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ADVERTISEMENT.

—

i

Tur Cave Hill, or more poetically (and as Dn. Drvuxosn
in his Poom of *The Giants' Causewny,’ styles i) the Hill
of Caves, rises anbout 12300 feet ahove the level of the sea,
three miles north of Belfast. s precipitons cliffs terminaie
i line of monotain, which forms ihe western boundary of
that interesting valley through which the river Lagan Gows,
between Lisburn and Belfust. The profile of the mountain,
overhanging Carrickfergus Bay, presents, when viewed from
the south, the correct proportions of » buman head ; amd the
caves which yawn in the face of the precipioe are supposed
to have been excavated by the Droide A Druidical altar
crowns the saommit of the rock, from which clrcumstance the
Tale in the First Canto takes its title.

I have not met with any person who could explain whence
the sporis aud festivities practised bere on Easter-Monday had
their origin; but presume the usage to be some remains of
superstition, which survived ns s costom, when oo longer re-
imrded ns n rite.

Aware of the insipidity of mere deseriptive pottry, 1 have
endeavoured 1o Introdoee Iocident l.nd.rull-!_[ into ihe fol-
lowlng Poem: but 1 think it necessary 1o observe, that all
the smaller piecds, with the exception of those daled, were




»

vi

written ni & much earlier period than the present. Though
this giroomstance may perbaps fail to afone for thelr fanlis,
it will, at least, In some messure serve bo socount for them.
The printing of thess pages was nearly completed before 1
was indoeed o changes my original intention of distributiog
them privately: and, though the ssutiments of my (riends
have besn favourable and faiioring, 1 cannot bot fear that the
fate of this volume will prove to me how moch the decisions

of private partiality, may be st issue with the sterner justice
of public opinion,

Jeomuceryy, 1818,
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The Will of Caves.

L]

CANTO 1.

L
Aun! why should they whom Fancy's splendid wings

Transport, like eagles soaring at the sun—
Laove, Rapture, Genjus, breathing o'er thelr sirings,

Forget the socenes where first young Passion woa
Those silver loes, from soul to lyre that ron—
And give far lands the gilding of their rhyme?
Though shunned by such, when I, my Country! shun
To sing thy beanties, softened and smblime,

Let silence seal my lips—ingratitude my erime!
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I1.
I nek not inspiration from e Maids
That whilom sang on funed Parnassos hill ;
I nsk not lagrel from Aonlan ll:|.qlin|:--p-l|

IY.
You that would elimb with me the Hill of Caves,
No flowers need hope, but such as wildly grow;
For ihere the wanton ped-rose NOTET WATES—
‘The lily scorns to bare her broast of snow:
Yat, Ment with weeds, some blossoms haply blow
Ou vielet bank, of primrose-tissaed spot,
Whaose golden cups with liguid gems o'erflow:
Take these, my Friends! In rustic garland wrought;
And, twined with these, the flower, maids call * forget me uel.’

Though dows Dlympie on the leaves distil;

Nor hope 1o quall Castalia’s vaunied rill;

Nor trust the Dellan Archer o h:m'rlrn-:

My nvoeatlon more ambitions still—

1 sue bright Beauiy ! shonld she fall 1o Gre,
Can these impart a sool—a language (o my lyre?

V.

Now to my theme, and thee, swool Aunnadale!

Oft from thy Iattice o'er the Lagan sheon,

As pensive Memory set her shadowy aall,

For days gone by, and pleasures that had been-—

My glaoce, regurdless of an humbler scean,

Hath fondly rested, where the Hill of Caves

Heaves his dark forebead in the blue serone |

A, ln‘l'l'i:lni‘ pow i th' ethereal cope, ERETATES
A profile proud and high o'er hroad Loch Carrick’s waves

I11.
Say, when the storm-tost wanderer homeward steers,
What lends that magio to the far-seen shore]
Say, why the exile turns, with siarling tears,
To haonts his hollow eye can mark no more?
Each seene 'llﬂ-'th- wear ihe hoe which Beanty wore,
As sunrks gilds the darkly-rolling sea:
Mead, woodland, valley, heath, and monntain hoar,
Prood H-MIIIj'! sienl this latent charm from thee—
Be thon—for these he sings—the Bard's divinity®
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¥I.

Dull were thai vision, io e Arolle thrown

From Lagan's ecuthern bank, which did not trace,

By Nature senlptured in the living stone,

The sleeping semblance of a ginot face;

Touched with a godlike, sseming consclous grace,

Crownling the mommit’s Alpine mojesty :

In dreams of fancy, gnzing on that place,

Methonght the Mountaln Genlus ihis might Ls,
Siruek to an arid rock bepeaih th' ofended sky., #

VIl
Or chance, that image on the nodding seep,
erbanging Dalrinda’s bastioned shore,
Bound in the silence of a marble sleep,
Haod been some glant fogitive of yore,
When Odin whelmed amid the ocean roar

His Impious clan—their Canseway,” and their throne:

Nor far he fled j—a lighining arrow bore
Swilt to its mark, and seared his form 1o stope—
A beacon o'er the deop, stapendous and alooe!

¥ on steep-encircled valo of groves and gl

13
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w1l
0, well | deem jilsm 'pllﬂllli:hl.
W hen evening mellows the meridian g,
F'o mark that form amid a ring of light,
As sinks behind the ruby car of day!
Ten thousand glories o'er Its forehead play,
Conlronting heaven; and there Apalle reins
The fwrce fAnme-breathing coursers ot ihelr way,

his sight ihat scone of beanty Wanes,
Ere from his sigh S )

1X.

Sure, did the wild Tungusian mark that brow

Borne 1o the clouds above the mountain’s breast,

Mo more his knee 1o Baikel's God® should bow,

Polsed on the Shamane promontory s cresi—

That flinty God who breaks the water's resl,

And bids the Spirit of lhe Tempest rave:

Ah me! the mariner by peril prest

May valuly bope to shnn the whelmiag wave,
Should fiercs Dianda frown, nor list his prayers to sve.
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X.

Theme of my song! I've marked, on summer morn,

Ere glowed the noontide of n sultry day,

XIL
Tt with the fading mist Muston fades,
And all is cold reality ; 0o Moo
That bright Morgana® Fancy paints, pervades
The altersd scene:—yel, what oo life's bleak shore
Were beantiful, did she not smile It o'er?
Sho tnges earth with bues of heaven—abe fing
That glory roand the lovely we adore—
Her magie mirror shows forkldden things,
As through the sounding sphieres she waves ber raln-bow wings®

Deep Aonting mists, from ooean’s bosom boroe,
Unfold a fleecy line “long Carrick's bay,
Till on the waves which lave thy base they lay:
Then through the vapoury waste thy summit rose,
Litke n lone foriress in n troubled sea;
Or rock heaved upward by the earthquake's throes,
Roond which the breaker fonms, and elouds and tempests class,

X1
Aspiring Mountain! could thy Geains speak,
What tales of other times woald charm the ear’
For there are monnmenis on évery peak
Which prove the hand of wan once mighty here—
Aliars on high, and caverns deep and drear,

XL
Then would & sunbeam on thy brow alight,

And change thee strighiway to s foailng lale,
Such a= in waking-visions mel his sight
Wha Ealy B0 well of * Fasrie Land' rrr'n'h'l!rr
Where in the * Bowre of Blis' did swently smile
Whereon old sears of mining steel remain:—
The mystic Druld, lopely and sovere,
Thoaght human temples, as their bullders, vain;
And worthier of a God this cliff-piled mouotain fane.

Young Pleasure, blushing on a bed of roses;
Trnu:p-ﬂ raml robes her Elmr'unp- liembs lesgraile—
Az luchd wave the lily's boe discloses,

Whilst, warm io Passlon’s gaze, the wanion oymph reposes,



And is tkis nll survives?—a stone withool o name!
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X1V,
And there the victors of thelr day repose—
Breasts ilint had burned with glory'’s sacred glow;
You Cairn, o'er which the wild weed kly grows,
Eniombs them! Ye, who work o deadlier wo
Than polson-hlasts—for they in deseris hlow—
Ye chiefs, ye kings, behold, and blush for shame !
Thoss Inid forgotten here—nor long ago,
Hoped their high doeds had purchased deathles fame—

XV.
Yet, o'er the records of the monoment
Oblivion oft in merey sweaps her wing;
Thongh Flattery's tropes, misealling erime, have lent
A mocking lngtre—~false as that foul ring
In darkness ronnd the reptile glittering—
To deeds which Trath would otherwise frunslsis!
When viclors elimb fo thropes, and poeis sing
Their guilty fame, what eye but marks with hate
Fields drenched in gore, towns sacked, and cities desolule

TUE HILL OF CAVES i7
XVL

Aul through mch scones Ambition's progrest loads —
Her drum Is echoed by the Widow's ery;
The blooedy rule—the rightful ruler bleeds;
Chalns, broken scoptres, sculls, domes Saming high,
Shine on her fag In crimson marquetry
Rui they, perchance, in this nnsculptored Cairn,
Froe having found, bad kept their birthright free,
Spite of invader ferce, or tyrani steru:

Such should not pameless sleep beneath the mountain fern!

XVIL

Boroe downward darkling on the lide of Time,

Even Empires merge In thy unfathomed sea,

Forgetfuloess! where Virtue sinks with Crime—

Thelr stain or lnsire ever lost in thee;

Yea, things that Barth decmed writ by Destiny!

Yt relics, liko moth-mooldered sorolls, are bere,

Which glowing Fiction loves to lean on, {roe

From History's cold rebuke, and aye severs—
As thus, in vislon-tames, she bids the past appear,

[ 4
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The Druid’s Shrin.

