, ineffable touch and glow that make poetry.’—Sseaker. 

“GQ.” GREEN BAYS: Verses and Parodies, By “Q.,” Author 
of ‘Dead Man’s Rock,’ etc. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. 

E. Mackay. A SONG OF THE SEA. By Eric Mackay. 
Second Edition. cap. vo. 55. 

‘ Everywhere Mr. Mackay displays himself the master of a style marked by all the 
characteristics of the best rhetoric.’—Glode. . 

H. Ibsen. BRAND. A Drama by HENRIK IBSEN. Translated 
by WILLIAM WILSON. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. 

‘The greatest world-poem of the nineteenth century next to ‘‘Faust.” It is in 
the same set with ‘“‘ Agamemnon,” with ‘‘ Lear,” with the literature that we now 
instinctively regard as high and holy.’—Dazly Chronicle. 

“A.G.” VERSES TO ORDER. By “A. G.” Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. 
net, 

‘A capital specimen of light academic poetry.’— Sz. James's Gazette. 

J. G. Cordery. THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. A Transla- 
tion by J. G. CorDERY. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d.



Messrs. METHUEN’S LIST 9 

Belles Lettres, Anthologies, etc. 
BR. L. Stevenson. VAILIMA LETTERS. By Ropert Louis 

STEVENSON. With an Etched Portrait by WILLIAM STRANG, and 
other Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Buckram. 6s. 

© A fascinating book.’—Standard. 3 
‘ Tull of charm and brightness.’—Spectator. 
‘A gift almost priceless.’—Speaker. 
‘ Unique in literature.’—Dazly Chronicle. 

George Wyndham. THE POEMS OF WILLIAM. SHAKE- 
: SPEARE. Edited with an Introduction and Notes by GEORGE 

Wynpuam, M.P. Demy 8v0. Buckram, gilt top. 10s. 6d. 

This edition contains the ‘ Venus,’ ‘ Lucrece,’ and Sonnets, and is prefaced with an 

elaborate introduction of over 140 pp. 
© One of the most serious contributions to Shakespearian criticism that has been pub- 

lished for some time.’—77mes. 
One of the best pieces of editing in the language.’—Owtlook. 

‘This is a scholarly and interesting contribution to Shakespearian literature.’— 

Literature. 
‘We have no hesitation in describing Mr. George Wyndham’s introduction as a 

masterly piece of criticism, and all who love our Elizabethan literature will find a 

very garden of delight in it.’—Sfpectator. 
‘Mr. Wyndham’s notes are admirable, even indispensable.’ —Westminster Gazette. 

‘The standard edition of Shakespeare’s poems.’— World. 

‘The book is written with critical insight and literary felicity.’ Standard. 

W. HE. Henley. ENGLISH LYRICS. Selected and Edited by 

W. E. HeNiEy. Crown 8v0. Buckhran:, gilt top. 6s. 
‘It is a body of choice and lovely poetry.’—Birmingham Gazette. 

Henley and Whibley. A BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE. 

Collected by W. E. HENLEY and CHARLES WHIBLEY. Crown 8v0. 

Buckram, gilt top. 6s. 
‘Quite delightful. A greater treat for those not well acquainted with pre-Restoration 

prose could not be imugined.’—A theneum. 

H.C. Beeching. LYRA SACRA: An Anthology of Sacred Verse. 

Edited by H. C. Brrcuine, M.A. Crown 8v0, Buckram. 6s. 

A charming selection, which maintains a lofty standard of excellence.’—Tzmes. 

“Q.” THE GOLDEN POMP: A Procession of English Lyrics. 
Arranged by A. T. QUILLER CoucH. Crown 8v0. Buckram. 6s. 

‘A delightful volume: a really golden ‘‘ Pomp.” ’—Sfectator. 

W. B. Yeats) AN ANTHOLOGY OF IRISH VERSE. 

Edited by W. B. Yeats. Crown 8v0. 35. 6d. 
‘ An attractive and catholic selection.’—T7imes. 

G. W. Steevens. MONOLOGUES OF THE DEAD. By 

G. W. Srervens. oolscap 8v0. 35. 6d. 
‘The effect is sometimes splendid, sometimes bizarre, but always amazingly clever.’ 

—Pall Mall Gazette. 

W. M. Dixon. A PRIMER OF TENNYSON. By W.-M. 

Drxon, M.A., Professor of English Literature at Mason College. 

Crown 8v0. 2:5. 6d. 
‘Much sound and well-expressed criticism. The bibliography is a boon.’—Sfeaker. 
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W. A. Craigie. A PRIMER OF BURNS. By W. A. CrRaIcIE. 
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

‘A valuable addition to the literature of the poet.’—7imes. 

L. Magnus. A PRIMER OF WORDSWORTH. By Laurie 
Macnus. Crown 8vo. 25. 6d. 

‘A valuable contribution to Wordsworthian literature.'—Literature. 

Sterne. THE LIFE AND OPINIONS OF TRISTRAM 
SHANDY. By Lawrence STERNE. With an Introduction by 
CHARLES WHIBLEY, and a Portrait. 2 vols. 75. 

‘Very dainty volumes are these; the paper, type, and light-green binding are all 
very agreeable to the eye. "Globe. 

Congreve. THE COMEDIES OF WILLIAM CONGREVE. 
With an Introduction by G. S. STREET, and a Portrait. 2 vols. 7s. 

Morier. THE ADVENTURES OF HAJJI BABA OF 
ISPAHAN. By JAmrEs Moriger. With an Introduction by E. G. 
Browne, M.A., and a Portrait. 2 vols. 7s. 

Walton. THE LIVES OF DONNE, WOTTON, HOOKER, 
HERBERT, anp SANDERSON. By Izaak Watton. With 
an Introduction by VERNON BLACKBURN, and a Portrait. 35. 6d. 

Johnson. THE LIVES OF THE. ENGLISH POETS. By 
SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL.D. With an Introduction by J. H. M1tiar, 
and a Portrait. 3 vols. 10s. 6d. 

Burns. THE POEMS OF ROBERT BURNS. Edited by 
ANDREW Lane and W. A. Craiciz. With Portrait. Demy 8vo, 
gilt top. 6s. 

This edition contains a carefully collated Text, numerous Notes, critical and textual, 
a critical and biographical Introduction, and a Glossary. 

* Among editions in one volume, this will take the place of authority.’— Times. 

F. Langbridge. BALLADS OF THE BRAVE: Poems of 
Chivalry, Enterprise, Courage, and Constancy. Edited by Rev. F. 
LANGBRIDGE, Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. School Edition. 
2s. 6d. 

‘A very happy conception happily carried out. These “Ballads of the Brave” are 
intended to suit the real tastes of boys, and will suit the taste of the great majority.’ 
~— Spectator. “The book is full of splendid things.’— Word. 

Illustrated Books 
F. D. Bedford. NURSERY RHYMES. With many Coloured 

Pictures. By F. D. Beprorp. Super Royal 8vo. 53s. 
* An excellent Saas of the best known rhymes, with beautifully Soe pictures 

exquisitely printed.’—Pali Mali Gazette. 

8. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES retold by S. 
BARING GOULD. With numerous illustrations and initial letters. by 
ARTHUR J. Gaskin. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Buckram. 6s. 

‘Mr. Baring Gould is deserving of gratitude, in re-writing in simple style the old 
stories that delighted our fathers and grandfathers.’'—Saturday Review
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8S. Baring Gould. OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. Col- 
lected and edited by S. Barinc GouLp. With Numerous Illustra- 
tions by F.D. BEDForD,. Second Edition. Crown 8v0. Buckram. 6s. 

‘A charming volume. The stories have been selected with great ingenuity from 
various old ballads and folk-tales, and now stand forth, clothed in Mr. Baring 
Gould’s delightful English, to enchant youthful readers.’—Guardian, 

8. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF NURSERY SONGS AND 
RHYMES. . Edited by S. Barinc GOULD, and Illustrated by the 
Birmingham Art School. Suckram, gilt top. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ The volume is very complete in its way, as it contains nursery songs to the number 
of 77, game-rhymes, and jingles. To the student we commend the sensible intro- 
duction, and the explanatory notes.'—Birmingham Gazette. 

H. C. Beeching. A BOOK OF CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited 
by H. C. Brecuinc, M.A., and Illustrated by WALTER CRANE. 
Crown 8uvo, gilt top. 55. 

An anthology which, from its unity of aim and high poetic excellence, has a better 
right to exist than most of its fellows.’—Guardian. 

History 
Gibbon. THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN 

EMPIRE. By Epwarp Gipson. A New Edition, Edited with 
Notes, Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. Bury, LL.D., Fellow of 
Trinity College, Dublin. Jz Seven Volumes. Demy 8vo. Gilt top. 
8s. 6d. each. Also crown 8v0, 6s. each. Vols. I., 11., L11.,1V., 
and V, 

“The time has certainly arrived for a new edition of Gibbon's great work, . . . Pro- 
fessor Bury is the right man to undertake this task. His learning is amazing, 
both in extent and accuracy. The book is issued in a handy form, and at a 
moderate price, and it is admirably printed.’— Times. 

' This edition, is a marvel of erudition and critical skill, and it is the very minimum 
of praise to predict that the seven volumes of it will supersede Dean Milman’s as 
the standard edition of our great historical classic.’G/asgow Herald. 

At last there is an adequate modern edition of Gibbon. . . . The best edition the 
nineteenth century could produce.'—Manchester Guardian. 

Flinders Petrie. A HISTORY OF EGYPT, rroMTHE EARLIEST 
TIMES TO THE Present Day. Edited by W. M. FLinpers 
Perriz, D.C.L., LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at University 
College. Fully Illustrated. In Six Volumes. Crown 8vo. 6s. each. 

Vol. I. Prenistoric Times to XVItH Dynasty. W. M. F. 
Petrie. Third Edition. 

Vol. Il. Tue XVIITrH anp XVIIITH Dynastizs. W. M. F. 
Petrie. Second Edition. 

‘ A history written in the spirit of scientific precision so worthily represented by Dr. 
Petrie and his school cannot but promote sound and accurate study, and 
supply a vacant place in the English literature of Egyptology.'—Times. 

Flinders Petrie. RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. By W. M. Fiinpers Prerriz, D.C.L., 

LL.D. Fully Illustrated. Crows 8v0. 25, 6d. 
© The lectures will afford a fund of valuable information for students of ancient ethics. 

—Manchester Guardian.
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Flinders Petrie. SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARNA TABLETS. By W. M. FLinpERs Perrir, 
D.C.L., LL.D. Crown 8v0. 25. 6d. 

‘A marvellous record. The addition made to our knowledge is nothing short of 
amazing.’—Zimes. 

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN TALES. Edited by W. M. 
LINDERS PETRIE. Illustrated by Tristram ELuis. J2-Zwo 
Volumes. Crown 8v0, 35. 6d. each. 

“A valuable addition to the literature of comparative folk-lore. The drawings are 
really illustrations in the literal sense of the word.’—Globe. 

