J e
‘ : ;j'::_

b A

COirte;

eié;agL

THE LiBRARY

University of Ulstar
at Caleraine

L VPRI M9 738
B == 9511474




THE LIBRARY
University of Uister at Coleraina

PleaEs r#urn 1D of fenaw & tha libeery Irom swhech thil veas |
bezrrowemd by the dafs stamped below |

HEWITT COLLECTION

4AME DAY LOAN
FOR USE IN LIBRARY ONLY




ZAYDA,

OTHER POEMS.

0 |
ANDEEW MtEWEN

BELFART

FURLIENIEE AXT: BHE (WY

LAMONT, BROTHERS

PO R -FLACH 1 P

1Edd




TO A FRIEND

A SWHRTIIEE THITUTE WOULD | FOXDLT FAT,

To oxB Wine WENDS IN FEACE W18 BONGUNE AT

Ny roay sis NATURE Fptiss Tod Foidic oLz

HairriEn 1o MEAT, TUAN OETAIN DUR FRASE i

Hoary 7oAy WE smEIngs Figs wELL-BESERY T AFFLA D,

Tiro' EVER FRaNPFr To Al Bl WolTiy ciiEk

g Wl DoTil WIPCE, BY COrSERL eND BT A1,

YEr cLarss 5o pusorl, SEEssinG LLL FARLLDN |

Wikosli BONTEORS HANl EDWFEARS WIN LONEAL BIND ]

Winoam A0Ts AKE BOULE, A8 1 TIGDOETY ANE K1%D |

Wiose FURER sETTE EEYER] Wik IF BAFTYT FFELE,

To FinD mis HARD ATE SROGNDING B8 WiILL |

Winnan sTELLTE Wosss ook, RGN WILLE To FIND IT
riwm;

Wnoss LoVE-FRAUGHT BELWY 1§ FVEE SLOW TO HLGMEE

Ny MAY N LIVE, TO 40T TILAT GENROUS FALT,

Wairy mathn oaix'n BoMAGE FROM EACH EINGLY
ELA AT




CONTENTS.

FI‘F
Tayds ' ) - —RL =
As Ogplain Drsis -, i L
Cetie waks Unil #feals ik 2 1640
Bt a lodiv, sighing . - @ 10
Thtnhl.h.-l-:m--#m'l'lnrlwk ' : =l
The Smile's Worth . X . 4 .
The Jalng T N ' :H
Thery' Rall 1.rI'|.I.H| i -:h'lﬂﬁl'l pagr= .
The Facaped I'ﬂm:rlh 4 } — 108
llﬂﬂ!“"“f ! ! - =i il
T will b= T!nll:.- 4 : . 10T
Hiasalinw e + .+ Jo#
Fasy thae I1|l - = 113
Dutrn Rans of atatsly Uves i 114
Al Waather ol 11§
s Velmsser of BR ... : - S
Ob1 ghve me alr ... e o m
Liilksn Gy - s i P Y
The Trysting Tom . et : - .
The Bryrite T
A T T s " - ¥ . e 1EH
Bead Bong - . i - i R
] Sq“'n:-ﬂrh'hm - = s — L
(¥ o] wigh n-n-; e U rwr e 181
Blive Roeg &) i -as - 100
Ehevone’s Lament ... - i & ~ 153
bﬂﬂv_,“ln:- T 0lies A - - s LR
Te lpis T 45 + - LEH
S e ERTTIR, SN R L
We met bl pmew - s ia L
(F h i i
Lo -11'|.qu. s Botese I"alies v < k48
Lirvia raa ' ] = B
Song - . 148
War Heag - : 1id
Lirms 4 - i - T
Bang - 148




m-ﬂi.ilﬂnﬂuhhllh-“m

i ey

[ T 1 'I'l:-'ln- I!l-l'"“-- Ii-uu. n-rlI.LI.rd

Fird ® .. e .
Ths IH Wi -

Archilaki Hamilson Kowan ZI

Tha Beashi ...
Th-!ﬂﬂl.l'l!l‘l:rh:l.uﬂllltl'.
T my Lyre... “

150
]

 1ER

153
157

« 13

. 18

H I.I'I
1D
. 188
. 3ol

s

&
-1 ]
- |

L i

ZAYDA.

Haris of the disel, thee smmbssame play
Across yoar walls of memldering grav
Bailly the Creole ks alnglng
Where song and langhter eoog were riaging ;
And o'er ye now have wild fowers erepl;
Yet minh wan bere—bem beamy stopp'd
Tl frstive scene whst £V DAY Lrae
I thas bleak, desolated placel
For, roanl its dark amil redmed i'u"'l
Yo lasnghklog sunboans seem Io mmile
Yol fancy, warso fiw thonghis that s
o oft, o brightly to our eyes,
||-'_lr the thise fosthve halls coce mors
Are poopled, as in days of vorsy
By thes the damsel in beanty bright,
With ler smile asd her lough, oomes forik again,
s he thay she lockal oa with fond delighi
Aniw b feling Jove's ploasing pabs.




2 RATTHA.

The mail-clad warrior, guant snd griu,
Boble in bearing. and fron s Gmob,
Thy power oas radse teliher shadew'd por Jim;
Wisllet ihe moonboums are Sitting
e bking afar, from thy huilee high;
And the tapestry ihat himg is the baroa's odd hall
Baill Bookos froah, Bk tho oak tha [Enes erovice sod wall,
When vlew'd in Time's mirror, throagh Fancy's birgha
FI!'E..
Bt sllemt ba trath B that dome where pose
B gladly the echo of music mnd song;
Apd nshed for ever, In deep reposs,
Ao the hearts of its ¢mos all joyons thrang.
Pallid the lip asd Jdull'd is the eye
0 meuny whe travers'd that stately pile;
Mgt in ber hloasom, what heard casmot sigh
For Zayila, the beaniy of Lashos" swest lsle.
The villagers often yet polmi ot the bower [sadi boir
Where sl hrsmibal her kv tones in the veilight®s
The windaw from wiich, on that dask, dismasl sighs
i her sarnow, thern boamed forth thei beaoum, = hose
ligha [ wave
Was the death-koell of hope, snd thev show where the
Had howmn dyed by the bood of the vounmg and ihe
b
Oh ! blessesd s that gl whose gawer
Agnln ean gild the time-wormn tower;
The ruln in fredb beany beees,
Hepeapling ks st lonelines ;

EATTIAL

Thit can again pst drosms cenow,

Past hagpy thoaghis bring back vo view.
Hearis vel may barm, asd frms b ters,
And many o bright eye's worshipper,

Ai 'l'-F Wi I.E-Lﬂ.n:L mirth mmwl song
Yt wibrate, thotigh the guests ace gone

IL

lay gcarce hath closed o'er Mytclens,
The blme wave b the brocas b cardlag.
Al mamy u gibded bark is seen,
lu Maorna's by fis salls usfrfing;
The soft tlear evening’s parting ray
Is muniling yot thai pesocfil bay
Fleot o'er lts hevnst lght barks sre llig,
Sportive, "mralh thal swost Summser dighlng.
The wares are aldring on the shoe;
Thee sealiied, homgward-hoand, al even,
I plaintive mosic, fands oer
His eveming song, iho baflows beaving
Far na the eye (lomp used o trace
Obgects wtiil dstapd, om tho faga
OF the baight walers) cas dhecover,
In sunset hued, &ro gl sow over
The [Egean fsloseegluad in the sung
That eckeoes from yon marey throng,
As chicerly o'er ihat bay they dy,
Thuse coran sons thekr tasks 1o ply:
An farth frocn Leshos' somny bake,
An this calm bowr, they haste sway,




4 HAYTA

Throagh waves that roasd ibean e to amile

A el to departing day.
T heave the bt the Tine to cast,

Without vme fhar of wave or llase

I

Amd b this bay amd 1o this land,
{(For ofi you'll sos them am jos strend
In motkey groapa) have wand'rers come
From muny & dstast lase] and loome
The Egyptian, with his caftan fair

i yellow silk, is lingering thom,
Smoking his amber-tipg'll chibongne
With lazy ense in every look.

You'll see the Armenias®s honmet boo,
fie ebasic fobls of crimson bies;

The proud, arstere Maboosedan,

The head-drves of the Drogieman;
Thia Arab, wiih his teright jobes;
The swariby Nublan pescefully

{ A e st Summer day's declinlog. )
Here, too, that aye expressive face:
Sanely soow mark s on thal race
Faor, lot them mhr'h-tlhng-ﬂ.
I uwrse 5 b, *ide wigh themn =ili;
This spaittond burban amil dark vost
Mere peotid tha Jiws, that oo opqress'd.
Tho merry Lirerk ©a chatiering there,
As il the work] had wod & ears,

EATDA.

A thenght for him; lds small red phe
Dpon his leadd cast gracefully ;
And off you'll lear bis light gultsi

When many mand aro slsoping,
Anel of} ks volee, when all is fulr
As nlght upsm the walers thar,

Hwert inoe 16 it i korping.
Whes s calm s that water in Morma's sweel bay,
Searce & ripphs you'll lear, Bt ds kog se yow mayg
And no sound, save the clask of o chain om il

sherr,

(i the mfles’s glad song, chlming fa with his var,
As b bark cuts the waters, all brillisst sid Eright,
Lesving far in its pathway ome lung Bos of lighi
Here, tow, the sately Torcoma,

Thy laxy, shinfling Mussplman,
Wiib sambale, pever mesnd fo pheass,
Franss] moce for peaiicd Ui for casc.

Iv.
Fearee ponk hath yot o ccean's bd
Tha sunbeams jo this maliang clime,
Yot is soft moonlight o'er i shied,
JAnd bright the ryn that 0%er il shina;
No clomds are there to dis you lghi ;
N somml, save when th car is falling
Upon the waves, now siver beight ;
iy save the seamam af his ealling,
When, ehaunting forth wese mesry lay,
His father's volos, I days depiriel
P |




i TAYDA.
Had smng. perchance within that bay,

As Joypous, asd as Bghisome-bearind.
Demis tramiail hoar! 1 well can desm,

Full many & beeant ihai calm s ssoking,
Thon doat incite s well, | ween;g

Thai masy & palse "nesth then is heating
With guick™n'd pace; thial many o sigh
Wakes, with thy deep serenity.
How muny & beart, that long katl st
In firm deflance, mnsnblned,
Against iho pathoring ills of B,
Tis crosses, cares, it isumis, Jis sirifs,
Hasth abmost howed amd bent it down,
Beneath oue angry Jook. or Erown,
In ome such bour, a8 memory deew
Davy half-forpottes, hack 1o view,
To ahow how tender it coald be,
When teuched by somo kind sympatlor.
Anil sllend now §s hill and dell,

Ani saftly through the twilighi seealiag,
Floads on the mar the evealng bell,

That wakimer of so many n fenling
Amd ol beoeath o sky wo fiir,

Ho st a0 tramguil, amd w0 brigha,
How many & gueer's load of cxrm

Haih bern disharthen’d ¥ anid how lighs
Hath sosmed o the wraph mzser's ave,
Traving the starlid sanipsy—
The juys, the sares, the pesen, the strifp—
Thst cheuer'sl sam of haman e

ZAVDA,

b |

Of all the pasd. 52 sueh o honr,
Who hath not filt the magie pewer
A, Bele mart then, rememnbranes Brings,
Back In new light, scaren kveld the lees,
The" somisan's]l forth in pensveness
The kimil, tho glad desr hosrts of ohl

The friends in car boyhood's play
Havs wee forgot ? or have they grown oold ?

O wre fallen thelr hopes, like the kaves, sway
From the goadly tree, ero the autumm day?
Anid what sre their fates? amld where are they ?
And the first bright smile wo loved o trace;
And the first beight oye, aned the first sweet face,
That tiernedd 10 omrs, in the flnsh of youth,
With a love liow warm, nisl bow full of trath ¥
The plans we laid, the kopes srrsped

For many & yoar, whern nre ihoy Bow ?
Hath the eye of glaibness net changed to sadnes?
Have mo shadews darkennd the young i lirew ?

V.

iy Morna's bay, i Myioleos,
mmhﬁq’m]nl:nuj' b aewm,
0f what was eooe u stately dame,
et fes day bs past, amd its strength i gone.
And even it mitns ahall soos -ﬂll'ﬂl,l-':
It kath hraved the blast for mamy a day,

Amd the wintey sky, aml tho tempest's rage,
Amil "t monblering mow in the kap of age;
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And the ivy is hang o'er ks rained balls,

As you've seom o'er the portals of aoeient walls,
Bombeely shading the wrock bensath,

Cloaking lts chasms with masy & wrenth,

As b foreed smile deckuth the malila's chask,
When her heart B sad, sod ber sormows deep
hhﬂrtf-nm“ﬁwh

Lashed over by tha eacroaching s

A mpot whers the rough seal might dwell,
Mret tenamt of o rock-based oall

When the wild sea-hind searce would Lrave
Thee wildness of the wililler wave.

VL

We wander back ihroagh fifiy years,
Al woman's smiles, belike ler toars,
Were there to charm, to soften, plead,
Through ity long-—Jung years of chamgs,
And over many & woble el
And baflled bepo may {aisy mage,
Yot even then, on that brighs Lls,
That lower 50 ol scarcn soemed 10 smils,
Beneath the suminde’s Hghi amd snm,
When all arousd i brighily abone;
When Toresi-hosghe, and vale, umd Lay,
Im one rich tint of beamty lay,
Bo aghd, le sarcs thim bore a (race,
Upon its rugged, darken’d face,
That would have tobd 10 bim whe gazod,
The ors whog i walls were ralsal

BATIA. ]

Percliamee the Jdait of cenlaries
fad o'er §t lain; for of its riss,
(i for whit rearesd, no chronkde
Oor island-legesd, anght eonld tell
*Twas such & strosg, though seatteral pile,
An oach age adding, might have maile,
The s for son—yet had each sty
Peen outbinesd well fur light and shade;
A from fis wils sml belfried sower,
That opened to the lroad bloe sky;
The lagerers there, st sunsst honr,
(Breathing iho halmy sir) might sy
The erafis of natima Beating by,
Agmimad fla base, om o strosg sde,
For over busbiod the untiring tide;
Aroanid 1t, oo lis inlasd ome,
Was streicha] afur o forest M
Where, from the neundsy’s glowing sun,
Bis inanates atill eonld fised sweet ahadi;
Through which there ran & erystal stream,
Whase banks with moas, snd  flowern. ofer-
growi,
Flessen bled misre some snnsmess dream,
Thasi asghi to morial visksn shown
itn inmer couris, with fowers arayal,
ich gifts, broaght there from Ssiamt lamds;
lis crysial sireams, that over playod
From marlile fonnds, or gpallen sanids,
That murmerisg pushisl, “midst feathory spray,
As slaerling "weath the summer's my,
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In thelr eear erystal jeta, and flow
As gumset over frosted anaw,
11 costly vases, antiquem rare,
Iis sewlpsmre, fossils, all set forth
With more than coomsan kill and care,
To sherw thair benmty and thelr worth,
Rovoaled, to bl whs gasal, o tsate,
I ught effeminate, still chaste,
The gorgonsness thai sboos o'er all
Within that okl ancessral hall;
The rich and soflening luxury,
That charms and ehains the gaaer's eye:
Paintings (80 ol s well revealing
A taste reilned, s chastoned feeling
A mature, if pol peribed,
Yoi to eunobling nriy allled;
Music (dear Emipress of the bearr,
Bwiol babm, when m_}u_q-. 'll-'l"l-ﬂ-i
Kind soother of the chords, that strung
In haman bearts, s oft ore neg);
And Portry (thea siuple makl,
How often doth thy vitaries sigh,
In cold neglect, and In the shade,

Whilst cool pretence trips Asustisg by —

All thers mute v oye of seeso,
Betokeras] rasy and ebegance,

A to00 exalted and refined,

A tastn nlbvamesl, the enlinred mlni;
Procsimed s ismates much sbive
Those amongst whom they chose 1o move.

