NICLAS MULLER, GERMAN-AMERICAN
POET AND PATRIOT

PHILIP ALLISON SHELLEY

Charles Timothy Brooks, a poet in his own right and
also the author of over thirteen hundred sermons, more
than one hundred lectures, and unnumbered contribu-
tions to newspapers and periodicals, was at the same
time the most prolific translator of German literature
ever to appear in America, and the most versatile as
well. The range of his interests and activities as trans-
lator extended from Schiller and Goethe to Karl Kortum
and Wilhelm Busch, and it included in greatest compass
Jean Paul Richter. First in appearance among Brooks’
translations was Schiller's William Tell (Providence,
1838), and first in importance was Goethe's Faust, Part
I (Boston, 1856; Fifteenth Edition, 1880). Other
works rendered by him from among the compositions
of these two poets, not to mention unpublished poems
and plays, were printed either in his three anthologies
of German poetry or in various newspapers and periodi-
cals. Nor did one type of composition alone attract
his attention: prose and poetry alike occupied his pen.
Novels by Jean Paul and Berthold Auerbach alternated
in his interest with poems by Leopold Schefer and
Friedrich Riickert.

In addition to translations of individual poems by
Riickert printed by Brooks in his anthologies and else-
where, a translation of the first six books of Die Weisheit
des Brahmanen was published independently by him in
1882; his version of the twelve following books has re-
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mained in manuscript. The unprinted portion is re-
corded in the list of unpublished works appended by
Charles W. Wendte to his Memoir of Brooks in the
volume of Poems, Original and Translated, By Charles
T. Brooks, selected and edited by W. P. Andrews
(Boston, 1885); from this source the reference is re-
printed in an appendix to Camillo von Klenze's Charles
Timothy Brooks, Translator from the German, and the
Genteel Tradition (Boston and London, 1937). Like-
wise attributed to Riickert in the first volume and,
following it, also in the second, is another unpublished
work entitled Ten Sonnets in Armor. The attribution
doubtless rests upon the similarity of the title to that
of the celebrated cycle of sonnets by Riickert, Ge-
harnischte Somette. What the title really represents,
however, is a translation of a work by an entirely dif-
ferent writer: Zehn gepanzerte Sonnete by Niclas Miiller.

Niclas Miiller was a German émigré, who came with
so many compatriots to America upon the failure of the
Revolution of 1848. He had been involved in the re-
bellion in Baden and had been forced to flee to Switzer-
land and thence, in 1853, to the United States. As he
himself reported in his autobiographical Klage des
Freiheitskimpfers:

Aus Deutschland trieb mich fort die Fiirsten
Und aus der Schweiz des Volkes Bund.

A portion of his property, rescued for him by his wife,
enabled him to establish himself in New York. First
he found employment as an itinerant type-setter, and
later he procured a press of his own. The change of
occupation must have occurred in accordance with a
strong personal preference, for as a youth in Germany
he had exchanged his occupation as compositor for that
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of printer. The reason for this, as he himself revealed,
was that as a printer he could keep his mind compara-
tively free and employ it in composing poetry even
while he worked. Frequently he was forced by the
press of business to keep his compositions, most of
which were thus produced, as much as two days in his
memory before he could write them down.

While printing was his vocation, poetry was his avo-
cation. It was his interest in books, if not specifically
in poetry, which had moved him to choose the trade of
printer in the first place. In this occupation, he thought,
he would have opportunity to become acquainted with
all books. His interest in books was aroused early but
was, until he served his apprenticeship, insufficiently
satisfied. Kept from school by a father who regarded
both school and church as corrupted by pernicious im-
provements, he was taught to read and write at home.
The Bible was his first reader, and nothing but religious
books had come into his hands before the age of ten.
One of these was Ehrenreich’s Seelenschatz in six lan-
guages, which, he has related, he learned almost by
heart, pronouncing the French and the Italian exactly
as the German. Hebrew too he learned to read through
his own efforts from a small grammar which he found
among his father’s books. This acquirement encour-
aged him to read cabalistic works which he found in
the same place. Not until his tenth year, however,
did he secure a specimen of secular literature. Then
he procured a copy of Uhland’s poems, which pleased
him so much that he learned many of them by heart.