‘Invaluable as a picture of life in Palestine and Egypt.’—Daily News. 

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. By 
W. M. FLINDERS PETRIE. With 120 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

‘In these lectures he displays rare skill in elucidating the development of 
decorative art in Egypt, and in tracing its influence on the art of other 
countries.’—Z7mes. 

C. W. Oman. A HISTORY OF THE ART OF WAR. 
Vol. .: The Middle Ages, from the Fourth to the Fourteenth 
Century. By C. W. Oman, M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford. 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 215. 

‘The book is based throughout upon a thorough study of the original sources, and 
will be an indispensable aid to all students of medizval history..—A theneum. 

‘The whole art of war in its historic evolution has never been treated on such an 
ample and comprehensive scale, and we question if any recent contribution to the 
exact history of the world has possessed greater and more enduring value.’—Daily 
Chronicle. 

8S. Baring Gould. THE TRAGEDY OF THE CASARS. 
With numerous Illustrations from Busts, Gems, Cameos, etc. By S. 
BaRine Goutp. fourth Edition. Royal 8vo, 155. 

‘A most splendid and fascinating book on a subject of undying interest. The great 
feature of the book is the use the author has made of the existing portraits of the 
Caesars, and the admirable critical subtlety he has exhibited in dealing with this 
line of research. It is brilliantly written, and the illustrations are supplied on a 
scale of profuse magnificence.’—Daily Chronicle. 

H. de B. Gibbins. INDUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES. By H. pr B. Gipsins, M.A., D.Litt. With 
5 Maps. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

EH. E. Egerton. A HISTORY OF BRITISH COLONIAL 
POLICY. By H. E. Eczrron, M.A. Demy 8vo. 125. 6d. 

‘It is a good book, distinguished by accuracy in detail, clear arrangement of facts, 
and a broad grasp of principles.’—Manchester Guardian. 

‘ Able, impartial, clear. . . . A most valuable volume.’—A theneumt.



Messrs. METHUEN’S LIsT 13 

Albert Sorel THE EASTERN QUESTION IN THE 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. By ALBerr Soret, of the French 
Academy. Translated by F. C. BRAMWELL, M.A., with an Intro- 
duction by R. C. L. FLetcuer, Fellow of “Magdalen College, 
Oxford. Witha Map. Crown 8vo. 45. 6d. 

‘The author's insight into the character and motives of the leading actors in the 
drama gives the work an interest uncommon in books based on similar material.’— 
Scotsman. 

C. H. Grinling. A HISTORY OF THE GREAT NORTHERN 
RAILWAY, 1845-95. By CHarLes H. GRINLING. With Maps 
and Illustrations. Demy 8vo. tos. 6d. 

‘ Admirably written, and crammed with interesting facts.’—Daily Mail. 
‘The only adequate history of a great English railway company that has as yet 

appeared.’—T7mes. 
‘Mr. Grinling has done for the history of the Great Northern what Macaulay did for 

English History. —The Engineer. 

A. Clark. THE COLLEGES OF OXFORD: Their History 
and their Traditions. By Members of the University. Edited by A. 
Cxiark, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Lincoln College. 8vo. 125. 6d. 

°A work which will certainly be appealed to for many years as the standard book on 
the Colleges of Oxford.’—A theneum. 

Perrens. THE HISTORY OF FLORENCE FROM 1434 
TO 1492. By F. T. PERRENS. 8vo. 125. 6d. 

A history of Florence under the domination of Cosimo, Piero, and Lorenzo de 
Medicis. 

J. Wells) A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. By J. WELLS, 
M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Wadham Coll., Oxford. With 4 Maps. 

Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. 
This book is intended for the Middle and Upper Forms of Public Schools and for 

Pass Students at the Universities. It contains copious Tables, etc. 
‘An original work written on an original plan, and with uncommon freshness and 

vigour.’— Speaker. 

O. Browning. A SHORT HISTORY OF MEDIAEVAL ITALY, 

A.D. 1250-1530. By Oscar BROWNING, Fellow and Tutor of King’s 

College, Cambridge. Second Edition. In Two Volumes. Crown 

8vo. 55. each, 

VoL. I. 1250-1409.—Guelphs and Ghibellines. 
VoL. Il, 1409-1530.—The Age of the Condottieri. 

‘Mr. Browning is to be congratulated on the production of a work of immense 
labour and learning.’—Westminster Gazette. 

OGrady. THE STORY OF IRELAND. By STANDISH 

O’GRApy, Author of ‘Finn and his Companions.’ Cv. 8v0. 25. 6d. 

‘Most delightful, most stimulating. Its racy humour, its original imaginings, 
make it one of the freshest, breeziest volumes.’—J/ethodist Times.
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Biography 

S. Baring Gould. THE LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONA- 
PARTE. By S. Barinc GouLD. With over 450 Illustrations in 
the Text and 12 Photogravure Plates. Large quarto. Guilt top. 36s. 

‘The best biography of Napoleon’ in our tongue, nor have the French as good a 
biographer of their hero. A book very nearly as good as Southey’s “‘ Life of 
Nelson.” ’—Manchester Guardian, 

‘The main feature of this gorgeous volume is its great wealth of beautiful photo- 
gravures and finely-executed wood engravings, constituting a complete pictorial 
chronicle of Napoleon I.’s personal history from the days of his early childhood 
at Ajaccio to the date of his second interment.’—Daily Telegraph. 

‘Nearly all the illustrations are real contributions to history.’— Westminster Gazette. 

Morris Fuller. THE LIFE AND WRITINGS OF JOHN 
DAVENANT, D.D. (1571-1641), Bishop of Salisbury. By Morris 
FuuLier, B.D. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

J. M. Rigg. ST. ANSELM OF CANTERBURY: A CHAPTER 
IN THE History OF RELIGION. ByJ.M. Ricc. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. 

Mr. Rigg has told the story of the life with scholarly ability, and has contributed 
an interesting chapter to the history of the Norman period.’—Dazly Chronicle. 

F. W. Joyce. THE LIFE OF SIR FREDERICK GORE 
OUSELEY. By F. W. Joycr, M.A. 7s. 6d. 

‘This book has been undertaken in quite the right spirit, and written with sympathy, 
insight, and considerable literary skill.’—Times. 

W. G. Collingwood. THE LIFE OF JOHN RUSKIN. By 
W. G. CoLLtincwoop, M.A. With Portraits, and 13 Drawings by 
Mr. Ruskin. Second Edition. 2vols. 8v0. 325. 

‘No more magnificent volumes have been published for a long time.’—Ties. 
‘It is long since we had a biography with such delights of substance and of form. 

Such a book is a pleasure for the day, and a joy for ever.’—Dazly Chronicle. 

C. Waldstein. JOHN RUSKIN. By CHARLES WALDSTEIN, 
M.A. With a Photogravure Portrait. Post 8vo. 55. 

‘A thoughtful and well-written criticism of Ruskin’s teaching.’—Daily Chronicle. 

A.M. F. Darmesteter. THE LIFEOF ERNEST RENAN, By 
MADAME DARMESTETER. With Portrait. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

‘A polished gem of biography, superior in its kind to any attempt that has been made 
of recent years in England. Madame Darmesteter has indeed written for English 
readers “‘ The Life of Ernest Renan.” ’—A theneum. : 

‘It is a fascinating and biographical and critical study, and an admirably finished 
work of literary art.’—Scotsman. 

‘It is interpenetrated with the dignity and charm, the mild, bright, classical grace of 
form and treatment that Renan himself so loved ; and it fulfils to the uttermost 
the delicate and difficult achievement it sets out to accomplish.’—Academy. 

W. H. Hutton. THE LIFE OF SIR THOMAS MORE. By 
W. H. Hurron, M.A. With Portraits. Crown 8vo. 55. 

‘ The book lays good claim to high rank among our biographies. It is excellently, 
even lovingly, written.’—Scotsman, ‘An excellent monograph.’—T77mes.
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Travel, Adventure and Topography 

H. H. Johnston. BRITISH CENTRAL AFRICA. By Sir 

H. H, Jounston, K.C.B. With nearly Two Hundred Illustrations, 

and Six Maps.. Second Edition. Crown 4to. 305. net. 

‘A fascinating book, written with equal skill and charm—the work at once of a 

literary artist and of a man of action who is singularly wise, brave, and experi- 

enced. It abounds in admirable sketches from pencil.’— Westminster Gazette. 

A delightful book . .. collecting within the covers of a single volume all that is 

known of this part of our African domains; The voluminous appendices are of 

extreme value.’—Manchester Guardian. 
‘The book takes front rank as a standard work by the one man competent to write 

it.—Daily Chronicle. 

L. Declee THREE YEARS IN SAVAGE AFRICA. By 

Lionet Drciz. With 100 Tllustrations and 5 Maps. Second 

Edition. Demy 8vo. ~ 215. 
A fine, full book.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 

 Abounding 1n thrilling adventures.’—Daily Telegraph. 

‘ His book is profusely illustrated, and its bright pages give a better general survey 

of Africa from the Cape to the Equator than any single volume that has yet been 

published.’—7Z7mes. 
‘A delightful book.’—Academy. 
Astonishingly frank. Every page deserves close attention.’—Literature. 

© Unquestionably one of the most interesting books of travel which have recently 

appeared.’—Standard. 
‘The honest impressions of a keen-eyed and intrepid traveller.’—Scotsman. 

‘ Appealing powerfully to the popular imagination.’—Globe. 

Henri of Orleans. FROM TONKIN TO.INDIA. By PRINCE 

Henri of ORLEANS. Translated by Haminy Bent, M.A. With 

100 Illustrations and a Map. Crown 4to, gilt top. 255. 

©A welcome contribution to our knowledge. The narrative is full and interesting, 

and the appendices give the work a substantial value.’ — Times. 

‘The Prince's travels are of real importance . . . his services to geography have been 

considerable, The volume is beautifully illustrated.’—A theneum. 

R. §. 8. Baden-Powell. THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH. 

A Diary of Life in Ashanti, 1895. By Colonel BADEN-POWELL. 

With 21 Illustrations and a Map. Cheaper Edition. Large Crown 

8v0. 65. 
“A compact, faithful, most readable record of the campaign.’—Daily News. 

R.8. 8. Baden-Powell. THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN, 1896. 

By Colonel BADEN-POWELL. With nearly 100 Illustrations. Cheaper 

Edition. Large Crown 8vo. 6s. 

© Asa straightforward account of a great deal of plucky work unpretentiously done, 

this book is well worth reading.’ —Zsmes. 

8. L. Hinde. THE FALL OF THE CONGO ARABS. By 

SL. Hinpr. With Plans, ete. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

“The book is full of good things, and of sustained interest.’—Sz, James's Gazette. 

“A graphic sketch of one of the most exciting and important episodes in the struggle 

for supremacy in Central Africa between the Arabs and their European rivals.’'— 

"imies.
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A. &t. H. Gibbons. EXPLORATION AND HUNTING IN 
CENTRAL AFRICA. By Major A. Sr. H. Ginzons, F.R.G.S. 
With 8 full-page Illustrations by C. WHYMPER, 25 Photographs and 
Maps. Demy 8vo. 155. : 

‘His book isa grand record of quiet, unassuming, tactful resolution. His adven- 
tures were as various as his sporting exploits were exciting.’—Times. 

