Poems for Love is Everywhere, Volume I 
of the Songs of Margaret Ruthven Lang

Love is Everywhere by John Vance Cheney

My Love is in the hills,

And I am by the sea,

But, ah, I know my loved one thrills

With touch of love and me.

Whether together or apart

I fold you, Love, I hold you Love,

Hard to my heart!

My Love is far away

But love is everywhere;

My Love be where she may,

Where she is, I am there.

Ojalà  from the “Spanish Gypsy” by George Elliot

Spring comes hither,

Buds the Rose;

Roses whither

Sweet spring goes, Ojalà!

Would she carry me.

Summer soars,

Widewinged day

Onward pours

To the day, Ojalà,

Would he carry me.

Soft winds blow,

Westward borne,

Onward go

Toward the morn; Ojalà,

Would they carry me.

Sweet birds sing

O’er the graves,

Then take wing

O’er the waves, Ojalà,

Would they carry me. 

A Poet Gazes on the Moon

After Tang-Jo Su, translated by Stuart Merrill

From my garden I hear a woman singing;

But in sprite of her, I gaze on the moon.

And I believe that the moon looks at me also;

For a long silver ray penetrates to my eyes.

I have never thought of meeting the woman

Who sings in the neighboring garden;

My gaze ever follows the moon in the heavens.

The moon mirrors herself in the eyes of poets,

As in the brilliant wyes of the dragons,

The poets of the sea.

From my garden, I hear a woman singing. 

Irish Love Song - poet unknown perhaps Margaret Lang
O the time is long, Mavourneen,

Till you come again, O Mavourneen;

An’ the months are slow to pass, Mavourneen,

Till I hold thee in my arms, O Mavourneen!

Shall I see thine eyes, Mavourneen,

Like the hazel buds, O Mavourneen;

Shall I touch they dusky hair, Mavourneen,

With its shim’rin’glint o’gold, O Mavourneen?

O my love for thee, Mavourneen,

Is a bitter pain, O Mavourneen;

Keep they heart aye true to me, Mavourneen,

I should die but for thy love, O Mavourneen!

Deserted by Richard Kendall Munkittrick

High in the pear tree’s branches

A nest swings to and fro;

And the winds about it moaning,

Fill it with drifting snow;

And a lone bird softly twitters,

When wanes the ghostly day:

“Oh, where are the redbreast lovers,

Who lingered here in May?”

On a hilltop stands a ruin,

Beyond the dreary plain,

And the wind sends the wild snow flying

Through ev’ry broken pane;

While moans on the hearth forsaken,

An owl of orders gray:

“Oh where are the happy lovers;

Who lingered here in May?” 

Betrayed    by Lizette Woodward Reese

She is false; O Death, She is fair!

Let me hide my head on they knee;

Blind my eyes, Dull mine ears; O Death!

She hath broke my heart for me!

Give me a perfect dream;

Find me a rare dim place;

But let not her voice come nigh,

And keep out her face!

Morning by Harriet Blodgett Fairchild

A little song from a treetop high:

The eastern doorway of the sky is opened,

While the morning trips across the world

With smiling lips to call: “O little child awake!

The sun is shining for your sake!”

The Sky Ship by Frank Dempster Sherman

In the soft wind that blows, 

You cloudship of the sky

Spreads a white sail and throws 

A shadow where I lie. 

And with my dreams is blent

A breath of spice and gums

Out of the Orient,

Betraying whence she comes.

Unto a land remote

To fill its rich bazaars

Sails this Arabian boat

Amid the island stars.

And in yon harbor calm,

Of Heaven’s ocean blue;

Empties her freight of balm

The twilight’s fragrant dew!

The Jade Flute (Chinese Song)

After Li-Tai-Pay from the French of Judith Gautier by Stuart Merrill

On my flute tipped with jade

I sang a song to mortals

But the mortals did not understand

Then I lifted my flute to the heavens

And sang my song to the sages.

The sages rejoiced together,

They danced on the glistening clouds.

And now mortals understand me 

When I sing to the sound of my flute, tipped with jade. 

Ghosts by Richard Kendall Munkittrick

Out in the misty morning 

The first snowflakes I see

As they frolic beneath 

The leafless boughs of the apple tree.

Faintly they seem to whisper

As round a boughs they wing;

“We are the ghosts of flowers

Who died in the early spring.”

Evening by Harriet Fairchild Blodgett

The shadows furl their wings to rest,

As, through the curtains of the west,

The Evening cometh with a star,

To light her from the world afar,

And says, her grey eyes filled with dew,

“Dear child, I have sweet dreams for you!”