Thus, at the age of ten, already well able to read
although poorly prepared to write, he was at last sent
to school. His father, forced to this step, preferred to
send his son to a village school, where, save for arith-
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metic, he did not learn much more than at home. The
boy’s fund of information, however, was far more ex-
tensive than that of the other pupils, an advantage he
owed to the instruction imparted by his father, largely
in elucidation of the Bible. His father, who was very
pious as well as scrupulous in religious performance,
combined in curious fashion with his conviction as a
non-conformist and his occupation as a rug-maker a
fatal attraction to alchemy. To pursue his experi-
ments he spent money that was sorely needed in his
impoverished household. No consideration, however,
could induce him to renounce his obsession: his gift of
second-sight, which had first shown him the delights of
his esoteric studies, served to keep him faithful to them
in spite of pleas and promises, in spite of compelling
economic necessity.

So poor were the parents of Niclas Miiller that after
an unsuccessful attempt to emigrate to Hungary they
had been compelled by lack of sufficient funds for the
return trip to leave their six children in Vienna. Three
of these children they saw again thirteen years later,
when they paid their parents an unexpected visit; a
fourth one the father finally saw after the lapse of
eighteen more years; a fifth one had died and the sixth
had vanished. Following the original separation the
parents had not been admitted to their native land of
Wiirttemberg but had settled on the border. There,
near Dinkelsbiihl, a seventh child was born in 1805; and
in 1809, between the first and second Sundays of Advent,
an eighth, Niclas, was born in Langenau near Ulm.
Taking along their youngest child alone, the parents
at last availed themselves of eventual permission to
reenter their homeland. They settled first in the Black
Forest and later in Stuttgart. In this vicinity Niclas
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Miiller passed the period of childhood and youth. Here
he learned to read from the Bible and from his father’s
books and to write from his oldest sister, who had come
from Vienna when Niclas was seven years old; here too
he learned to know all sorts and conditions of mankind
in the zealots of various sects and convictions who
flocked to his father’s house. Such associations to-
gether with the interest already aroused in reading as
well as in language doubtless suggested to the boy his
early idea of becoming a missionary so that he might
travel much and learn many languages.

Similar advantages were offered by the printer’s
trade: books would always be available and travel
would be possible during the Wanderjahr. Accordingly
Niclas Miiller was apprenticed to a printer in Stuttgart
in the year following his confirmation. Ample oppor-
tunity was thus afforded for him to fulfill his desires in
the way of reading, and he read scientific as well as
literary works. Together with a fellow-apprentice who
had the advantage of a secondary education he used
all the money that could be saved to increase the joint
store of available books by buying others, which when
read were exchanged for still others. He soon had a
surfeit of novels and tales, for he could stand nothing
frivolous. The perennially popular Kotzebue for this
reason held no appeal for him. Schiller alone attracted
him with the same power that Uhland had exerted upon
him in his boyhood. At a later date, after his Wander-
schaft was finished, he read Uhland again and also
August Wilhelm Schlegel as well as a number of other
poets, but it was the first two and especially Schiller
who unlocked his love of poetry.

Before his departure on his wanderings he had com-
posed a single poem, a simple lyric of love and nature.
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Both material and inspiration for further poetic com-
position must have been supplied in abundance by his
experiences on his travels, which took him first to
Vienna, where he remained with his relatives for four
months without finding employment, and thence to
Budapest, where he immediately found employment.
Here he remained for ten months, living with the sister
who had not visited the family at the time that three
of the children had come to Stuttgart from Vienna and
who now received her brother as first representative of
her parents twenty-five years after their separation and
six years before her father’s visit and death in her home.
The son’s journeying, which extended from the autumn
of 1828 to the early part of 1830, was accomplished
largely by foot, partly by boat, and only to a small
extent by coach. Always, at all seasons, and under
every condition, the journeyman printer was in the
living presence of the natural beauties of a picturesque
region, increasing constantly a love for nature which
proceeded from his early introduction to it by his mother
and culminated in his own emergence as a nature-poet.