-E.H. Alderson. WITH THE MOUNTED INFANTRY AND 
MASHONALAND FIELD FORCE, 1896. By Lieut.-Colonel 
ALDERSON. With numerous IIlustrationsand Plans. Demy8vo. 105.6d. 

‘An interesting contribution to the story of the British Empire’s growth.’—Daily 
News. 

‘A clear, vigorous, and soldier-like narrative.’—Scotsman. 

Seymour Vandeleur. CAMPAIGNING ON THE UPPER 
NILE AND NIGER. By Lieut. SeEyMouR VANDELEUR. With 
an Introduction by Sir G. Gorpre, K.C.M.G. With 4 Maps, 
Illustrations, and Plans. Large Crown 8vo. tos. 6d. 

Upon the African question there is no book procurable which contains so much of 
value as this one.’—Guardian. 

Lord Fincastle. A FRONTIER CAMPAIGN. By the Viscount 
FINCASTLE, V.C., and Lieut. P..C. ELLiorT-LocKHART. With a 
Map and 16 Illustrations, Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 63., 

“An admirable book, combining in a volume a piece of pleasant reading for the 
general reader, and a really valuable treatise on frontier war.’—A thenaust. 

J. K. Trotter. THE NIGER SOURCES. By Colonel J. K. 
TROTTER, R.A. With a Map and Illustrations. Crowz 8v0. 55. 

‘A most interesting as well as a lucidly and modestly written book.’—Spectator. 

Michael Davitt. LIFE AND PROGRESS IN AUSTRAL- 
ASIA. By MicHAEL Davitt, M.P. With 2 Maps. Crow 8vo. 
6s. 500 pp. 

‘An interesting and suggestive work.’—Dazly Chronicle. 
‘Contains an astonishing amount of practical information.’—Daily Mail. 
‘One of the most valuable contributions to our store of Imperial literature that has 

been published for a very long time.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 

W. Crooke. THE NORTH-WESTERN PROVINCES OF 
INDIA: TurIrR ETHNOLOGY AND ADMINISTRATION. By W. 
CROOKE. With Maps and Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

‘A carefully and well-written account of one of the most important provinces of the 
Empire. Mr. Crooke deals with the land in its physical aspect, the province 
under Hindoo and Mussulman rule, under British rule, its ethnology and sociology, 
its religious and social life, the land and its settlement, and the native peasant. 
The illustrations are good, and the map is excellent.’—Manchester Guardian. 

A. Boisragon. THE BENIN MASSACRE. By Caprain 
BoIsRaGon. Second Edition. Crown 8v0. 35. 62. 

‘Ifthe story had been written four hundred years ago it would be read to-day as an 
English classic.’—Scotsman. 

‘If anything could enhance the horror and the pathos of this remarkable book it is 
the simple style of the author, who writes as he would talk, unconscious of his 
own heroism, with an artlessness which is the highest art.'—Pal/ Mall Gazette.
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B.S. Cowper. THE HILL OF THE GRACES: or, THE GREAT 
Sronm TEMPLES OF TRIPOLI. By H. S. Cowper, F.S.A. With 

Maps, Plans, and 75 Illustrations. Demy 8v0. 10s. 6d. 

Forms a valuable chapter of what has now become quite a large and important 

branch of antiquarian research.’—T7zmes. 

W. Kinnaird Rose. WITH THE GREEKS IN THESSALY. 

By W. Kinnatrp Ross, Reuter’s Correspondent. ‘With Plans and 

23 Illustrations. Crown 8v0. 65. 

W.B. Worsfold. SOUTH AFRICA. By W. B. Worsroxp, 
M.A. Witha Map. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A monumental work compressed into a very moderate compass.’—MWorld. 

Naval and Military 

G. W. Steevens. NAVAL POLICY: By. G. W. STEEVENS. 

Demy 8vo. 65. 
This book is a description of the British and other more important navies of the world, 

with a sketch of the lines on which our naval policy might possibly be developed. 

‘ An extremely able and interesting work.’—Daily Chronicle. 

D, Hannay. A SHORT HISTORY OF THE ROYAL NAVY, 

From EARLY TIMES TO THE PRESENT Day. By Davip Hannay. 

Illustrated. 2 Vols. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. cach. Vol. I., 1200-1688. 

‘We read it from cover to cover at a sitting, and those who go to it for a lively and 

brisk picture of the past, with all its faults and its grandeur, will not be disappointed. 

The historian is endowed with literary skill and style.’—S. tandard. 

‘We can warmly recommend Mr. Hannay’s volume to any intelligent student of 

naval history. Great as is the merit of Mr. Hannay’s historical narrative, the 

merit of his strategic exposition is even greater. —TJimes. 

C. Cooper King. THE STORY OF THE BRITISH ARMY. By 

Colonel Coorer KinG, Illustrated. Demy 8v0. 7s. 6d. 

‘An authoritative and accurate story of England’s military progress.’—Daily Mait. 

‘This handy volume contains, in a compendious form, a brief but adequate sketch of 

the story of the British army.’—Dai/y News. 

R. Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 

Drake, Cavendish), By ROBERT SourHuey, Edited, with an 

Introduction, by DAvip Hannay. Second Edition. Crown 8v0. 65. 

 Admirable and well-told stories of our naval history.’ Army and Navy Gazette. 

A brave, inspiriting book.’—Black and White. 

W. Clark Russell. THE LIFE OF ADMIRAL LORD COL- 

LINGWOOD, By W. Ciark RussELL, With Illustrations by 

F. BRANGWYN. Zhird Edition. Crown 8vo. Os. 

“4 book which we should like to see in the hands of every boy in the country.'— 

St. James's Gazette. ‘A really good book.’—Saturday Review. 

E. L. §. Horsburgh, THE CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO. 

By E. L. S. Horspureu, B.A. With Plans.. Crown 8vo. 55. 

‘A brilliant essay—simple, sound, and thorough.’—Daily Chronicle. 

A 3
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H.B. George. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HISTORY. By H.B. 
GrorcE, M.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford. With numerous ~ 
Plans. Zhird Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Mr. George has undertaken a very useful task—that of making military affairs in- 
telligible and instructive to non-military readers—and has executed it with laud- 
able intelligence and industry, and with a large measure of success.’—Times. 

General Literature 
8. Baring Gould. OLD COUNTRY LIFE. By S. Barinc 

GouLD. With Sixty-seven Illustrations. Large Crown 8v0. Fifth 
Edition. 6s. 

‘Old Country Life,” as healthy wholesome reading, full of breezy life and move- 
ment, full of quaint stories vigorously told, will not be excelled by any book to be 
published throughout the year. Sound, hearty, and English to the core.’— World. 

8. Baring Gould. HISTORIC ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. ByS. BarInGGouLp. fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A collection of exciting and entertaining chapters. The whole volume is delightful 
reading.’—Times. 

S. Baring Gould. FREAKS OF FANATICISM. ByS. BARING 
GouLD. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A perfectly fascinating book.’—Scottish Leader. 

S. Baring Gould. A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG: 
English Folk Songs with their Traditional Melodies. Collected and 
arranged by S. BaRiInG GouLD and H. F. SHEPPARD. Demy to. 65. 

8. Baring Gould. SONGS OF THE WEST: Traditional 
Ballads and Songs of the West of England, with their Melodies. 
Collected by S. Barinc GouLp, M.A., and H. F. SHEPPARD, 
M.A. In 4 Parts. Parts ., £1., LIL, 3s. each. Part 1V., 5s. 
In one Vol., French morocco, 155. 

‘A rich collection of humour, pathos, grace, and poetic fancy.’—Saturday Review. 

8. Baring Gould. YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. ByS. BARING GouLD. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
6s. 

S. Baring Gould. STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER- 
STITIONS. By S. BARING GOULD. Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 
6s. 

S. Baring Gould. THE DESERTS OF SOUTHERN 
FRANCE. By S. Barinc:GouLp. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 32s. 

Cotton Minchin. OLD HARROW DAYS. By J. G. CoTron 
MINCHIN. Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 55. 

‘This book is an admirable record.’—Daily Chronicle.
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W. E. Gladstone. THE SPEECHES OF THE RT. HON. 
W. E. GLADSTONE, M.P. Edited by A. W. Hutton, M.A., 
and H. J. Couzn, M.A. With Portraits. Demy 8vo. Vols. LX. 
and X, 12s. 6d. each. 

E. V. Zenker. ANARCHISM. By E. V. ZENKER. Demy 8vo. 
45. Oa: 

* Well-written, and full of shrewd comments.’—The Speaker. 
‘ Herr Zenker has succeeded in producing a careful and critical history of the growth 

- Anarchist theory. He is to be congratulated upon a really interesting work.’— 
tterature. 

H. G. Hutchinson. THE GOLFING PILGRIM. By Horace 
G. HUTCHINSON. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ Full of useful information with plenty of good stories.’—T7wth, 
‘ Without this book the golfer’s library will be incomplete. —Pal/? Mall Gazette. 
‘We can recommend few books as better company.’—S¢. Jases’s Gazette. 
‘It will charm all golfers.’— 7zmes. 
‘Decidedly pleasant reading.’—A thenceeunt. 

J. Wells. OXFORD AND OXFORD LIFE. By Members of 
the University. Edited by J. WELLS, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of 
Wadham College. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. 

“We congratulate Mr. Wells on the production of a readable and intelligent account 
of Oxford as it is at the present time, written by persons who are possessed of a 
close acquaintance with the system and life of the University.’ Atheneum. 

J. Wells. OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. ByJ.WELLS,M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham College. Illustrated by E. H. NEw. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 38. Leather. 35. Od. net. 

‘An admirable and accurate little treatise, attractively illustrated.’—Wor/d. 
“A luminous and tasteful little volame.’—Daily Chronicle. 
‘Exactly what the intelligent visitor wants.’"—Glasgow Herald. 

Cc. G. Robertson. VOCES ACADEMIC. By C. GRANT 
RoBertson, M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford. Wath a Frontis- 
piece, Pott. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

‘ Decidedly clever and amusing.’—A theneunt. 
“A clever and entertaining little book.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 

L. Whibley. GREEK OLIGARCHIES : THEIR ORGANISA- 
TION AND CHARACTER. By L. Wuisiey, M.A., Fellow 
of Pembroke College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo. 65. 

‘An exceedingly useful handbook: a careful and well-arranged study.’—Times. 

L. L. Price. ECONOMIC SCIENCE AND PRACTICE. 
By L. L. Price, M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. Crown 
8v0. 6s. 

J. 8. Shedlock, THE PIANOFORTE SONATA: Its Origin 
and Development. By J.S. SHEDLOCK. Cvown 8vo. 435. 

‘This work should be in the possession of every musician and amateur. A concise 
and lucid history and a very valuable work for reference.’—A theneum. 