Xvi.
OriaL, who swayed the Westorn Isles,
Which stud like gems the ocean foam,
Had turned his plumed and plaided files
From Norwny's hills victorisus home;
And trophbes shooe in tower and dome,
And Chlefs and Hards were gathered far,
Aud Beanty cama, in roay bloom,
To binsh beneath the northern star:
Ooe youth from rocky Albin steers,
Her scepire’s hope of fotare yoears.

XIX.
‘Oer billows kissed by morning's dies,
With broad wings spread upon ihe broeze,
How flewtly fair our gnlloy flios—
A soow-white swan on summer sras!

THE HILL OF CAVES 19

And soon the clustering Hebrides

Shall glad our skght, where (rihal’s lowers
Ring loud to Love and Valour's praise;
And harps are sweet in Ladles’ bowers!'
T 1rial® sald, as o'er the sea

His dark eye fashed exnltingly.

XX.
Hut winds and waves are {alibless ever,
As Lover's vow, or Loman's toarj
Though smooth their seming, trust thom Bevor—
Thoss lead to deathi, and Uhesa despair!
Ere eve, the breeze which blew o fair
Was hinshod ; the sails flapped loose, as tossed
The galley idly in the alr;
The shadow of a tem pest crossed
The troubled deep; and, Pl-'J.I.IE by,
Ench gust was like a spirit’s sigh!

XXl
Then barst the cloud which o'er them bhung;—
O ooesn's breast o moment's brighioess
Flashed far; the pealing thunder roug
“Thwart Heaven; each forebead reeled with lighines-—
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An instant rolled each eye-ball sightless;
And darkly now and Bercely sponds
The Impetuons blast; in foamy whiteness
Leap the mad waves, like battle sieeds,
Whose silver manes toss high and far
Amid the sable storm of war!

XXIL
Boroe wildly on the tempest’s wing,
The groaning pinnace rides the wave;
Now swoeps the olond with rapid swing—
Now plunges to a guliing grave:
And, thoogh the marlners wore brave,
When Death thos made his visage bare,
And falnting Hope saw nought to save—
The boldest eye—ihe sternesi there—
Seen in the lightning's passing bluze,
Looked frozen ip its Oxed amaze ' ——

XXIIL.
All, save young Irial's;—stornly bright,
As lion's glante st hunter's apesr,
His seemed to catol o bolder light
From that which fired the hemisphers!

THE WILL OF CAVES.

He feli—bat feeling was not fear—

Each comiog billow might o'erwhelm:—
When sunk the pilol in despair,

He firmly grasped the abandoned helm,
And looked, his keen eye heaven-ward cast,
As half exulting in the blast!

XXIvV.
Behold! a beacon gleams afar—
Unknown ibe land from whenee it glows:
Perchance that lone and lovely star
Deceives them to thelr country's foes—
More dread than breaker's rage were Those !
Yet now the warring surge and gale
Had chafed ibem to a dark repose:
Hut shattered mast, and shivered sall,
Forbade return;—the tempest's ronr
"T'was sweel lo change for that still shore!

XXV.
That polut of lonisfal they woo,
Where Dalrinda’s* peaks aspire:
The anchor cast, the mooring dove,
They hasten tow'rds the friendly fire:

2l
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But, gazing upward on that pyre,
They marked, llumined with its rays,
A frantic host in white atiire

Dance wildly round the ruddy blaze;
And, echoed by the oliffs along,

Thus pealed their deep-toned mystic song.

dnthem,

1.
Sovy of Ocean, Earth, and Air,—
Awful Spirit, hear our prayer!
The comet is thy fery oar—
The black eclipse thy shadow makes;
And, & thon sepp'si from star fo siar,
Beneath thy foot each axis shakes:
Lo} panting on thine altar Ues
A captive chief—his hoart beats high;
That heart is plerced—he shudders-- dies—
So let thy foes and Ullin’s die!

THE HILL OF CAVES.

R
Thou, whose tongue the thunder otiers,
When through vanlied Heaven it mutters;
Thoo, whose eye the lightoing Saches,
When on earth thy glance is bent;
Thou, whose breath the billow dashes
*‘Gainst the scowling frmament;—
Ou hostile Albin's loftiest peak
Thus may thy ssered altars glow—
Thos may her warriors' life-blood reek—
Thus blush upon her mountain snow!

-8
By the bosts which bere adore thee—
By the gom ihat recks belore thes—
By thy rifes, in darkness sped—
Light of battle, lend thine abd!
When bucklers ring, and blades are red,
Be thou our buckler and our blade!
Thy holy groves on steeps shall nod,
Where foes pursue the savagh game;
The waste shall own a present God,
The trembling rocks repeat thy name!
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XXV
When slept those steeps, whose towery line
That desth-song echoed, pasing o'er,
Which scared gaunt wolves, who sought the shrine
Of death, where oft they gorged bofore—
A volor exclalmed — No more, no more
Our God acoepts the serifioe;
Unworiby sipeams this victim's gore—
No columned fume seconds the skies!
Ere thrice the silver moon return
A worthler gift must bleed and born.

XXVIL
*The Bower of proad Lismora's stem
Sheds in yon cave the captive's tear;
Soon, slend of regal dindem,
Her brow a faming crown shall bear:
That victim, wen by Ullin's spear,
May soothe the wrath of Heaven; and he
Who holds her past bis kingdom dear,
Must never hall his daughier free ;—
Ka! when he seeks thal form of light,
Her possing shinde shnll bast his sight®

THE HILL OF TAVES

XXIX.

Then bad the shipwrecked Warriors fled,
But swiltness boots not, should they fiy;
Each path alike to peril lod:—
Outlived they Rood and feld, to lie
Banealh a (rantle Droid's eye,

With bosom bared to muorderons knoife?
Forbid, the vallant thus should die—
"Mid foemen give them Life for life!

o stern despalr, they rose io seok

Thelr fate upon the moontalo pealk

XXX,
With toil they scalod the beetling orest,
Where oak-wreathed Diruids stood around,
Whose arms were folded on their broast,
And looks bent darkly to the ground:
At bald lntruding footsteps” sound—
Like lightuing breaking forth from ghoom—
Keen flashiod their eyes "noath brows which frowned:
Escaped, they esemed, from trance or fomb,
Ese Withering sights had yot resigued
Their empire o'er the foversd mind.
n
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XXXI.
Relaxed each brow, when ‘midst them passed,
Wet, weary, worn—bul ferce, thongh faint—
The pale sarvivors of ihe blasi:
Then from the aliar one was senl,
Who led them to the royal tent
Where Ullin's King, enthroned in sate,
That night with all his nobles sponi—
Awalting the awnrd of Fale:
And now he beard, with sullen scowl,
Heaven's blood-bribed anspices were foul.

XXXIL
“Doth then,’ be oried in scornful mge,
‘A clond o'erhang ihe book of doom?
‘This hand shall tear it from the page—
This sword shall penetrate the gloom,
Though holy altars idly fume—
And carve its own bright destiny!
Erc wanes & month, this belmet plums
Shall soar, s bied of victory,
Amid the deepening clonds of war—
Whilst beroes writhe baneath my car!'—

THE HiLL OF CAVIS.

XXXIIL
Then, turning to the wanderers, said,
When told their fortune in tha storm-—
«Warriors' bowe'er 1o Erin led,
The name of stranger hath a charm
To melt the heart, and cheok the arm:
Take then your right—the soldier's conch;
And share his cup, secure from harm
Not here the treacherous woll dares erouech;
Biut, when the golden morn thrice glows,
Ye answer—are ye Ullin's foes?"

XXXIV.
Two tedious suns had dawned and sel:
Suspense—that worm, which colling roumd
The heart, dofies us to forget |
Her sting, long threateuing ere it wonnd—
Was torture! nor the deadly sound
Denouncing fute, by sieel or stake,
80 irks ihe brave; yet Lrial found
His sonl for others' wo aownke;
One fear alone could clalm a sigh—
Not death—bui, to dishonoured die!
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XXXV.
And it was night—yet sleep send not
Forgetfolness to seal his eyes;
On dark and desporate deeds he thought:
The hour approached for sacrifice—
That hour the eaptive Virgin dies!
He sees ber at the aliar kneel —
He hears her supplicating orbes—
He shoddered as the oplified steel
On Fancy's vislon flashed —* Hold ! hold!'—
He panted—and his bloed o eold.

XXXVI.
Siung by that waking dream, be rose

To seek his friends, and prompt their dight:

The morn before, unmarked by foes,
Was planned the purpose of the night:
The rising moon shone broad and bright,
And wooed her image in the water,

A Irinl bnd the cave in sight

Which held Lismora’s lovely danghier:
A shadow erossed his path—* Now wo
Botide thee, shouldst thou prove o foe!

THE HILL OF CAVEL

XXXVIL
‘fla—hunsh! thou stepp'sl the brink of danger’—
A voloe suppressed and hollow gabd ;
Yot will | prove thy friend, bald stranger
If trusted in this hour of dread.
Sgre Heaven thy sleps hath hither led—
1 blest the hope thy coming gave!
Thy gulley’s sl is prompt to sprend —
The west-wind curls the lubrie ware—
Thy band awnits—away, away!
They marvel at thy long delay.