EAVTHA.

If thas within ke kopt apace,
With the soft hucury of the place.
¥IL
Lond of that tower of strmmglh wad Oywad Zalr,
lLemg yours had passad sineo first o wanidsrer,
Amidst the Egesn Labes, o Mytebmn,
He came, when youth anil hape werd in their spnag-
Bat why ke made that isle his dwelling-plase,
They kmew wot there j=—ami noms wers there ookl
1racs

His carlier history—i those days bl passed
“Mids lipsiling soenss of danger; i the [ PRT]

Had bBlown arcatid king bitberly—lin shada

I thowraresd Impﬂ the firtury bl armyed

If s wans feolings bl Doen mulely crossed ;

If passiions, curbed not when thiy binmed thi e,
Hal wobbeld bis mature of bor tobler par ;

I soanw fonl met diad cloatrised his bewr

I stern by witnrey i his yowih had beon

Uine longthennl stragele. thromgh lin every soees;
If Baappolated, he had sared with fies
Beturning hatrel whers he fenefest hate =
Mistrasting atill the proffers] pood that came;

II leoking lackwanl, there was mach fo bame,
They never knew—yet aft his engle ey

Giraw ikark al timss—then would §is brilliancy
Kehindle up, s if pome mewory

O wroayr, or love, or happiness came badc

Then dall again, an If thet memory’s track
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(Fer former years, had Biide that shogld movs
The stermer mox that time bl eoend bim wove,

He shnned thelr errors, nd escaped their crimes;
Dhuys, bn which guile mod foree were more thas law,
When pirste desds were lasoned with eclat;
When Tarklish rapine o'er the Fgran sa

Left muwy o beard fo wall it misery,

When Turkish powes, wnd treacheries, and wiles,
Made many 5 moarner in the Fgpeas lshee

i Whate'or his boyhoid, few coall peoctrate

The stsulisd steraness of his man's estabe—

In bis bot youth it wans his bap 1o lusd

A bold adventurer oa o forelgn strand;

' A keon bright eye, & sweel porsssslve smile,

A frankness sulted well b0 tover guile;

A grass (w0 oft from bengtheosd lismage spraeg);
A manner winsing, sl & lrllled ngoe,

With fortunes pesiling, mised him 1 & power,
Seares over loohed for, oven In that boor—

The masl araldtions bosr that ever mme,

T fire his bosoan with the love of fame.
Well bet the sophidst wisely moralfizs,

Oter all the chingns thai befors bis rise;

Well may lodesd] the traly wise furosee,

How ltihe bs—save moch uncertaindy

How lisths mars what bath boen sapely planned;
How Hiride™s known whare all scems weely sonnsk
Sirive na soms may, bow often do they sink,
Eager to rise, to toil, eodus, and think,

“Twere somewhat strange, if, in those days and climes,

EaThA,

Willing to strugghe, nobly 16 contend
‘ainst sdhverss fortomes, whore bat few' befriemd =
Willing io sct the fakr asd apeight pari,
Themgh forved bo foel iheir prondsed Joyi dopart
Hewel with misdorimmes, whizh themselveaneer nwgh,
Mlarass’s] by thise they teed have aldal pol
Hw mamy they, who setm os I they tried
To shake off fortune sl her gifks derhde;
Who seom as il thoy sought sdversity,
By eourtimg folly, viee, mued mevelry;
Wi o ot fall, R ely hijher scalo
Ambitica®s lubder, where less rash woald fail;
Whe seomm the favouriios of daane forgeme sl
[lowe'er 1'.1:.:}' et whate'er thelr works of H1:
Jusd ncitber to themeelves Bor 1o mankind,
Unevmupathising—itill to prubonce billsd,
Wha jay bot rarely i their fellows’ weal
And fior their trisls scarcely soem to foel
Haply this Zair had been w Evoared chribl,
Since fortuse’s. gifts so beightly on hism smiled—
The wealthy lwciress of & mobln Los
e woe’l amd won, one powerdil la ler clime
Had pillng fortane raised bim carly op
B0 high! to dash Bls foviul pleasere cap
Witk liiterness ! or did his moris clalm
such Rreat ibesort, wmch houonr, asd o peme?
If slaslering tongues, that wonas had belied!
If abee hndl turned from virtoe's path, seide!
If growing coldness was in her deep blame!
If Zair's own condoct drove her on b shasme |

L}
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Wi me'er kisown rightlp—mwiilsperings of her erime|
(Thae deep foul ot upon iho bk of tme,

He'er w0 be eancellsl), fell mpoa s ear,

And he belioved them, thongh no proal was noar,
T firs his broast with slmost mankes threes,

Till tha romend bell, thai in lis bosmn barnedl

To soeming mudness sll his actlons termel

In one such howr a challon dragged b gave:

e flod—abe disd—in valn soross tho wave
They trisd to treoe him asd bor chilid; year pas,
Thas chikl, young Fayda, woman grew sl bt

Her imother's muilo, the sune sweet smile was there,
Upom ber cheok; snd obl more hright and falr,
The doom, the boandy, and the grace, that sbhons
(Ver her, the mistrvss of that falasd home

E'er rolling yeurs had somawhat curbed the fire
And checknd the daring spirit of ber sire,

fisd be deparied afies from that lda

Thoy knew pot whiern, or what his tonrss the whils
Plessed to retwrn, yel willing to depart,

"Twonhl sosm that home claimol Lighe of bis heari,
Oy danghter loas,  Whato'er be febi or thonght
s actn to Eayds little pladmess wingughi

In Inter years the fire bot amoulbsring slept

Within hls bosom, for st times thern crept

Acroas bin brow gleams of =5 dark & shale

As ever marrel B, when fierce passions made

That breast  bell | when, In thae dlstant clime,
His hand and heart wers stained by, bood amd evime.

EAT kA, 15
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And whe mrn thon 7 nml wherefore art thou hers?
Za uli returaing but to dissppear,
At Owwal's table searte an bonoarel! goest,
Yet Bited ill to bear the encooriscas jest
The frdend of Zalr, beagund with bim too! and why'¥
Whee'er thom art, beware his trostlss e
Whatc'er the mase that leads thee bo this lsls,
Wakeh if his looks bitray oo slgns of guile]
E'pan thiy brow thers i p sebilad ghoom ;
ﬁlﬂ;ﬂlium of these Bours that threw
Guch sarrow, Ghika, o'er thy heaart's young Hoom
Is even dearer, that the brightest view
O ndl ehe duyw since passed, or all thas new
Are passing oa, of in the distance glow.
Across thy beow o shadow long bails lain,
Perchases the memory of somes boar of pain,
Zome fatal bour for prace, cHags to thy heasy,
Azl stlll o'ershadowing, never cun depart.
Vet are pob thise the looks niul tones that sprisg
From » lerart ssted; paasions sncontrolied,
O foclings deadened, when vo joye can being
The simple gladness back that charmed of old
A fow HMJIFMMMH"WH.
Unon mare Uy bark shall plongh the Egean'maln;
Till then milbern—=eno soom tiay cote th b
That waits thie, seawand, from his sintely tower;
Ot hast thou boft It with o sadilensd brow ]
Wit If ts shadow should be deopeped gow |
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IX.

How pale besble Zale®s sotithern face,
" he micklier Ii.l:,gml of Englanid's racs;
Iis hlack il -ri:r_l' !lnrh. that like

The snnkes of stern Tralphood,
Lay ewilod—the tenth so white;

The black monsiache; the deop dark oye;
The sirong mark'd remming lEnes thal gave
Thedr conl-Tks ehiselings to his grave,
Harh festures; the firm knitted frame
{Tho seslptor geares had dared fo Mams)
And Mis firm tread of majesty,

Mona might have passsd mnnotlag by,
S0’ mtich of wase sod digniiy

Seemrsl comtred] in bis sialwart form,
Huwover passions might defim

The soul within him; be had passed
Searcn fifty yoars; el hail thee cast
Full many & farrow o'er ‘that face,
Bierm ever, you sl foll of grace

x

Witldin this lslaml wene thers gron
Two gonibe betngs, hui none know
Young Eils's historyy fiow might dare
To quostbon ever mneh of Lakr,

(r poinis hi choss (o keop contoaled,
Nior mmtich of bt he e'er reveali]y

RATIIA. i7

s brooght ber there, and she had grows
From chilil to woman in thas home.
Companbon of his child she grew,
mnﬂrﬁnnkﬁiml]lﬁﬂkit’-'
iir cared for; they prow side by sids,
Aned nelther o'cr bad aughi 1o bLide
ine from the otber——silishnees
Had touched themn not: nnd pe'er the beas
Girew the doep love that they had cherished
From earliest yoars; fow bopes lsd perished
Tt they lad narssl, unrealized
The presest bour they uver prized
A presend good; nor leokad for 8,
Which, when it comea, casts shadows wrill
Full dark smntighe—blrssing and blest,
Thelr days bl Fithe of mnmest
Tha other was his own fakr child,
The geuntle Zayda; when she smilsd
Eler fuibeer’s vory glance you mead,
And in b stop his very trosd,
The firm, smé step of majasty
And 1he sume quizk sned dark Lise oye
Acrom lwer yoang sm clissic face
Hath sorrow lefl to-might B imce
Hor loft behind thai sching brow
Which Ehr:tn.if ll.uﬁ....llnﬂﬁ-i'mg ke
{Bo well disguised) s foverish glow.
Like stresms thay rum
I wilonee o,
Weath robes of ken thedr swell eonevaling,
F ]




18

That to the eye
All il.r:u:ll:

Soom lrzhis], oo wign of stir reveaking ;
Ho thes the heart
(Hk tirns mpart

Ta calm the fulsess ol ils awclling,
From scenes thas wile
The lzagh aml smile

From eyes thai seom for joy the dwelling :
While, an tho face,
You catinob e

(hoo limgering Jook of imwan] medwess.
Sa calmly fukr
Poace bivvers thers,

It abiost wears the beam of gladiess,

Xl

Ginlly Zale's odd amd tuwerimg hall
1s Ikh'l.ﬂl up for o festival:
Musle am song sro nserridy
He-echiing throngh thies kalls fo-night ;
Amdl there hath many a jovom eye
Turme] to yonmg Laonle in delight,
To gaze, suil own her magie power,
Ten mbsiress of that festive bhaar,
Her sylph-fike form of girlish years
Is safily laro woman wesding ;

Hright girlbosls driams, and woman's fears,

lu artlesssiss are oenld her lbeding

EATDA, 1

Upan her voung and virgin cheek
Thee bhoom of bealeh is rekly glowing
Tlor modt, low fones ot seem b speak
A leart with [Jmm erveriowng,
Her Immming ove with fashes Bt
Al Buistrons, ki Be every mation,
Slilmes ke (lie Summer hoes, that fli
Aproas the amaro wives of oooan
In her voung stop and b bor leok
What shioak] the gazer s, Lt pleasirn?
.\.‘I'I.II!'IJ'H il doalits have coano to Drook
E'en now, her spirits yonibifol measspo P
The playful smile, the lasghing ava
i ]..1:.'!.&:'. are ey =il the foden !
Ab! who might derm, s& years shoukl iy,
Thai hesris like b coold o'er be beekon |
She woars that ewend, that dream-like face,
Wikich, seen Lot ence, holds long & place
In fapey's musings, that years never
Fioi l:|.|l.'l:ik.ll'||:"l| srd., ol qﬁt{' Iﬂhi-r'l':r;
The lids that eqvwmeal ber oyes of bios
Had bemt beer fhen tou deopa shads,
Bat thay thems besm’d for ever throogh
Her dark epolasbés, that which mads
Iis fratnres play, all loveBness,
Shadieg abme iz light's exers,
Her small, half-srchal, and erimson mouth,
Despoken ber lineage of the sonth,
IF mught of that ferce, slmnbering fre
That circlnl throagh ber sosthern s,
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{Wronght sl so sasily into motion,

Bo hard to apwell its feros amobion )

Ban throagh her blood, few there cosld 1l
In that ohd ball; no busom's swell,

N guick, keen glasee, no restlessness,
She soomed hat lingering there 1o blsa;
Al wvery Bnsh of her deep dlark eye

Had the wakoning of song and of poesy ;
Her heauty, the siaide's brosthing e,
Gilarions and classds sl foll of grace,
With the smils of love snd & brow of Lght.
Cininimg still on the mptur'd slight

XL

b eoull wa always curb the will,

Ikl reasom’s lght direct =s selfiz

e, wrm-like, could we creep losg,
Mere gupers om ibe worbl's grost throog ;
Anil il the blowl for ever Bow,
Calmly aod coldly; did o ghow

Of pasion, sympathy, or bave

E'er sthr us; if aroamsd] ma wore

Bimd hesrts no chains; and if the hean
From ks dear yosrnings oonkl depar,
Al b mumoved ; and coukd we forl
Deail's colid mnd icy nembmess sisal
Oer all arcunl ws, amd yet be

As idrommens I e roveriog

Dl selfishucss guido all oor feclings,

Its promptings peove oar best revealings

EATINAL 21

Anel (B B0 war bedin the oyes,
For snffering’s worth, when (reslship e,
How many & heart, that broken loing,
i sally crusbed, had yet Lead on
Ustrobled; ne'er had beaved the sigh,
The desp-drawn one of misery,
xnL

O, early, Zayis, sprung thy love !
Hurnimg aml passionale ; it wire
Aroumd thy natere, gontbemes:;
Hapdy i it haed buroid ke less,
Thime might have boon o hapgder state,
If bew, perchance, & wearier fabs,
It Is & kovy now bept midst fram
It bmah grows on throogh Secting years,
And with them devpemad; it ladl throws
Heesalzgs amil foy o'er ihy heari's b ;
1 is that deep and burming fame,

B fall of passion amil of Beling;
Themi warih hail far (00 cobl & sums

Fur s doep spirit-like rovealing.
Anel who is be that meiden oves |

And whence hin limeage or bis nase?
Alael ber beart ber cholee approves;

She ooly fiels, Bie's very llsme,
Bua borms for bim g that with him nosr,
Her hean sihs mothing clso ta choer;
Witk that Beloved one to shiane

This forwa, that erowniod hor yoimng boar's msiine;
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Whose smiles still lessened svery care,
Her veurs hal boen 1l mow all plewssrs,
For they hail passod “mbil happy socoss,
Bearoe clouded by thoss ills of fisbe,
That oinne so oft o'er Eis's bright dreams,
Leaving the young heart desclate,
XN,
“Twas strange ! that Zair had sheltersd oue
Whoss thonghia bl Fittle enison
With hial “T'was stramger, toc]
s placed him nosr w one whoms Few
Conld o, and lovn nod—his swn chikd
And ervasedl bt ne'er the miml of Zalic?
Thas Amam's preseics had Legailed
His damghter Zavla's love and eare!
(¥ heanis there are, thet early chillal,
Have wo'or pegained thelr sombed glow;
Whois thwwrted dreams, and bopss snflled,
And misery, and noglect, and woe,
Have pluiged in errer, tiad had stoo]
Flse umilefibed and nmsshdned,
Truwifi] and hlﬂ.l.l-.-;,' i sneh clabm
Pity, where sternmess well sfght blasie
Yot wre there they, wha, sheelal “peinst love,
Yied! mover sympathy; that move
As iecherps, withering, chilling mll
They can encompass; whin the call
A voiee of trwih and friesdshlp charmeth et ;
T whom all bright In naturo seomas n blos.
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Ared all the heart's mosd wwpet and tender e
e ma Fonl cankers to thoir janndicsd eves
Perchason & mingling of thise oo

iFonfiicting feelings cnst o'er Zair
A ranklng bitterness, which threw

{Fer kis madmror yeam mor cam

Than {H-rurised passions well woulk] bear
Usnotbond, Zawda's bave was norsed,

In meceet, hml iy oourse Nwxgam,

B dispths, fte frce, amstayed ab firse,

Bt stronger grew aml detper mn |
Velavel for yeam, young Aman's thought
Hath st been thine, heth be nol campghi
Thy nmelngs ever, o'or they well,

In thine own Bbeart had fomid s el ¥

Y.

