

CELESTIAL SPELL

“To Miss Nannie B.” - Original title

Poem, Daniel Bedinger Lucas – Music, Terry Tucker

What star presided at thy birth,

Beneath whose soft, celestial spell,

Down-trembling to the charmed earth,

The very soul of music fell?

Like Echo, or young Sybalis,

Or note preserved from Orphic plaint, 

Thou art a Voice, sweet Cantatrice,

 Thy physique but a supplement.

As all the tints in mingled throng

Produce White Light in purity,

So all the elements of Song

Combine to form thy minstrelsy,

Priestess elect of Melody,

Eldest and dearest of the arts,

Wed music still to Poesie,

Before the altars of our hearts.

And lift our souls to ecstasy,

Until from hearing thee we’re taught,

That Song’s akin to prophecy,

A far diviner gift than Thought.





SYMPATHY

Poem, Danske  Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker

We talked together, you and I;
    It was a queenly night in June;
Low hung the moon in yonder sky,
    And on your cheek low glanced the moon.
Your gentle hand was mine to hold:
    My ill-fed heart began to speak;
And ever, as the tale was told,
    Dear friend, the moon was on your cheek.
Old loss that would not let me rest,
    Old grief that slept, but ever lay
    A languid load upon my breast,
Awoke, and wept themselves away.
Up climbed the moon; slow waned the night;
    And still you bent to hear me speak;
I drank the comfort of the light
    In those bright tears upon your cheek.
From off my life the burdens fall:
    Still in their grave through tranquil years
They rest, those weary sorrows, all,
    That faded in the light of tears.





THE FAIRY CAMP

Poem, Danske Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker
What did I see in the woods, to-day?
    I saw a fairies' gipsy-camp.
The tents were toadstools, brown and gray,
    Among the bracken, soiled and damp.
I called on a cowslip 'mid the green,
    And borrowed a bit of fairy gold,
And then I found the Gipsy-Queen,
    And so I had my fortune told.
Ah, yes, she told me a secret true,
    That wild-eyed gipsy, brown and red!
But I may not tell it out to you,
    For that would break the charm, she said.
And if you seek them by yourself
    You will not find that strolling band;
They have pilfered the wild bees' hoarded pelf,
    And flitted away to another land.





THE STREAM AND I

Poem, Danske Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker
We ramble on, the stream and I,
    Still singing, still companionless.
We run to find, beneath the sky,
Some arid spot, some life to bless.
    The brook is dreaming of the sea;
    But I, fond spirit, dream of thee.
The brook's bright waters flow and flow;
    All lush and green his track appears;
And it is given me to know
    Some choral of the chanting spheres.
        Our lives are tuneful as the birds,
        With rippled song and gentle words.
And if, sometimes, we lurk apart
    In secret grot or covert dale,
To bide a space and gather heart,
    Anon we're laughing down the vale.
        Though rain or tears our forces swell,
        We find the sun and all is well.




FOLLY-LAND

Poem, Danske Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker

In Folly-land what witchery!
What pretty looks, what eyes there be;
What gamesome ways; what dimpled smiles;
What lissome limbs; what frolic wiles;
What easy laughter, fresh and clear;
What pranks to play; what jests to hear!
Old Time forgets to shake his sand;
The days go tripping, hand in hand,
In Folly-land, in Folly-land.
In Folly-land, one idle hour,
The moonlight had a wizard power;
Its eerie glamour turned my brain—:
(I would that I were there again!)
We stood together, 'neath the sky:
A bird was chirping drowsily:
He smiled, he sighed, he held my hand.
Ah me! Ah well! we understand
'T was Folly-land, 't was Folly-land.
My sober friend, how worn your looks!
Your heart is in your mouldy books.
Here's half a cobweb on your brow!
I seldom see you jovial now.
Fling down your volumes and be free
To take a pleasure-trip with me.
Come, “Here's my heart, and here's my hand!”
We'll launch our skiff and seek the strand
Of Folly-land, of Folly-land.




THE STRUGGLE

Poem, Danske Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker

“Body, I pray you, let me go!”
    (It is a Soul that struggles so.)
“Body, I see on yonder height
Dim reflex of a solemn light;
A flame that shineth from the place
Where Beauty walks with naked face:
It is a flame you cannot see; —
Lie down, you clod, and set me free.”
“Body, I pray you, let me go!”
(It is a Soul that striveth so.)
“Body, I hear dim sounds afar,
Dripping from some diviner star;
Dim sounds of holy revelry:
It is my mates that sing, and I
Must drink that song or break my heart;—
Body, I pray you, let us part.”
“Comrade! your frame is worn and frail;
Your vital force begins to fail;
I long for life, but you for rest;
Then Body, let us both be blest.
When you are lying 'neath the dew
I'll come, sometimes, and sing to you;
But you will feel nor pain nor woe;—
Body, I pray you, let me go!”
Thus strove a Being: Beauty-fain,
He broke his bonds and fled amain.
He fled: the Body lay bereft,
But on its lips a smile was left,
As if that Spirit, looking back,
Shouted upon his upward track,
With joyous tone and hurried breath,
Some message that could comfort Death.