XXXVIIL
' Rut, there Is one ‘twere base to fy;
Ope, that in childbood joyed to cling
About my neck, and weep, whilst 1
The plaintive song ahe loved would sing—
A Cherub round me Quttering!
Falr as the porple-tinctored even,
And pore ns yel untested spring,
And guiltiess ns the Saint forgiven.
Chiefialn® thou wilt not blench to aid
A belpless and & captive Maid?
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XXXIX.
“In bold Lismora’s halls of glory
Her smile & hundred Hnnirlnnuld fire,
Az rose her line's heroie story
Responsive to the golden wire:
"Twas mine to lend that gified chair,
Ere breach of troce in Ullin's King
Betrayed me to the vietor's ire,
In other halls with grief (o string
A sullen harp, whose aliered fope
Sl echoed dull as dangeon stone.

XL.
*1 guined, "twere idle how to sy,
The cavern key, sinoe star-rise hoor,
Which bars young Cara from the day,
At merey of the Tyrant's power:
My gunrds where yonder summits lower
All reckless rest: this bow T bronght,
And guiver, from my prison bower ;
And, when lo @y, my harp 1 eanght,

A thrill came o'er the chords, more swaet

Than mingling sighs when lovers meet!

THE HILL OF CAVES

XLI.
sThrough sleeping tonts thon swillly pasi—

Nolseless s doth a spirit glide
In midnight mist; a shrond o‘eroast

The sky, as if my flight to hide:

Buot, when 1 won the mountain side,
Where lay thie thickest of the foe,

The moon streamed forth a sudden tide
Of dazzling light—onough to show

The slumbering tempest ronnd me—then
She hid belind her cloud agnin.

XLIIL.
"That host doth fieros Stornab lead,
Thy fated country to invade;
But buiman vietims burn aod bleed
To purchase thelr Avenger's ald—
Ere yet they draw the battle blade,
And bale to Albin's valleys bear:
Within one hour the eaptive Maid
Shall look upoen the aliar's glare—
Nor know for whom thal alisr blazes
Till on the naked knife she gazes!
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XLuL
‘Now to the prison cave we Ayr
As Irial and the Bard drew near,
Her lily cheak, nnd earth-ward eye,
Seemed fading in a still despair;
And crowding o'er her bosom falr—

Like radinnes bl'hlll:‘: through & elosd —

Rich tresses shed thelr sunshioe there,
As wildly, mocking bands, they flowed:
A lamp barned o'er her couch, and shed
It lnstre on that drooplog bhead.

XLV,
And there, (wo Hags of Hatred sleeping,
Looked like the Demons of the Cell,
Who held that Angel, calmly weeping
'er silent griels, by corsed spell;
And oh! the dinmond drops which fall
So lucid from their lovely spriug,
Hod paid an empire's ransom wel]—
Seen down that young oheek glittering;
For Valour's soul would value them
Wer those which stud o dladem’

T L
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XLY.
The Virgin turned with timid eye,—

Rantehed quick the lamp that near her shone,~

Flang back her bralds of orieat dio,—
Gazed fearful as the startbed fawn,

Which shrinks from all it looks opon:

But, when the light o'er Conra’s face—
Her Fatlier's best-loved Bard—was thrown,
A glow of wonder warmed with grooe

That wmarkle check; and ayes long dull,
Boamed throogh wet lashes beantiful!

XLYI.
*Bay, Conra! art thon come to save
From dread and desth Lismora’s Child?
Ta sonich hor from & lviog grave |
Whom thy sweet harp hath oft beguiled
O tears—1till at (hose tears she smiled ¥
Even then, ihe shadows o'er ma few
Of storma that since have ravaged wild—
Hope's sunshine promise proved loss troe!
liut, break ot that thy presenes gave me—
Uh Conral wilt thoo—csnst thou save me T
E
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XLVIL
"Yes, injored Maid! this warrior Youth
Halli vowed Lo fall or st thee froe:
Repose thy safety on his truth—
Hasie| haste! nor gaze thus doubdingly.
(Ver yon far-frowning summit—ses!
The moon urns pale—red lames arkse:
Thow know’st It not—they blaze for thee—
Thou ari the destined sacrifics!
Dost thou doubt me—dost thoo falier?—
Ob, mark onee more yon mooniain aliar!”

XLVIIL
The kespars of that dismal cell
Are chained to earth—but were they men
They had not woke, with strife and yell,
To look upon the light aguin—
Their sepulchre had been that don!
I silenes down the seaward hill,
The fugitives Ded swiftly then:
All slumbered, save the brawling rill,
Whose waters with the moonshine blending,
Seemed silver from the rocks descending.

THE HILL OF CAYES.

XLIX.

speed, Irial, Cara, Conra—speed!
The hour is come of implous rites—

They whet the blade by which yo bloed—

The mountain's brow is crowned with lights—

His echo in that shool unites

Which tells your doom: away—nor thus
Look back npon & soene that blights!
The koife ltself gleams tremulous,

As consclous of its desiined deed —
Speed, Irial, Cars, Conra—spoed!

L.
They now had gained the gentler slope
Extending downward to the deep,
Sapporting that faint Mald with hope
They censed to foel.  From steep to steep
Far-flaming torches wildly leap,
As meteors Gre the midnight sky:
Their splendour broke the eagle's sleep—
He Bed his cralg, and seemed on high
Some Spirit polsed on dusky wing,
Iu the moon's clrele hovering!
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LI
All seemed confusion, as they threw
Bhort glances beckward in thelr fight:
But now, their foes that paily porsuse
Whesre foot-priots meet the torches’ Lighi—
The Togitives are now o sSght!
For life—lor freedom—orward sirainlng—
They bear the Muid—but ali! in spite
Of utmost effort, on them gaining,
Rush thelr fell foss bebind ; nisd ke
A ery in which the blood-bound bays!

L.
Now friendly bludes, unsheathed to save,
Aguinst the coming torehes gleam;
And Irial's foot bs in the wave,
And gore hath dimmed his fanlohion's boam;
From foremost foeman’s heart that strenm
Is gushing; breast-high through the billow
He bursts—and, in ber death-like dream,
His shoulder is young Cara's pillow:
Anothor step—the bark they gain!—
Let Druids guash their teeth in vain'
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LI1L.
That host was rushing throngh the water,
As rose the galley's swelling sail,
With blades which thirsted for the slanghier,
And torches waving in the gale;
Kind Heaven—they may not now avail!
Rut lo! careering tow'rds the shorm,
In white-plumed crest, and glitiering mail—
His charger's fank embossed with gore—
A Warrlor, madly wroth, draws noar,
And fiercely shakes his flashiog spear.

LIV.
“I'was slern Siornab, Ullin’s King:—
Quick seized the Bard his bow, and drew
An arrow io its poinl—Lhe string
Snapped ere thal winged avenger few;
Not s the Tyrant scapes his due!
A chord rent swifily from tho harp
Now twangs upon the sounding yew;
The shaft s smooth—the steel is sharp—
No more that Chief through blood shall ream—
His own s on the white sea-foam!

A7




a8 THE HILL OF CAVES.

LY.
8o let the Hard who siogs of fume
Be bold to do the deed he sings—
His lyre, llumed by Glory's flsme,
Waound Tyrants deap as seorplon slings—
Or death-spell muitered o'er the strings!
It dawns—ihe galley, fleet and free,
Glides stately as the west-wind springs: |
And Conra, gazing pensively,
As o'er the bounding waves they flew,
Thus bade his fathers' land adien.

FAREWELL, native Isle! and ve forest-clad mountains—

This Harp which your echoes have hailed, as it rong
In your swoet-scented moads, by your clear-gushing

Though wild were its numbers, most now be unsirang!

Alas! whilst this bosom with anguish is barning—
Like the nest-rifled nightingale's—sad were its swell;

Then sleep, Harp of Sorraw! till welcomed returning

By smiles from the vales we are bidding farewell !

THE HILL OF CAVESR.

2
Erin's bloe hills have faded —and sun-set shall roll
A dark sea between us; vel, distance and years
Can but cplour hier lmage more desp on my soul—
For "twill warm i my sighs, nnd shine brighter through tears_
Thon wast prized, lovely Land ! ere my first hopes had perished ;
And since, as the grave of some dear one who fell;
But never—O never! so faithiully cherished,
As pow, that | breathe thee an Exile’s farewell!

L¥I.

Ixnxe! mch the sirains thy Bards of old
Bang, o'er the scalptured Harp impassioned bent;
Their shining vestments falling fold on fold
Ta carth, as suow-wreaths from the cliff’s descent:
er their broad tomples silvery tresses sprent,
Seemed glory with the elrcling oak entwined ;
And—like the Prophet forms kind Heaven once sent
To bare the curtalned future for mankind—

Their glowing glances shoe like sun-bursts of the mind!
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LYIL,

Yo vanished mastors of Hibernia's Lyre!

Who erst in Tara's trophisd halls did string

Those speaking chords which set the soul on fire,

Till from its prison-cage It strove to spring,

And beal ihe heart with wild Impatient wing—

Forgive, that with this feeble hand | sought—

Like distant streamlet fainily eoholng

The ecataraot—io wake the tones vo taoght;
These Frin's Harp forgets, as she hath been forgoet |

LVIIL

Long through her ivy-fettered chords the broeze
M midoight whispered—none coald sei her free)
And long that tide of soul was doomed to freens,
Which flowed unmalched in ber wild melody.

But newe, thy Country’s day-star shines on thee—
Loved Harp, awake! i borns sscendant now,

And gilds thy kindling chords effulgentiy|

Awnke! Wit, Valour, Besuty claim thy vow—

And MoorE hath broke thy tranee—thy Genlos wreathed

END OF CANTD I.

The Wil of Caves.