Enpugh Sabr fomnd ihis Aman one,
Whinen fearless sonl be thomght, might lrave

Tha tiills, his swelling vears wondd shan,
The dangers of ibe Egean wave.

Ulne whe might well, snids thee lles,

Coefiont the pirate and his wiles ;

Whose daring deeds snd arm might gain

What then was mare than power, 8 nama

In ihoss lurk days; whose eagle eve

Might well lonil on to vietory s

To earey out soms such indeat,

#air beem’d him fitting instrement
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And bl young Zayda's Jove-tis eye

Not beamed on his, he might have won
fepcaih the bine alel ﬁ:r..

Fame, thongh perchance an onvioes oney
Amd but for that calm guict moml,
He bearned of ber—throngh seene of hlood
Amd strife, his manhood might have past;
Amnil upeurles] pasaions might have cast,
By their Beree workisgs, shadows decp
Anil ihick aroond him; {uod they Teap
But bitter afier (rafls, who sow
Those early soode—thoss gorms of wis).
And, abi! bhow Hitle sérves fo dash
The eup, for many & year of His,
Wil bitborness: one wiing, emn rash,
Ungennrous act, one ihoaghiloss strife
{In Wl Legun, bogriting hate),
le'i' leasw the young leeart bealate.

VL

Ehe was sll naters, Zawda; fears
Perchamee wrere shadowing sow ber yeurs,
Her woman's spriag-time; et 1l now
Light corem had fouclsed her ;- o'er her how
Had hlessedness ; @nil to ey young, ddark ey
Fang hml hve's joyance lend such hellllanny
As eolder natnres know sof—1thms lodd passed
Those bappy, eardier years, and 8o thiy cast
Regroitings nod, nor paising; if she erred

In seeking nod th toanse] af ber wire,

EaTDA,

Ty was Leseameg eed hisart oo traly fesred
Her 1ale of lnve woakll romee his lateny frs

Nie'er witnpss's] save In torror. amil oo'er seen,
Thun wtill it wronght b Bear, doep sorrowing

XYVIL

Alnal tos well sl felt this mors,

e woels were tlioss & e amd e,

Wihen she b darod 1o spoak of ome
In seerct Tovels of oae whoss meme

Hul grown fsmiliar aa her own,
T terims less harsh, ihan those off Dilane,

This snorm, and she bad hogied a8 teear

The day. when to bor faibir's sar

She miph have lireatkol what bong e Bren

Her mntobd storv—tor i’ dream,

Her diep, bmj chorished early bove

For Aman; which Iomg vears had wove

o sllemtly mronsd her brart,

It woald not, if ik conld, depart

Vs bt thle meori, s sterm ber slee,

S coache] Iy sjedeh | toses of fire,

That spokst of him, she none than ihosght

It was his rashmess all had wrought;

Which spoke of him, so bong belowed,
From chilibiond to that very b,

Where'or be wens, or skrayed, or moved,
Whosa very mame for her had poer.

Bt chillel Ber Wood, it fuabed ber forow,

The very thonght of pariing now
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From that belov'd] anmel chosen obe, And many an evo hath tnroed 1o her
Whose raidiant smile = carly won Whe churms ol eyes, thai favosrite child
Hor bearts pure hemags; unio whom, And masy s ariless worshipper
L the glall comfllence of trith, In vals for Ler foad live hath amileal
With all the gembenoss of youtk, 0! weldom comes that fushing brow,
Hhe browthed her thoughis, s still they came, Which almost wakes the gueer's sigh,
(ilowing and frosh ; aml pever dreami Without the nebing heart, | trow,
Thsi there was ought is thai Lo blame, Tha wearving thought, aod rostiess ey
Bo wholbely hid their spirits bleot. Alas| young Eayila, can i be
Sho kmows not yet the camse, or 'Il'h.:r'1 That sofrow’s clomd bath shsdowed ihec.
Hot in ber father's glancs and eye Alas! thas the keari's early bove
Skotie doep disdain, Telted pride, (Exrn the world’s sorrows may have wowe
Which rizing late coulil fll bat ldde. Theelr darknesa round W) shoak] be ever
They 1=l na, on the borning pile, Dvpembunt on some oiber's will,
The Indian's fsoo can wear the smibe, Whise ixrami sferaness dares 10 sever
And they who witeh hin Gl be dies, Hearts, which thongh parted, must Hve still,
Uan mea po shudbder, lear oo slghs: Thoogh brokenly aml lone; thay fears
Somewhat i was of such sining power Shoald ever dim youth's sirler years
That came to Favda in that howr And yot, how many scarcely ksow,
This smoem, for o'er ber boow O goein 0o feel, that boug-felt woe,
No shadows fell. or sailnos orops s Thst sorraws, borme from youth 10 age,
! Abmiost ammoved, she ses] sa thirugh Find recond o mo jrinted page;
Sbe borded not; as if there abept That bearts loog broken may survive,
Na socret fire, no prasion’s foree, And "gainsl increasing sruggles sirive.
| Within ber young bed's juicknisg conrse s
XViL The warrior lives an aftor ago;
I The sculjtor in his classlo stose;
Amid the gry and ghttering throag. The paintes’s tudl, the poet’s page,

In beawty's light, she maves slong, (Ver cach & radiani Hght have thrvwn;

[
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Nt woman's irying reconds pass
Like shadaws o'sr ihe mirroes] gloss:
They cume simroe benlel, pass away,
Bearce pithed; and hos few goe thoy
That show one kindly sympathy .
T hearis, tha boar foo ofi dorp [,
Hearia oft forgiving—thongh mifering siilly
How many a bear in silenoy shisd
Masdy tohl of hopes wml viskas flsd ;
O Witger tainats, that plast o scon,
I womsn's breast, s oft the thorn
W kg, kng uights of watchifulnoss
Far omso wiho heols not hor disires
Aanel, whl lww off hatl she (0 moum

Tu Witternass o'er hopes doparsod,
1Fpr visiona that ean pe'er returmn

To her onoe joyous, sppy-boarced,
Aol trmatful hosom; now, alaal
So vowt. amdd stripped of all that waa
Bo dear to i—apd oh! bow fow
Tlave prized thoss hearis ghat gl boat tran,
And Irnﬂm!m.jhnuﬂ.l—ni.l-l:m
When wonted joys me bonger tirilled ;
That from the workl, and all, exoept
B losy koved friesil, nadosown, bsve kepa
Their cankering srrows; that lave &h
Life's fouedea bopes Ble day-dreams mele
Al the heari®s adlfoctions cooes'd,
The dreams of masy & long year losi,
Thee hijuless Gile of l-mabcliol krer,

EAYINA 0

(Whie nonght In umises weald move),
Thn beokrn condidenee, the rares
A matber's bomnilless, der love, shanes,
Pass ot mnberded—and mo sigh
Hevoals them bo then workl's sharp eve,
Though deeply they pain, asd silently,

XX

Biright are the eyes in yoo festive ball ;
Ol B0l ons clowd o'er smch brows abonbd fally
Minskt amd song are on the alr,
Gilad, glad b the voloes thei mingls ibere.
No tears should dim soch beaming oyes,

No griofs sheald cloud thoss yeang haarts,

meeting ¢ 3

1 is na time for cares or sighs,

When eyes meet aves bn smch swoet grecting.
And Zayids mingles "mid that guy
And gliugering throng—yet far away
Thoa heardst thi maem, few days shall e
Young Amam, o'er the Epmn sm
Yl "ewaa this mom w0 alightiogly

Thy sire rebaked klm, that thy sigh

And troabiled ook hal nigh roveabed

Thy love, s long, so well conoraled,

"Toere litthe wonder & they wronghi
E'em now, thise tones, deep laes of thought ;
If to thy beart, asd on ikise ear
Flﬂﬂm'ﬂ]thll.ludirueh?.

T
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—"Ts oven so—and st this bour

To fr froon uwsirth sbo cammed share,
bihe seeks ber awn secludal bowee,

To breathe oor momml tle saeet anr
That wasders throagh B—n ber car
Ot the ay toues of feulive cher.
Alaa! b low amd gentle seund
O the Gight beveae that limgers romnd
Her lealy bower, her beart bs swelling
With dreams of Joy, s deep for Lelling.
It stamds by Morna's Lake-like bay,

That Bile grot of marbded e ;
Twas or thevs bundrad paoes away

From those sastle walls of iron gray:
"Tis trollised arcund, el ovoegrown

With maiy & beamloos boal miwl fower;

Cool B Tts shade, for the laughisg s

Smiles bt af partisg o'er (sl set bowor,

Bl possoe withomt, and s sabn wiskin,

You might desn ikat Wight, or sormee, ar sin

Hal sever ruters] & sweel & spod

A that maiiden’s lower —that treflisd grot.
Aml the sumpees’s breath, when “tis lag'ring wear,

Whispering many & liflaby
Firom fron tg tres,
la rich with the jopoms eelody

O moeany & warkiler; 58 swort ad o cear
A the harp's low lomes bo e peusive our,
Whon it atrisgs, muamsonrsd of evening’s gale,

Fall soff as the toees of the mightlagale,
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Thivse jsmes od mirih from ot that hall
IT[m!n-rnl:in.I:ﬂIHm
[freame of the past, e bright nevealing
0 what might happen, pently sealiog
(Ver ber youhg i, B that sl boor,
Hath for ber sotl 8 holier power.,
And having stolen ons momenl fosth
To breathe that calm and perfumed sir;
St ddermna oni hoar so quiet, warth
Lanag nights of nolsior plessare therr,
Im that ol hally {asd well to-night
Hl;mlinﬁhﬂ'hu'ﬂrurﬂ:lllb
ind im thai soft mml sillly bonr,
Soft ne e'or Hogered "nenth thal sy,
Evin s she staids withis her hower,
The dulset trmes of mekedy
Upum her oar soaroe lseoded fall,
Tho meeery tones of that obd hall
Bt whiore ls & mensde soft and low,
Brvathing ever, aml soothing still ;
And tha borricane, the tarrent’s dow,
Cun eheocl § pod, sound an they willy
The gowl, the gemtle, and the kisd,
Tl firm I soul, the hizh in mind,
Hear atill that vobens in hat, In hall,
Fer ilwe ihoughtfn] heart thai sirsin will fall
fhut it cometh not amldst reveley,
And ot uf the bidding of besuly's eye,
Amil the joy thal i viebls, goll canned bay.
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h] who may kmow what thoaghis will rise,
As pich an bowr, beneath mush skies;

What dreams, and doubts, and hopes, introde
In such calm bours of solifmie

XXL

Bewree linth shie gainod the wicked, mear
Mer bower, reimming sad ai b,
When warningly apos her car
The quick bow tomes of Serla start—
(Tler fuithful slave for losg, long yvars,
Fals granlisn of leor hopes snd fears ;)
(homes ahe from Ella ¥ doth Zalr miss
MEI.J-L!.I. ml.l:]::hl Tike ihbs ¥
Think on tlils morn] what i thon®rl sught 7
W My ioanvst mistreis, lmger B0l
A mement longer in this spot.—
Il thme o ronse suspicious fear |
When doubt and danger come so near.”
o Dignger and doubt [P—* Watch and bewarr,
For peril threatess; what, or where
| searcs can delly this morn 1 koow
Aman has Frund thy sire his foe;
Bomething, ibough ciearly Bot, 1 beard
OF Ackbat's coming—ol & guard —
Hisis dark, dear mistross, of o day
Far distant—when to Morna’s bay
Thy lover shall returm again!
Perchance our fears are worse thas vais,

EATDA.

Anid fears shall be your groatest oo
it Bnply p.l.;hn-hﬁlmﬂniri.'hl
I8 thoa be walchiol—psore we'll kmaw,
With torn fo-morrow,—ooms ta-aight
It our chembor—wnke thoi Do
saipicken—ifl to-lay b framght
With pleatings dark, "gainst Aman, why,
Theere are sweet lands bemenih & aky
Aw fair ga thls—whal ks ma bore—
(e, whom 1 love, amd ame, I fesr,
Pl pe'er Tnadl, hiad lee ever baen
Like a kil father—From this soese,
He wha hath clang to me departa
What's left mo but this Ackbar's aps?
il Beapdess Aoy l—oh nlght portend of L
How shall this ba¥ ola] keating beart Lo siilL"

XXIL

And Eayils tresds mgain the hall,

The fainest im thas festivaly

Ewer the falrest to his sight,

W comes ool 1here b waleh vo-nighn
The beambng of ber young dark oo,
Sa parposs Nl whss destiny

With his = mow = Isborwoven,
Yever to be nnmnll'd, or doven

s all ber yonth {hds seeret pride)

She fingers there his promised tride,
Trinaned fs mot ber dark blos cye,

Mot pallid chesk, mr care-wroughs sbgh,
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Nor absent book, nor thosghtiul mien,
UVpom ber foo to-night are son,
Ob! in smch hoars, whes joys seem vain,
And thickening frars are worss than pain,
When mingfing in the crowded throng,
When joy and musle, mirth and song
(Tomes that we sould mof, Lt wiss hear),
Caane: o'er the wrspl, asmindial sar;
Harw wofbem ia the gatheriag tear

Almost mpos the bidak of gushing]
Even in the midsi of fmtive cheer,

A doubits wall come aned thoughts are rushing.