Limericks by Edward Lear
There was an Old Man With a Beard 

There was an old man with a beard

Who said, “It is just as I feared! –

Two Owls and a Hen, four Larks and a Wren

Have all built their nests in my beard.”

There was a Young Lady of Lucca


There Was a Young Lady of Lucca

Whose lovers completely forsook her;

She ran up a tree and said: “Fiddlededee!”

Which embarrassed the people of Lucca

There was an old Person of Skye

There was an old Person of Skye

Who waltz’d with a Bluebottle fly:

They buzz’d a sweet tune, to the light of the moon

And entranced all the people of Skye.

There was an Old Man with a Gong

There was an Old Man with a gong

Who bumped at it all the day long;

But they called out,  “Oh, law! You’re a horrid old bore!”

So they smashed that old man with a gong. 

There was an Old Lady of France

There was an Old Lady of France,

Who taught little ducklings to dance;

When she said, Tick-a tack!” they only said  “Quack!”

Which grieved that Old Lady of France.

There was an Old Man in a Tree 
There was an Old Man in a Tree,

Who was horribly bored by a bee;

When they said, “Does it buzz?” he replied, “Yes, it does!

It’s a regular brute of a Bee.”
There was an Old Person of Cassel
There was an Old Person of Cassel,
Whose nose finished off in a tassel;

But they call’d out, “O well! Don’t it look like a bell!”

Which perplexed that Old Person of Cassel. 
Snowflakes  by John Vance Cheney

Falling all the nighttime,

Falling all the day,

Silent into silence,

From the far away;

Stilly host unnumbered,

Falling all the day,

Falling from the faraway.

Never came such glory, 

To the fields and trees,

Never summer blossoms

Thick and white as these.

Folding, Fold the world away,

Souls of flowers drifting

Down the winter day;

Falling all the nighttime,

Falling all the day,

Fold it soft away. 

The Sandman  by Harriet Fairchild Blodgett 

Over the hills and far away, 

He comes at closing of the day,

To kiss my baby’s eyes,

And his hair is gold with sunset light,

His voice is soft as dreams at night,

As he gathers lullabies. 

One he takes from the bumblebees,

Singing, humming drowsily,

And the robin gives him one;

And down beneath the grasses hid,

He robs the little katydid,

And leaves her there alone.

Then over all the Sunset lands,

He scatters down his golden sands,

And spreads his soft gray wings;

And ev’ry little sleepyhead

Goes nid-nid-nodding off to bed

Because the Sandman sings.

A Song of the Spanish Gypsies  by Alma Strettell
Today she passed me lying dead,

And when I saw how fair she was,

A covering o’er her face I spread. 

Summer Noon by John Vance Cheney

So fickle are the little winds,

One may not say they blow:

The balanced leaves , they tremble, wait,

Not sure which way to go. 

So fare my fancies fluttering soft,

As out of sleep they start:

The while they think to drift away,

They die upon my heart.

My Lady Jacqueminot by Julie Lippman from the “Century”

My Lady’s cheek is soft and red,

My Lady holds her lovely head

On high, and why?

She knows not yet of care or woe.

She only lives to bud and blow,

My foolish Lady Jacqueminot.

My Lady’s cheek less soft and red,

My Lady bows her weary head,

And why? She’s nigh

A heart that once was light as snow,

But hearts and flowers, die you know

When broken, Lady Jacqueminot.

A Song of the Lilac by Louise Imogen Guiney

Above the wall that’s broken,

And from the coppice thinned,

So sacred and so sweet

The lilac in the wind!

And when by night the May wind blows

The lilac blooms apart,

The mem’ry of his first love

Is shaken on his heart.

It tears along was buried

And trances wrapt it round

O how they wake me now,

The fragrance and the sound!

For when by night the May wind blows

The lilac blooms apart,

The memory of his first love

Is shaken upon his heart. 
Chimes by Alice Meynell

Brief, on a flying night,

From the shaken tow’r,

A flock of bells takes flight,

And go with the hour.

Like birds from the cote, to the gales, 
Abrupt, O hark! 

A fleet of bells set sails,

And go the dark

Sudden the cold airs swing

Alone, aloud 

A verse of bells takes wing

And flies with the cloud.  