CANTO IL
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CANTO 1L

I
Awav! Aurors opes the eastern por,
Crowned with fresh roses colled in Eden's bowers
Incense ber breath, her eye-boam fall of sport,
Health is ber train, and all the langhing hours:
Away! the mountain-path is pranked with flowers
Which court thy feet; the Sun o'erlooks the wave,
And first bebiolds yon steep basaltic tawers,
Which brighten up, as they his welcome gave=—
Whilst Night, on nolseless wing, seeks dark Cuchuallin's eave
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I1.

Heath-mantled Hill, thou'rt won: and lo! a world
Of life and loveliness salutes the view,
As Natore's maghe map lies far nnfirled —
Bonod in a cirele of cernlean blue:
There, Birangford’s lake a hundred istands strew,
"‘Mong which her waves of molten silver play;
Here, Carrick frowns, where blazoned banoers fow
D'er tower and battlement, in prond array,

To welcome great Nassan on glory's stalnles way!

IIL.

And fuir yon vale of beauty doth expand

Benenth the shadow of thy awful brow:

Westward unfolds that mirror of the land—

Lough Neagh's shining bosom; lone and low

Shane's Castlo—onoe a terror i the foe—

Moulders upon her shores: aspiring proud,

Far to the norihward, peaks are tipped with

Where vast Benmore delays the passing elood,
And Rathlin's surge-lashed rocks roar o the storm sk
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V.

Like giant bastions, dark aod distant spreading,

La! Caledonia’s colld blue mountalus rise,

To bar the ocean-surge, too wildly heading,

O piled so high to prop the Aretie skies:—

Hall! Iand of worth—hail! race of euterprise—

Famed all alike in battle and in song:

One lyre of thioe did echo Erin's sighs,

When heart and harp-strings both were breaking: long
Her sons shall love the Bard who felt her Exile’s wrong!

V.

Here placid Lagno, from ber silver uro—

A flood of quivering erystal, pure and brighi—

Glides through the vale with many a siouous turn;

Her sun-lit windings glancing on the sight,

Shine like a circling serpent in the light,

Who rolls his wavy volames o'er the plaln:

Through all ber conrse the loveliest mends fnvite—

Kow lost in groves—now gliding forth again—
She Bows relactant on, and mingles with the main,
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Y1
I've scen thy walers, o'er the groen bank straying,
Like youthful hopes of rapiure pass nway !
Yot oft mothought they looked as if delaying,
To bold the landscape in thai fond delay,
Which imaged on thy glassy surface lay!
And 1 have seen reflected forms thereon —
Dear 1o my soul—the young—ihe falr—ibe w y
Albelt the wave reflocting these be gone,
Not Lethe’s flood from me can steal the simplest one,

¥II.
Fast by the brink of this romantic tide,
-ﬁ.ll;l., castward, washed by Neptune's emerald
A city Rourisheth in Fortune's pride—
BELPAsT (he name an unknown founder gave;
*Her daughters lovely, and her siriplings brave:®
By every breees on ocean's bosam funned
Her noble fleets the bounding billows cleave,
And laden with the wealth of every land —
From Norway's icy rocks to Indla’s burning sand.

* Rarntitne
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VIII.
Yel do some thankless tenants harbour there,
Who, wronging Froadom, ory they are not free;
Nor turn one candid glance to climates where
Oppression seals the bond of slavery:
Accursed with sight which nooght but i1l can seo—
Accursed with speech which nought but ill can speak—
They torture terms, and call faf Liberty
Where Law is Inoghed at—Jostioe worse than weak—

Apd deem restrolnd from orime o bood the brave shoold break.

1X.
These wights are goaded by a Demon Dwarf,
Who hides beneath his cloak the traltor’s knife;
Disordered on his brow a bloody scarf
Is bound — that onee, in treacherous midnight strife,
He stripped from butchered Loyalty, with life:
Men name him REvoLuTion: in his hand
A mirror globe be bears, with mischief rife,
Wherein the Caitifr grasps the Noble's land —

Ard ul things, npside-down, in foul reflection stand.
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X.

But they, #0 fooled, are trivial in repute—

Nor dim for sounder heads, and betler hearts,

That fairer fame their polson would pollote—

Thou friend of Justice, Science, and the Arts!

Lot mantacs trace o'er folly's erring charts

By false degrees for latitndes of good,

Nor glean the truth which history's page im

That nought so perfect stands, hath ever stood,
As this all-shielding code they sigh to blot with

XL
BeLrasT! it were not well to leave ansung
One virtue, cancelling many a erimson stain;
Berenl In the sight of Heaven, from whepoes it

The stay of wretchedness—the balm of pain:—

Angels record it thine!—to thee in vain

Nons tell their griefi—none inro ooheard from €

Thou lovest to bd the mourner smile again—
To feed the hungry—set the captive free:

In Heaven thy onuse is urged by soft-oyed Charity!
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Xl
[hear native Down'! thy ealtured bosom courts
My fondest pars—reosding south away:
Yel, now. ] view the seones of infant sports,
As spols the sun made pleasant yesterday—
But where his lnughing beams no looger play!
Hence lei my glance, with faleon swiltness iy,
Till perched on Morne's magnificent array,
Where mountains piled on mountains awe the eye—

Crowned by Sliave Donard's peak, which moets the leaning sky.

X1
Yes! 1 bave seen Moroe's heaven-ward summit lowering
Like a vast glant set 1o guard the strand
And as | pazed, the marshalled tempest, lowering,
Turbaned his brow in clonds, sod gave his hand
The thonderboli to hurl from land to land ;—
Then burst his mattered threat aloog the deep!
The pllat heard that mountain vokoe nomanned —
On ruflled plumes the eagle fled the sieep,

Whose rocked foundations broke (he burrowed fox's sheep.

i
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XI¥.
Now, tell me—ye who oer the world have
What loveller seones than fhesr have met your
Ye who on Delphi’s sacred brow have pondered—
Yo who have marked Vesuvios' midnicht blaze—
Ye who have bailed the Glackrs wilh mmaze—
Flowds banked with gold, and erowned with “lhl'_
If from your hearis those magic baunis could mze
That boly love the Patriot bears his homef—
Unblessod hath boen your toil—ak! wherefore did yo

XV.
My Country! were thy green hills tarned to stone,
Which now with sunny bosoms court the sky—
Thy laughing vallies desolate and lope—
Thy woodlands leafless—and thy fountalos dry—
Dear wert thou yet to me! Nor question—why?
Thoo heartless stranger in thy Fathers' land, ¥
Whose lot might idly claim fhy smile or sigh!
IT peril seawled, woold'st thou her champlon
© po!—the loveless heart had stlll 0 verveless handl

THE HILL OF CAYVES.

XV
rhat Moant 1 sing reveals a living scene
When April comes s0 gay and debonnir—
Like young ooquet, now frowning, now serene—
And lures & thonsand idle truants here,
Who while the day in revelry and cheer,
And cull the first-bore blossoms of the dell,
Wherewith io die for many an urchin peer
The snowy sgg:® ye simple joys Lhat swell

The pulse in life's young morn—be ever blest your spell!

XVIL

% Yes! sport ye reckless ones! your sunny hour,

Gay as the rich-plumed songsters of the spring:
Too soon Delight resigns her magio power;

And Hope forgets to wave her golden wing—
Though mow so fall of sweet imagining!

The day—alas! that any could foreshaw—

The day shall come when Disappointment’s sting
May rankle in a heart of cureless wo.—

But this s not my theme—ye liveller numbers Bow!

sy of colars, b ane of b8

&l

Amang ihe juvenile sports of Easter Manday, relling hard-bolled sgpp, staized
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XVIn.
What notes prociain the bliss of Easter morn!
The Heavens are sheen, the birds are blithely =
Buds bathed in dew are glistening on the thorn,
The far Docks bleat, the merry bells are rloghog—

The streamlets gush, the primrose banks are springing
The huntsman's horn is echoing throngh the dale—
The clear cascade its diamond sparkles finging—

The milkmald earols in the fragrant vale—
And all these mirthful sounds give music (o the g

XIX,
Now group on group s seen to follow far, e
Like to a Perslan army in array;
On foot, on steed, conch, jingle, cart, and oar-—

Tow'rds the high Hill of Caves they wend away;

But, at the base sach equipage must stay ;
Proud steep! thon well dost ape that summit brig
Where whilom strung his lyre the God of Day;

For wheels—save those which horl ke ﬂrpfl.ﬂ!] 1

FVer erimson-skirted elouds—ean conguer neither

THE WILL OF CAVEL

XX.
Here might you mark life's anxious, ardent strugglers,
0f every hue—whate'er their onst or ealllog—
Musicians, pedlars, show-men, dupes and jugglers—
Not Babel tower had echoed to such bawling!
Carousing, begging, singivg, langhing, brawling,
The fddle’s Aourish, and the bag-pipe’s grontiog—
Eheill barking curs, and embryo caitiffs squalling,
Maids screaming out, for men are mast Insulilng—

Here brays n paoubered ass, there boys are badger-hunting.

XKL
With lnugh, and jest, and antic feat, they rise
The monniain's side: but many & grievous irip
Doth send more wolol mosio to the skies,
From luckless wight foredoomed by Fate to slip;
Whilst youthful imps the glddy pathway skip,
And gibe at thoss whom time hath tardier made;
Too fat to climb, with bottle at the lip,
Bome think thelr fellows' toil but il repaid —

Who pity them in tarn, and scorn the midway shade.
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XXIV.
fard by, and gnzing on that merchandise,
An olf, with H‘IEHII.‘ teetl, Illul forth hi= siors,
Late won by well-conned task—0 envied prize!
Yet won, ere long, to grieve his heart right sore—
S0 Fortune lantalizeth evermors!
On frull and coin his leoks alternate rest—
But, early read In seoundrel niggard lore,
To gyuander penee it pains his litde breast,
And, guawed too goon by care, he treinbles (o be blest.