E. M. Bowden. THE EXAMPLE OF BUDDHA: Being Quota- 
tions from Buddhist Literature for each Day in the Year. Compiled 
by E. M. BowpDEN. Third Edition. 16mo. 25. 6d.
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Science and Technology 
Freudenreich,h DAIRY BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual 

for the Use of Students. By Dr. Ep. von FREUDENREICH. 
Translated by J. R. AINSWORTH Davis, B.A. Crown 8v0. 25. 6d. 

Chalmers Mitchell. OUTLINES OF BIOLOGY By P. 
CHALMERS MITCHELL, M.A., J/lustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A text-book designed to cover the new Schedule issued by the Royal College of 
Physicians and Surgeons. 

G,Massee. A MONOGRAPH OF THE MYXOGASTRES. By 
GEORGE MaAssEE. With 12 Coloured Plates. Royal 8vo. 185. net. 

‘A work much in advance of any book in the ianguage treating of this group of 
organisms. Indispensable to every student of the Myxogastres.’—Wature. 

Stephenson and Suddards. ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR 
WOVEN FABRICS. By C. SrepHENson, of The Technical 
College, Bradford, and F. SuppArbs, of The Vorkshire College, 
Leeds. With 65 full-page plates. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. 

‘The book is very ably done, displaying an intimate knowledge of principles, good 
taste, and the faculty of clear exposition. —Vorkshire Post, 

TEXT-BOOKS OF TECHNOLOGY. 
Edited by Prorrssors GARNETT and WERTHEIMER. 

HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. By J. A. E. Woop. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 1s. 6d. 

A text-book for students preparing for the City and Guilds examination, based on 
the syllabus. The diagrams are numerous. 

‘Though primarily intended for students, Miss Wood’s dainty little manual may be 
"consulted with advantage by any girls who want to make their own frocks. The 

directions are simple and clear, and the diagrams very helpful.’—Literature. 
‘A splendid little book,’—Zvening News. 

Philosophy 
L. T. Hobhouse. THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. By 

L. T. Hosuouss, Fellow of C.C.C, Oxford. Demy 8vo. 215. ~ 
‘The most important contribution to English philosophy since the publication of Mr. 

Bradley’s “ Appearance and Reality.” ’—Glasgow Herald. 
‘A brilliantly written volume.’—7imes. 

W. 4H. Fairbrother. THE PHILOSOPHY OF T. H. GREEN, 
By W. H. Farrsroruer, M.A. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. 

‘In every way an admirable book.’—Glasgow Herald. 

F. W. Bussell. THE SCHOOL OF PLATO. By F. W. 
BussELL, D.D., Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. Demy 8vo. 
Ios. 6a. 

‘ Ahighly valuable contribution to the history of ancient thought.’ —Glasgow Herald. 
‘A clever and stimulating book,—Jfanchester Guardian,
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F.S. Granger. THE WORSHIP OF THE ROMANS. By 

F. S. GRanceEr, M.A., Litt.D., Professor of Philosophy at Univer- 

sity College, Nottingham. Crown 8v0, 6s. 

A scholarly analysis of the religious ceremonies, beliefs, and superstitions of ancient 

Rome, conducted in the new light of comparative anthropology.’— Times. 

Theology 
‘handbooks ot Theology. 

General Editor, A. Ropmrtson, D.D., Principal of King’s College, 
London. 

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE CHURCH OF ENG- 

LAND. Edited with an Introduction by E. C. S. Grzson, D.D., 

Vicar of Leeds, late Principal of Wells Theological College. Second 

and Cheaper Edition in One Volume. Demy 8vo. 125, 6d. 

‘Dr. Gibson is a master of clear and orderly exposition. And he has in a high 

degree a quality very necessary, but rarely found, in commentators on this topic, 

that of absolute fairness. His book is pre-eminently honest.’—Z7mes. 

After a survey of the whole book, we can bear witness to the transparent honesty 

of purpose, evident industry, and clearness of style which mark its contents. 

They maintain throughout a very high level of doctrine and tone.’ —Guardian, 

‘The most convenient and most acceptable commentary.’—E-xfostiory Times. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF RELIGION. 

By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D., Principal of Bishop Hatfield’s 

Hall. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

©Dr. Jevons has written a notable work, which we can strongly recommend to the 

serious attention of theologians and anthropologists. —AZanchester Guardian. 

©The merit of this book lies in the penetration, the singular acuteness and force of the 

author’s judgment. He isat once critical and luminous, at once just and suggestive. 

A comprehensive and thorough book.’—Birmingham Post. 

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCARNATION. By R. L. 

OT?Ey, M.A, late fellow of Magdalen College, Oxon.,and Principal 

of Pusey House. 22 Two Volumes. Demy 8vo. 155. 

‘Learned and reverent : lucid and well arranged.’—Xecord. 

©A clear and remarkably full account of the main currents of speculation. Scholarly 

precision... genuine tolerance... intense interest in his subject—are Mr. 

Ottley’s merits. —Guardian. 

The Churchman’s Library. 
Edited by J. H. BURN, B.D. 

THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. By 

W. E. Cotiins, M.A., Professor of Ecclesiastical History at King’s 

College, London. With Map: Crows 8v0. 35. 6d. 

An investigation in detail, based upon original authorities, of the begianings of the 

English Church, with a careful account of earlier Celtic Christianity. Some very 

full appendices treat of a number of special subjects. 

An excellent example of thorough and fresh historical work.’ —Guardian. 

SOME NEW TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. By ARTHUR 

Wricut, Fellow of Queen’s College, Cambridge. Crown 8v0. 65. 

‘Bold and outspoken; earnest and reverent,’—Glasgow Herald.
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S. BR. Driver. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS CONNECTED 
WITH THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. R. Driver, D.D., 
Canon of Christ Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the Uni- 
versity of Oxford. Crown 8v0. 6s. 

‘A welcome companion to the author’s famous ‘ Introduction.’.—Guardian. 

T. K. Cheyne. FOUNDERS OF OLD TESTAMENT CRITI- 
CISM. By T. K. Curyne, D.D., Oriel Professor at Oxford. 
Large crown 8vo. 75. 6d. 

A historical sketch of O. T. Criticism. 
‘A very learned and instructive work.’—Tiwies. 

H. H. Henson. DISCIPLINE AND LAW. By H. HENSLEY 
Henson, B.D., Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford ; Incumbent of St. 
Mary’s Hospital, Ilford; Chaplain to the Bishop of St. Albans. 
Ficap. 8v0. 25. 6d. 

‘An admirable little volume of Lent addresses. We warmly commend the general 
drift of Mr. Henson’s book.’—Guardian. 

H. H. Henson, LIGHT AND LEAVEN: HISTORICAL AND 
SoctaL SERMONS. By H. HENsLEy Henson, M.A. Crown 8vo. 
6s. 

‘They are always reasonable as well as vigorous.’—Scotssan. 

W. H. Bennett. A PRIMER OF THE BIBLE. By Prof. 
W. HH. BENNETT. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 2:5. 6d. 

‘The work of an honest, fearless, and sound critic, and an excellent guide in a small 
compass to the books of the Bible.'—Maunchester Guardian, 

‘A unique primer.’—Zuglish Churchman. 

C.H. Prior. CAMBRIDGE SERMONS. Edited by C.H. PRior, 
M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Pembroke College. Cvown 8vo. 6s. 

A volume of sermons preached before the University of Cambridge by various 
preachers, including the late Archbishop of Canterbury and Bishop Westcott. 

Cecilia Robinson. THE MINISTRY OF DEACONESSES. 
By Deaconess CecILIA ROBINSON. With an Introduction by the 
Lord Bishop of Winchester and an Appendix by Professor ARMITAGE 
RoBINsoN. Crow 8vo. 35. 6d. 

‘A learned and interesting book, combining with no ordinary skill the authority of 
aunee research with the practical utility of a descriptive manual of parish work.’ 
—Scotsman. 

E. B. Layard. RELIGION IN BOYHOOD. Notes on the 
Religious Training of Boys. By E. B. Layarp, M.A. 180. Is. 

W. Yorke Fausset. THE DE CATECHIZANDIS 
RUDIBUS OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited, with Introduction, 
Notes, etc., by W. YORKE FaussetT, M.A. Crown 8vo0. 35. 6d. 

An edition of a Treatise on the Essentials Wer Christian Doctrine, and the best 
methods of impressing them on candidates for baptism. 

F. Weston. THE HOLY SACRIFICE. By F. Weston, M.A,, 
Curate of St. Matthew’s, Westminster. ott 8vo. Is. 

A small volume of devotions at the Holy Communion, especially adapted to the 
needs of servers and those who do not communicate.
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A Kempis. THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. By THomas A 
Kemris. With an Introduction by DEAN Farrar. Illustrated by 
C. M. GERg, and printed in black and red. Second Edition. Frap. 
8vo. Buckram. 35. 6d. Padded morocco, 5s. 

‘Amongst all the innumerable English editions of the ‘‘ Imitation,” there can have 
been few which were prettier than this one, printed in strong and handsome type, 
with all the glory of red initials.’—Glasgow Herald. 

J. Keble. THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By JOHN KEBLE. Withan 
Introduction and Notes by W. Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 
Ireland Professor at Oxford. Illustrated by R. ANNING BELL. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Buckram,. 35. 6d, Padded morocco, 55. 

‘The present edition is annotated with all the care and insight to be expected from. 
Mr. Lock. The progress and circumstances of its composition are detailed in the 
Introduction. There is an interesting Appendix on the mss. of the ‘‘ Christian 
Year,” and another giving the order in which the poems were written. A ‘‘ Short 
Analysis of the Thought” is prefixed to each, and any difficulty in the text is ex- 
plained in a note.’—Guardian. 

The Library of Devotion. 

Pott 8vo. 25.; leather, 2s. 6d. net. 

© This series is excellent..—TurE BisHor or LonDoN. 
‘A very delightful edition.’—TueE Bisnop oF BATH AND WELLS. 
‘Well worth the attention of the Clergy.—TuE Bisuop or LICHFIELD. 
‘The new ‘‘ Library of Devotion ” is excellent..—THE BisHop oF PETERBOROUGH. 
© Charming.’—Record. 
‘Delightful..—Church Bells. 

THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Newly 

Translated, with an Introduction and Notes, by C. Biec, D.D., 

late Student of Christ Church. 
‘The translation is an excellent piece of English, and the introduction is a masterly 

exposition. We augur well of a series which begins so satisfactorily.’—Tvmes. 