DREAMS

Poem, Danske Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker

Run with me, elves, and lay me on that bed
    Bud-strewn beneath my cirque of sister trees,
Wherethrough the young Moon hath embroidered
    Faint soothing-spell in silver traceries;
Run with me, for I feel the need of dreams;
Earth palls, and naught is fair but that which seems.
Fashion thin horns of blossom-tubes and blow;
    Tinkle the lucent pebbles of the rill;
Fetch me a mating bird to twitter low;
    Spin sounds of night, fine-drawn, remote and shrill;
And let that elfin whom I hold most dear
Whisper a certain name within mine ear.
Then, while I sleep, the very tender Moon
    Ne'er dreamed such sport with her Endymion,
Nor any love-rapt mortal, late or soon,
    Such snatch of rapture from the Immortals won
As I, that, waking, have become so dull,
But in my dreams, so glad and beautiful.





HOPE

Poem, Danske Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker

Ah me! what battles I have fought!
I would I knew the rune that lays
    The swarming shades of weary days
That take the lonely House of Thought!
A restless rabble, unsubdued;
A wild and haggard multitude;
Distorted shapes that spring from tears,
And torments born of wedded fears.
Sometimes, amid the changing rout,
A rainbowed figure glides about,
And from her brightness, like the day,
The whimpling shadows slink away.
I know that lyre of seven strings;
The seven colors of her wings;
The seven blossoms of her crown; -
    There violets twine for amethyst;
Small lilies white as silk-weed down;
    There myrtle sprays her locks have kissed;
And pansies that are beryl blue;
And varied roses, rich of hue;
With iridescent loving eyes
Of buds that bloom in Paradise.
Come often, thou eternal child!
    New-string thy lyre and sing to me.
Thy voice ecstatic, fresh and wild,
    Enthralls each dark-browed phantasy.
Beyond the walls she bids me peer
To see a Future, dim and dear;
Sweet faces shining through the mist
Like children waiting to be kissed;
A lovely land that knows not pain;
Atlantis land beyond Life's main,
Where we who love may love again -
Ah me! is this beyond the plan
Of God's beneficence to man?




WINGS

Poem, Danske Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker

Shall we know in the Hereafter
    All the reasons that are hid?
Does the butterfly remember
    What the caterpillar did?
How he waited, toiled, and suffered
    To become the chrysalid.
When we creep so slowly upward;
    When each day new burden brings;
When we strive so hard so conquer
    Vexing sublunary things—
When we wait and toil and suffer,
    We are working for our wings.




THE PRELUDE

Poem, Danske Bedinger Dandridge – Music, Terry Tucker

What is astir where the shadows are dense?
Something that baffles the curious sense;
Something that shimmers and whispers and sighs;
Something that glimmers to far-reaching eyes;

The Shape of a song, or the Soul of a stream,
Or a Being awake from a beautiful dream,
Is pulsing and stirring and making prelude
In the reverent heart of the reverent wood.

Is it a word that I never have heard?
Is it a hint of a jubilant bird
That never was hinted before?
Oh! what can it be that is new in the wood;
That thrills with its meaning, but half understood,
A rapture and more?

A sound is created that never the breeze
Has carried till now through the city of trees;
Fresh tidings from God; a new message is sent
Through I know not what delicate instrument.

And I would I had senses as fine as a sprite,
To hear and interpret the message a-right:
But I think, oh, I think, as I fall on my knees,
God is walking and talking again 'mid the trees.




MY HEART IS IN THE MOUNTAINS

Poem, Daniel Bedinger Lucas – Music, Terry Tucker

Right nobly flows the River James 

From Richmond to the Sea,

And many a hallowed mem’ry claims,

And tribute of love from me;

But Western Tempe farther on— 

Mother of limestone fountains!

My heart goes back with the setting sun— 

My heart, my heart is in the Mountains!

There where the fringe-tree nods his plume,

Beneath the white pine’s shade— 

There where the laurel drops his bloom

O’er many a wild cascade— 

There where the eagle seeks his nest— 

Mother of limestone fountains!

List to an exile’s prayer for rest— 

My heart, my heart is in the Mountains!

The wide expanse of the boundless sea

Is a sight to stir the soul,

And there is a breadth of majesty

In the Western prairie’s roll— 

But give me the heights that milk the clouds,

And gather the dew in fountains!

Give me the peaks, with their misty shrouds— 

My heart, my heart is in the Mountains!

There’s something blank in the landscape here

And tame in the water’s flow— 

I pine for a mountain atmosphere,

And a crag in the sunset’s glow!

King of the Hills! Blue Ridge that I love!

Feed still the Vale with fountains,

From rock and dale, and mountain-cove— 

My heart, my heart is in the Mountains!