Although Niclas Miiller brought home with him the
necessary experience and even the proper inspiration to
make a poet of him, he did not at once experience the
implacable impulse. A few weeks after his return he
found employment as a printer, and during the two
years he passed in this position he applied himself
zealously to learning French, reading almost exclusively
books in this language. From a brief prosody appended
to Mozin’s French grammar he learned the barest prin-
ciples of poetics, the rules of rime and the structure of
the sonnet. His earliest poems, produced in competi-
tion with an acquaintance, he had composed without
the benefit of even this modicum of technical knowledge,
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merely in free expression of his feelings. Yet it was his
feeling for form and treatment of rime which a few years
later called forth the admiration of Gustav Schwab.

Miiller, meanwhile, found employment in the print-
ing-office of the publishing company of J. G. Cotta.
Upon discovering the principles of metrics as presented
by Mozin, incidentally in a work published by Cotta,
he had become devoted to poetry with his whole heart.
Immediately he attempted a sonnet, which was ever
after a favorite form. Further inspiration he found in
the works of other poets, whom he now read with new
understanding, not only Schlegel and Uhland, who had
inspired his own poetic impulse, but also Goethe and
Schiller, Riickert, Chamisso, Schwab, Kerner, Lenau,
Anastasius Griin, and Karl Mayer. The latter’s nature
poetry impressed him almost to the point of making
an imitator out of him. Mayer, conversely, expressed
a warm admiration for Miiller's poems in a letter to
Schwab, dated April 11, 1835, and inquired whether he
did not intend to include anything by him in his
Musenalmanach. (‘“‘Ich las neulich in Stuttgart im
Januar des Morgenblatts wieder mehrere Lieder des
Autodidakten Miiller mit Freude und Bewunderung.
Welcher Natursinn, welche Fiille des Gefiihls; welche
Musik und Gewandtheit der Sprache! Ich mochte ihn
beneiden, wenn ich mehr zum Neid aufgelegt wire.
Nimmst du von diesem Dichter, der mir viele Originali-
tit zu haben scheint, nichts auf in den Musenalma-
nach?”’) Schwab’s and Chamisso’s Deutscher Musen-
almanach fir das Jahr 1838 did subsequently contain
four contributions by Miiller, but further contributions
failed to find sufficient favor for inclusion in the follow-
ing volume, the tenth and last of the series.

While Schwab occupied a position secondary in im-
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portance to that of Chamisso in the conduct of the
Musenalmanach he was head of the poetical department
of Cotta’s celebrated Morgenblatt. Here, under his
auspices, had been appearing since 1834 the poems
which Miiller composed in the course of his employment
as a printer in the very company that published the
paper. Schwab, who prided himself on having been
the original confidant and respected mentor of such
poets as Lenau, Griin, Pfizer, and Freiligrath, welcomed
the modest approach of the twenty-five-year-old printer
and found sufficient merit in the poems first offered for
his judgment to justify him in encouraging their author
tocontinue hisefforts. A second sheaf aroused Schwab'’s
enthusiasm not only through perfection of form, which
marked Miiller’s compositions from the first, but also
through freshness of content. These were printed in
the Morgenblatt where they were provided with an in-
troduction by Hermann Hauff. They were entitled
Lieder eines Autodidaktens, under which title Miiller's
contributions continued. A collection of his composi-
tions was subsequently prepared at the suggestion of
Schwab, who provided it with an introduction. The
poet himself furnished the volume with an autobiog-
raphy, which serves as the source for facts of his life
down to the time of its appearance in his twenty-eighth
year. In 1837, then, there appeared under the auspices
of Gustav Schwab and over the imprint of the Cotta
Company of Stuttgart and Tiibingen a volume entitled
Lieder von Niclas Miiller, Buchdrucker in der Offizin der
J. G. Cotta’schen Buchhandlung.