©No translation has appeared in so convenient a form, and none, we think, evidenc- 

ing so true, so delicate, so feeling a touch.’—Birminghaim Post. 
‘Dr. Bigg has made a new and vigorous translation, and has enriched the text with 

a luminous introduction and pithy notes,’—Speaker. 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By JoHN KEBLE. With Intro- 

duction and Notes by WattreR Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble 

College, Ireland Professor at Oxford. 
‘No prettier book could be desired.’—Manchester Guardian, _ , 
©The volume is very prettily bound and printed, and may fairly claim to be an 

advance on any previous editions.’ —Guardian. ; i 

‘The introduction is admirable, and admirers of Keble will be greatly interested in 

the chronological list of the poems.’—Bookman.' 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Revised Translation, 
with an Introduction, by C. Bice, D.D., late Student of Christ 

Church. 
Dr. Bigg has made a practically new translation of this book, which the reader will 

have, almost for the first time, exactly in the shape in which it left the hands of 

the author. 
The text is at once scholarly in its faithful reproduction in English of the sonorous 

Church Latin in which the original is composed, and popular in the sense of being 

simple-and intelligible.’—.Scotsmaz.
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Leaders of Religion 
Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A. With Portraits, crown 8v0. 35. 6d. 

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious 
life and thought of all ages and countries. 

The following are ready— 
CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. Hutton. 
JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. OvERToN, M.A. 
BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. W. DANIEL, M.A. 
CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. Hutton, M.A. 
CHARLES SIMEON. By H.C. G. MouLg, D.D. 
JOHN KEBLE. By WALTER Lock, D.D. 
THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs: OLIPHANT. 
LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R.L. OTTLEY, M.A. 
AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. By E. L. Cutts, D.D. 
WILLIAM LAUD. By W.H. Hutrovn, B.D. 
JOHN KNOX. By F. M‘Cunn. 
JOHN HOWE. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 
BISHOP KEN. By F. A. CLARKE, M.A, 
GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER. By T. HopeckKIn, D.C.L. 
JOHN DONNE. By Aucustus Jrssopp, D.D. 
THOMAS CRANMER. By A.J. Mason. 

Other volumes will be announced in due course. 

Fiction 
SIX SHILLING NOVELS 

Marie Corelli's Novels 
Crown 8vo. 6s. each. 

A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. L£ighteenth Edition. 
VENDETTA. Fourteenth Edition. 
THELMA. Mineteenth Edition. 
ARDATH. Eleventh Edition. 
THE SOUL OF LILITH WMinth Edition. 
WORMWOOD. Winth Edition. 
BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE WORLD’S TRAGEDY 

Thirty-second Edition. 
‘The tender reverence of the treatment and the imaginative beauty of the writing 

have reconciled us to the daring of the conception, and the conviction is forced on 
us that even so exalted a subject cannot be made too familiar to us, provided it be 
presented in the true spirit of Christian faith. The amplifications of the Scripture 
narrative are often conceived with high poetic insight, and this ‘‘ Dream of the 
World’s Tragedy” is a lofty and not inadequate paraphrase of the supreme 
climax of the inspired narrative.’—Dudlin Review, 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Thirty-ninth Edition. 
‘A very powerful piece of work. . . . The conception is magnificent, and is likely 

to win an abiding place within the memory of man. . . . The author has immense 
command of language, and a limitless audacity. . . . This interesting and re- 
markable romance will live long after much of the ephemeral literature of the day 
is forgotten. . . . A literary phenomenon . . . novei, and even sublime.’—W. T. 
Sreap in the Review of Reviews.
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Anthony Hope’s Novels 
Crown 8vo. 6s. each. 

THE GOD IN THE CAR. Eighth Edition. 
‘A very remarkable book, deserving of critical analysis impossible within our limit ; 

brilliant, but not superficial ; well considered, but not elaborated ; constructed 
with the proverbial art that conceals, but yet allows itself to be enjoyed by readers 
to whom fine literary method is a keen pleasure.’— The World. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Fifth Edition. 
‘A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to human nature. The characters are traced 

with a masterly hand.’—77zes. 

A MAN OF MARK. fourth Edition. 
‘Of. all Mr. Hope’s books, ‘* A Man of Mark” is the one which best compares with 

‘The Prisoner of Zenda.” ’—National Observer. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNTANTONIO. Third Edition. 
‘It is a perfectly enchanting story of love and chivalry, and pure romance. The 

Count is the most constant, desperate, and modest and tender of lovers, a peerless 
gentleman, an intrepid fighter, a faithful friend, and a magnanimous foe.’— 
Guardian. 

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. MILLAR. Third Edition. 
‘The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with vitality, stirring the blood, and humorously, 

dashingly told.’—S#. James's Gazette. 
‘A story of adventure, every page of which is palpitating with action.’— Speaker. 
‘From cover to cover ‘‘ Phroso” not only engages the attention, but carries the reader 

in little whirls of delight from adventure to adventure.’—A cademy. 

SIMON DALE. By AntTHoNny Hopr. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

«Simon Dale” is one of the best historical romances that have been written for a 
long while.’—S¢. James's Gazette. 

‘A bright and gallant story.’—Graphic. 
‘A brilliant novel. The story is rapid and most excellently told. As for the hero, 

he is a perfect hero of romance—he is brave, witty, adventurous, and a good 
lover.’—A theneur. 

‘There is searching analysis of human nature, with a most ingeniously constructed 
plot. Mr. Hope has drawn the contrasts of his women with marvellous subtlety 
and delicacy. This love-story of 200 years ago makes the man and the woman 
live again.’—T777xes. 

8. Baring Gould’s Novels 
Crown 8vo. 6s. each. 

‘To say that a book is by the author of ‘‘ Mehalah” is to imply that it contains a 
story cast on strong lines, containing dramatic possibilities, vivid and sympathetic 
descriptions of Nature, and a wealth of ingenious imagery.’—Speaker. 

‘That whatever Mr. Baring Gould writes is well worth reading, is a conclusion that 
may be very generally accepted. His views of life are fresh and vigorous, his 
language pointed and characteristic, the incidents of which he makes use are 
striking and original, his characters are life-like, and though somewhat excep- 
tional people, are drawn and coloured with artistic force. Add to this that his 
descriptions of scenes and scenery are painted with the loving eyes and skilled 
hands of a master of his art, that he is always fresh and never dull, and it is 
no wonder that readers have gained confidence in his power of amusing and 
satisfying them, and that year by year his popularity widens.’—Coust Circular, 

ARMINELL. fourth Edition. 

URITH. Fifth Edition. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Sitvth Edition. 

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN,. Fourth Edition.
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CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edstion, 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fourth Edition. 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third Edition. 
JACQUETTA. Third Edvtion. 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. 
NOEMI. Illustrated by R. C. WoopvILLE. Third Edition, 
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. _ IIlustrated by F Dapp. Fourts 

Edition. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third Edition. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated by F. Dapp. Second 

Edition, 

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Gilbert Parker’s Novels 
Crown 8vo. 6s. each. 

PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. Fourth Edition. 
‘Stories happily conceived and finely executed. ‘There is strength and genius in Mr. 

Parker's style.’—Daily Telegraph. 

MRS. FALCHION. Fourth Edition. 
‘A splendid study of character.’—A theneum. 
‘ But little behind anything that has been done by any writer of our time.’—Pad/ 

Mall Gazette. ‘A very striking and admirable novel.’—Sz. James's Gazette. 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

‘The plot is original and one difficult to work out; but Mr. Parker has done it with great skill and delicacy. The reader who is not interested in this original, fresh, 
and well-told tale must be a dull person indeed.’—Dazily Chronicle. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Jlustrated. Sixth Edition. 
‘A rousing and dramatic tale. A book like this, in which swords flash, great sur- prises are undertaken, and daring deeds done, in which men and women live and 

love in the old passionate way, isa joy inexpressible .,— Daily Chronicle. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC: The Story of 

a Lost Napoleon. fourth Edition. 
‘Here we find romance—real, breathing, livingromance. The character of Valmond 

is drawn unerringly. The book must be read, we may say re-read, for any one 
thoroughly to appreciate Mr. Parker’s delicate touch and innate sympathy with 
humanity.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: The Last Adven- 
tures of ‘Pretty Pierre.’ Second Edztion. 

‘The present book is full of fine and moving stories of the great North, and it will 
add to Mr. Parker’s already high reputation.’—Glasgow Herald, 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Jlustrated. Ninth Edttion. 
‘The best thing he has done; one of the best things that any one has done lately.’— 

St. James's Gazette. 
‘Mr. Parker seems to become stronger and easier with every serious novel that he 

attempts. He shows the matured power which his former novels have led us to expect, and has produced a really fine historical novel.’—A theneum. ‘A great book.’—Black and White. 
‘One of the strongest stories of historical interest and adventure that wehave read 

for many a day. .. . A notable and successful book.’—Steaker.
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THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. Second Edition. 35. 6d. 
‘Living, breathing romance, genuine and unforced pathos, and a deeper and more 

subtle knowledge of human nature than Mr, Parker has ever displayed before. 
It is, in a word, the work of a true artist. —Pall Madi Gazette. 

  

Conan Doyle ROUND THE RED LAMP. By A. Conan 

Dove. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘The book is far and away the best view that has been vouchsafed us behind the 

scenes of the consulting-room.’—J//ustrated London News. 

Stanley Weyman. UNDER THE RED ROBE. By STANLEY 

WEYMAN, Author of ‘A Gentleman of France.’ With Illustrations 

by R. C. Woodville. Fourteenth Edition, Crown 8v0. 6s. 
©A book of which we have read every word for the sheer pleasure of reading, and 

which we put down with a pang that we cannot forget it all and start again.’— 

Westminster Gazette. 
‘Every one who reads books at all must read this thrilling romance, from the first 

page of which to the last the breathless reader is haled along. An inspiration of 

manliness and courage.’—Daily Chronicle. 

Lucas “Malet. THE WAGES OF SIN. By Lucas 
MALet. TZhirteenth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Lucas Malet. THE CARISSIMA. By Lucas MALET, 
Author of ‘The Wages of Sin,’ etc. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 65. 

g. BR. Crockett. LOCHINVAR. By S. R. CRocKETT, Author 
of ‘The Raiders,’ etc. Illustrated. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Full of gallantry and pathos, of the clash of arms, and brightened by episodes of 

humour and love... . Mr. Crockett has never written a stronger or better book.’ 

—Westminster Gazette. 

S$. BR. Crockett. THE STANDARD BEARER. By S. R. 

CROCKETT. Crown 8v0. 65. 
A delightful tale in his best style.’—Speaker. 
‘Mr. Crockett at his best.’—Litevature. 
‘ Enjoyable and.of absorbing interest.’—Scotsman. 

Arthur Morrison. TALES OF MEAN STREETS. By ARTHUR 
Morrison. Jifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 65. 

“Told with consummate art and extraordinary detail. In the true humanity of the 

book lies its justification, the permanence of its interest, and its indubitable 

triumph.’—A theneum. 
‘A great book. The author's method is amazingly effective, and produces a thrilling 

sense of reality. The writer lays upon us a master hand. The book is simply 

appalling and irresistible in its interest. It is humorous also; without humour 

it would not make the mark it is certain to make.’—Wordd. 

Arthur Morrison, A CHILD OF THE JAGO. By ARTHUR 
Morrison. Zhird Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘The book is a masterpiece.’—Pald Mall Gazette. 