XXM

And where i be? or why forget?
Yemng Amas ol be not the throng ¥
sin wehoomn geesl b—aml whorefore ped 7
The young—ibe kved 5o wellwso long
The one bedev®d, that had still cast
Such gladnesi o'er young Zayda's past.
Ol what wers festive sosnes to bim
In much on bous, En such & mel ;
T bright sen were bot dark snd dim
To his wrapt gyes—* and ret if blood—""
Ls beis wibd uiterance, s bis gaee
s wandering to the star-dike skisa,
Tornisg from thenes 1o lamge, whoss blase
Beemn dim, remembering fayda’s nyes,
His bark is an yon dark boe waier,
His 1houghts on Zalr, and oo kis dasghter,

LATHHA.

Hin trend is Ty the dark blus wave,—
#IF bheed shoadd fow P owhoss lood or why P

W'l have no fom sweet Lve fo brave;—
U, If we have, friends shall b by,

Why shoeld Eair dream of fight prepared 7
I mpokn mot wonds §o motse that fesr ;

He cannot sught have seem or heanl;
Temarrons |I‘.lll-l.l'l?ll.m:l1_hln".

Withim this hreast, snil lo one ciher,

siglipr with her, than with s baother.

Ay, Zawda, ay, t-mormow might,

Yon moon shall smile to guide owr ghi ;

It Is our ondy ssleby lefiy

“Dl"ﬂ nhui:hﬂllnn;.tndl‘rt are reli.

Aml, o] bow wwest shiall o'er us rise

The Ihessed Hghi of happler akios,

Whem fears nnel doubds shall tcane mo meo;
As im sme calm secloded lower,

We'll trace this bome, this laland abors,
Eemembering all, yes, even this hoar.

The heeess is iresh'nlug even wow,

Joy b0 my thoaght, and o this Teew,

Murming and deabil, o bleasedmes,

Lawa southing, & "twers fresh'ning losa,

Aol wherefore shomhl we linger bere ?

1 dased tot croach—1 shall mot far—

Too long—oh ! sr oo long 've borne

Thy fatleer's litter tannts nnd socem

Unibsessbod, all had passsd away,

Ard all thag erosssd me yestenday,

A
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For thy dear sake had vamishod oo,

Forgot—forgiven——but that he threw
Falscheoel most foul wpon the deid,
And slandering bor. mpon my bl
I wonld have Tob the ssscring smsibe
Vmnneswed, have clothed his choek ilio while,
Nor bave returmel the glanes he gave,
Too hrariless for his meaniast slave—
et 26 4o slur my mother's aame,
fonal ekt of moe, the hrasd off shoime,
When nenn knew better—traly knew—
I ool mok for & moment hroak,
I dared mot—1 have beavnd thai bk,
Perchance | errod, tho serpent oye
Peamed omi on me; well bed 8 beuan,—
"I'l:ll-l1:|-|:l'.|'||:'l"..;!'.l_'pl.mI 'l'n“ﬂr,
And then—its slumbering fires may glesm
Bt wol for ns—in distant sess
Der bark shall caich the fresh'ning brvess ;
And with thy bright eves willl beforn we,
Ty sweet minile bondimg ever o'er me,
Thy ghad, swoet voloo, with musbe teeming,
ﬂﬂ'bﬂlﬂ-lhﬂhmijgh.hh.ﬂ
And, ob1 in fhose ealo, quiet hosrs,
When dicss our foars am huibind asleop,
"Neath skios as falr, in bappicr biwors,
We'll tumn to thls sweot iile, 10 wep §
Ax| tears of joy,—wes, fresben galo,
har bark skall spread eack iach of sall,

EATINA. &7

And erimmed righs well asd feet s e

Tha briganiine that matches thee™

Bach was the etterances, sach the hurried rwaln
OF Awne's thoughis, by that deep moonfit nesin

Hn’.
Within the hall, the bents which shed
Bo lately over besuty's brow,
Thelr light and loveliness, are sl
Abil wilénce there is lngering sos;
Uinsh'id is the song, amd eyes to-night,
Mhar temmesd, as i soms sow-sprang ght
el kert them lastne fioe above,
Teo weave their magic cladne of love,
Have cossed their shiming; hopes nnd feclings.
Al thomghts of jov, snd love's revealings,
Siwmn narir forgobien,
Ll L] - - & Ll L]
Late s the hour, and gonn sach gosst,
Yt bt oot Zaxda semk e et
I comes, with dark foreladings franghi.
Almost with foar, the very thanght
M Aman's parting from ber oow;
Fach feara o'er chillal befuro her Dirow,
Nor easl such shidows, as to-might,
Have closdod hor vousg browr of Hyht
Ut ksl ghey parted; a5l bo came,
Unchooge] ever: stif] the snine
Cilad meeting theirs, all full of jor and truth,

With the strong confideson of trassful yonth.
W
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Her aye apon yon moonlis sea,

Hath iravers'd mamy & trachless mile,

(Gaae oli—|o-morrow eve, and ha

Shall becast iea Hhh:ifli_r-lh

Shall nosr bim e, n sooth "vwill bless

Those hoird, el passal in sreichedneia,

Within ber chamber Eayils atasds,

Sosrnfel and mosing; her whiie hands

Togither clasp'd are grally prosssd,

pon ber young and beating breast ;

And Ells to0, i there, bsi ohl

Haw shall she gell her tals of woo!

Oft in that chamber had they stood, [valdd,
Whee ihefr matins wery sald, and their beads were

To Bst 1o the dark, deep munmuring Sood,
Thai far bemeaih thom its waters rollisl.

How often, fon, pi mibdmight®™s bour,
When ﬂl.l‘ﬂllu.ll-]hiuq..

Ml Favida, from ihat rock-based tower,
Howrd o'er that membit deep,

Whth chouilloas brow, and hoart ad ease,

The mumrmuring of the miduight breeee.

XAV,
Hew won doth friendship's aye bebold
Slight changr acros the fratures straying.
Wihen the bright seile thiat charmed of old
Haik anght of strasgeoss i6 ids plaviag
A single look st Ells thers,
Told Zayds that sme besvy cars

EATIaA.

O hier yoweg brow sal woarily,
= Why, Kl mirih and festive gles,

Alethinks far more have asildenesd] ihee,

Than bave o faiber's chidings, "

Ves! sl Indesd was Ella nuw,

Al vy oo ber youtldsl beow

Thee chotll hadd st wmd ol her tone

Was oot that gav and happy oney

That gladdened still, sod still had power

Ta chiver young dayda’s leneliest hogr,

* What wonder] I to-night oar cheer

Fell wearily ujoa my s,

Diear Zayday | bod ibwoghi on thes,

Al all fis jors seemed mockery;

Bio flem, be vesolate, anl boware™—

And Eayda's fingers through her sunny heir
Are twined, and wander, as her deep dark eve
Unto voumg Eifla, b gives back reply.

Nl books ihe deatl-doomed mone amaeed,
Whem from his arus the chaims are moed,
Wi leears tha tones soante creilited,
Which wake up joy whin bope had fled,
Than kwked alse new—her large dark ove
Cilistening witl fear's Iniensity.

“ Haar me, dear Zayds:—As 1 strayed

Itot wratormight in Copabal's glade;

[(Theou know'st what duty kept thee bere)

I kerard the treml of foolileps mear—
Tarmd—aaw thy (stber—in kis oye

I readd at omee some danger aigh.
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“Yem, Zayda, it has come ab fast—
The howr 1've king s darkly feered;—

Oh ! woudil 10 Fleaven thag B b possed,
Anid all whe dontds my foars havo resrsd

Wore hamshed—azmd thoa wert far sway,—

For ke thow cansi nod knger siay

Lo safeiy. (O o brink yoi stamd,

Ackhar vomes b h\-.lu;lll :prrurhh]

(mee, amd what follswe) F—bear ms yei

Wheose salls nre adinost yamber set f—

He comstlils saltor scormnd]  Again

Must Tee bt know, his plending’s vainfr—

* Then Sexla's Fears were sll foo trus,

Mare hnd she told, if s she knew.

0 Ackbar spoke? 1 thought to know,

Flla, this mins, fny seoml e

I booki] mint fur lils combog here—

Thst sbioald fmbeed forwwamn sur fear;

I'wwe tlwaghi of sneh, aned ssore, prchanes |

Well woue, 1 resil sy father's gluoee,

And yeaternoons dark lwerigoes,

Andl all kis binrw's sdesgy clondodness

Apil moel comes breaking o'er me Dow

I sbreami oo of —aomd dark go-ight,

And wrapd ab thnes, | s bis brow

I knowr his evo baed mok ihe ligha

Flwas wont Lo give mo; yeb | el

Twore worss ilan madnies o reveal

My sacred cath, so freely gives

To Aman=aever, never o be riven.

EATDAL dl

wWhat?  Ackbar wed? obl periah firsi,—

Yes, Aman, thoogh the storm may bart

For ruls, roim] os, nev—oever,

Thua must wn pari, B were e ever.

(il e than oy aml blesssdness
Tﬂﬂ.ﬂ.w&MmM,
And know wur fates fio far asunder,—

Dhearer by far the mouniain's cave,

If them werl only migh to me,

A whelier, by some kooe ses Wave
Than this, my hooss, if here to be,

Andl thou not uigh me—3he low oress

(e scanty Foodethe wilberness

quﬁ]rrﬂrih'.yﬂmlw o

If fearing bought, thou mightst be pressed

Undia this bosom, Aman, eVer,

5ulmmwmhmu Ly VEr ]

(] Hlessed bowr, that 8o revealed,

Wihat else, hul bioets 100 Jong comceabal.”
Unwﬂ#ﬂﬂﬁuﬁdﬂhﬂlhﬂlﬂm
{¥er Efla's shouklers; and ber eyvs
Beamisg sl wrapt, s downwand looking,

And oh! uum-ih:mﬂnﬂm
o e my B, forget—
Hu-.rql'r:;h-dn.n-i l'ri':""lh""

'8 RUTTRLE T

s Al b sa

+ Masters of moment muy delsy
Ilis qubck petnrm—ihe day in spod

When here be can be bade to stay;
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Biedlke vhis fair ol resh'ning gake,

Is wafting thither now his sall—
thilMIMMn-mh;ru;
To conmsel is my duty, though

The task may beighton sot the bivw ;
When Ackbar firet songht Zapda's haml,

WHer will was strogg—aione strong thas wedl

Dedits yomng jrirlbood—atern coanmand

Hath ssmeties made storn hearts rebel ;
He comnes again—1 will mot sy

What maow, I morn then merely will:
Sach sccties an thoss of yrstenday,

Cam work b Gitile elss than {1
Home wonls of lightor momet pasad
Brtween ne—yet doep blansn be cast
Beill npon Amang can it-lef
He knows what yob we canusl see”

Bech was yomng Ella's tabe: i sl
U fayla's edr like death's deop Lnedl,

! whist & erpwd of thoughis comw pushing,

(Faat event 58 the fmbains gashisg),
Wheni it ilreadd bmpestt, withering. fies
Ui e vear i sy Dot |

Mg siaria the desert wasulerne Lack,

Wi mevis his eye some drosded track,
PFale with suspoise, nnd part wish fear,
W ke llrtl.h-lppruhm-l

Ai feeloth he that beds o'er oo

Wheasit wital powisrn M while sewns o,

EATDA. 43

Wheo wabia Feiimulng conscmi=nrss,

Yol waits in valn: suel the diatree,
The deep suspemse and fear, thal sow
Wern pletared o young Zayila’s brow
(b mever yei the straggliog oar,
Urgimg with might thn slnking hoat
Tovward the wild breakers on the shass .
Nor that wild, pderding, harrowing sobe,
A woman’s shrick [ when siorm aml wav
Seem spenimy fas e her @ grave)

Ui the strained ear, s fearfully,

Frer fell, beseaih night's angre aky,

As i bior Teart ihose tidings came;
1ier bove she osahl o, dars) Bk bl
She oaly folt "twas reoted thire,—
She ouly felt—as—iot despair,

XXVL

Aa i widh Hghinlng's fash, e ovo
Fleamrd with o mose thas bumen fineg
Vet gave her bosom forth oo sigh,
Aol tlds,™ abe salil—** ihds from wy sireF
Nt Amian thas, we mus o erossnl,
Nt jorw we ot o &10 is Boar
I flight alome, oir saletly now,—
1 kmow all plendings wers i vais,
1 wookd mot, dsrsl oot brmk the vaw
| gove kim, Efla, hiwrt am] benks,
1 ksow my sire—ih well bis ol
Far kg, kmg years, ihis hoar hath knows;
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“ Parted now, Aman, wo but brood

(Per days boo blest, for over gone.

T thought of dight this very mam,
When ifirst T beand those tones of seom
That slandderesd thee, snd chillm] my oo
1 markesl my sire's onbending mood.
And io his tomes, and in his eye

1 hald Forvenm somme dasger uigh.

Thoa diclst not, Ella, see bis beow,
(Oh! dosbly dark jts lowering now),
How storn it grow, whes [ bai tried
To memtlon Mmas's nama with priils,
And dared to hard indignanily

e kis foal slanibervrs lack, the Bn
That owil hmte hsd fromesl, o throw
Fer him anil ma ihe clond of woa
Soon w8 tbom camsd thow'l see him—{few

The boars now leit ns—all | wonld
To ham dischost——inr path i throagh

An ordeal thick with dangers strewed;
They must bo hravosl—ths tkme & mear,—

I dare pob look o futem hosrs,

I parenent ooes are dlmmed by fear,

Ther fatwre in doep darkness, lowers,
What dangers ihreaten, mast be know,
And whers be most may feur his for;
Tidimgn of where wa'll meol, mnd whes!™
At lewrned plresdy—"tis the glon—
Zavds, thy toach is ey cobl™
“ When heard ke of §7'—" Dot to-night,

HAVDA. E

“{Thasse bed him o my knging slghi;

The escaps is plamhedy the stissupt §s bold"—

b Proposed & dight 7™ = Whai clee remained
it waa his firsi—his opdy thoughi ;

A few shom lestirs, to-mnnraw paibel
And Feture days thy Trars shall blos:

And thom shalt bless caeh momins’s rise,

Al —trars have dimussd young Ells’s eyes

= Near Yailon rock, {o-inadmme ol

Will Aman be; if thes canst leayve

Ere sunset, this, unseen, thine enr

From his own Eps his plans shall hear.

