Bonfire Night.
‘Tis St. John’s festal Eve and both young folk and old

Round the cross-roads’ huge bonfire high carnival hold;

Ringing laughter and music and loud dancing beat

Blend with soft warbled notes round this great rural fete.

Soon as shades steal apace over hollow and height

The cuckoos and songbirds grow still for the night; 

And from countryside wide every sound dies away

Save the brook’s gentle roll and the landrail’s rude lay.

And while brighter with dusk beams the fierce crackling blaze

Louder still grow the cries that the revellers raise;

From the fire, as the faggots more freely are piled,

Belching flames upward flare into weird wreathings wild.

Now like Furies in frolic they scream, leap and dance,

Now in showers fling off sparks, whizzing hundreds at once,

Till Venus steals out from her daytime retreat

To watch, in mute wonder, the mad rout beneath.

As night’s shadows deepen the whirling fires wane

And but embers heaped high on the cross-roads remain,

But the circling crowds dense the loud revels prolong

And afar echo fiddle and full-chorussed song.

On foot yet more fleet glides each gay dancer round

And plaudits and cheers still more lusty resound,

While on fast-thickening darkness the fires, yet alight,

Throw a halo that heightens each glad heart’s delight.

Old customs fond-cherished down ages’ long flight,

Each linked with a season, a month, or a night – 

The Pattern, the Fair, Harvest-Home, Hallowe’en,

Like the Bonfire, are now but ‘mong things that have been.

From the countryside picture they’ve passed quite away;

I have seen them all die in my own little day,

Perished all in a progress that proudly despised

Those primitive pleasures our forefathers prized.
