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Good and Clever

If all the good peopl were clever,
And all clever people were good,
The world world be nicer than ever

We thought it possibly could.

But spmehow, ‘tis seldom or never
The two hit it off as they should;
The good are so hard to the clgver,
The cbever so rude to the good.

W. Wordsworth
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If All the Skise Were Sunshine

If all the skies were sunshine,
OUr faces would be fain

To feel once more upon them
The cooling splash of rain.

If all the world were music,
Our hearts would ofthen long
For one sweet strain of silence
To break the endless sone.

If life were always merry ;
Our souls would seek relief
And rest from weary laughter

In the quiet arms of grief.

H. Van Dyke
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Good —Bye

R. W. Emerson
Good —bye, proud world ! I’'m going home:
Thou art not my firend; and I’'m not thine.
Long through thy weary crowds I roam;
A river—ark on the ocean brine,
Long I’ve been tossed like the driven foam;

But now, proud world ! I’'m going home.

Good —bye to Flattrey’s fawning face;
To Grandeur with his wise grimace;

To upstart Wealth’s averted eye;

To supple Office, low and high;

To crowded halls, to court and street;
To frozen hearts and hasting feet;

To those who go, and those who come;

Good —bye, Aproud world ! I'm going horae.

I am gong to my own hearth—stone,
Bosomed in yon green hills alone, —
A secret nook in a pleasant land,
Whose groves the frolic fairies planned ;

Where arches green, the livelong day,



Echo the blackbird’s roundelay,
And vulgar feet have never trod—
A-spot that is sacred to thought and God.

O, when I am safe in my sylvan home,

I tread on the pride of Greece and Rome;
And when I am stretched beneathé the pines,
Where the evening star so holy shines,

I laugh at hte lore and the pride of ‘man,

At the sophist schools, and the learned clan;
For what are they all, in their high conceit,
When man in the bush with God may meet?
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The Blind Boy

O .y what is this thing call’d light,

Which I must ne’er enjoy;

What are the blessings of the sigh.t ,
O tell your poor blind boy !

" You talk of wondrous things you see,

You say the sun shines bright;

I feel him warm, but how can he

Or make it day or night?

My day or night myself I make
Whene’er 1 sheep or play;
And could I ever keep awake

With me ’twere always day.

With heavy sighs I often hear
You mourn my hapless woe;
But sure with patience I can bear
A loss I ne’er can know.

Then let not what I cannot have

My cheer of mind destrly ;

C. Cibber



Whilst thus I sing, I am a king,
Although a poor blind boy.
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Money

When I had money, money, O !
I knew no joy till I went poor;
For many a false man as a friend

Came knocking all day at my door.

Then felt I like a child that holds
A trumpet he must not blow
Because a man is dead; I dared

Not speak to let this false world know.

Much have I thought of life, and seen
How poor men’s hearts are ever light;

And how their wives do hum like bees
About their work from morn till night.

So, when I hear these poor ones laugh.
And see the rich ones coldly frown—

Poor men, think I, need not go up

So much as rich men should come down.

When I had money, money, O !

W. H. Davies
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