If fuio mars thet, within this leeast

iis ]lhul.u:hiln'hp—-—'ifh Heivein the el —

“ he, Ellal if o wendering back,

1 exmhll lest trace, o Memery's track

One hour, when, by ey father's shie,

1 devmel be viewnd his ehilld with pride;

vige bour, whew his seal’s aemiess bhont,

O unio mine el rapiurs sl :

iine bhour, when his derk kindiing «ye

Waa turnod 1o mine with syopeiliy

O with thai confidemnos and truik,

Which chenrs, not Dlkghta, eosilifing youils;

I evem now, upow this hrink

0 dimlit aml fesr, T ooubl but think

Thar pravirs or pleadings oowld weabl;

That he would ralmly s my tals

i lomg-rwnel love; comhl | believs

Tearn, sapplications—sughy conld weave
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* Around his mstore, gl

O] with whas joy and bless dmces.
Wonld my heart prompt my wilfing tosgee
To el Ha bopes—whnt foars have wrusg,
And are now wringing it—bet oh!

My woml ks lecavy wich its wosl

Sl woary dbonlds encompass me,

And what Pre droami o lomg ahosld be,
Flits Bmly by woe, 1l 1 foel

Forebodings dariling rontal ma steal

Yo, Ella, "ths mo tlmo to quail,
Fear is ssre harbinger of fail

"Tis bat the iarmying bhowrs 1 drasill

And thelr thick shailaws ol me spiresd ;
The tryiig hour shall larm me leds,

Thas the swifl thosghis that rous] me pres."

XXVIL

Alual that the yousg beart shoodd sigh,
O'er promisad jows, (oo carly blghial ;
That frean s foumt sbsuuld aver fly
The hepes thst aver most delightal
#h! i ilose hosrs, when aaxioas fears
(¥ermhadowing all our fwture years,
Heem thickonlng roumd ns j—when ihe heart
From s own throbbings oft would part,
Yot dlares ol ;—when bemeatli bright skics
Radlam and clomlbes, meking sighs
Wil rush upon us, what o losd
Th heart boars, long 1He"s weary road|

EATINAL

A wone falr form, fat bockend ia sbiep,
Wikt botne scross the watery billow ;
i Xo visions] dangre of the doep,
Marring the sweettes of her pillow),
With ooe rule shock, st peril’s brink,
Wakes up to fear; amd finds despair :
That a1 & glance seos link by Tink,
The workd 4o her b closing there;
Su foels that heart, 10 masdness driven,
Tha iimds its doarest ties thns riven.
A thousand times! oh, betber far

To follow Phrensy’s erving guide;
Than live beaeail calmi reason’s star,

Anel feel the earih & desert wide,

XXVIIL

Too heag hiad Zair beon wiad 1o sway,
And all arvand him, to obeyy

Lord over neem, with whem his will
Ne'er questined, seemed thelr duty sili:
If Zayda's love be w'er repad,

Had passions stromg, sml eneonirslled ¥

Will mnid ibesires, that long bad swayed
His every et B0 stroiger bald?
Alas] bow soon doth selfishae

And the world's wars, incrust the beart

In stowy handness; cares may press,

And griefs may shrond, snd fate ey hwan

The young, the generomns, and the kind,
Thir bree ko soul, the Blgh in mind

47
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Bai ol bsow Bighi mul linile s
Thetr toils, their sriggles, unis lim
Whose god b5 gokl; w0 biea, whese dream
By day, by sight, is how to win
Some funcied pocd, that ever e,
And only with his dying dis

KXIX.

That weary nighd hath passed away,
Amd pune, oo, moralig’s dappeered gray
*Tin early womm, anid &l i bloom,
Sunlle and fresb; and o ber mom,
Whilst others in thay home s bles
With sbewp, swent Tayia cannet rest.
The logg, soft night shi hail ol alept,
So muny theughts have o'er by eppl.
The ilay hath past, assl eve is thers—
That wve of bope, saepetiss, wid care.
You scarce way hear ihe leal in wmotion,
The rippfing of the dark bise oomn;
Ths light crafi lies upon is beesi,
Thlfﬂ'rl'wﬂh-lm il sk

Awnd many n craftsman lagering ihire,
Mim'hrlﬂmhnhg.; ol @ oo
Around him sealing: bright shonk] ko
The oyes, sweel orb, thst tarn bo thie;
Poro their yoneg boarks, anfatored they
I the warld’s weigistior misery

The loved, the boving, wot the gay,
Should watch thee tm thy trcklos way.

EATINA

Tt is & nighi umfis for those,
Whese womnded spirids same can bear
Their own heart's bratingn; doghis and wees
Accord bat ill with scenes w0 fair;
It bs the hour she Is 10 meet
Her lover, in his lons retreaty
And she ls there and pow ber ame
Bhe devims with the soff rustling came
O the thick boughs; and wow, mire near
Coimes that quick trmd—0h] never fear,
S wranght thoss features; doald is over,
Her arma are twined aroanil her lover.
XXX
There's ned & breaih of abr to wily
e ringlet o the cheek af her
That Aman keoks on; as i all
His hoges wire contred in that Fuee,
Which nime could deem lat leantifal;
Bo full of Tove, amil Byt anil grace.
“{h] Amen, dearost bove,™ ahe alghs,
.i.-:h:l-:wiﬂ'llhn-'ﬁumm
Ak her wousg, dark, mnd bsaming oy,
U his, now all enpassions] rest.
bl Aman, all the hoges s prized
And] cherished ——" 4 Bhall T cars this alghe ;
And mine b e than realized;
Dioar Zayda; when with mirming's fght,
Thy nengoe shall Lless the frosb’ning breese,

That walis oar bark 1o distant seai
B
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“Sbort tima 1o fit thoo forth te fy:

Too loag, when Ackbar is so nigh!

All—sll | know—1"rn thonght o'er all,

Oh! mever shall that lar befal,

That part us wow, as we have pansd;

ey loopes, alenir love, shall ot be ihwaried.

The wind is falr, the wabch & soty

Ar miklnight on yon memmrot

My bamg will burn ; lewve ihm thy fower;

Thoa know'st my sigual; near our bower

Troe brarts gdhall wadt, sweet love, fur theey

Trac as this |dadn hath bsen b0 me

Hayda, not pow s Giting time,

Bor thin the place, grrchancs the chins

For you fo lear, or me fo 1l

The scenes that vesterday befel;

Heliore ma, degrest, if thors lanks

Throngh yespenlay’s dark howrs ane hope,

That Falr would ever leok om e,

Bave na bis foe; or coub] | ses

In adl the past, s singln ray

To which my willing thomghts might stray,

Yielding nee hoge of brighter day,

flern, and with thew ;. aml oab] | rase

The sirong convietion from my boart,
That parted wow, wa're pantsl sver;

Comll 1 belinve the treachereas parn,

This Ackbar plays, might harm thee—naver;

And ais] [ ihink theon mightst regree
This act heralfler; ¢ven yet

TATTHA,

% With misery bow'd, I\l wender forth

Alme, (amd oh] bew lowely) feling
A wilderness, tndesl, were sarh,

=18 very jors my boson steebing.—
This peril past, thy smile shall be

Thee liglia to cher onr wamboring bark :
Amd joy thine eve will evor seo

In mine, if truth b bn man's hosr
The deck slmll bo my Layda's terone,
Oiwgr workl, o bearts ;= snd dane shall Bone
To essg wne clomd aroand Lhat home
o boarte, that beat o wnison.
Thy wolee, ln peril's hoar, slall bloss ;
Shail cliser, ahombl cres nround me jres;
Lafling to peace all thonghts woald rise,
Tio muir oy happier sympaildes.
Femr not, nmsoen ahall | 1w nosr,

Thils key shiall leave thy pathway fre;
To meorrow’s Bght slall lwing oo tear,

If Aman's bliss yiehds joy to thee”

L L] L] - L] -
L L] L] - L] L]

He somnids his call—"iis angwemed back,
Mo gains his boat, his bark's clesr deck,
Mida hopes ihat ghadilem, foars that reck
It Is his wvwn Best berigmniine ;

Sen how the beight waves round ber shise,
Flaabing with lembeni dumes of Hght;
{These phosphorescont Gres of might).

il
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To-maormow eve, in ofler soss,
Thy bark shall catch the fresh’ning brecer,
O] then bow swoet and bright shall s
To thine, the lght of Zayda's eyes;

IT heaven aboal] blasi thy prospects sow {
Mﬂ;lhp.lh’niln‘ﬂ'll! ke 5

1f afl mmﬂlﬂghﬁﬁw

And mock 1hee! I to-mommow ove

Thy hark shall plough no distant main |

If all thy bopss prove worse than valn !
What may thy fufer surse nod bod
What hers? who thas hath dung 8o thee 7

XXXL

Ax one bewildored, with o face

That long doth fsscimaie the gase,

ﬂﬁu-h'ﬂ:]; falr, w0 mxquisiie,

Each feaimre, fall of grace and Bghi),

. H!mm. msing; hesry sow
nhcl.lrl.l;-uerH-n-J;rhmr

How luir mnis his iresming ive

Soem'dl she, that lately sigh for sigh

Gave him, In that sweet sleadad Lower,

In thag ealm, siflly, sofi*ning hour.

And they have parted; who may wdl

The griel of thai bai short farewell,

To bearts thiss plighted; who may pakni,

In lsngnage (a1 the bewi bt falut),

Thoaghts of snch howrs, which ever iress

The fature i their konelines

EAVIEA,

Sarange! that the mrmory of that honr
(When firmt within her favourite bower
A hsld roclined upon bls breast

[is burning ligs to hers woro peress'd)
Shoall now rebomi, sl gl beiween
That time, and the sore chose] sene.

XXX

Whaiw'er ke camie, s fire-lit eye,

Of ¥air is Anshing fearfullyl

Al fhat ponsed mood ] that couded baow ]

What new-spring L bath croass] thee ucw ¥

{ily] (here aro momonts, when the flase,

Thai rea the masise"s bloml sud heain,

When &l the msdnsn’s passbons rise,

To ghisten in the lok and eyes.

Of the earth's whes, accomtibel one

Whose execrations, dark sl dread,

{That but their uttorer only buro)

Are hurled alike, wpon the dead,

And on the lving; when saci voin

Is parsion wwollen, as though pain

All torturing racked; when the dark scowl

O hakred lowees, (that book so foul

Which memory long b forced @0 kesp)

When the thin lips, sod salow cheek

Girow blanched with passion; whsen the hlood

Peils in one wikd, fumpitoses Bood ;

Whes desnoniss wroth ls seen

Im evary look, {nﬂllhum;h
"
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THll wo are abmeat foreed to trace
Hefore ws, but 8 dersoo’s facn—
S, Fayila, hooks thy sire the while,
5 harrowing now his witherbag smile,
= Wateh’ Aman, sy, for many an hour,
And chimer now ;™ such was the tmin
OF thoughts, that nigh bis danghter’s bower,
(Far Lafr thes poed, niw mashiog came
“Ha seek her lova !l Pre mark'd of lnte,
What be and Zayds daned 10 ids—
Fileena'il 1hiat he bl fearod my hate,
Elsn 1 bad crnshiesd ere mow his pride.
In fitting thme, sl Aiter mesl,
Maorn shall she fosrn of afl | woalld;—
To chide was raahy perchasee, “twss bold,
Tre mary, wiint o] e el umiohly
Twas wani of thought, st oft Indesd.
Ti serves e ihas—ay koroor oye
AMlust only betber wateh sach doed,
Whilst smiloless Glika ls s nigh!
Ha enmes ot to this haine ngain
This wanderer, or my plans are vala;
Too kng, ch! far too king, 've nursed
Aml Finl thls Amam: i there bossi
Ver ilseir wroekod bark, omo yawning wave,
Entsebing both In one desp grave,
Why shenld 1 griove? to-morrow’s sun
Perchanco shall seo their conrie legum
Few lsours of toll, fow days, 51 most
Muat wadt them far fron Lesboa® comst,

EATDIA, i3

* Whai recks it where? Kusal! retwrmedF
Whai hast ihen soen P o whast hasi Jearned 7
Can ey sail swn F—whil Beaig thon heand ™
“ For instant sail s all prepared,
At midukght's boar they Sy so night "
“And Zaydn?® + Sle, tov, shares their dight”
= Where meet sho Amanf" +In fhe glen
Mear YVatton rock.''—= Their plams are koown!
All thisir desgr-plotted plazs; why then
They shall b folled;—hy keak, or toae.
Alarm nog, Kusal—seck the kall—
Awil wait my slgual, when § eall,
Heneel—so then, 've poadd aright ;
Twas boklly planned ! 1o fy to-night!
Ther's little tinee now lefl o chiooss
What cotigee; amd there b moch 1 bise
If thoey ssceend—well, if they dot
ve trmedied hands, ete now, less tran
Than Gaston's; yei I'l trust not all
To by "were il mischamce should fall
Io stch sn hosr.  Accursed be
The day 1 broaght this Aman thither!
This Ghkiks, too: Zayds, 1 me
"Twere Joy 1o sme thie iroop anil wiiher,
Ere thon skonbd banlk me ithus, asd wow
Awmd thosgh no shadows dim thy e,
Nor fattering tongne to-night discloss
Thy harrowlng fears; thongh safl rapeisn
Lights every fratue; though thy smile
Ehall beem, as thoagh it cloak'd a0 guile —
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* Ay, though thy look shall falsely besin

With Heaven's own ealmmess; though oo gleam
w-lhlmmpﬁjhﬁ'i

And theugh thine eyes to mine shall make
(Confesstons nod, whilss termors shake

Thy senl, T will wot trost thes —soe—
To-might! 1oy i may b woe—

"Tis bt a deop, unerving hlow,

Ese I am thwans] pow; 've ta'en

!l.Ef du.llr reanlve, et who dare blsipe;—
Ackbar has enmn: thay know that mot

Tha bowt! ay—ime, I had forgue;

Pl go# 15 it mysell—keen cyes

Theesn Jovers miust have, i surprise

Aderm Eleem 0l thee itk Linse,

Ere all Is rigo; the taak e mine

To teach storn lossona | there b work ol hoso | —
What If I'm missed | tho bour will quickly come,
Thatr pays thee, (Gkike, many hates ln pne™

XXX

Horw cidd nnd chilly mnat have crepd
Yoang Zayla's bearts blood milst ber serrow |
Yt bl her featores calmly keps
That ok, dissembling joy will bommw.
“Alaal throsgh many & hnmas heari,
“Tww streams of thosght gash often un g
And oo Is deep, and decply dark
With bopes departed, plosssres guon |
Are ihe boamas thai lerad, snd the ravs that sbooe.

ZATTA.