XXIL

Nor thess the sagest—they who love to elimb

Up steeps of solid earth, or slippery fame—

And, trust me, this is truth, though told io rh

Wil find the elimaie as they rise grow brome;

Kecn cutting winds assail th' unsheltered frame

On mountain summits; and their virgin snow

That oot which sullies is consigned to shamo:

You, when the sun shines o%er them, few below
Would deem it soothly said—ihey glare, but never gi

XXV.
A mid-aged wight—full fain as be to hoard
The glittering trash—observes with anxions eye
The freaks of Chanee upon the chequered board ;—
He tempts her frown—a week’s hard wages fly!
Close clinglng to his coat, and ripe to ery,
His urchin son doth see his wealth's decay—
Right sad to think how hunger, by and by,
Shall pinch, for this, the little troop who play
At bome—nor bode of tears to-morrow must sirvey'!

XXIII.

Fuoll many a well-heaped basket lines the way,
Where tempting frafts, and witching Hquids spres
But, such must grieving gaze as cannot pay—
For that grim guard, with mob-cap mnfled head,
Scans through an eye by fell saspicion fod |
Each lounger near, lest such should slily spring,
Unstored with eoln, by lawless longing led,
Upon that nest of loxury 1 sing—

Now foul may him befal would do so base o thing!
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XXVL
Behold (hat graceless slave with shiriless back,
Shoe down of heol, and kibe-betraying hose,
Hat vold of rim, sorfoul like taitered saok, i
All blowd-shot eye, and purple-spotied pose!
With sllver, won by midolght guilt, be goes
To yonder jar, which burning liquor fills,

And down his throat o brimming bamper throws,

THI st ks beart like Lgoid fame i thrills;—
The subtlest dranght, 1 ween, Intemperance d.th.-_

XXVIL
Such recreant knave escaped o other climes
{ For in his own be dare no more delay)
Adds daily 1o his catalogue of crimes—
Assuming characters to suit ench day:
Somelimes a cripple erawling by the way;
Apon, a war-maimed veleran sues thy aid, [
The robber's ruflian garh his next army—
Which, fapping, shows the midnight moon his

A seaffold-seene concludes the guilty masquerade!
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XXVIIL

Naw fo the breezy top the foremost reach—

Panting and wenried with the tollsome way:

Note well that damsel shy, whom no soft spoach,

Thongh slyly mid as sighing swain could sy,

Before might answer better galn than—nay!
“Yet noee the youth may h-ulhlr grasp at blls—

{Lovers like ehiefs shoold choose a favouring day,)

Faint with fatigue she rests her arm on his—

And, through a hali-felgned frown, smiles ai the stolen kis"

XXIX.
Leave those 1o talk of love! and hasten where,
With bounding hearis, yon merry eirele wheels—
Some, lightly springlng, seem to leap on alr,
Bome beat the earth with iron-studded bheels;
Whilst the sly maid ber taper log reveals,
As though auwitting, o the graceful knee:
Hibernia's planxties, Caledonin’s reels,
Are plied by those who qnafl the cop of glee
Sparkling from Ploasure's fount, and feel its lnxury!
Ll |
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XXXIL’
And close beside there stood a peusive Boy,
Wiho bore that Minstrel's bacp where'er he weat;
The passion-breathing Iny, a palaful joy
To his rapt spirit in ils sadness sent:
Waon by the charm of song, his sonl scarce Leat
To aught of earth—aeocentrie, warm, and wild!
He Aed his home of love and calm conleil—
Forsook his kindred—by that barp beguiled,
Which dearer grew thau all lo Nature's way-ward child.

XXX.
The danee is o'er— bat hark! the plaintive tone
Of minstrel string is brenthing fn the wind:
There sits neglected on the gray calrn-stone
His conntry’s latest Bard —poor—aged —blind;
Ah! why is Fute to Genlus thos uokind 7
Sorrow hath chased the sunshine from his
Her shadow lengih'ning as his day declined:
Yet through the cloud etherenl lashes break—

And gleam along the lyre, and bid its Spirit spaaki

v RXXIIT

Apd be koew mooents—ihat unfriended Yoolh—

Which blood-bongit erowns were idly pledged to boy,

Although his ragged weeds might raise the ruth—

Perchance ihe mirth of many a butterfly,

Decked in its gandy gurments paasing by!

Moments (hat but the sons of song cay kuow—

Pure gleans of more than earth-boro eosinoy—

Which light the sonl's bold wing to Heaven, and throw
A Wmagic colouring o'er even this dark world of wo!

XXXL A

Couoched ai his feet an Irish wolf-dog lay—

Last, like himself, of oooe o valued race,

Whose glanclng eye of fire flashed overy way—

Sagacious, Bereo, and matchloss In the chase:

Full oft wonld he regard his master's face,

With pointed ear, a8 anxions to obey

Whate'er of wish or will he there might trace;

Nor would he leave that foot by night or day
Which faithfully be led o'er moor and mountain
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XXX,
Agnin the Harper's withered fingors swept
Th' awaking chords: an old and lofty lay
He chose, o'er which have royal Vieglns wepl;
And lion Yaloor—roussd from bethargy—
Hath grasped the burnished blade, whose living
Beemed borrowed from the hero's ghooe of irel
That theme was dear to Erin's happier day,
When History’s Mase enraptured strung her Tyre
And sang immortal deeds, and wrole with pen of

Bing dbod’s Daughter.”

L.
Wuy droops, so sad and lily wan,
King Ahod's young and lovely Daaghter?
The dawniog dream of her peace is gone—
Too soon ip weep hath Sorrow taught her!
Why pine the peerless Maids of Meath,
And leave nowove the rosy wreath

THE HILL OF CAVES.

Which bound their brightly brabded halr
Round forcheads arched and ivory fair?
‘e rosebud, o'er those temples twined,
Which seemed (o blush on pollshed snow,
Is withered, rent—and unconfined
Their radiant tresses Bow!
Turgeslus the tyrani—ihe infidel Dane—
Hath but wiped from his fanlehion the heart's-blood stain
Of lovers and brothers, and kindred most dear—
Then ask not why Beanty should beam through a tear]
That releniless Chief, with the gore-reeking band,
Haih cast his stern eye on the pride of the land;
And bor Faibor, with age and with ills bowed down,
Marks the clooad of disgrace o'er the star of his crown.

2
As the sun on sarth, doth Woman's eye
Shed light on love, on hope, on plessure ;
More dear to the sonl her tender sigh,
Than gales which wafl Arabia's treasure:

And Clana's eyes, of sparkling blue,
Bhitd sunshine oo a Father's breast—
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And o'er o falibful Lover's threw
T'hat light in which his hopes waoro Lilesi:
Her volee was swesl as angel numbers,
Heard by salots in bappy slumbers;
And, O her form of falry lightness
Looked more than Woman (o its brightness!
But be, that Chiel of Denmark’s race,
Hy Inwless presion swayed, 2
In victor pride, wouold bring disgrace
On Meathea's princely Mald.
Her Fuiber sues, on suppliant knee,
One briel night's troce with nfamy ;
And her Lover broods, in secrel grief,
A tragic scene to the Danish Chief,
Ere the Muorderer’s arm be the fair Maiden's pil
O the sun twice deseeod to the gold-crested billow,

a.
Thos prayed the King for that delay:—
‘In pity to o Parent's sorrow,
O! spare my Child to me this day—
She's thine, relentless chief! lo-moriow, i

THE HILL OF CAVES.

Rut If soft Pity may net meli—
The pangs o Father feels, unfell—
If gray halrs, bending to the grave,
" Nor Honour's voloe, nor Merey's, save—
Then, bear my promiso—ere the aven
Shall purple o'er to-morrow’s sky—
{Though first this band would give to Heaven-—
These dim eyes see that Danghter die,)

A train shall ationd ber, all lovely and young,

As stripling hath dresmed of, or minstrel hath sung;
Full ffteen the fairest of Meaih's noble Malds—

The bloom of her valleys, the boast of her shades:

Let these purchase respite—how useless and brief—

It guards not ber honour—It heals not my grief!

Ab, Clona’ sole hope of my house and my pride—

Ere the death of thy fame—would! thy Father had died.’

4.

The dome s lit with a thonsand lights,
The banquet spread —the goblet Aowing;

That Chieftain, and bis fovoured Knights,
With wine and passion glowing,
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Await the Virgin vietims there— And ns they move, with bosoms beating,
Allas, how fortunsles and fair! Through foes from whom is no retreating.

The spollors bless the joyous day
They bore from Scandin's coast away
Tow'rls the Emerald Lsbs of the dark-blos oossn-
The garden of beauty—the eye of the world; \
And to Odin they vow, in thelr implous devotion,
His banner should stream, in its glory nnfurle
From the North to the South of the conquered land:
That his victlms should blaze—hnt his altars she

That his holy groves——hush! hark! slowly

An sged Minstrel, sternly sharp,

' Sarveys the belpless Vingin band—

Ere the song is o'er, from the sounding harp

Descends his trembling band.
Whate'er his doubls, or his fears may be—
The Knighiz soe¢ nol—noor eare (o see;
The banquet’s excess drew a clood o'er their sight:
To thelr captives they spring, who recoll with affright,
ramil And rend from each forchead the folds which conceal—

The folding doars turn, and without them are st Is the dome in a blaze? Do the lamps gleam on stoel P—
In robes, dazaling white as the Gualte's suow, wre Each Unoe lays his hand on his sword, with a start—
The Maidens devoiod —ihe loveliost of Moath! _ Bat—ere he can draw—one ls sheathed in his heari!