Thirty years later, in 1867, there appeared a second
collection of songs and poems by the same author:
Neuere Lieder und Gedichte von Niclas Mdiller. The
imprint was Miiller's own and the place of publication
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was New York. The period separating the two publi-
cations had seen a variety of activity and experience
on Miiller’s part. The proceeds of the first publication,
which was well received, enabled him to take a trip to
England to study the printing of wood-cuts as well as
the English language. After a year in London, which
proved both pleasurable and profitable through associ-
ations established through Schwab, Miiller returned to
Stuttgart by way of Paris, where Heine is reported to
have aided him in making connections with a prominent
printing company. Opportunity to employ his experi-
ence presented itself upon his return to Stuttgart in
1840 through his assumption of the management of the
entire printing department in the Cotta concern. Four
years later, with the aid of the Prince of Lowenstein,
he acquired a press of his own at Wertheim on the Main,
where he also published a weekly paper, the Tauber-
und Main-Boten, which became a receptacle for articles
and poems by the publisher himself. Participation in
the revolutionary movement in Baden in 1848 and 1849
precipitated his flight to Switzerland and, in 1853, his
emigration to America. During these years of turmoil
poetical production was sparse: occasional contributions
to the Morgenblatt and the Musenalmanach in the years
following the publication of the first collection of poems,
additional ones subsequently to the Tauber- und Main-
Boten, and then, for a considerable period after 1848,
none at all.

In a communication in 1863 to a well-known poet
and fellow-patriot, perhaps Freiligrath, Miiller enclosed
a poem entitled Meine Nachtigall, a harbinger of a new
period of inspiration and composition. First place was
given this poem by Miiller in his second collection of
songs and poems, which, published in 1867, comprised
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only the compositions of the intervening four years.
Scattered compositions of former years he promised to
publish in a second and enlarged edition of his first
collection, which should serve as the second volume of
his collected songs and poems. If the volume was
already in press, as reported in the preface to the volume
of 1867, it appears implausible, as has been attempted,
to explain its failure ever to appear as attributable to
the death of the poet, which did not occur until August
15, 1875. Had the volume appeared, its new contents
would doubtless have been culled largely from the
Sonntagsblatt of the New-Yorker Staatszeitung, just as
the original ones had been gathered mainly from Cotta’s
Morgenblatt. Another receptacle of contributions by
Miiller was Der deutsche Pionier, which was published
at Cincinnati from 1869 to 1887. In volume six, for
1874 and 1875, appeared two poems, and in the follow-
ing one four, together with an appreciation and biog-
raphy based upon an obituary in the issue of the
New-Yorker Staatszeitung for the day following that of
his death.

Not only in newspapers and periodicals but also in
independent pamphlets printed on his own press ap-
peared original compositions as well as translations by
Miiller. Original compositions by him were likewise
included in contemporary anthologies of poetry by
German-American authors. Ernst Steiger, for instance,
included two poems by Miiller in the volume entitled
Heimathgriisse aus Amerika, which was published at
New York in 1870, and four others in Dornrosen,
Erstlingsbliithen deutscher Lyrik in Amerika, which was
published at the same place a year later and republished
in a third edition in 1872. In 1892 at Chicago G. A.
Zimmermann, who hailed Miiller as the most important
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among the German-American nature-poets, printed
three of his poems together with biographical and
critical commentary in his study entitled Deutschk in
Amerika, Beitrige zur Geschichte der Deutsch-amerika-
nischen Literatur. Die deutsche Muse in Amerika, pub-
lished by H. H. Fick at Cincinnati about 1893, also
contained a poem by Miiller. This together with an-
other was reprinted many years later in a study by
Gottlieb Betz, Die Deutschamerikanische Patriotische
Lyrik der Achtundvierziger und Ikre Historische Grund-
lage, No. 22 of the series Americana Germanica, pub-
lished at Philadelphia in 1916.