Verses for Volume II - Into the Night
The poems that Margaret Ruthven Lang used for many of her songs seem to be infused with a certain melancholy and also with a seeming preference for the calmness of a peaceful twilight or nighttime where as Swinborne says in his poem to a child:  

Baby, flow’r of light! Sleep and see

Brighter dreams than we
Her song setting of Night by Louise Chandler Moulton

Bend low O dusky night;

And give my spirit rest;

also, further comments on the weariness of the daily life.  

She set many of Harriet  Fairchild Blodgett poems in a cycle of songs with children’s themes, however most of these beautiful songs have to do with a child falling asleep and awakening to a better tomorrow.  The poem Into the Night of Blodgett again reiterates the desire for finding peace in the nighttime. 

Sing a song of lullaby

While the weary earth and sky

Slumber all the darkness through

In the starlight and the dew. 

We do not know why Lang stopped her composing and destroyed her music, but perhaps this gives us an indication.  She wished for peace and a refuge from the “alarms” of life, as expressed in Night
Until the embracing grave

Shield me from life’s alarms.
She stopped composing around 1920, her last song A Cradle Song to the War ends with the words “Hush”, perhaps a telling statement?  She lived for another 50 years and composed nothing that we know of.   
Northward by Henry Copley Greene

The thrush flies far from the northwind’s breath,

Flies far from the land of snow

Where the cold is strong as the hand of death,

And wildly the whirlwinds blow.

But thou art sweet as the pinetree’s breath

And kind as the sheltering snow;

And my spirit flies to the land of death

And sings where the whirlwinds blow

Before My Lady’s Window  by John Addington Symonds

Before My Lady’s Window gay,

The little birds they sing, they sing all day,

The lark, the mavis and the dove,

But the sweet nightingale of May,

She whiles the silent hours away

Chanting of sorrow, joy and love.

In the Greenwod  by John Addington Symonds

Beneath the branch of the green May 

with joy my heart sleeps happily

Waiting for him who promised me 

to meet me here again this day.

And what is that I would not do

To please my love so dear to me?

He love’s me with leal heart and true,

And I love him no less, pardie!

Perchance I see him but a day;

Yet maketh me my heart so free

His beauty so rejoiceth me

That months thereafter I am gay.

In a Garden   by Algernon Charles Swinburne  (1837–1909)

He was an English poet, famous in his day; he wrote some novels, and contributed to the famous Eleventh Edition of the Encyclopedia Britannica.  From 1903 to 1909 he was often nominated for the Nobel Prize in Literature.

Baby, see the flow’rs! Baby sees,

Fairer things than these,

Fairer though they be 

Than dreams of ours.

Baby hear the birds! Baby knows

Better songs than those,

Sweeter though they be

Than sweetest words.

Baby, see the moon!

Baby’s eyes laugh to see it rise,

Answering light with love

And night with noon.

Baby’s face takes a graver grace,

Touched with wonder

What the sign may be. 

Baby, hear the bells!

Baby’s head bows as ripe for bed,

Now the flow’rs curl round

And close their cells.

Baby, flow’r of light! Sleep and see

Brighter dreams than we,

Till good day shall smile

Away good night. 

On an April Apple Bough   SYLVIA edited by Arthur Gray

Swing, little bird on the bended bough:

Sing, and swing in the rain;

The buds will burst and the blossoms blow,

Like drift on drift of perfumes snow

Over and over again. 

Hark!  My heart to the swelling song;

Hush, and ease thy pain;

New love must rise

From the love laid low,

Breath and blossom, gleam and glow,

Over and over again.

Nameless Pain by Thomas Bailey Aldrich

In my nostrils the summer wind

Blows the exquisite scent of the rose;

O, for the golden, golden wind

Breaking the buds as it goes;

Breaking the buds and bending the grass

And spilling the scent of the rose.

O wind of the summer morn,

Tearing the petals in twain,

Wafting the fragrant soul of the rose

Through valley and plain;

I would you could tear my heart today

And scatter its nameless pain. 

The Bird   by Charles Kingsley

Afloating, afloating

Across the sleeping sea,

All night I heard a singing bird

Upon the topmost tree.

O came you from the isles of Greece,

Or from the banks of Seine? 

Or off some tree in forest free

That fringe the western main?

I came not off the Old World

Not yet from off the New,

But I am one of the birds of God

That sing the whole night through. 

My Garden by Philip Bourke Marston

O my Garden, full of roses,

Red as passion and as sweet,

Failing not when summer closes,

Lasting on through snow and heat!

O my Garden full of lilies

White as peace and very tall,

In your midst my heart so still is,

I can hear the least leaf fall!