&. 6.
Each joyful Knight from his couch leaped op, Hark to that horryiog to and fral—
Where anxions e had lain reclining; The war-stewd's neigh—the chariot's rattle—
And left the ruby-sparkling cup - Vietorious shouts—doep groans of wo—
For lips more red, for eyes more shining: Hibernla's sons are in the batthe!
The Maids approached —but veiled each fi O'er the Danish camp breaks the sudden blaze,
With downeast eye, and trembling pace: Aod the warriors gpring from their sleep in amaze;
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Through fame-folded tents ln confusion
And Oy—but to fall by the merciless steel’
Then thirely Carnage drank her dill,
And the yet warm erimson dew
Was sbied oo the emerald shamrock, till
Its lonves wore an amethyst hoe:
The banner of Erin reflected the light
OF blazing pavilions—seen far in the fight;
Aud,rmblazoned thercon—which the Dane marked wh
Boamed — ERIN sa voUsNesx! Erix 6o snacn!’

Though valn were the laks of his blood-rusted chais,

The gold-Dowlng Lress did not fetter in vain!

And that bevy of Malds in their loveliness yield

To the Chiefs who protected with dagger and shibeld;

And Clons, whose eye shone as brightly and blue

 As the sapphire of India when dipped in the dew,

Yoang Desmond the Dauntless hath blessed with ber haud—
Who gave the Invader but soil for his grave.

Thus ihe Brave, roused by Beanty, enfranchised the land —
And Heauty was shielded and won by the Brave:

s
Whenece comes the Maid, whoso milk-white
Exnlis bineath his lovely rider?
And whenoe is be, in sable woead,
0o the fonming coal-blnck barb beside ber
* "Tis Ahod and his Child —restopred
To bappiness by Valour's sword !
Leo! light-bounding Virgins are Nying to meet them:
And gallant young Warriors triomphantly greel thes
No maore in the white-flowing robe they conceal
The terrors which Aashed from their bosoms of sie
Though valn was the bribe of the Tyrant to buy

Thicir faith—it was won by the heart-stealing eye!

XXXV,
Laxcoip and faint the Minstrel's song began—
But soon enthustast Passion claimed her throne;
And, ere the batile o'er the deep strings ran,
Soul, voioe, and harp, had found a firmer lone;
Sphrit of Feeling! be was all thine own—
Unhenrd —anbesded——crowds aronnd him tread:
But, when the pitiance misery elalmed was throwa,
The dreamer woke—ihe fond delusion fed—
In wounded pride he rose—and blashed to sing for Liread !
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XXXVIL .
And pow the Sun Is joursrying tow'nds the We
And but delays to kiss ihe Esstern hill— 'l
Wurning the weary revellors to rest:
And now, save bleating fock and rippling I'I.I,
No sounds are beard—the heath Is lope and
Behind the far blue mountains of Tyrone
Hath sunk the sun—the breeze of eve grows ohill
Yot o'er Lough Neagh's farthest verge is thrown
A line of lambent light, where day's last Took had o

XXXVII.
Loved Hill! when all forsook, I joyed to rise
Thy brow—though touched with evening's graver hue—
And look upon the landscape’s fading dies;
But then would Memory steal me from the view,
Apd clouds that onee rolled o'er the heart renew!
Why, gazing from yon cliff, recurs for ever
That pennant to my soul, s once it flew,
Which waved the futal sigual doomed to sever
Those who in Heaven shall meet—on earth, O pever! nover!

XXXVIIL
On cotiage hearihs e cheerful fagot burning,
Gloams through the laitice in the vale belowy
. At twilight sen by merry groups returning,
Who feel a grateful welcome in the glow: W
And many & happy wight us down they go— And arch was he whose fate demands my sigh—
Cheered by the blaze which marks his home of 1 Nor truth, nor talent, aught availed 1o save:
Counts o'er the joys ihat cottnge cun bestow; Thlp'lly*ln;ﬂrlmr-w him droop and die—
And owns his loi, though humble, very blest— But, when the forelgn turf his pillow gave,
His partner by his side—his infant ot ber breast! Recked not how wany hopes were buried In that grave!

XXXIX.
Young, generous, gentle—cast in manhood's monld
OF strengih and beanty; that dark, speaking eye,
Bebeld but once —thongh mapy a year had rolled —
Would flash its Hghtning o'er the memory !
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XL. XL1.
Lamented JoxEs! thy sommer-day was brief— For there be spots amid ihe wilderness
Pride, enterprise, fair prospects, led thee ong Where Rapture, Hke ihe desert rose, may dwell—

And there be spriogs, the parching lip to hiess,
Serort as the food from Horeb's rock that fell:
Hope lights the onward track, and Memory's spell
[lumes her fresco lnndseape far behind ;
If cold Injustios stab, the heart most swell—
But conscions Worth her deepest wound onn bind ;
With these Love pours her balm, and Friendship, nobly kind!

Bot, there were eyes of Heanty dimmed with grief
And breasts that throbbed with pala when thel ¥l
And many a secret sob—and checks grow wan
Whereon thy smile had shed its brightulng beam;
Tears ow are shining where young blushes shone-
Envugh’ our belng's but o troubled stream— ,
A mielting ralubow hope—and bappioess a droam!

ILIL

Love, that nor alm, nor wish, nor purpose, knows—
Save what concentrates in its dol’s joy;
True in the test of absence, slander, foes—
That fate—alas? though blighted—can’t destroy?
Frieodship, whose feeling knows of oo alloy—
That secks no future chances to repay
The present scrifice—that could not cloy
As others coul—nor push the claim away,

oft—ere frowned the trial day!

XLL
No—nought will be on earth as it hath been! .
Foonders of emplre are sojourners here: i
New caravans In turn employ the scene,
And toil their way noross the desert drear;
Whilst Arab bordes, for ever hovering poar,
Waylay and spoil—nor thess the best may shuns
But wisest b who strives the path to cheer
With hope of peril past—falr Mecca won— -
His are the freshest springs, and spots, 1o rest upod.
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XLIY.
ﬁnﬂihulhuﬂ.mlﬂhrmm
Bech friendship doth ot less 1o me endear:
Fmp-d:hnﬂnqnd.:ﬂhuphhlnhﬂ'
But thou art changeless, generous, sincers!
Wide ocrans part os with a bar severe——
Yet from the weeping West or frozen Pale,
To that bright Soarce of Dy which thoo art near
Yea! though boiweon the stars ihemselves shon

Affection’s viewless chain ean bind us soul 1o soul,

XLVL
Though young, thy path hath been through toil and danger,
Peril was sport, and only irksome rest;
The Deep thy home, to ather home a stranger—
Aud least enjoyed by those who love thee best:
When wilt thon—as the bird her native nest
Soeks in the Spring, which Bed fell Winter's relgn—
Hevisit seenes in boyhood reckoned blest; A
All thon hast suffered—seen—to fell? O, when?—
Till then may Fortune smile—{arewell! farewell till then!

XLY.

The world itself hath changed since we have mef=
Some that played foot-ball with the globe, nre non
Captive to these who were their captives latee—
The bruised lanrel stalns the humbled brow
True love bath sickened o'er the broken vow.
Friends dearly valoed are no longer dear—
The lovely, wrapped in winding-shoets, Inkd Jow,
The dead forgot—reviewiog these, | fear
Lest thou should'st ne'er return, or find me wanting

XLVIL
Thus have I mossd, as Fancy, Feoling led—
Whilst Time, on downy pinion, stolo away
Uncounted hoors; and o'er the mountain's head
Night spread her sable, star-wrought canopy:
Then, journeylng forth upon the track of day,
The rising Moon o'er green Calrngaver beamed,
Ceowned with ihe gems of Hoaven's serenest ray ;
Her ear of eloads ombossed with glory gleamod—
And far o spire and peak the soft effalgeace streamed.
4
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XLvI.

Ye long-loved scenes, ye rocks, yo glens, adieg!

I now must turn me 1o o forelgn shore:

And yet my beart can never stray from youe

For yo are coloured on its inmost core!

May Heaven's protecting wings wave biandly oler

Those haunts where Friendship hath beon 1
And—when this Gothic Lyre is hoard no
My name be welcome to a chosen fow:—

Buat whither do 1 stray '—aguin, dear scones, adisn!

1.
Hix wnipsons clan—their Couseway, and their throme.— 5t vii, p. 12,
I nea to refer 1o the First Book of Dr. Drummond's distingusbed
Poee, *The Gikants” Causeway,’ for an explanation of this allumion.

2
No more his knee to Beibals God shonld bow,
Poised on the Shamane promestery’s ered—S80 i, p. 10

That extranrdipary lake in Siberis & described by Bell; in his
Travels, vol. b po 57 to 2651 and alse; in *Took's View of the Rus-
slan Empire.’ The following extract is from the Edisburgh Ency-
dopadia.

* Boikal is a lake situsted in the government of Irkutsk, in
Siberia; and, next to the Caspian Sea, the largest expanse of waler
within the limits of the Russian Empire. No where, perhaps, could
A person who should traverse the globe meet with an ohject more
truly interesting than the Daikal, whether we consider the rude
miblimity of the scenery, or the singular phenomens which both the
lake itasclf, and the warrounding country, present to the observation
of the naturalist. Those who have visited this wonderfial place, seem
8 & loss for language sdequate to the feclings which it excites when
Erst bebeld.”