‘Told with great vigour and powerful simplicity.’—A theneum.
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Mrs. Clifford. A FLASH OF SUMMER. By Mrs. W. K. Curr- 
FORD, Author of ‘Aunt Anne,’ etc. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 65. 

‘The story is a very beautiful one, exquisitely told.’—Speaker. 

Emily Lawless. HURRISH. By the Honble. Eminty Law- 
LEss, Author of ‘Maelcho,’ etc. Fifth Edition. Crown 8v0. 6s. 

Emily Lawless. MAELCHO: a Sixteenth Century Romance. 
By the Honble. Emity LAwLess, Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A really great book.’—Stectator. 
‘There is no keener pleasure in life than the recognition of genius. A piece of worl of the first order, which we do not hesitate to describe as one of the most remarkable literary achievements of this generation.'—Manchester Guardian. 

Emily Lawless. TRAITS AND CONFIDENCES. By The 
Honble. Emiry LAWLeEss. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A very charming little volume. A book which cannot be read without pleasure and profit, written in excellent English, full of delicate spirit, and a keen appreciation of nature, human and inanimate.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 

Jane Barlow. A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. By JANE 
Bartow, Author of ‘Irish Idylls.’ Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Vivid and singularly real.'—Scotsman. 

J. H. Findlater. THE GREEN GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. 
By Jane H. FINDLaTER. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A powerful and vivid story.’— Standard. 
“A beautiful story, sad and strange as truth itself.'—Vanity Fair. ‘ A very charming and pathetic tale. —Pad/ Mall Gazette. 
‘ A singularly original, clever, and beautiful story. —Guardian. ‘Reveals to us a new writer of undoubted faculty and reserve force.’—Sfectator. ‘An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting, and beautiful.’—B/ack and White. 

J. H. Findlater. A DAUGHTER OF STRIFE. By Jane 
HELEN FINDLATER. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A story of strong human interest.’—Scotsman. 
‘ Her thought has solidity and maturity.’—Dazly Mail. 

Mary Findlater. OVER THE HILLS. By Mary FINDLATER, 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ A strong and fascinating piece of work.’—Scotsman. 
‘ A charming romance, and full of incident. ‘The book is fresh and strong.'—Speaker. ‘Will make the author’s name loved in many a household.’—Literary World, “A strong and wise book of deep insight and unflinching truth.’ —Birmingham Post. 

H. G. Wells. THE STOLEN BACILLUS, and other Stories. 
By H. G. Writs. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 65. 

‘They are the impressions of a very striking imagination, which, it would seem, has a great deal within its reach.’—Saturday Review. :
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H. G. Wells, -THE PLATTNER STORY anp OTHERs. By H. 
G. WELLS. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Weird and mysterious, they seem to hold the reader as by a magic spell.’ Scotsman. 
“No volume has appeared for a long time so likely to give equal pleasure to the 

simplest reader and to the most fastidious critic.’—Acadezzy. 

Sara Jeanette Duncan. A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 
By Sara JEANETTE DuNcAN, Author of ‘An American Girl in 
London.’ Illustrated. TZhzrd Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Humour, pure and spontaneous and irresistible.—Daily Mail. 
‘A most delightfully bright book.’—Daily Telegraph. 

_ ‘Mminently amusing and entertaining.’—Oxtlook. 
‘The dialogue is full of wit.’—Globe. 
‘Laughter lurks in every page.’—Daily News. 

E. F. Benson, DODO: A DETAIL OF THE DAY. By E. F. 
BENSON. Szxteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

‘A delightfully witty sketch of society.’—Sfectator. 
‘A perpetual feast of epigram and paradox.’—Speaker. 

E. F. Benson. THE RUBICON. By E. F. BENson, Author of 
‘Dodo.’ Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.. 

E. F. Benson. THE VINTAGE. By E. F. Benson. Author 
of ‘Dodo.’ Illustrated by G. P. JacomB-Hoop. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘An excellent piece of romantic literature; a very graceful and moving story. We 
are struck with the close observation of life in Greece.’—Saturday Review. 

* Tull of fire, earnestness, and beauty.’—The World. 
‘An original and vigorous historical romance.’—/Morning Post. 

Mrs. Oliphant. SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE. By Mrs. 
OLIPHANT. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ Full of her own peculiar charm ofstyleand character-painting.’—Pal/ Mall Gazette. 

Mrs. Oliphant. THE TWO MARYS. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Mrs, Oliphant. THE LADY’S WALK. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A story of exquisite tenderness, of most delicate fancy.’—Pad/ Mall Gazette. 

W.E. Norris. MATTHEW AUSTIN. By W.E. Norris, Author 
of ‘ Mademoiselle de Mersac,’ etc. ourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘An intellectually satisfactory and morally bracing novel.’—Daily Telegraph. 

W. E. Norris. HIS GRACE. By W. E. Norris. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Mr. Norris has drawn a really fine character in the Duke of Hurstbourne. — 
Athenaum. . 

W. BE. Norris THE:DESPOTIC LADY AND OTHERS, 
By W. E. Norris. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

* A budget of good fiction of which no one will tire.’—Scotsman.
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W. E. Norris. CLARISSA FURIOSA. By W. E. NorRISs, 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘As astory it is admirable, as a jeu desprit it is capital, as a lay sermon studded with gems of wit and wisdom it is a model.’—The World. 

W. Clark Russell MY DANISH SWEETHEART. By W. 
CLARK RussELL. Jllustrated. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Robert Barr. IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. By RosErt 
Barr. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A book which has abundantly satisfied us by its capital humour.’—Daily Chronicle. ‘Mr. Barr has achieved a triumph.’—Pal/ Mall Gazette. 

Robert Barr. THE MUTABLE MANY. By Ropert BARR, 
Author of ‘In the Midst of Alarms,’ ‘A Woman Intervenes,’ etc. 
Second Edition. Crowz 8vo. 6s. 

‘Very much the best novel that Mr. Barr has yet given us. There is much insight 
in it, and much excellent humour.’—Daily Chronicle. 

‘An excellent story. It contains several excellently studied characters.’—Glasgow 
Herald. 

J. Maclaren Cobban. THE KING OF ANDAMAN: A 
Saviour of Society. By J. MACLAREN CoBBAN. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘An unquestionably interesting book. It contains one character, at least, who has 
in him the root of immortality.—PalZ Mall Gazette. 

J. Maclaren Cobban. WILT THOU HAVE THIS WOMAN? 
By J. M. Coszan, Author of ‘ The King of Andaman.’ Crown 8vo. 6s. 

M.E. Francis. MISS ERIN. By M. E. Francis, Author of 
‘In a Northern Village.’ Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A clever and charming story.’—Scotsman. 
‘ Perfectly delightful.’—Daily Mail. 
‘An excellently fancied love tale.’—A theneum. 

Robert Hichens. BYEWAYS. By Rospert HIcHENS. Author 
of ‘Flames,’ etc. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ A very high artistic instinct and striking command of language raise Mr. Hichens’ 
work far above the ruck.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 

‘ The work is undeniably that of a man of striking imagination.’—Daily News. 

Percy White. A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. By PERcy WHITE, 
Author of ‘Mr. Bailey-Martin,’ Crow 8vo. 6s. 

‘ A work which it is not hyperbole to describe as of rare excellence.’—Pal/ Mall Gazette. 
‘ The clever book of a shrewd and clever author.’—A thenaum. 

W. Pett Ridge. SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. By 
W. Petr Ripce. Crown 8vo. 6s. : 

‘ Sparkling, vivacious, adventurous.—S?. James's Gazette. 
‘Ingenious, amusing, and especially smart.’— World. 

J.8. Fletcher. THE BUILDERS. By J. S. Fiercuer, Author 
of ‘When Charles 1, was King.’ Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ Replete with delightful descriptions.’—Vanity Fair. 
‘ The background of country life has never been sketched more realistically.’— World.
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Andrew Balfour. BY STROKE OF SWORD. By ANDREW 
ee Illustrated by W. Cusitt CooKE. Lourth Edition. Crown 

vo. OS. 
‘A banquet of good things.’ —A cademy. 

‘A recital of thrilling interest, told with unflagging vigour.’—G/ode. 
‘An unusually excellent example of a semi-historic romance.’—World. 
‘Manly, healthy, and patriotic. —Glasgow Herald. 

J. B. Burton.. IN THE DAY OF ADVERSITY. By J. BLoun- 
DELLE-BURTON.’ Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Unusually interesting and full of highly dramatic situations. —Guardian. 

J. B. Burton. DENOUNCED. By J. BLOUNDELLE-BURTON. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo 6s. 

J. B. Burton. THE CLASH OF ARMS. By J. BLOUNDELLE- 
Burton. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

* A brave story—brave in deed, brave in word, brave in thought.’—S¢. James's Gazette. 
‘A fine, manly, spirited piece of work.’—Wordd. 

J. B: Burton. ACROSS THE SALT SEAS. By J. BLOUN- 
DELLE-BURTON. Cvowz 8vo. 6s. 

‘The very essence of the true romantic spirit..—T7wth. 
“An ingenious and exciting story..—Manchester Guardian. 

‘Singularly well written.’—A theneum. 

W. GC. Seully, THE WHITE HECATOMB. By W C. 

ScuLty, Author of ‘ Kafir Stories.’ Crown 8v0. 6s. : 
© Reveals a marvellously intimate understanding of the Kaffir mind.’—African Critic. 

W. C. Scully..§ BETWEEN SUN AND SAND. By W. C. 

Scuty, Author of ‘The White Hecatomb.’ Crown 8vo. 6s. 

“The reader will find the interest of absolute novelty.’—The Graphic. 

‘The reader passes at once into the very atmosphere of the African desert: the 

inexpressible space and stillness swallow him up, and there is no world for him 

but that immeasurable waste.’—A theneum. 

‘Strong, simple, direct.’—Daily Chronicle. 
‘One of the most enthralling tales we have read.’— World. 

Victor Waite. CROSS TRAILS. By Vicror Waite.  Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ Every page is enthralling.’—Academy. 
‘Full of strength and reality. —A theneum. 
“The book is exceedingly powerful.’"—Glasgow Herald. 

I. Hooper. THE SINGER OF MARLY. By I. Hoopmr. 

Illustrated by W. Cusitt Cooxr, Crowz 8v0. 65. 
©The characters are all picturesque.’—Scotsman, 

A novel as vigorous as it is charming.’—Literary World. 

M. GC. Balfour. THE FALL OF THE SPARROW. By 

M. C. Batrour. Crown 8vo. 65. | 
“Zt is unusually powerful, and the characterization is uncommonly good.’—World. 

H. Morrah. A SERIOUS COMEDY. By HERBERT MORRAH. 

Crown 8vo. 6s.
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H. Morrah, THEFAITHFULCITY. By HERBERT MorRaH, 
Author of ‘A Serious Comedy.’ Crown 8v0. 6s. 

L. B. Walford. SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. By Mrs. 
WALForRD, Author of ‘Mr.Smith,’ etc. Second Zattion. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Mary Gaunt. KIRKHAM’S FIND. By Mary GAUNT, 
Author of ‘ The Moving Finger.’ Crown 8v0. 6s. 