O my Garden full of singing,

From the birds that house therein,

Sweet songs down the sweet day ringing,

Till the nightingale begin!

O my Garden, where such shade is 

O my Garden bright with sun,

O my loveliest of Ladies,

Of all gardens sweetest one.

I knew the flowers had dreamed of you by John B. Tabb

I knew the flowers had dream’d of you

And hail’d the morning with regret;

For all their faces with the dew

Of vanish’d joy were wet.

I knew the winds had passed you way

Though not a sound the truth betrayed;

About their pinions all the day

A summer fragrance stayed. 

And so awaking or asleep,

A memory of lost delight

By day the sightless breezes keep

And silent flow’rs by night  

Song in the Songless by George Meredith from “A Reading of Life” 

They have no song,

The sedges dry

And still they sing, they sing

It is within my breath they sing,

As I pass by. 

Within my breast they touch a string,

They wake a sigh.

There is but sounds of sedges dry

In me they sing. 

It is within my breast they sing as I pas by.

There is but sound in sedges dry,

In me they sing.

In the Twilight by H Bowman

Songs half heard in the Twilight,

Dying softly to rest;

Broken snatches of music,

Stirring depths that sleep,

Where memory patient bideth,

Her silent watch to keep.

An Even Psalm by Marguerite Radclyffe-Hall

With silent feet all wet with dew,

Comes evening full of soft repose,

To kiss the valley deep and blue,

With wistful lips, and eyes that close. 

Her breath is soft and full of peace,

Her arms outstretchéd to caress

Fling benedictions without cease;

She seems a spirit born to bless.

And as the evening to the earth,

Came love to me, a boon most rare,

Hushed ev’ry sorrow at its birth

And turned complaining into prayer. 

The Harbor of Dreams by Frank Dempster Sherman

Only a whispering gale,

Flutters the wings of the boat;

Only a bird in the vale,

Lends to the silence a note,

Mellow, subdued and remote:

This is the twilight of peace,

This is the hour of release,

Free from all worry and fret,

Clean of all care and regret,

When like a bird in the nest,

Fancy lies folded to rest.

This is the margin of sleep;

Here let the anchor be cast;

Here is forgetfulness deep,

Lower the sails from the mast.

Here is the bay of content,

Heaven and earth interblent:

Here is the haven that lies

Close to the gates of surprise;

Here all like paradise seems;

This is the harbor of dreams.

Into the Night by Harriet Fairchild Blodgett

In the night the shadows creep,

(Soft and slow, soft and slow)

From the forest dark and deep,

(Soft my dear, and slow) 

From the mountain and the sea,

Stealing very silently,

Till their dusky wings are furled

Round about the weary world

While with folded wings they stand,

(Gray and still, gray and still)

All the world is shadowland,

(Gray my dear, and still) 

Birds are silent in the nest,

Little children are at rest,

Crickets peep and fireflies glow,

While they wander to and fro.

As they sing a cradle song,

(Sweet and low, sweet and low)

To the world the nighttime long

(Sweet my dear, and low)

Sing a song of lullaby

While the weary earth and sky

Slumber all the darkness through

In the starlight and the dew. 

Limericks of Edward Lear

There was an Old Man of Dumbree
There was an Old Man of Dumbree,

Who taught little owls to drink tea;

For he said, “ To eat mice is not proper or nice.”

That amiable Man of Dumbree. 

There was a Young Lady in Blue 
There was a Young Lady in Blue

Who said, “Is it you? Is it you?”

When said, “Yes, it is,” she replied only, “Whiz!”

That ungracious Young Lady in Blue. 

There was a Young Lady of Parma 

There was a Young Lady of Parma,

Whose conduct grew calmer and calmer:

When they said, “Are you dumb?” she merely said, “Hum!”

That provoking Young Lady of Parma. 

There was an Old Person of Jodd
There was an Old Person of Jodd,

Whose ways were perplexing and odd;

She purchased a whistle and sate on a thistle,

And squeaked to the people of Jodd. 
There was a Young Lady in White
There was a Young Lady in White

Who looked out at the depths of the nigh;

But the birds of the air filled her heart with despair,

And oppressed that young Lady in White.

There was a young Lady Whose Eyes
There was a young Lady Whose Eyes

Were unique as to color and size;

When she opened them wide: People all turned aside,

And started away in surprise. 

To-Morrow by Harriet Fairchild Blodgett

Beyond the gate of Twilightlands,

Across the fields of night,

A fair To-morrow waiting stands

To greet the morning night.