Bat the object of my note ks found in the following passage:

*In erumcrating the wonders of these regions, we nwist ot forget
& ciuriogs lesus mafurs, which bs to be scen on the Shanane progmoi-
tary. Three rocks, sdjscent to one another, tower more than two
bundred foet above the level of the lake : and their tops boar such o
"riking resemblance to bumsn heads, that the Tunguses revere them
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as the Sea-God Dianda, with his lﬂﬂuﬂmm‘
of this DHands, which stands between the other twa, amd |
them comsiderably, s seven fiet long ; his eve-brows seem &
jecting cliff, mﬁ-hﬂqunu flocks of wea-fowl find

Ihiﬂll'tﬂ.hm hmmﬂhml" s
and in all their fishing expeditions, prefer to him their praye
dranght of fishes,’ '

+
Thue Irial sid.~8t xix. p. 18, -
Trinl was the name of the thinl King of lrcland, after He
Heremon. I give it to the hero of this tale, merely on noo
its: beamty. 2
F’hﬂmﬁghm:u.pﬂ. '
Dalriada was the anchent name for the County of Antri

CANTO I1.
.
King Ahod"s Daughter—F. 60,
The Harper's ﬂdﬂuﬂiﬂ'ﬁb‘m 'i L
a circumstance in the history of Ircland, but comsiderably nit

the pocen.

POEMS.




EFFUSION OF FEELING

N FIED LiMTFFED BEATH &F thi

FRINCESS CHARLOTTE OF WALES.
—_—

|
Daveuren of Britain! scarce a day is done
Bigee in the oloodless lusire of thine eye,

The hope of Nationg sprang exultingly—

* A blossom cherished by the rising sun!

%o lnte, the heart reluctantly believes
That tale of grief for which the Emplre grieves:
Eut, like a poisoned dagger striking there,
The volce of walllng pheroes 1o its core—
Yea, in the despest accents of despair,
Proclialms the idel of our hopes—no mare’
Thy bridal hymn siill vibrates on the earj—
Thy bridal robe seems glittering from the loom;
And yot—thy dirge is echoed round the tomb;
And yet—iby shroud becomes thee on the bier...



I1.
Thou lost and loved one! none had higher canse
Tu prize what pleasures life could lend, than thoy
A hoart applasding joloed the world's applans—
Lovve sot his seal npon thy nuptial vow:
Born to a crown, yet blest—for thine was n
The heartless splendour of a princely lot— ¢
- Doomed the sad victim of a prood estate,
To wed reluctant, and but live to hate!
What was the pride or pomp of men to thee? |
Their poor ambition soaring far above, ]
Thou fled'st the Court, whose hollow pageantey
" Forbade-the sweet simplicity of love!
In life, in death, a love which ne'er forsook | o
That warm, pure bosom, Virtue mads her (0B
Its sloguence Hlumed thy latest look,
Even when the language of the lips had flo
And Hk, thy young heari’s cholce, on whom
Those soft blue eyes which bis oft met d

o all the anguish of & bosom blighted,
Foond life hnd nothing left when they were closed!

1L
What boots It now, ihal every wave between
The loe-wedged Poles, wooed to its glassy broast
The image of our flag? Or Ocean's Queen
Surveyed ber flecis, like foating clibes, rest
Upon the bosom of the billowy deep?
Will Ciaxtorre walk again that warlike deck
Whose thonders bend to awe the foeman’s neck,
As when ahe proodly sabd — Where Glory calls,
Well are thess named Old England's wooden walls'...
Go—ask the thousands rounnd her tomb that weep!

“For, like the chords of slamberiog lyre awoke

To lond eomplaint, by rade and hurried hand,
Ench heart that thrilled with feeling throngh the land
Burst into grief, and shuddered at the stroke?

A
But who hath feli the pangs which thou shalt feel—
Young, illstarred Conovns! in its aching dearth
L




Well may thy soul repine at Forlune's whesl, 4
Whose giddy circle seemed 1o pause for thee,

Till Envy sickened at thy destlny—

Then dasbed thee from Ha-lofiest verge to-oe
Aund griefs which now a Nation's bosom w

Fly, fly sweet Claremont's bliss-recalling shades,
Where Memory writes HER name on every ree,
Wi, bul & momont sinoe, was worlds o -
And thou to hier more dear than all the world!
Now—from thy hopes, like bolt-struck eagle, burlol

The ghost of murdered happiness porvades
Each former haunt of love: and, when at
Thine eye s fixed upon the spangled Hea
Fond Grief—ah' too ingenious—oft shall frame
With radiant stars the éver-treasured pame;
And well remind thee how ber virtues here,
Like thase pure orbs, illumed a darkened sphere
Al things shall speak of her—and e'en the brook

When on its brink thou lingerest pensively,

To thy lone ear shall mormur—* Where Is she?’
And thoa shalt start—though nought but silenee bound thee
And feel as if ber shade were bovering round thee!

¥

Yet, panse—ihese haunts were idly left behind,
Unless with these thou could'st thy memory leave!
Might Nylng sail escape, or space deceive

That sleepless worm which goaws the troubled mind,
How many slaves of grief should coase to grieve—-

How many wretches woo the waves and wind!

Then stay! these scenes and thou can pever part;
For, though thy keel divide the farthest billow,

At noon thelr shade shall darken o'er thy heari—
At night their sunshine gloam aronnd thy pillow!

ViL
Oli! she thou weep'st was like the lovely Rose
Beneath the shelter of o Royal Oak,
That far around his leafloss branches throws:
The axe was rolsed—alas! its erring stroke—
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Aimed at the sapless Tronk—in evil hour
Hath refl the beauty of our Western Flower!
Lone waves the foresi’s boar and withered King—

No bud of promise near him blosoming, .

VIil.
He who withdraws that Cartain’s sable fold,

And dares ber coming destinles bohold,
Shall mark—emotion quivering on his lpa—
The sun of Brunswick struggling in selipsa!

And yet, we loved (o ralse its verge of late;
For thew, as if from Heavon's unfolding gate,

A tide of glory mel ench stoles gnse; 4l

And showed our childron sporting in the light gL
Which gilt their shining path throngh eomingdi

But, whilst our tower of trust securely viewing, |

The wall was supped—ihe breach was past
Dear bo oor souls; and lovely to oor sight,
Was she whose fute hath changed the future scene;

Yet, not beoanse we deemed ihe Powers above

POEALS, BS

Had destined ber the scepire of a Quesn—
No—private Virtue won the poblic leve:

And they opposed in hate, through happy years,

Aro Brothers in the fellowship of tears!

v K

Ve natlons of the globe! no more bebold
With scowling eye, Hritannis's better fale:

Though storms of conflict o'er your heads have rolled,
And laid your towns and vineyards desolale—
Thaugh Death bestrode his pale terrific steed,
O'erfurned your camps, and bade your legions bloed —
Spring cama with peaceful promise, and agaln
Your fields bloomed forth, your cities thronged with men ;.
Deep though ye felf Invasion's wasting steel,

Time bealed the wound—but Hers may never heal!

X.
God of our Fathers! stay thy chast'ning hand—
Hecall th* avenging Angel of thy wrath:—
His wings have scattered midnight on our path,
And wave between thy mercy and the lavd!




5 o

POESSE,

The Aash of indignation from his aye
Fell on the frult oar Tree of Promise wore;
Nor bade alowe the Infant fruitage die—

But, ruthless, sonihed the Parent stem that bore?

Benoath each roof the bitter tear is shed,
As thoogh the first-born o'er the land wers d

Oh, say—enongh! nor let oar children know i

The berce domestio feods our sires hnve §

WHIMMIMEIMndlﬂ.ﬂt lirone

Whien brather blsd beasath & broiber’s biowall
When men forsook the cotiage for the tent—
When—as in Israel's day of threatened & Yo

THE WILD-FLOWER.

——

Oxce wamd 'ring, chance-led, wlm;hl—
But many & hope hath rose, and set, since then!
Methoaght the landscape never looked so falr—

Hope funned my bosome—Love nnd Joy were there;
Far bloeseyed JuLia smiled each care away—

$iar of my passion—spirit of my lay!

She oulled a Aower snffused with diamond dew,
And, smiling archly, said,* This sprung for you!
My glowlng lips the gift devoully prest—

[ laid the simple blossom to my broast;

Then from the gentle Makd ils name bosought—
She blushed, nod softily sald, *Forgel me mol

Time waned away—the wild-fower's freshoess fled—
Its hines were rifled, and its odour shed:

Time parted Friends—bat oh! could never part

The magle wreath it twined around my beart!
Through Fortune's changing seasons—joy or care—
That flower of feeling lives nnfaded there!



THE POLISH LANCIER.

Y e bave hoard of the Land whose bright C

To bathe off its stains in the blood of her foe;

Ye have heard the dark tale of that Land being
Thoogh she gave the best veins in ber bosom 1o

Yo have lieard how her foes basely lengned {o undo heps
And quench the pure flame anﬂﬂuﬂ-ml

Ye have heard bow the Eagles combined o
With the Bear of the North, from the foe-gird

Yes, Land of the fearless! thy bhoart's blood

And Liberty bled with each wound that was thine;
Yet, the star of thy chivalry, splendidly beamlng,

Was lone In the sky till its darkened decline.

‘The Lion then slumbered ; thoogh long "twas his

To succour the friendless—1io tramp on the p
But the wrong was avenged, nor forgotien
Albaera’s wild echo proelabmed i alovd!

* The Clawetar b rwblasered oo the Polish Seandand

PoEMe. ]

o " the forked lightning breaks from yon cloud which sdvances—
Hark! it boars In its bosom the thunderbolt's peal:

0 no—"twaa the flash of their far-ghaming lances

Through mlphur xod dusi—'twas (he tempest of stesl!