‘A really charming novel.’—Standard. 

M. M. Dowie. GALLIA. By Mtnrz MuriEL Dowie, Author 
of ‘A Girlin the Karpathians.’ Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘The style is generally admirable, the dialogue not seldom brilliant, the situations 
surprising in their freshness and originality.’—Saturday Review. 

M. M. Dowie. THE CROOK OF THE BOUGH. By 
MENIE MuriexL Dowle. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ An exceptionally clever and well-written book.’—Daily Telegraph. 
‘An excellent story with shrewd humour and bright writing. The author is delight 

fully witty.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 
‘Strong, suggestive, and witty.’—Dazly News. 

J. A. Barry. IN THE GREAT DEEP. By J. A. Barry. 
Author of ‘Steve Brown’s Bunyip.’ Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A collection of really admirable short stories of the sea.’—Westminster Gazette. 

Julian Corbett. A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. By 
JULIAN CoRBETT. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

J.B. Patton. BIJLI, THE DANCER. By James BLYTHE 
PatTTon. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

‘ Powerful and fascinating.’— Pall Mall Gazette. 
‘A true and entrancing book.’—Country Life Illustrated. 
‘A remarkable book.’—Bookman. 
“A vivid picture of Indian life.’—Acadenzy. 

Norma Lorimer. JOSIAH’S WIFE. By Norma LORIMER. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Written in a bright and witty style.’—Pall Mail Gazette. 

Lucy Maynard. THE PHILANTHROPIST. By Lucy May- 
NARD. Crow 8vo. 6s. 

‘It contains many graphic sketches of the private life of a charitable institution. ~ 
Glasgow Herald. 

L. Cope Cornford. CAPTAIN JACOBUS: A ROMANCE OF 
THE ROAD. By L.CorpECorNrorp. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ An exceptionally good story of adventure and character.’—World. ‘P y 

L. Cope Cornford. SONS OF ADVERSITY. By L. Corr 
CorRNFoRD, Author of ‘Captain Jacobus.’ Cvown 8v0. 6s. 

‘A very stirring and spirited sketch of the spacious times of Queen Elizabeth,’—PalZ 
Mall Gazette. 

‘Packed with incident.’—Oxtlook.
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F. Brune. VAUSSORE. By FRANCIS BRUNE. Crown 8v0. 

6s. S 

‘A subtle, complete achievement.’—Pall Mall Gazette. 

This story is strangely interesting. —Manchester Guardian. 

OTHER SIX-SHILLING NOVELS 

Crown 8v0. 

THE KING OF ALBERIA. By LaurRA DAINTREY. 

THE DAUGHTER OF ALOUETTE. By Mary A. OWEN. 

CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. By ELLEN F. PINSENT. 

AN ELECTRIC SPARK. By G. MANVILLE FENN. 

UNDER SHADOW OF THE MISSION. By L. S. 

McCHESNEY. 
THE SPECULATORS. By J. F. BREWER. 

THE SPIRIT OF STORM. By RONALD Ross. 

THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. By CLivE P. WOLLEY. 

A HOME IN INVERESK. By T. L. PaTon. 

MISS ARMSTRONG’S AND OTHER CIRCUMSTANCES. 

By JoHN DAVIDSON. 
DR. CONGALTON’S LEGACY. By HENRY JOHNSTON. 

TIME AND THE WOMAN. By RicHARD PRYCE. 

THIS MAN’S DOMINION. By the Author of ‘A High 

Little World.’ 
DIOGENES OF LONDON. By H. B. MARRIOTT WATSON. 

THE STONE DRAGON. By Murray GILCHRIST. 

A VICAR’S WIFE. By EVELYN DICKINSON. 

ELSA. By E. M‘QUEEN GRAY. 

THREE-AND-SIXPENNY NOVELS 

Crown 8vo. 

DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVELIST. By Epna LYALL. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. By ERNEST GLANVILLE, 

SUBJECT TO VANITY. By MARGARET BENSON. 

THE SIGN OF THE SPIDER. By BerTRAM MITFORD. 

THE MOVING FINGER. By Mary GAUNT. 

JACO TRELOAR. By J. H. PEARCE. 

THE DANCE OF THE HOURS. By ‘VERA.’ 

A WOMAN OF FORTY. By Esm# Sruart. 

A CUMBERER OF THE GROUND. By CONSTANCE SMITH, 

THE SIN OF ANGELS. By EveLyn DICKINSON. 

AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. By X. L. 

THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. By STANDISH O'GRADY. 

THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY WINGS. By ANGUS EvAN ABBOTT. 

THE STAR GAZERS, By G. MANVILLE FENN. 

THE POISON OF ASPS. By R. ORTON PROWSE, 

THE QUIET MRS. FLEMING. By R. PRYCE. 

DISENCHANTMENT. By F. MABEL ROBINSON.
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THE SQUIRE OF WANDALES. By A. SHIELD. 
A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By J. M. CopBan. 
A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By W. E. Norris. 
A CAVALIER’S LADYE. By Mrs. Dicker. 
THE PRODIGALS. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
THE SUPPLANTER. By P. NEUMANN, . 
A MAN WITH BLACK EYELASHES. By H. A. KENNEDY. 
A HANDFUL OF EXOTICS. By S. Gorpon. 
AN ODD EXPERIMENT. By Hannan Lyncu. 
SCOTTISH BORDER LIFE, By JAmgs C. Dispin. 

HALF-CROWN NOVELS 
Crown 8v0. 

HOVENDEN, V.C, By F. MABEL ROBINSON. 
THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By F. MABEL ROBINSON. 
MR. BUTLER’S WARD. By F. MABEL RosINSON. 
ELI’S CHILDREN. By G. MANVILLE FENN. 
A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. MANVILLE FENN. 
DISARMED. By M. BETHAM EDWARDS. 
A MARRIAGE AT SEA. By W. CLarKk RUSSELL. 
IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By the Author of ‘Indian Idylls.’ 
MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. M‘QuEEN Gray. ; 
JACK’S FATHER. By W. E. Norris. 
A LOST ILLUSION. By LEsuIe Kerr. 

  

THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, Christian and Com- 
munist. By E, Lynn Lynton. Zleventh Edition. Post 8vo. 1s. 

Books for Boys and Girls 
A Series of Books by well-known Authors, well illustrated. 

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE EACH 
THE ICELANDER’S SWORD. By S. BarinGc GouLp. 
TWO LITTLE CHILDREN AND CHING. By Epiry E, CuTHELL. 
TODDLEBEN’S HERO. By M. M. Biakg. 
ONLY A GUARD-ROOM DOG. By EpitH E. CuTHELL. 
THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. By Harry CoLiincwoop. 
MASTER ROCKAFELLAR'S VOYAGE. By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
SYD BELTON : Or, The Boy who would not go to Sea. By G. MANVILLE 

FENN. ‘ 
THE WALLYPUG IN LONDON. By G. E. Farrow. 

The Peacock Library 
A Series of Books for Girls by well-known Authors, handsomely bound, 

and well zllustrated, 

: THREE-AND-SIXPENCE EACH 
A PINCH OF EXPERIENCE. By L. B. Wa.rorp. 
THE RED GRANGE, By Mrs. MoLEsworTH. 
THE SECRET OF MADAME DE MONLUC. By the Author of 

‘Mdle Mort.
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DUMPS. By Mrs. PARR. 

OUT OF THE FASHION, By L. T. MEADE. 

A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By L. T. MEADE. 

HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. MEADE. 25. 6d. 

THE HONOURABLE MISS. By L. T. MEADE. 

MY LAND OF BEULAH. By Mrs. LEITH ADAMS. 

University Extension Series 

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable 

for extension students and home-reading circles. Each volume is com- 

plete in itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a 

broad and philosophic spirit. 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 

Principal of University College, Nottingham, 

Crown 8v0. Price (with some exceptions) 2s. 6d. 

The following volumes are ready :— 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By H. DE B. GIBBINS, 

D. Litt., M.A., late Scholar of Wadham College,'Oxon., Cobden Prizeman, 

Fifth Edition, Revised. With Maps and Plans. 35. 

“A compact and clear story of our industrial development. A_ study of this concise 

but luminous book cannot fail to give the reader a clear insight into the principal 

phenomena of our industrial history. The editor and publishers are to be congrat- 

ulated on this first volume of their venture, and we shall look with expectant 

interest for the succeeding volumes of the series. —University Extension Journal. 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITICAL ECONOMY. By L. L. PRICE, 

M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon. Second Edition. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY: An Inquiry into the Industrial Conditions of 

the Poor. By J. A. Hosson, M.A. Third Edition, 

VICTORIAN POETS. By A. SHARP. 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By J. E. Symes, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. GRANGER, M.A. Second Edition. 

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. By G. MASSEE. 

With Illustrations. 

AIR AND WATER. By V. B. Lewes, M.A. Illustrated. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. By C. W. KIMMINS, 

M.A. ° Lllustrated. 

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY LIFE. By V. P. SELLS, M.A. /élustrated. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. By H. DE B. Grssins, D.Litt., M.A. 

ENGLISH TRADE AND_ FINANCE IN THE SEVENTEENTH 

CENTURY. By W. A. S. HEewins, B.A. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE, The Elementary Principles of Chemistry. 

By M. M. PATTISON Muir, M.A. Ldlustrated. 

A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. By M. C. PoTTER, 

M.A,, F.L.S. Zllustrated, 35. 6d. 

THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to Astronomy. 

By R. A. GREGORY. Wath numerous Illustrations. 

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of Weather and Climate. By H. N. 

DICKSON, F.R.S.E., F.R. Met. Soc. Jilustrated. 

A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. By GEORGE J. BURCH, 

M.A. With numerous Illustrations. 35.
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THE EARTH. An Introduction to Physiography. By EVAN SMALL, M.A. 
Illustrated, 

INSECT LIFE. By F. W. THEOBALD, M.A. J/lustrated. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO BROWNING. By W. M. 
Dixon, M.A, 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT. By E. JENgKs, M.A., Professor of 
Law at University College, Liverpool. 

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. By G. L. Dickinson, Fellow of King’s 
College, Cambridge. Second Edition. 

Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. pz B. GIBBINS, D.Litt., M.A. 

Crown 8vo. 25. 6d. 

A series of volumes upon those topics of social, economic, and industrial 
interest that are at the present moment foremost in the public mind. 
Each volume of the series is written by an author who is an acknow- 
ledged authority upon the subject with which he deals. 