So close your eyes my sweetest sweet,

And close your eyes, my dear,

And when you wake, for your sweet sake,

To-morrow will be here.

Now when you have her, hold her fast,

Lest she should slip away,

For some folks say she will not last,

But fades into To-day.

Yet close your eyes, my sweetest sweet,

And close your eyes, my dear,

And when you wake, for your sweet sake,

To-morrow will be here. 
Lydia by Lizette Woodworth Reese

Break forth, break forth o Sudb’ry town,

And bid your yards be gay;

Up all your gusty streets and down,

For Lydia comes today!

I hear it in the wharves below,

And if I buy or sell,

The good folk as they churchward go

Have only this to tell.

The violet flags are out once more,

In lanes salt with the sea;

The thornbush at St. Martin’s door

Grows white for such as she.

So Sudb’ry bid your gardens blow;

For Lydia comes today;

Of all the words that I do know

I have but this to say:

Break forth, break forth O Sudb’ry town,

And bid your yards be gay.

Up all your gusty streets and down,

For Lydia comes today.

So Sudb’ry bid your gardens blow,

And bid your yards be gay;

Break forth, O Sudb’ry town,

For Lydia comes today. 

A Thought by John Vance Cheney

Fluttered near a lovely thought;

It set my heart aswinging;

Out I reached, ‘t would not be caught,

Yet still I heard it singing. 

What it says, I cannot tell;

Than thought there’s nothing fleeter.

Off it flew, but I know well

That only love is sweeter. 

Lied der Nebenbuhlerin  by Joseph Victor von Scheffel

(Song of the Rival Maid) 

German:

“O Römerin, was schauest du zu mir 

mit sengenden Blicken?

Dein Aug’ ist schön, doch nimmer wird’s 

den fremden Mann berücken!”

Jenseits der Alpen steht ein Grab, 

gegraben am grünen Rheine,

Drei wilde Rosen blühen d’rauf, 

seine Liebe liegt dareine.

English: 

“O Roman maid, why look on me

With glance so full of danger?

Thine eye is fair, but never can

Its spell ensnare the stranger!”

Far o’er the Alps there stands a grave,

And by it the green Rhine hieth,

On it three wild roses bloom,

Ah, within his loved one lieth. 

Lament by S Galler (1535) 

French:

Adieu soulas, tout plaisir et liesse

Mon pauvre coer si vit en grand tristesse,

Pour les regrets que j’ay mon amy:

Helas! Il ma failly. 

Je m’en iray lassus au verd bocaige

La je feray fonder un hermitage,

Ou je vivray en doucer et soulay

Et tout pout mon amy!

English:

Farewell, beloved, all delight, pride and solace,

My broken heart is like a shattered chalice.

No longer filled with joy by my lost friend:

Alas, why must love end?

Far from the world, into the woods, I’ll hie me.

Dwell there in stillness, where none shall ever descry me. 

Where my lonely life in sorrow shall end,

And all for the love of my friend!

An Irish Mother’s Lullaby by Mary Elizabeth Blake (1840-1907)
She was born in Dungarven, Ireland and died in Boston, Massachusetts.  Blake's poetry was widely published in Roman Catholic periodicals and in a number of Boston papers. She was a fervent Irish-American. Several poems on the death of children depict the anxiety of the times about childhood mortality.

My dearie! My wee thing! 

The world is acold,

The sullen winter’s piping

Is shrill upon the wold:

No bloom is in the garden,

No leaf upon the tree;

But in your eyes my bright one,

The summer stays with me. Ah!

Macushla! My birdling! 

The glad song is still

That used to wake the morning

Upon the rosy hill;

The hunger and the silence

Lie heavy upon men

But in your voice my starling,

The dawning sings again. Ah!

My heart’s love! Mine own one,

The dark time is drear,

The lowness should be one me,

The sorrow and the fear;

But God forgive my darling!

I’m laughing night and day;

With you upon my bosom,

My little breath of May! Ah!

Night by Louise Chandler Moulton

Bend low O dusky night;

And give my spirit rest;

Hold me to your deep breast,

And put old cares to flight.

Give back the lost delight

That once my soul possest (possessed)

When love was lovliest;

Bend low, O dusky night!

Enfold me in your arms,

The sole embrace I crave:

Until the embracing grave

Shield me from life’s alarms.

I dare your subtlest charms,

Your deepest spell I brave.

O strong today or save;

Enfold me in your arms:

Bend low, O dusky night!