[ Thoss meteor Gghta that ibe coming day
ST robed in their beauty), whers now are they?
Amil often ihsi currest rens slenly,
'nsoen by the world and its prying o
And many a porrow, sl many & sigh,
i¥er parted gladness, for wver lows
Down that stream, so shadowe] by earthly woss
ik o Bghter and brighter stream keepa ghiding,
And b work] soes (L, a8 bucvenily ridisg
Are smiles for that workd, anid mmsie, and mink,
And mneh that ssoms fashionsd (o give joy birh,
Aubown om b smrfacs; "tis snnshine thnro,
When perchance in the deopor stroan runs despair.,
il Ghed! hioow paining 1o hehold
The joyoes ok we loved of old,
Wearing that cold, mistrusiful sails,
Which, i mol spreug from gulli, looks gulle;—
T e ll].l.u:hln’iﬁ.ml"-ﬂ.l'lh.
Turmed to o father's soarching gass,
When sll his lecks jo0 well reveal
Thoughts which her own, can scaros cotcnal.
Ta hear the froe and jovous oo
(W confidemen, s faakly givem
I happier daye, now chilled ad gooe,
A know Jie tlos are well-nigh rves
Aml wiso mesy guess what (boughes will cromd,
In soch nn hour, o'er many & Lealn,
Whilsi others” fovs Inei seom o shroud
Thiste harrowing thonghts n tenfold pale

a7
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b1 few ta look oo Hayda’s faoe,

Woold dromm of feefings working thore,
That weli its calmmess might defaee,

That well her hears might wring with ears.
She semree bl deeasnut, so bong slmeo Srst
Her beart, Jive's borming fume hsd snmed,
{Until ihat bour) that years eoukl come
When Aman's smile, (the oely e}

She pver loved o waich, as thangh

Earth conhl no heighter one bestow,

She scarce bal dresnst, his ssmile shéuld be
The dark star of Lier destiny.

And wit, to Hve spart from him,

Thy smile s carly wem,

Wers bt i koow joys waxing &im,

Ere [l had well begum,

Bitter kodend the soars that flow,

From the heart, blightad in Ha bour
Of spring-time, and of bope: umd wos,

T him, wha rales with rulbles power
Thi young beart's dostiny ; that makes

Lifis Tust & drowry willernsi;

Whose sterpmess witkors, st thes breaks

That boart that would have Tived to bl

XXXIV.

Dl! for u bright and cloadles sky:
A freshning gale the blos waves over;

EATDA,

Throagh which the gallani bark shall #y,
That ssa lll]lirrh'lhr:lullh_rhm.

Few bours of fair amil favenring wind

And Laslss far shall Bo behiml

XXXV,

The day hath closed o'er Loshos® Lale,
Thn twinklisg stars above srv sbdning;

Hivw sagerdy she wished the wiils!

And inly blest thae day’s declining,

Past is the hoar for mgretting or iedig,
The futwee, Zavda, i all to thee

And the happicst wreath arosnd memory twining.
The ihoughts of this trial pm] night ahall b=

A lensel and hallow™d menory,

JEXVIL

"Tls come ot lasty B ls tha b
And youi kis sigoall i thy power
Shwonkd il tuee monk Faeill Asnnm fudl 7

0 | bandelsed be woch sheaghin: to-ndght,
His bark shall foel the fresl’ning gale,

Ao then ahale waich hesio ayes, wheso lighi
Shall beam in gladuess seill 1 thine,
Wherelor the buml in wisleli thoy shine
1! bewr thes oo to-mormow™s mn
Shall rise apon thy 15 began
A new cxistenee; dualits and fears
Bhall fled vo place throagh fature yoars
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Within thy bosom—n thai bone,
{[Hstant il must be from the one

Then beavesk mow ), ofl shali ihow hles
This homr, midst fallest blessrdness.
Thy power shall fall theo pot—away!—
1lis bark s bomniling ln the bay;

It walts bt thes aned him, snd then—
But book! the slgus] boms again!

XXXVIL

o lurlil gheam s that which suw
ireaks, Zayila, on thine aching gase

Bon! tha bright glass-like waves bolow
Are nbmosl glowlng b lis rye

It ks, inidesl, ihy iryimg bour;
The prasant, sbeliered in his oz,

From the back clomls tha o'er him lower,
Whe yoi books Torth, and sees the form

0 the wild feorrend, mashing mear

Thas spot. of all 1o hine mosi dear;

VWho sees tho wihl tamolinois tide
Durstlag at length from s pewt bed,

Apd bounding down the moesntain slide,
Threat'ning cach moment kis Jow sbed,

' And teeming fiebls, with its fieree flow,

Perchiance may fecd, a8 thou dost now,
XXXVIIL

It is no metoor fash, that Hghel
OhY pot o meinend mast he lost—

EANTNL,

It s bris slgmall—soo] “tis bright)

Panse not—how madh may maments so ]
it —siti—vwith qgick nnd polsles tresd
(¢r balls, pow sllent 58 the deal,

Shbe hastons—ashe ling guined ibe las—
All's still—thie imner cowrt §s passsl,

The ooter sng—ihe path b dear—

The gato stands open! frends are mearl—
Sufi —anforbetind the casile walls,

And 1o alarm b hean ijipals:

O thee® sweid lentish groves, whe treads;
Dn—where the fragrant mastlel shieds

lis dropping fenrs —the figtroe there,
And the rich olive, with its fule

Anid gloary violot columred drapes;

Anid the white Bowering peume that Hlsir]isn
Itz dronplng head so gracefully,

eemeath that fair and moonBit sky,

Are hishead andd siill; &l faud post,

Save the wikd throbbing of her breass
Apd oh] how wildly bewts thag bears -

Yot foar thee vot, Inil hie the on,

A fiew shart bonrs, snd who ehall pari
Tlearts, that have b betrothind s loog.
h haste thee, Zayida, quicker iy

It is his call—she seen lier Mver|
Alene, beneath that star-lin sky.

Their lips have met—is danger ever?
And o, to the boat that swslts in the bay,
L

fil
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Quiek is thebr tread, and sBently
Wi mowr bave hearts snch sa theis (o say.

TXRIE

Uhie moment | and bot one! her epe

Haih eamgh yon Hght in Ella’s tower;
Blet kmowa it borm for danger slgh—

She slnks pot, qualls pot, in thet hosry
Fly with ker, Aman, qnh'j. fibe] ERV—
Blie clings 1o thee] oh, hreast fhe wave,—
Th}' bark is alnsnsi in 1]1}' 'l'll.ll:'l:..I
lix prow upon the sandy beach
Baf o'er its side, leow wilt thon hles
Thels hoar of peeil and dlafress
They galn the beach—ihio boai; he water
Flears o'or i broast Jair's lovely dasghier.

Xl

e & ® & & Tkl Inthe halil

Ben how they muster, and hear yo that call!

Surprise in each faoe, In sach right hand & hisde!

Whers now §s thelr leader why stanil they odis
mayed ?

Ia ibsai shghing the wind? ot & plght breeso ls there,

M) et mod thy fears, Hlla, pictore despair;

Bho 1 safn throagh her bower, snd far (ron the
Livw R,

Young Fayds; thon what will those bright bisdes

avail;

EATDA. 63

(¥pr forr and her lover] how syw bave thay power]
Bt hark! that wild shreiek] was it woman's Josd
wall ¥

XLL

The boat hath scarvely elefy the ware,
The muilled car b tkmo kept mosagrs ;
(b ere within iwr bome, & slave
Haih tokd ber EHght ! s dearvst treasare,
Alas! bow off have wa Lo monm
At eve, o'or plans wo lakd at o,
{1n confidensn of smro smoces ),
Missped] amil shattersls and how soon
The hopea wo most billevel, woulld bles
And pladden Lk, ere lost I ghoom
Hew ofien o the noses die
(M imman bearths, nesl what s ledi ¥
What bt their memory ; aml the sigh
i the lous heart, of them beorelt
Few sonls Inform that haml I:h-_'r Jl.]:
Alotg the stranil, their blades are gleaming ;
And Bifully the mem on Bgh,
Far o'er thst wiker's wasto i boaming,

XLIL

Strange! that no volen procts Amas's car,
From men whe never erouched in fonr]
His trustfid basd; alas! their powsr

Cai bl mot by this fearfnl honr
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Vidn wad that musworing; far 10 wll
A masierly bad all been planed ;
How ¥air had gnined that boat's commund ;

What Aman's srm, anaddesd, dured 5

What lengthesn! misery Eapds shamad

bn thas devail hoar; whai madilsaing fears

Fershalowe] then ber drosma ul':ru.rl-;

And how thase twe yomug hearts hal me

For sorpow ) nmd how desolais

Their souls, when the roality,

liurst om them ‘neath that mideight sky.

Quick, (ibough toa late) all Amen sees,

“Tis bt & mosent's task fo seies

With giant streagth the belme"tis vain,

The boat bus galas the decpening maln ;

sherved, smuawed, ho slands aliome ;

Th= hamls be conld have trosinl, gono,

Captive and bhonmdy how valn weeo ateife

With men wha atill sought life for !

Yot qpuick, = tha keen glimce ho thogw

i mll mround him, forth e drow

s yataghan ; and as ol hilow

Hu ilenkt was ain Ui iha o,

Mally sill smiting, down he felly

{iie Blade bl strock o deep, sod well,
{ih Gesd! whaed depth of agony

Wi in that mansst, when the ery

i fawds oo that midnight air,

Thrifled leoarts live theirs by fs despair,

EATDA.

As knealing low by Amnan's sides,
In waki sho strove to atanch the thde

0 bloml thai geabsed umcoasingly

Throtgh hor ikin fngens, fast snd fres

As oler s prostrade bady bending,

The wight sir her desp wall Is rending ;
Toss well she fords his Nife"s-blomd gushing.
Chilleil is her own, and checkiod fa rshing,
They rubse: her from that gory bl

The soaroely Biving, off tho desd.—

Her umtrung arm, her drooping heail,

And soarcely tlrobddng beart are 1elfing,
How Hatde life within ls deelling.

ALIL

The mash is olf—ihine, Ackbar, thine,
The hasd thai sirock—thai i].l.-.uhg T
Uionkd pon bat Zalr have plansed mch erime
What, Ackbar, hasi ithon galesal? what wreck’s T
(k] lwarts like theirs shouk] omify
Through heng, leng yEATE with ceasrliss pain;
And all thas gladdems Bie should fiy
From such pa iy iheir hopes pirdve vaing
Tha dear off doaih b over tear Uhom,
And nenght in Bfe have power to choer them ;
A cowan] cousdencs bave thiem never
Jora abmost ginml forsake (hem dverg
Thelr slembers be bl agosingg
Thedr promissl pleasnres turm 1o sighs.
r




i EATDA.

ALIV.

Al perw thee biat regalus the shore,

From which so late it ksl bot parted ;
Her promised dreasos off boje s o'er,

Witk one foll blow all crnshed and thw sl
Sllendly they rosch the strand
Im thak wtill howrg but eold her hasl,
Al dsismp aid ehilly and fenrfully
Her dark eyes glosm; yot now oo sigh
Hesves that falr bosom—Oh] that sleey
Bo cold, so nsotionless, mnd déep,
Whishi vald eorruption canmot walpm,
Worn himge: rebief, 1o thid Lesrt breaking,
Unuiterabbe woe, when shought reimming,
Shal]l End withls all darkness—all s mrumiing.

XLY.

Thay béar her ta her father’s hall,
Aned sl ihe wail, aml desp the sgh
o s whis dene] hier; o8 dhe ory

O = e, = (0h great G, doth fall
From bee yomng lips, s coled, 5o pale
Amdl death-lie; anl no (ooes svail

T atay voe uoanent that ooe ey,

Ho withering n ils ngony,

She looks wpon her fatber’s face,

Hut with thai balf eoconsghons gase,
S fearfa] in s look—then came
Fluskirgs, that tmrmel ber check 1o ilame,

LAY DA

To leave 5 ke the martla, dall
And death-lie, vet st beamiiful
XLYVL
And pow prousd ber conch they stand |
Fabs b bor lip, wol ool ber band;
And land and goick her lsbonring lreaih
An obit who struggles agnins. death.
(¥ Fleaven! gram tesrs; how greal, how dop
I& that heari®s sormow, that doth kesp
s griel nnmarsomig; whei stame sieep
Zepals for one moment oer the brais,
To lall the sgeeicdng pala
Thai racks it when ihs nyes
Unieo thw gager, will bring aighs,
And thoughts fo8 deep for wtierance,
B wikd, o foarful is their plance.
Mlas! the sosroe whes toxrs may flow,
T s mot Zayda's e to ko,
XLVIL

That sl eventinl nighs is goue,
And passed haih koo tha sarly moen g
A ffew short hours amd might shall lie
{For darknesa sclidotn dims thae sky ),
Lipam the waters. Ewe is thereg
And what of Zayda? whai of Zaie ¥
He hath st febi Heaven's bresth te-day,

Coaling thi beming of his b
And wirnling dowly dim sl gray

Are ihe night's dusky sbadows mow
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He wamders forth, at this sofi hour,
A few short minutes 1o her bower,

Bo calw, a0 bonely, mud so still;

The baliy air fiels oobd s elslll,

As there by stanids, —abne ! ok, el
Beslde bilm burks & sseret fos ]

Wlis blade i Tmro b sirike ihe blow]
An springs the tiger on his prey,

So sprumg on falr, young Chiled Hey,
b roscnind alave, whom Aman's pywer

tad eherishod, whilst his life romadnesl —
s b, who im this stilly hanr,

This st with Chewnd's bioosd bath sisined
Rash was the sct; yet plasned with none
What passsn urged, hal rmaliness done,
Befifon (ume & moan, sl not o sigh—

Losk wp, Zalr! book, i shght be beft thie]
For sea] more fois are hastening sigh,

In oo short Teour, they may have rell Ui
Uf comntry, home, it may bo—Rfe]
Ay, gaae, bt think wod now of steifi:
Lok om you tewer! fo-night thow'st cani

Thy last look wpon Zayda’s brow;
The futare suly, nod the past

Blsould be thy ome sols vision now,

T IﬂEﬂHhE ier thoo, dentli"s devaild hoar,
U ey for meerey. whillsl ihou’st powee ;
Ul thisik what t'hllp wwelis cu all,

And think wisat doomn 8o thee may fall

EAVDA,

XLVIIL

The shalows of the pwilight
Have gone down in yuoder bay ;

Within yun chumber hath the light
Pwm ey for itn pay

Thengh Feeble, burms, oh all dos brght

For a flesting child of clay.

XLIX,

Apil who are they o slleutly
Yoo dark waves seoking hurrieadly ?
Aml what the bosd they beas?
Al that erush’d form—that glaging eye--
Yes—"iis the hlvoding Fairl
No friends to bim, indead, are thoy ;
In silengn oowanl o the bay
Ls their quick troad; and see yon boat
How o'er the waler B comea gliding;
“Tia .:u.d.l:rnlhrqﬂnllllkmﬂ.l,.—
And yooder bark, ses how abe’s riding
Phost thon not guess, yet, what wwslts thee ¥
Nor fearest thou the For chat hates thee 7

L

The currents course is stroog, that Sows
Arvand yem well- mansed brigaotine ;

Al oo bor deck are masy foes

Faor thee; all thers would deem his crime,
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Wha plmged thee in those dark waves, Zair.
Bearce worihy of a moment's .
Alsal thon camst mot bope to-might

To rmsch thine vwn ol llh'j."l:l:'ln‘ BWer;
Far, far from Tt with moming's Hght,

And ibow shals frod his Breade] power,
Wht bsuhils theo capilve—yvt tho hear

Lias Lios im fts meubd than thise:
Hasl desmed it bappiness 1o part

From scooes, so lutely stain'd with erinse.