The following Volumes of the Series are ready :— 

TRADE UNIONISM—NEW AND OLD. By G. HowELyt. Second 
Edition. : 

THE CO-OPERATIVE MOVEMENT TO-DAY. By G. J. HoLyoake, 
Second Edition, 

MUTUAL THRIFT. By Rev. J. FROME WILKINSON, M.A. 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. By J. A. Hopson, M.A. Third Edition. 
THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. ByC.F. BASTABLE, M.A., Professor 

of Economics at Trinity College, Dublin. 
THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. H. Witxins, B.A. 
THE RURAL EXODUS. By P, ANDERSON GRAHAM. 
LAND NATIONALIZATION. By Harotp Cox, B.A. 
A SHORTER WORKING DAY. By H. pEB. GIBBINS, D, Litt., M.A., 

and R. A. HADFIELD, of the Hecla Works, Sheffield. : 
BACK TO THE LAND: An Inquiry into the Cure for Rural Depopulation. 

By H. E. Moore. . 
TRUSTS, POOLS AND CORNERS, By J. StepHEen JEANS. 
THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. W. Cooxr-Tayior, 
THE STATE AND ITS CHILDREN. -By GerrrupE TUCKWELL., 
WOMEN’S WORK. By Lapy DILKE, Miss BULLEY, and Miss WHITLEY. 
MUNICIPALITIES AT WORK. The Municipal Policy of Six Great 

Towns, and its Influence on their Social Welfare. By FREDERICK DOLMAN. 
SOCIALISM AND MODERN THOUGHT, By M. KAUFMANN. 
THE HOUSING OF THE WORKING CLASSES. By E, BOWMAKER.
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MODERN CIVILIZATION IN SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC ASPECTS. 

By W. CunnincHam, D.D., Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEMPLOYED, By J. A. Hosson, B.A., 

LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By ARTHUR SHERWELL, M.A. Second Edttion. 

RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. By CLEMENT EDWARDS. 

WORKHOUSES AND PAUPERISM. By Louisa TWINING. 

  

Classical Translations = 
Editedby H. F. FOX, M.A. , Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

ASCHYLUS—Agamemnon, Chéephoroe, Eumenides. Translated by LrEwis 

CAMPBELL, LL.D., late Professor of Greek at St. Andrews, 55. 

CICERO—De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. P. Moor, M.A. 3s. 6d. 

CICERO — Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro Murena, Philippic I1., In 

Catilinam). Translated by H. E. D. BLAKISTON, M.A., Fellow and 

Tutor of Trinity College, Oxford. 55. 

CICERO—De Natura Deorum. ‘Translated by F. Brooks, M.A., late 

Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. 35. 6d. 

HORACE: THE ODES AND EPODES. ‘Translated by A. GODLEY, M.A., 

Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford. 25. 

LUCIAN—Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Menippus, The Cock, The Ship, The 

Parasite, The Lover of Falsehood). Translated by S. T. Irwin, M.A., Assis- 

tant Master at Clifton ; late Scholar of Exeter College, Oxford. * 35. 6d. 

SOPHOCLES—Electra and Ajax. Translated by E. D. A. MorsHEaD, 

M.A., Assistant Master at Winchester. 25. éd. 

TACITUS—Agricola and Germania. Translated by R. B. TOWNSHEND, 

late Scholar of Trinity College, Cambridge. 25. 6d. 

Educational Books 
CLASSICAL 

PLAUTI BACCHIDES. Edited with Introduction, Commentary, and 

Critical Notes by J. M‘Cosu, M.A. Zeap. 4t0. 125. 6d. 

‘The notes are copious, and contain a great deal of information that is good and 

useful.’—Classical Review. 

PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. By E, C. MARCHANT, 

M.A., Fellow of Peterhouse, Cambridge; and A. M. Cook, M.A., late 

Scholar of Wadham College, Oxford; Assistant Masters at St. Paul's 

School.. Crows 8vo. 35. 6d. 

‘A capital selection, and of more variety and value than such books usually are.’— 

Atheneum. 
‘ 

‘A judiciously compiled book which will be found widely convenient.’—Schoolmaster. 

“We know no book of this class better fitted for use in the higher forms of schools.’— 

Guardian. 

TACITI AGRICOLA. With Introduction, Notes, Map, etc. By R, F. 

Davis, M.A., Assistant Master at Weymouth College. Crown 8vo, 25. 

TACITI GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Crown 8vo. 25. 

HERODOTUS: EASY SELECTIONS. With Vocabulary. By A. C. 

LIDDELL, M.A. cag, 8vo. 15. 6d.
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SELECTIONS FROM THE ODYSSEY. By E. D. Stone, M.A,, late 
Assistant Master at Eton. cag. 8vo, 15. 6d. 

PLAUTUS: THE CAPTIVI. Adapted for Lower Forms by J. H. FREESE, 
M.A., late Fellow of St. John’s, Cambridge. 15. 6d. 

DEMOSTHENES AGAINST CONON AND CALLICLES. Edited with 
Notes and Vocabulary, by F. DARWIN SwirtT, M.A., formerly Scholar 
of Queen’s College, Oxford. caf. 8vo. 25. 

EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCIDENCE. By S. E. WINBOLT, Assistant 

Master in Christ's Hospital. Crowz 8vo. 15, 6d. 
Anelementary book adapted for Lower Forms to accompany the shorter Latin primer. 
* Skilfully arranged.’—Glasgow Herald. 
* Accurate and well arranged.’—A ¢heneune. 

NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. By G. BucKLAND 

GREEN, M.A., Assistant Master at Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow of 
St. John’s College, Oxon. Cvown 8vo. 35. 6d. 

Notes and explanations on the chief difficulties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with 
numerous passages for exercise. 

‘Supplies a gap in educational literature. —Glasgow Herald. 

GERMAN 
A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. By H. DEB, Gissins, D. Litt., 

M.A., Assistant Master at Nottingham High School. Crown 8vo. 15. 6d. 

GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. By E. 
M‘QUEEN GRAY. Crown 8vo. 25. 6d. 

SCIENCE 
THE WORLD OF SCIENCE. Including Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound, 

Magnetism, Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology, Astronomy, and 
Geology. By R. ELLiotr STEEL, M.A., F.C.S, 147 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 2:5. 6d. 

ELEMENTARY LIGHT, By R. E. STEEL. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8v0. 45. 6d. 

ENGLISH 

ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion to the History of England. By 
H. E. MALDEN, M.A. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d. 

A book which aims at concentrating information upon dates, genealogy, officials, con- 
stitutional documents, etc., which is usually found scattered in different volumes. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS RIGHTS AND DUTIES. By H. E. 

MALDEN, M.A. 1s. 6d. 

A DIGEST OF DEDUCTIVE LOGIC. By Jounson Barker, B.A. 
Crown 8vo. 25. 6d. 

TEST CARDS IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA, By D.8. CALDERWooD, 
Headmaster of the Normal School, Edinburgh. In three packets of 4o, 
with Answers, Is. . 

A set of cards for advanced pupils in elementary schools. 

‘They bear all the marks of having been prepared by a teacher of experience who 
knows the value of careful grading and constant repetition. Sums are specially 
inserted to meet all likely difficulties. ‘The papers set at the various public 
eremunations have been largely drawn upon im preparing the cards.’—Glasgow 
Heral.
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METHUEN’S COMMERCIAL SERIES 

Edited by H. bE B. GIBBINS, D.Litt., M.A. 

BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES FROM ELIZABETH TO 
VICTORIA. By H. DE B. Giszins, D.Litt., M.A. 25. Second Edition. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION PAPERS. By H. DE B. GiBBINs, 
D.Litt., M.A., rs. 6d. 

THE ECONOMICS OF COMMERCE. By H. DE B. Gissins, D.Litt., 
M.A. 1s. 6d. 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE. By S. E. BALLY, 
Modern Language Master at the Manchester Grammar School. as. 
Second Edition. 

eo COMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE. By S.-E. BALLy, 
25.6 

A FRENCH COMMERCIAL READER. ByS. E. BALLY, 2s. 

COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, with special reference to the British 
Empire. By L. W. Lypr, M.A., of the Academy, Glasgow. 2s. 

Second Edition. 

A PRIMER OF BUSINESS. By S. Jackson, M.A. 15. 6d. Second 
Edition. 

COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By F. G. Taytor, M.A. 1s, 6d, 

PRECIS WRITING AND OFFICE CORRESPONDENCE. By E, E 
WHITFIELD, M.A. 2s. 

WORKS BY A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. 

INITIA LATINA: Easy Lessons on Elementary Accidence, Second Edition. 
fcap. 8vo0, IS. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 25. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes adapted to the Shorter aun 

Primer and Vocabulary. ourth Edition revised. 18mo, 1s. 6d. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CAESAR. Part 1. The Helvetian War. 
Second Edition, 18mo. Is. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Parti, The Kings of Rome. 18/0. 

xs. 6d, 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. . fifth 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 15. 6d. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Lessons in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 
Crown 8vo.' Is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER 
AND REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With Vocabulary. Seventh and 

cheaper Edition re-written, Crown 8vo, 15, 6d. Issued with the consent 
of Dr. Kennedy. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE: Rules and Exercises. Crow 

8vo, 1s. 6d, With Vocabulary. 2s. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous Latin Exercises on Common Rules 

and Idioms. Third Edition. Feap. 8vo. 1s. 6d, With Vocabulary. 25. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION: Arranged according to 

Subjects, Seventh Edition. Feap. 8vo. 15. 6d.
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A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS AND PHRASES, 180. Second 
Edition. 1s. 

STEPS TO GREEK. 18mo0. 15. 
A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crowz 8vo. 1s. 6d. 
EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION®s Third 

Edition Revised. Fcap. 8v0. 15. 6d. 
GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION. Arranged according to 

Subjects, Second Edition. Fcap, 8vo. 15. 6d. 
GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. For the use of Schools, Third 

Edition. With Introduction, Notes, and Vocabulary. fag. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Third Edition. 18mo. 8d. 
FIRST. FRENCH LESSONS. Third Edition Revised. Crown 8vo. 15. 
EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Third 

Edition revised. -Feap. 8vo. 15. 6d. 3 
EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELEMENTARY SYNTAX. With 

Vocabulary. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 25. 6d. KEY 35. met. 
FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION: Arranged according to 

Subjects. Sixth Edition. Feap. 8vo. 15. 

SCHOOL EXAMINATION SERIES 

EDITED By A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. By A.M.M. STEDMAN, M.A. Ninth Edition, 

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private Students only, to be had on 
application to the Publishers. fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 

‘LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. By A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Lighth Edition. 
Key (Third Edition) issued as above, — 6s. ze¢. i 

GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS. GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. By A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Sith Edition. 
Key (Second Edition) issued as above. 65. met. : 

GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. ByR.J.Moricu, Manchester. Lifth Edition. 

Key (Second Edition) issued as above. 6s. xet. 
HISTORY AND GEOGRAPHY EXAMINATION PAPERS, By C. H. 

SPENCE, M.A., Clifton College. Second Edition. 
SCIENCE EXAMINATION PAPERS. By R. E. STEEL, M.A., F.C.S., 

Chief Natural Science Master, Bradford Grammar School. Jz ¢wo vols, 
Part 1. Chemistry ; Part 11. Physics. 

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINATION PAPERS, By A. M. M. 
STEDMAN, M.A. Third Edition. 

KEY (Second Edition) issned asabove. 7s. et. 
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