POEMS



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649009367

Poems by Jennie Earngey Hill

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



JENNIE EARNGEY HILL

POEMS

ﬁTrieste






L

e 0q

POEMS

BY

JENNIE EARNGEY HILL

BOSTON

THE GORHAM PRESS

MCMXVIII
L= .




TO
MY BELOVED AUNT
MRS, JENNIE HEWES CALDWELL, Pr.D.



Contents

PAGE
HeapTgOOM . . . . . . . . . 28

Deare’s SeECTRE . . . . . . . . 29
DrEaMING . . . . . . +« .+ . . 30
SATLING - . - - .+ . 4+ &« « . 31
Fsspmw* . . . . . . . . e . 33
Lipe's Sumwger . - . . . . . . . 34
T MeapowLare . . . . . . . 3%
Natvres GaME . . . . .+ - . . 37
ABrro'CHEER. . . . . . . . . 38
THOT - & + & v & = & = « = 30



POEMS



SONG OF THE BROOK

‘Whispering brocklet running nigh,
Do tell why love must die,
Brooklet onward toward yon sea,
Speak to me! speak to me!

Do tell why love must die,

Tiny brooklet flowing by.

For aye! Oh, tell why!

Brooklet gently gurgling by
Maust love dic e'en for aye,
Tell why shouldst love die;

Oh, why must love dic,

Tell why! For aye! For aye!

The above was set to the music ** The Brook ™ by
Thegdore Lack.
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A SLEIGHING SONG

Slipping, sliding, high then low,
(Yer the ice and fleecy snow,
Hearts attune with all around,
Merrily away we bound;
While jubilant our spirits fling
Echoes of their reigning king,
Till circling air seems drunken quite,
Breathing revelry tomight.
Boist'rously we raise good cheer,
One in voice and accent clear;
As bracing wine such atmosphere,
With love like thine,

Maiden of the dell,

Loud thy praises swell,

Life’s rhapsody

For me but thee,

Thru the livelong day

If at work or play.

"Tis living dew thy lips impart,

Nectar to z fainting heart;

Thine eyes — pems of beauteous hues,
Amber mid the blues,

(Gleam Paradise —'gainst yon sparkling snow,
Twinkling as they po;

Thy checks transmit roseate light,

Tint the dancing white,

Heart-throb bespeaks

Earthly paragen,
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Binding two in one,
In this— our sleighing time, our playing time,
Owr sleighing, playing, sleighing time.

Moonbeams falling, gently trace
Lovers' secrets on each face,

As to and fro they skip — perchance,
Lending joy with each fond glance,
While slipping, sliding, high then low,
O'er the ice and drifting snow,

Till circling air seems drunken quite
Breathing revelry tonight;
Boist'rously we raise good cheer,
(One in voice and accent clear;

As bracing wine such atmosphere
With love like thine,

Maiden of the dell,

Loud thy praises swell,

Life's thapsody for me but thee,
Thru the livelong day

If at work or play.

I love you in the sleighing time,

I love you with a love sublime,

Oh, give to me that heart of thine,

In this, our sleighing time, our playing time,
Our sleighing, playing, sleighing time,

Set to music * Arabesque,” by Eric Meyer Hel-
mund,
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