The earliest appearance of poetry by Miiller in Amer-
ica preceded the poet’s own arrival. In English trans-
lation a poem by him was accorded currency at the hand
of no less an intermediary than William Cullen Bryant.
Das Thrinenparadies, which had been included in the
collection of 1837, was contributed in translation by
Bryant under the title of The Paradise of Tears to
Graham’s Magazine for November, 1844. The trans-
lation was also included among the collected poems of
Bryant published by Parke Godwin in 1883, and two
years later it was printed together with the original
poem by Karl Knortz in his collection of Representative
German Poems, Ballad and Lyrical (Deutschlands Lieder
und Balladen). Miiller acknowledged Bryant’s compli-
ment by a poem An Wm. Cullen Bryant, Beim Lesen
seiner Uebersetzung meines ,Thrianenparadies,” which he
included in his collection of songs and poems in 1867;
and he returned the compliment by translating into
German a poem by Bryant, The Baitle-Field (Das
Schlachtfeld), which he published independently and
without date, but no later than 1870. Probably at the
same time he published a translation of another poem
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by Bryant, The West Wind (Der Westwind), which he
printed together with his encomium to Bryant. In
1874, the year before his death, Miiller translated and
published also independently Gray's Elegy, Wrilten in
a Country Church Yard (Elegie, geschrieben auf einem
Dorfkirchhofe) and The Raven (Der Rabe) by Poe.
Miiller’s translations of American poetry elicited the
epithet ‘‘exquisite” from Charles T. Brooks, himself a
translator of no mean ability. In a communication
dated October 11, 1870, and printed the following day
in the Boston Daily Evening Transcript and subsequently
in a newspaper in Rhode Island, both times under the
title of ‘A German Author,” Brooks confessed that his
acquaintance with Miiller had commenced some dozen
years before through a spirited translation by him of
The Star-Spangled Banner. Among his translations of
American poetry, which Brooks hoped Miiller would
one day publish in a volume, the version of The Battle-
Field by Bryant was found by Brooks to be the finest
he had seen. His own translation of Miiller’s latest
composition he appended to his communication: Song
of Victory, Dedicated to the German Armies. An inde-
pendent publication upon a similar theme was issued
also in 1870 by Miiller with the title Frische Bldtter auf
die Wunden deutscher Krieger. The poet, as Brooks
pointed out, had ‘“‘always been at hand during the
struggles for liberty on both sides of the water’ and
had written ‘‘several stirring songs during our war.”
His Ten Sonnets in Armor, which Brooks himself had
translated, were written in the midst of the Civil War
and were concerned exclusively with that occurrence.
Miiller’s concern for contemporary problems of his
adopted country was entirely in accord with the best
traditions attaching to Germans in America. Again
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and again these victims of oppression in Europe have
been found among the foremost defenders of freedom
and guarantors of justice in America. Characteristic
was their contribution to the cause of abolition. They
came to this country seeking freedom for themselves
and found here slavery existing as an institution. The
personal freedom which they themselves found after
persecution and privation did not furnish them with the
full measure of contentment, for it was associated with
a state of bondage for so many of their fellow-men.
They found, as Miiller phrased it in his poem, Klage des
Fretheitskampfers, a free abode instead of an abode of
freedom. It was a land of liberty for all its inhabitants
which they hoped to find, and, failing that, helped to
found. Theirs was the spirit which, in 1688, five years
after the arrival of the first organized group of Germans
in America, produced upon the promptings of Pastorius
the first public protest to be raised in this land against
the institution of slavery. This was the same spirit
which almost a century and a half later moved Karl
Follen, a refugee not from religious but from political
persecution, to make his contribution to the cause,
even at the price of his professorship at Harvard.
Again in the spirit of this tradition, at a time when the
cause had become a crisis, Niclas Miiller, a true son of
a new generation of refugees, did his bit for abolition.
His sentiments on the subject, which are reflected in
several poems, he expressed most forcefully in the cycle
of sonnets which he composed and published in the
midst of the struggle over slavery, indeed, during the
darkest days of that struggle: Zehn gepanzerte Sonnete.
Mt einer Widmung an Ferdinand Freiligrath, und einem
Nachklang: ,Die Union, wie sie sein soll" ... Im
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November 1862. (New York, Gedruckt und zu haben
bei Nic. Muller, 48 Beekman St.)