LL

Upos the sea, that gallans bark

Bears proadly owward; hushed and dark
Is the swell ronnd her, though the eve
Is wandering o'er & closdiens kv,

Upon her deck there ba no sound

To mar the silence lng'ring rommd,

Bare the quick troad of him, whe sow
Eeups waich beshde that voasel's pruw.

LIL

"Tis marn: iho dawn st sea, how brighi
Anel pral, and beandifnl & shght,
Femeaih that boe .‘E!".I.Il phr,
Afler the sofi sl babmy night,
By Erivuent thers—aofl ss (e dye
0 punsel, o'er the blme wares lying,
When searco s broath is o'er them sighing.

EATDA,

LIIL

The marm is pasi, and gonily smailes
The belght sun o'er the Fgian lalea;
Kmdl |'m;|ni1|-}' on lsefew the wimil,

That gallant hark boosis o'er the water;
Fasi leaving in the wasto behind,

Thie sewne 8o bt of crime amd daogheer,
Thren days have smiled; the ihind grows dim;
And Ealr bound closely Hmb to Bmb
1:'|'ll|'.ll that deck, in 'I:Iﬂ.lﬂf.l- thries,

A cafitive lis, begir by fo

That woman, forced s “twems to feel
The temper, vice, aromnd her sboal ;
(Wi In the depth of wpnt and grief
Finds peno to snecous or mllave j—)
Whe vet srithstands the viilslo’s e,
Btrong, in her purity of heari ;

Whes ool mistrst, and doali, snd blamse.
Flave almost romt bor baart Bn twuing
Feels Hitle of Bs wretchod s,
Knows Biche of kis mind's distress

LLY.

The foarth day now hath dawsisd-—is past.—
Ui, thie bark hath clefi hor way;
Hlenger and thirel o'er himm have casl
Thin look of toarless agomy.
Upon that deck, in chalng b s,
The moosboams sireameng on his eves,
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]_‘\hhllht and wasiderdag—Ok! bow kng
Shall tortare rack himy om and oo
That bark is boondlog; sod now dim
And Indistinel grow all to klm;
The bulsgeross jist, the wikd rude song
The foress of that rongh pliste throng ;
The watchfires ghmmering in the Nghs
OF that mnclomded, breathless nighi,
Fer b tnll Lilllsg the sbsrs thad gaiver,
Anid nay, perchanse, boam thes for gover,
Lemembranes now, the memary of all
Is st comfimsion © juors ol erres i ;
Tho futere, obi! bow darkly dotd i fall,
How dim 1o him wow s that dregmbess nlght,

Hemree: forks b mow Wi himving mualn,
Past la his eonschonisiem ol i
Lign weill s there, Tt ehblng fust;
Thy tortorva, falr, will ssof b paat
For the thin, hazy film of death,
Is gathoring o'vr thy glaging eye;
FMeme wib] convuladve gnege for breath,
Bhall eoase bart with by kaiesi sigh,
That first dresd opening of ctornlty ;

Thy paina ars ondel, gl eew thay bave enbomld

ihes 5
Thy windimg-shoot sbuall bo the waves aroemd 1her
TI!: kumell, the dash thai gives thes to ihe wave,
Tis somnd, the ouly mowrner o'er thy grave

TATIA.

LY.

Ver Zaydi 0w hath moteness fallen;

A dulflness, whai akall be roealfing ?

Dneep as that lethargy, which clings

Around the keart, when s warm epriugy

Of wloep affoction, hopes and pleasure,

By obe rode stroke, soom crushel for ever:

Dhoep us thai sorrow, which eomswmes,

When nothing the grost vuobl Thames

When the mind, wandering from ibs sphers,

In b own workings, makes 1§ hero

The Hell 1 looks for—smch s mow

The sailness caryed on Zayds's brow.

Dvim ns ihese dreamings which comn o'
The spirits in 88 wild despadr,

Wheo gladnes, hope, and love, no mere
In lifi's existenon bave o shar,

So dark mre all the thoaghts thas cam

Thesir shadows o'er hor fo the lasi;

Apel na sinks down mi evening’s closs,

{ Though wanting all s snll reposs),

‘The fair chill, on lis mother's brer,

S alinkee glso t0 ber drvamlcss rest.

How calmby oer ber marbls row

Is slumber sctiled; o'er Ii pow

Bhsde scarce bath fallen; on her face

The chilid-like mnile, nnd the wwoeet gracn

Thst Li It ever, still is thers,

Lnlm o enclogdel, and as fulr

L]
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At bright, as if some memory

Of Do, mnid happiness, asd trush,
Hud passed] before her dreaming ove;

As if the chirished hopes of yonth
In ber young boson lageesd yus,
And with dark desth alone could set

LVL

"Tis finlsh"d—dm and dJoll fsr over
Those ance bright oyes, long years shall never
[Mruminats—nnd all iy foan,
Thy blighting sgony. thy fears
Are mothing now; the light is shed,
The lump's last Mickering boams are fied.
In all ber kevoliness she died
Even beamtiful, as when in pride
She trod 8 queen-like majosty
Her father's hallie—when overy eve
Confessnd those charma, that grace which gave
To hir, 50 many & willing dave.

LVIL,

How calui, bow moticaless, that silent clay]
Bai ab] bow soon shall thai, too, [as away;
Sofl was that ¢ve, nnd mock latellizenes

Lit every featare, shone in every glance,

Fyir was ibe blossom of thas sun-beight fle,
The expanded fSower in besnty ne'er shall smile.
Oh1 conkl we find some talismanio power,

To stay the placid look of deal’s fire howr;

EAYIIA, T

Ta give to fuling clay countlanance,

Making ieath's sloop falr senshlanes of life's tramce:

Leaving it falr aa martde to the ey,

Calm remnane Bedt of st moality

IT such onr power, how oft might we retors

From scenes that barrow, aod from theotighis 1l
Itermig

From folly's meaee, from passions slngs, fromn sirife,

Back 1o thas wax-Hke form, so Hke 1o 5

Limad om (st fwce, o soft, o caln, g0 el

Aol all the Ditberness of all, hehahi]

How vain might seem theso pleasures of & day;

What bessoms beam from the nsthinkng clay !

Low was her volen, a8 evening's balmy air,

Heartd midst sweet mualegs, by the waters fair.

Midd na the melodios of other days,

When w'er the strings some master spiris srays,

LVIIL

The bark that worhl have beome to-das
Youmg Aman and bis Teide, makes WAy ]
Within her ks one stately form,

Diewp thoughts are shadowlag o'er bis face
e whas haid ipuails] mot = the agamm,

For fear hath mever bow's s race:
A sgurit foee ns the hles wave

Thst tears blm o'er its bosam, o
Wha nefer lath boen ns el the alsve

Ta dends, the villaku's beemrt dioely own




e : TATIA,

Ansd yot, in that calm, quiet heur,
Hath come & deeper shade thay 'er
Hath crossed that brow, when buman pewy
Had given wp bope i wild despalr;
Whes ihe Borce storm, and yawning wave
Secmed spening for his hark o grave
He wanibers 1o and i her dock,

Widh eres that buwrn, with thosghts that rach

The wind is freh, the gale is fair,

Bat if the Indian Typhoon's breath
1laed] cimme tn hlasi loes Gikiks there,

He Kiile heods—ifor whai is death?
When thai which most we loved, |s paned
For evor from iy when all's thwartod
Wie had mosl wishes] for; when, within
fAmil withemt more) have sll grewn disn
Aomal j-uglrllq wierm Tiis worss thas pni.n
T turm usta il past againg
When memary ouly reods aniow

Tha woennds that thus can miever heal |
When shadows clood all futere viow,

Nl saalness timctures &l we fesl
Alomp e ptands, his sirong armas pressed
t."p:m hin Dircail, senres heaving chest ;
Darkly snd meurafully bis sves

Are gazhig on the starill skies
In wraph emotion—0k[ 1 well
Believe, thern i some magio el
Thoth wrag the wanderar on tho s,

At midnight, when s allvwily,

AN, x|

Fﬂ”n-;p. amd dreams, sl l||l.iug'|:|:i come Tashing,
Fuast even s the wulirs gushing,

Wil of that watderer ! his a fals

* That bettor bosoms might Baemrail."

Iidivem too eaddy furib to sea,

"Twern leand 4o shum all guili and maile,
Where fow peturned bim synspathy,

Awd very fow gave smile for smile
Knough e came $0 manhosd's years.
Mo hadl his beour of hopes anid fears;

He bived nt length—bls passlon’s Hame
Had stalned & pure and spoiless nams -
¥et his nod all that erime, which wroughs
That woman's hoer of serrw—gol
That eodd ssduetive villany
Was his, which rulss, when nu sigh
{ir angnish follows: {for o'er kim
Had shadows fallen ; amd il dim
Al elimdos] rose thad dflsiang scews,
Al sbe, nmd the Jong yoars betwioon
That and the presest); theirs that fam.
Narming wnl passlonaie, when Llame
Weall neliher cast upon the oiber :—
They Bexd; and she became—a mither.
Even with the Jife she ki, she gl ;
Her child, young Aman, grow his pride
His Eethor's peride; "ewans all that made
kika's one oomlrt; mow 1he akads
How desp apon his farrewed Lo
Bince Aman's dently!—sines that Gl lioow |
@2
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Acrosa hils darken'd hroow i moge
Skall joy oue gladness cast ;

His luwpes of futere years are o'er,
What meemiory dims the past]

Hia griof, his ilark aflliction’s night
Whese smile shall e llume?

What oye for him shall have that Eght,
Lost In young Amas’s tomb ¥

LIX.

Morn wearying thau the lnssfinde,

That ofer Ih'.l:f-h'nr. waiilerer sboals ;
Than that s, harrowing, Boart-alck ni
That stealeth o'er kim, whes he Fels

Thee bk sdrocoen’s leeatli; whou sghe,

Heosvy wml doop-drawn, will arise
From his sunk heart, ss on be roams
O'er Asla’s wastos, sl by her domes ;
ls thiat sbread bmeliness, which wm

s fiervowihg deoply Glika's brow,

L&

il falmily lo theso northern climns,

Lan Fun emorive the E]:h'l- el ﬂ':""."'.
The #weol moon shads, whene'er she sbines
Ver seoons Hiy thess Iong-Tumed by story ;
When o'er the bright JEgoan lales,

Midsit twiliphi Hghioesa, forih she sl

EATDA. i)
THrll! i all eme softemed bime,

Thn twinkling star scance claims your view;

All s s blended, bright snd fair,

That scarce the cantrest moets you thers

Thelr sight is a8 oor twillght hers,

Chur sotumn fwilight, rabm snd cear.

LXL

It is the henr—tbe swuctent. Iour
O all that bloss that trangall sky:
And seares s leafl poand '-‘.'.l}'ﬂ.l'l [
Movra 1o the sight's st memering sigh.
Th..-lu:l- iael secrma Bushes] itii]l!rip.
And ibeath-like siletes relgnicth there
Al 5l nroud ibai glorions deop,
Its dreamy aupect seoing fo wear.
Amon, the concave of the aky
la oms nebroken arch of peardy
And now o blash, sl s the dye
¥or sl fair chevk of some fair girl

LxLL

And now agaln, ln thai swesi bay,

1s beand the fliher's roumdelay o

Az o'er Hs doop nmd bright hlne waler,

(S Into thee scene of Idogd and slsnghiar),
Light barks am fiying the fresh sk

Is chilly not thet waniders there;
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It i n pemtlo night in Jume,

With searce & cloo] beneath lis mons.

How gewily om tho listening sar

Fall those soft gomea whe baved to besar

Al thas sweet hour, who by that decp

Is circled i ber bast lung soop;

Wha bei so buicly, ‘neath thae sky

Hmiled, as if love oould never diel

How ofien had she Engenad there,

e very glabness—pow, the akr,

ot &y twad then, sarce sems (o wiTe

The loaves that shadow ll'rrln-.'r.;:r'l.ﬁ:

Deop s thy alioep, thy homs of death
How yuisd]  O'er thy brow,

Whern |s the bright end pearly wroath
Al whare thy beamty mow !

And thoss wild fowers, st that mek stem,

Ask na e stand, what nourisbe] them |
Wihat, bug the form Lelow;

Here learn the Hitlenoss of all,

A ormlle firsd, nmd ibon w pall!—

Bo calm and still §s her sweei bower,

Tho litterer thete at that sodt bour,

Mighi well Lelieve her gentle heasi

Waa limgeriug near, and coubl me part,

Froem what it osee bad ivad s well 5

Perchanes, blost parte] omes & dwedl

Ad tlmoes noiilst thosa happy socnes,

Omce s bedored—and the bright doeams,

EATTA,

That were bt faimily visiomed forih,
Amil scamneil by wyes of usortal birth,
Now glow snshadownl—nst & freling

{1 earthiiness wroand them siealing.

All memory of the world's sad pain,

For aver gone—aoh] hsssed gainl
Bemembrance, oaly deft of all

Thai was helored, sod besuiful,

Al chasie, amd glorions; of the barighit
Anid hallowed] yearnings, thsl threw light
Andd pladness romnd way of thie ties

That wire 8o doar to us: of syvapathie
Which purified, which ralsed ws far akove
The bowly fallings of an earth-born bove.

LX1L

“Tis morn again—ita senbeams alel
Light oa the Oving: for the desd—
The early doad—why monra? we kaovw
That youth's warm tears indoed will dow,
Yot ploagh no chamnels—happy they!
Bantched midst their dreams of hoge away
Ere bitterness and coldness Hing

Thair iciness, ofer thelr youth's spring
Exe slander’s tongue, sul cold disdaln,
Have wown the sods of hate asd pain;

Fry wice hath chilled, mbatrast dispellal
The dreams that sfl foe sion depar

£l
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Chr wureed what pever it v goellad,
The yearuings of & thwarted bear;
Eﬂlh‘mﬁ-ﬁ'lﬂml! trer,
Hath Wasted boen inglorionuly
B listloas I:|Il|-lh_:r linkhs qq-ﬂqr,
n'l-rmh:ﬁufwhlup_&gl'“lt";
Ere youth's confiding trost lath 8,
i nl-l.l.nhwul‘nnuﬂumm. s,
Eire passion snid these bright hopes fly
Which arg Tin's easenen ; ere they mosm,
Life’s falrvat wiskons dall’d, and sborn

LXIV.

Fut for the withering cares of ng.

And life's long weary pilgrimage;

And for the keart—ihai blighted Bssrt—
That Fves to feel 1= h.-pq-...l.q..ﬂ;

That watlires the bright joys, which threw
Znch charma o'er all, when busjie was new:
For him, whose palsiod powers oft claim
Ban pity, or devisive blame;

Whose keen porceptions have grown dull,
And all the bright, anid boaatifil,

And glorlogs paplrations of past doys

Have become tastolsss; when, or blnsme, of s,

Alike fall heedles; when the snken e
I telling more than e'en the wearying slgh,

EATINA,

When tears will fiow mot: when the heasi.
Frean fs own beatings oft wonld pari,

Yot dnres mot; which, long chillad ased seared,
Still Twewis, and boars those s open Teapsd
To keok ooy mnd o feel within,

Hepos, that were Jors, now more than dim;
For smch, let pliy shel bher doar—
Mewd tribnie o'er the voieran's hier,




AN OFPIATE DREAM.