[read and sudden the basi—wide and wildly destroying—
Long shall Alblon's white bosoms beave sad for the day:
Pale Death hovered nigh, and, the slsughter enjoylog,
Saw this moment a bost which the next swept away!

Kut, one name, and one deed, on the tablets of glory

Survive—though no Hard lent his poocil of flame:

“I'was thy sword, dauntless Youth! whilst destruction swept
o'er i,

1o letters of Blood wrote lhudmﬂ:uilhm‘

Ves, Latnan!® when lanoe-wielding foes were careering
Through terror and caruage—thy keen-glinclng eye
Marked the Red-Cross in danger—Iis fate caly fraring,
YVou rushed, and exclaimed, * To preserve thee, or die’

¥ Pt Larsasi, off il 3 lipaiber bn D, oo Dedfst.  This gentlomen was
PRty s s i TRt miried, the exbonars of bin

"f-l‘i‘l-_-lh- wof Leing ks, and ihe wificer whas e, Aeflbenlly ow
M
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 His bold arm haogs shattered—not ere it hath parted
That flag from the stalf—"tis redoemed —"tis concealed!
In his bosom it staunched the wnrm gore as it }—
And he eried, “Thou art-saved! as be sank on the feld.

Yet, curse not the deeds of the death-strowing
His Froedom—hls Nation—hls name—are no
When bestrugzled, and called on the Brave,none we
And they are his foes who foreook him before,

Yes—ihe Pole, once so Tree in his mountain-bound ¥
As he turns 1o depart, looks with anguish behlod;
" And loaves hils Love's theme for ihe hostile
To war, In despair, on the rest of mankiod’

:
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TO CARA.

o —

Ligut of my soul! my Caral—must we part?
Turn from each other for a world so cold?

And may not Truth bind throbbing heart to heart
More fond, more firm, than rivets farged of gold

And, when we moet amid the happler crowd,

In days to come—say, shall we loarn lo screen
Those eyes, whose langunge have so foadly vowed-
And see each other—as we ne'er had seen?

Alas! “tis so—we must for ever part...

And now, the brightest smile ¢’'er Fortune lent

Would fall unfelt upon my joyless beart,

And cold as moonlight on the monument:
—_—

EPITAPH ON A YOUNG LADY.

5.4, hith @ loved, lost Daughter, claimed thy tear—
Faultless and hlrulhtrmm&ﬂ?

If such thou'st wept, thy bosom best may kuow

Her Father's pain, her Mother's wilder wo,




When that blue eye, which ever beamed o bless,
‘'l

Tet is it sad, s0 young in years,

To sorrow o'er a blighted love;

And oo our only bope throogh tears—
The wrelch's hope—to meot above.

Closed in the morn of life and lovellpess!

Patient in angubsh bafing skill's relief,
And grieving ouly for her Parents’ grief—
With hopes long beut above, she halled the tomh,
For Heaven's bright gutes unfolded through the gloom:
Oh! may her virtues soothe, exalt the mind—
And, like the Tishbile's mantle, rest behind !

We met in joy, in parting woept—
And, since we moarn n Inekless lot,

[ wonld our hearts had coldly slepi,

e e Farewell! yet bid not me be blest—
STANZAS, The bud of feeling nipped in Spring
——— A while upon the bough may rest,
Ny, do nol—do not wish me blest— But Summer finds it withering!
Thllupnmrﬂu,llnunwm I| P
Than partlng with thee thus—for ever! el

Tz myrtle and rose shade the brow of the blest,
The laurel for Valoor nnfading may spring—

The bay still b dear to the Bard's glowing breast,
But the emblem of Faith is enwreathed in the ring!

Nor pray to Heaven some other heart
May hold me half so dear as thine—
0! whilst its soversign thou art,
I could not give another mine!
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As Constancy endless, as Honoor ‘tis bright—
Unalloyed as the trath which the world may not more

Oh! bow blest the young hearts and the |

Mm.mﬂnﬂ:ﬂ!lnmww
And he that shall win you be worthy the prizs;
Each dawn bring new reason to smile on yoor ¢

Marked, o'er the ocean of Eternity,
All that bath been, or ks, or yet shall be:—

Saw Angel feuds denounciog wrath in Heaven— *

That man mast fall, be ransomed, and forgiven!

Aud the close of ench day be as calm as the rise!

Ere planet rolled—ere earth was bathed in light—

POEMA. L]

Creation's wheel —whose verge, starstudded, burna—
To seraph stralus, ronud thee'its centre, turns:
Worlds, mins, and cometis, throogh anbounded space,
Hurled from thy hand, pursae th' eternal race:

Thou seest ten thousand eircling systems ranged —
Fach change direciing, ihon alone nnchanged |

Empires, like bubbles on the smooth swift tide,

Rise at thy call, wax mighty, and sabside:

Thy laws in vain would Henthen sages tench—

The Paluter lend thee form, tho Post sposch;

Yet, right they deemed thine arm, from realms above,
Launched the red bolt, and ruled Olymplan Jove!

Wa know, disclosed by thy supreme decroe,
Thou wast Athena's * UNENOWN DEITV ™

Her gods, and heroes, to thine ediots yield—
Revealed in strengih, in essence unrevealed:
‘Thou art, all Natore in thy presence awed,

Th' almighty wonn, th’ omniscient Wil of Gop!

® s For wn T passed by, snd bobild devotbsns, | frand wm aloar sith is [ee
m:ﬂm‘:n-& therefare, yu hpoersmly wonblp'—dfa




THE RIVAL ROSES.

——

Liate, in a fairy Parndise,

Where bright-plumed warblers woke the shades,

And every bud of fragrance sighs— I
1 fonnd iwe lovely Maids:

Each pulled a Rose of varions hue,

The first-blown pride of rival trees— ,
Which smilod through 1sars of moming dow,
A witnoned i the hriss.

One Rose was white es virgin snow—
Like peusive Maiden, pale, but fair; a
The other wore a warmer glow, ¥,
And blushed in beauty there. '

Yel, which was loveliest, scarce the eye
OF quickest glance could justly tell—
Each, if the other were not by,
Might win o trinmph wall.

POREMI.

And thus “twas with the Maldens who
Vouchsafed thess Roses to my care—
With equal charms they won the view,

Yet opposite as fair.

But soon those Roses drooped (he head —
The dew-drop dried —their blosh was brlef—
Like Beauly's check, whon tears have fled,
They withered, as (o grief.

Nor desm it strnoge the fowers should pioe,
From bosoms reat ‘twere death o ohange—
0! were their bis and fude but thine—
Thon would'st not deem it strange!

In vain their mellow tints 1 seek?

Yet, why lament their altered doom,
When o'er ench Malden's glowing choek,
Transferred, their beauties bloom?

There, as the rainbow’s tints we view
Distinet In richness, though uniting—
The Hoses hold their native hue,
More lovely and delighting!

W
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To thee, doar gift! some spoll consigns the art
To seal, at once, my letiers and my henrt;
Each lstent thought, like ber who gave, to hold— '
When figured o'er the vellum's fleeoy fold:

But treachorons bands from dhee the trust may tear—
Reposed with her—uo hazard threatens there!

Apollo! thou whose art divinely tanght

The living Lyre to breathe the Heaven-born (honght—
Warm Fancy huils thy godlike figure, thus v
Bent o'er the chords so sweetly tremulous; '
Whilst from her rosy cheek, whore rapture glows,

The wanton curls of orlent gold she throws—

Leest their lnxurinnt wildness cheat her par

Of snunds oelestial —only she can bear!

But let me now, with mors of trath than art,

Drescribe that sigmel which secures the heart ; '
Alas, 'lis easier—even though Envy hiss—

To pheture what she is noi, than she is!

One —how unlike the moss of womankind' L
That boasts a spleadid energy n!' mind; Y

MOEME.

No ball-room spright, who proves—the pageant gone—
At home, s listless, eold Automaion!

Bul, morn or eve, ai breakfast or at ball,

For ever equal, pleasing, ratlonal;

That she is lovely steming soarce to know—
Though, were she not, her sonf had made her 5o!
Not one of those who hold the golden rule,

That fortune shields the folly of the fool—

That ben, or iweniy thousand, can lmpart

The privilege to want both head and heart!
Whose sensibility is not display,

Nor kept like ronge to grace the gala day;

Huot, seorning Afectation’s heartless hioe,

Could woep or blush—though none were by fo view!
Informed, iotelligent, enlightening—not

Too prone to teach, nor blushing to be taught
Unlike that race of noise and nothingness,
Whom cumning prompis with all to acqniesce—
{This at the public marl, with friends they take
The captioos stand, Iike martyrs at the stake )
Evading thos the eye which counld discern

Thelr worsi of dulness—for they scorn o learn;
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Yot dare more pains their darkvess to conceal,
Than o'er llumed an EnarwoRTR or (FNEILL]

Thoso stalus o Irea hale shoold My soek,
Which banish beauty from the smoothest elieek :
Born for the social ring where fowesi shine—

A dimmond glowing in the parent minel

Kot sasy wou o friendship—but when won
Fized ns the pillar, genial as the sanl

With less self-love than e'er my quest could find—

A soul whose sympaihy is mled by mind-—

Feeling with firmness—temper sweetly tuned —
Sense without pride—and wit withoot & wound!

0! yo who would be loved and lovely—rnise
Your aim from banbles, and deserve hor prajse:
Forsake ihe fottering fool—oow idolized,

If fair, awhile—then hated or despleed :

Tow Inte yo wesp the error, if ye doem

Bach things subdue to lave, or fx esteen!
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