In the Rev. C. T. Brooks this work of Niclas Miiller
found a sympathetic translator. He too was an ob-
jector to slavery, not only a conscientious but also an
active one, teaching and preaching as well as believing
the evil of the institution. Despite the displeasure of
prominent parishioners in Newport their pastor per-
sisted in his convictions and continued to deliver aboli-
tion discourses as well as patriotic sermons. His senti-
ments on the subject of slavery must have been stirred
by the similar ones expressed in Miiller’s cycle of son-
nets, which may have made a special appeal through
the dedication to Freiligrath, whom Brooks admired,
translated, and eventually met. Whatever may have
composed the motives that moved him, Brooks trans-
lated Miiller's work but never published it. It here
appears in print for the first time, faithfully reproduced
from the original manuscript, which bears the title:

TeN

SONNETS IN ARMOR

wiTH A DEDICATION
TO

FERDINAND FREILIGRATH
AND AN AFTER-RING:
“THE UNION AS IT SHALL BE”
BY
NicLas MILLER
IN NovEMBER 1862

New York 48 Beekman St.
Translated by
C. T. Brooks
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To FERDINAND FREILIGRATH

O worthy friend! Thou master of the style
In which, a novice, I my skill essay,
Do not, for the dear Muse’s sake, I pray,
Curse me therefor; chastize me with a smile,

That I, unheeding modest doubts the while,
Dare follow thee in the political lay:
Political songs, says Brander in the play,
Are odious; Politics, what they touch defile.

Aye, wert thou here, this post I ne’er had sought,
Too well I know, thou only canst it fill;
Yet thus I thought, though I sing ne’er so ill,

"Twere better than that neither voiced this time,
For me to show, though only in my rhyme,
That I in Freedom’s fight have also fought.

I.

Tell me, I pray, who are the Radicals?
The men who climb the height where morn hath broke,
Nor heed the frogs that in the marshes croak,
Who stand e’en now where morning sunlight falls,

Though heavy mist through all the valley crawls;
The men who burn to break oppression’s yoke,
Who stem the stream of wrong with sturdy stroke,
Whom national glory for her herolds calls.

For they from the high steps whereon they stand,
See light when all is sleeping down below;
Nightwatchmen they proclaiming day at hand,

The cocks who scare the traitors with their crow,
Bid Peter weep, and Judas fling his pelf
Upon the ground and go and hang himself.

15
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II.

Only the flesh, but not the thoughts ye kill,
With which these times are pregnant on the earth;
The people’s sorrows are the pangs of birth,—
Though Pilate long may waver with weak will,

And fierce dissensions the high council fill,
At last is doomed the man of thought and worth;
Slain on the cross, he rises and goes forth,
O’er all the bars of wrong triumphant still.

So has John Brown long since escaped death’s bands,
His soul is marching on through all our lands,
And speaks plain words in many a people’s tongue;

Ascension past, soon Whitsuntide must come,
When the least speak, because the first are dumb,
When servants prophesy, and old and young.

I1I.

O think me not of such a craven mood,
As if I sang at night for naught but fear;
I sang to waken Echo many a year,
What time she slept in mountain and in wood.

But as I now by nighttime cross the flood,
From every quarter murmurs in my ear
Sweet answer; is it mockery I hear?

Is here a true voice rightly understood?

Once through the land I shouted: ““Slavery?”
And vale and mountain echoed back: *Free! free!”
Is that the answer to the question still,

With which all hearts in painful anguish thrill?
I cried again: ‘‘Is’t so, Columbia?”
And the wind brought me back the answer: “Yea!”
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IV.

Raise not so loud a cry of jubilee:
The Proclamation—still born, empty wind,
(Too long it lay in the conceiving mind)
Declares the slaves of Rebels to be free

The morn of Eighteen Hundred Sixty Three;
But ah, **unequal lots throws Norna blind,”
And who knows what her horn still keeps behind :—
A mere show-life is left to slavery.

What’s dead already why still deader slay?
No freeman will henceforth the slavehound play:
Already Freedom’s morning grows to day.

The Proclamation has long since gone forth
Voiced by a power far mightier than the North:
No folk—half slaves, half lords—will I on earth!—

V.

Oft, in this war, when I was most opprest,
When the land’s peril seemed most imminent,
I cried: We have an honest President,
And honest in the long run holds out best.

Sad solace for a spirit so distrest:
Yes, it lasts long, but foo long spoils the intent;
To spare it I could be awhile content,
At least in this sense, the most narrowest.

It looks of doubtful omen in our land
When what was once a virtue many shared,
Shines gemlike in the Presidential soul.

His predecessor had not—o foul brand!—
Even that gem to win our hearts’ regard;
Shall it suffice that this one never stole?
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VI.

Treason and Weakness through the country wander
In daylight or in dark, linked arm in arm,
Amidst the Union’s flames, content and warm,
Rebellion sits, a daring Salamander.

Our dogs of war, more like the noisy gander,
Forbear to work the foeman serious harm
And yet of flunkeys a conservative swarm
Still call the general an Alexander.

How long ere yet, my people, thou wilt wake,
Freed from the knaves that now thine eyes bamboozle
And from thy very self thy heroes make?

Are we to see the day in this our life,
When thou wilt drink pure wine instead of foozle,
Shalt cut the knot and end the inglorious strife.

VII.

O Union! how each loyal bosom smarts,
That when we looked to see thee rise in might,
Set by each victory on a prouder height,
Thou shouldst be torn by Faction’s thousand arts.

Thou that with Freedom’s draught shouldst cheer men's hearts,
Hand'st them the deadly juice—a shameful sight !—
Of servitude in this their prison-night,
While in thy Congress the opposing parts:

“Slavery—no Slavery!—" to the world proclaim,
Till with both hands at last for very shame
The blushing Muse of History hides her eyes.

My people, play the man, in manhood rise,
Roll back this great Republic’s threatening doom,
And with it a whole world’s impending gloom!
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VIII.

In this great fight to which the land is stirred,
I search the North in vain for generals,
They have two such, at least, so rumor tells,
Stuart and Jackson, in the rebel horde.

And yet how blood, like water, has been poured!
To paint the fight my pen unequal fails
In Antietam and in Virginia’s vales:
A massacre—a murder—is the word.

Then the gravedigger to the soldier gave
The spade instead of sword to dig a grave
For fallen brothers mourned with many a tear;

And when the heroes in their cool beds slept
A truce was made till off the foeman crept;
McLellan then crept slowly on their rear.

IX.

Ah that the few brave men we had must fall!
First Lyon; Baker, Kearney, Richardson,
Sleep in the grave, their early warfare done,
Where grateful children long their names shall call.

The bitter tears that o’er their memory fall
Shall change to tears of joy in glory’s sun;
Oh that each scornful tone, each captious one,
Were hushed, which here and there distil like gall.

From foeman’s mouth, from false friends’ ak’s and if’s,
Oh had we doubted treason'’s lurking cliffs
And the sand banks of weakness once for all!

While ours brave Sigel and his handful are,
Once get the traitor under bolt and bar,
And then the foeman'’s choice is short and small.

19
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X.

Down from his lofty post he now is thrust—
The tempest of the times has brought him low—
Who gave us over to ruin long ago,
Letting his sword within the scabbard rust.

From North, West, East, comes exultation just,
Only the South staggers beneath the blow,
Because it robs her of her dearest foe,

Friend of the slaveholder, his help and trust.

My appetite had utterly departed;
I could no more digest political news,
Stomach and palate did such food refuse.

But at this news, I'm new-born and new-hearted,
I with this pleasant meat my taste restore
And for a dessert serve you one dish more.

AFTER RING
“THE UNION AS IT SHALL BE”

Two giant oceans in their bosom hold
A mighty land, nay half a world revealed—
A new world—whither thronging to be healed
Come prison-fevered spirits from the old.

Hail to thee Land! beneath one banner’s fold,
Free citizens contented till the field;
The tent doth now a children’s playground yield,
To screen them from the fiery sunbeams bold.

Where are the arms that rattled so and rung?
Dabhlgreen’s and Armstrong’s snakes with fiery tongue?
Along the strand in joy their thunders cease.

The steampropellers and the Monitors
Like watchful barkers lie before the doors,
That none may dare disturb the mansion’s peace.