__.#-._

L

A pmicnT sens b o vishn,
W i beanty roonsd ma Dyiog:

1 saw & group of eastemn gisla,

With dark bion eyes, aml Bowing cwrls,
A the sumnmeT's '1".' LT 11'rl'i.l,5|.
Some o'er the harp thelr fngemn siraped,

Amd ﬂ:rﬂlin[.. TRhg the inraser g
Al womie wpos the tshrel plaped,

Awnkoning droam-fke ploiee:

Thelr ringing langh, the dascets gy,

Their sllver tomes, thelr epos bright gleaming;
Thizir merry road, thelr IHyihosome lay,
Compe o'er me off sl avening's beaming.

Arel oo of swectent face came nigh,

Hinging & duboat modody,
1]




B AN OPIATE DILEANM,

FMlaintive, snd low, and full of feeling;
That wild bright strain arcund mo stealing.
Is with m= often, whem nooe ané near;
Twill waks when the wind o'er the string &
playing:
When thet pariing stream o'er the pebble s stravmg.
O puikicg forth from the fonoiain cler:
les l'h-lu.lJ.' ansd s wililmnsa,
Hoothing ever, and me'er Joss,
Cometh o'er me, whim ihe sigh
OF the summer night swaloes the string’s
Empassion’d melody;
With the gushing of the foontaing
With 1he tlakling shepherd bell;
With the pine bough's gentle waving,
In the lone sweet dall,
it cometh over me, its gontle, genils swell
Hwester thas tha Infe's sofl witchory,
Than to the wanderer, "meath Assa’s glofom sky.
When the siroces'’s breath i past,
The Inbat's balmy sigh,
That o'er the traveller's falniing besri, in {reshsosi
prtunien. byt
Io the tones of gesilest swesiness,
Tt galil the ldossednss of hooee:
Twras a atrakn for emrly wouth,
And for manhood, &re tke trath
Amd iho gemerousnoss of arly yoars,
Haih been warped by the workls doalits sl fosrs,
U chilleal by its tome—

AN OFIATE DREEAM. b7

"Twas o straln of wikl defight,
That eaitee o'er e that sweed nlght;
[Mpctn theer’ g,
The falry queen,
With many s bappy sprits,
I still telieve that vislon wronghi,
o faich with beanty was it Framght.
Like some damsel’s, with a dulcmer,
Like some spirit-child'p, of ls,
Ii bl sirange and varled sl
Alas! ihat dreami oo beantifl,
(ur waking thoughts cas searce recal,
¥ ey framed 5o well,
Now soft, now low
Was that strais, in ia Sow,
Now wild as the wrrent, now calm as the river,
That wenils throagh the walley all pracefully ever;
Now ns wwoe ma tho fome, (0o the ear of the peasant),
0 the conquering  band, through bis valleys =0
peasand,
When the foes of bis conntry are rombed amd slals,
Anal bk home sued bis sliars, are sl oo again.

oo strudy bad ceased, of that grntle majden,
That straln 0 mech with braoty o'arladin ;
=he ware] me Frth, aweel task fo me,
Twas b keep that maldes company;—
Soinething ko this seomed & story she iold,
A6 wn sst by the alde of 8 lake of gold—
For sumset was gikfing its wainrs pold,




. AN OFIATE DIUEAN.

O Esabsel, of Ashaisl,
Aud what thers behapp'd, snid what ber bofiel,
Mihalm]yh[hlm.ulmmlbﬂ'.’-—
The casthe walls are a dousky gray,
The forestor obil, alar may s
The flag thai has foated so merrily,
{Ver that castle high, for maay a day.
Witkin her roum,
Thas i laden with muany & choice perfims.
Shiteth that by, and 1 bs porn
What sileth the bovely lsaked]

Sho lesnsth her orm o hl:rﬂl.lhirl.lﬂ::—
Bhe prossith ber brow, s lofty and fakr—
Eha Tath plighted har falth, and given ber vow,
Unte him that sha loveth-—is 11 that, which new

s sadidening ever ber yoang beomd beow,

With the shadow of sorrow, thie Jook of cam ¥

Whoso i that voios

That ever maketh hor heart pojoles,
And whoss the pewer T

an hrighten o glubness the loneliest bonr,
That ever may swell

With sormow, the beart of young Tasbel F—

Adona fn ber ganlen sha strayeth—"tin beoom,

And the leson snid e wre ke v thelr bBleon

Ani eight is the spray, that stemally
Toiesth over height fomminbne in play,
Wafting along with them sweel perfume.
She readeth o lottery bt oh] B teseneth
With words of firel] the Hght that streameth

AN OFIATE DILEAM. S

Uhown through the lentiak's beaves, s showing,
Her Ratures pow paks, aid aw balf glowlsg.
In amger they parted, (they haid panted tos sosm—)
Sk anil her kver—bat yestormodn :—
"Tls his letter hath fllen, and thero she stands,
Upon her bosom her chse claspusl bands:
Whern tirw 1 Hogun—be that alee kved,
And loveth now mare, thoogh this sinfe befel;
If Hugon spoke biilerness, somow bath flowed,
For ool wes the leok of swest Lsshel:
By yom syvcamon free,
2o closy 10 her biwer,
Silenily,
He Lngers in hope, and be lingers is fear;
He had spoken harshiy, cobd words weers i,
ut rogeet hath followesl, and apger k8 fl=l
i"ale is Liabwel's choek, nmd her guitb'ring tewr
Is almost gusbimg—aoh] say ks thle,
:'iﬂ,qu'un:l:ﬂw—H"llrIﬂ:]rJHr.:
Thow'ri dearcr ithan over, his promised bride.
Alas! she hath mo art to hide,
Sweot mald, bow deop, bow strong bor luve]
How mich love's Bightost quareels mive.
A Parion maid is lssbal,
A Naxbon he of whem 1 tell;
ki fight ia his taak, his cam w ply,
As he forrdies him over from isds to isle;
To weich the sweol aming of label's oy,
And live i the Hght of hor happy smile.
To-murrow monib's thebr beidal day;
ng




o AN OPFTATE DREAM,
£l - - - " - L]

Bat look! yoo bark i making way,
That bears young Hogon from the bay,
Soon to return, if all le well,
Then cheer thee, gentle Lalel
T‘lmd.l_rll.rll:-d: lTeri:anll:hm
Bears down on Hegon's Grock corvetter
Sarife were bat vaing be ylebds,—ero goes
The eveidng's mys, wlich ever set
In Lesuty, o'er the Egran sm,
His bark & theiri—a eapiive he
Dhaym,—wocdon Bave passed, —and meongbs by e, —
The happy thoughts, that Toag shed
'er [sabsl's unichomlod e,
Their loveliness, sre vamished maw,
"Tia banl 1o kok om aming tears,
In sileni sorrow shed
'.';nrl.'ndl.H.ud.m.ll-:rh[lth_n
Al youtli's was dresologs el
Thiy hisf her hope.—hir téars i stay |
Her hppier henr will cene, they sey;
They try to soothe, they try to cheer;
She only fecls & rackiang fear,
Al knows young Hugon & pot pear.
That Tuskish hords their work have done;
They'vo sabred all bis crow—alone,
They've casi bim on 8 larree sone,
Two wlles or more from the nearesd shore,
Bonght but the blee wives aroand bim roar:
He liath et tasiod fod to-day,

AN OTIATE DREAM, L]

Andl tha gaswing of thirg and mger lay
Heavy anil aick o' him yesteoday.
The vintage nseon s shining brighs,
Der many an ivied turret’s height;
And pofiby, s the soflost oyes
Theat ever have tumod o fho deop bloe skies,
Serm the twinkling siars, thal now ano boaking
igwm on il carthy, as If rebnkiog
Char vain regrettingey amil el beokisg
As if they b onr svmpathies
Whae wwalteth him thero on that rock, bok s grave F
Amil & limgeriog death ? yot how an bo fiy 7
Hnmgee'd | —adhirs l—con b lireast the wavel
HNuman akl i thors moan b s,
Nl o boat is passing migh;
i thee whomn the promonigry
1s rubsing aloft. t& the midnight aky,
Is bl peliaf, mnid majedy.
Thﬂt'l-il.u"mn[]ihﬂ'hﬂﬂulli
Tor o mwmresd polnt, thed s beek'ning him
fle's In the water] —bbes nears the boachl—
The rugged i is almost (w kis rach|—
Bt the spiric of msture grows fehet witkln;
Komberloss visions, gamt and gri,
Ars awimming befors his sighikess oy
Mo is dashiesd on the beschl but b canned rise,
.’mlimn-um'hﬂ.r]ni his nesaning eried
m the hoatle ceast b haili hldiden by day,
Anid wander'd by night—and liow are they
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a2 AN OPTATE DREAM,

Who have given & crast to the wandering Gireek;
His pilknw, ihe mck, by pome kody creck.

He ksth mlen i with & wandering clan,

And thay've hound ini to 8 Tearoomsmn,

Apd he's broken i spéini, and weak, amil wan
Dagaised in b prossnt’s gark; be fes—

He galns the sra-ovast as dlayiight dies;—
With the dawn of the momming & ship set sail,
1f Heaven bt grasit bor o fovonrkng gabs;

Her course is Smymna—a few short bhours

O aail from thenos, amd thilmo own pwoel bawiss !
And Tsabel's homs shall neay thes b

Anil Lsslel's toam, that flow fur thee,

Wheo salils thai fleo salbor’s manky form,
{Framx] for bis calling, and fornal for the storml,
Bears oot & kisd s pleylag eve,

And o brart thet beateth in sympathy

The captain of that briguntine

Meard Hogon's tle; he gave him wine;

He gave kim fbod, for he was weary .

He bade bim bopa, be irts, and cheery;

He chothed his In the Turidsh ve,

{ Rt all the Grosk possessod his breast);

After a ' soa of trombles,” s,

And sfier shijpwreck; when the bast,

With s willd fary had lseen spend,

Hie stoxsl bsside & moaummt,

Feared npn Asia's barning sasd,

That fallen {thongh vet how greai & lamd)!

A% OPFIATE DREAM, i

The swmmer's day is dying,
The wind is faknt wnl low;
Luabed s sighing.
And buruished with the glow
i the setiing mnlight, am the waten
Like a mibrrar, strotchiad belo,
She booketh far 8 eyv tnay o,
Ver the bine Fgean malng
And Hugon's bark, where oun s be?
And will b tome sgain’
Sha sitteth by the s sea-skla
Asd ob, how Tooe b that prousissd beide!
Tust voles J—ibat soanading Tyrel
laoat, part with wonder, part ia fear,
Sk bodds her brenthi she deaws more pear
Is tomes swell high! and higher)
It i nn old mnd plaistive adr,
That lisshe, moumnfal daxy;
And Hegoa oft hul sng & thers,
Where now sbe sits, I very cam,
A painter's stmdly for yomyg Pity.

BONG.

For the Oght of thy beanty, my dearsat, my heari
Hinth barmed for thee
Through sbsenos, by the moonlight, mide the dark-
N,

My soul hath tamed o thee;
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b AN OFIATE DREAM.

(Fer ma, the memory of thy veloe Lath fallen,
Like dow on parchad tree;

In the desert, ‘meath tho sirroc wind, by the streas-

let’a diw,
Thy seile was mear me ever;
Captive, and & wanderer, and wheresooer e hote,

I have forget thes, never;

And "vo come back to thes, deanost,
After bbars of sorrow past ;

Sweel lasbal, sweet Taabel,
Thou art near me mow a8 last

All, all the times, a4 on her ear,
Came those dear wonds (in fonos ss clear
As ever Hogon seng it thero
To ber, at that same twilight konr;
iy hj',un mrims-clwl arboar, whers
TEls banils bad Framod for hor a bower)
She kad beenn near the singer siealing
Bat scarce hils wonls had disd away,
Ere with ane ery of joyous feeling,
In Higon's catstreick'l srms she Iny.

IL

Another vision—ihere wern we,

And both wore young, and bope was new.
I saw omi ln that vislos gnes

{The maides with an angel's faee),

On one, | know, who seomal to ber,
Almeai ler very worshippery

AN OPIATE DREAM,

The msiden's head wis hockwands bent,
Anid aa her facn towanls kis was bem,
[hnﬂthil-gﬁhﬁ'hﬁlm
ihne would be falss, and onn be froe;
Fur eoming yeams before mo few

As o n mirror; and in porrow,

I thesghi mpon hat Nesre morrow,
Lewesl nod beloved, and hapyy s,

They dreansed their barks might coward go
Togrther down lif's changefal tide,
His amil thas madden’s, by his. side—

I koked into tho glass of thoe,

I maw the past and fulmre shing;

I maw the torronts boave and riss;

I bookod sgabu, and they had parted;—
| saw bot chonds and angry akies,

And thin | kmew sl had Baon thiwartod,

IL

Thero came & changs: the round largn mes,

Bhome |5 the merry month of Jome;

A bark wpon & stiroam waa lowing,

Hebin kool it nome, oor sall; nor rowing

Noaded that bark 1o qubckes s going;

On to the raplds it Sostad sway,

(Faster than Faloon e'er follow'd its prey ),

Kothing bo siay It on that Beet tils,—

Uhe 1o i dooms, with nosn hoeslde

A wild lowd molse, 1ikn the somd of baitle,
A wild shrill ahrick, sod all was sl :—
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And they whe sat bod & minate age
In thoir bsat, canwe forih from the water bebow,
Dramcing like atsmies, roomd = hill,

An away hey sped to sho fairy hall,
T dance at the lslry festival

Iv.

Thange, change—nothing tmi chango—

A bandis®s party weno damsing. st play,

la the pass of Abrneed; as thers they lay,

Whalting, 1ike hlcedlvonnds, fbr hmmsan proy,

Ciirsing the slowsess of parting day:

A flash!—as fall l—a deatb-groam]— b —
V.

T looksd apon & semlit gl g

The bluwe amoke curling rose shave

A ootiage botoe of hnman lovey

And oo fair child was thers to bless

[is paronds, by i gentleness,

It foll wpon & Tagged rock,

Before my gaen]—Ii Brel the gheck | —

I coull not move]—1 eould pot eall e

Il.'.un:iﬂ.l:l..h]flhll Ll

And then I thempht soms 'demon's yell,

itang through that ghem, as down it fell

YL

The warld—ikio bary work] rolled on;
Aml [ was Jefi n ibe clounlbs—alose—

“ AN OPIATE DILEAM. a7

1 coald sot move, 1 conhd ned sthr;
Tho sum beeame my worskhipper,
Aind took & furm | ksew,
Tho stars shone eut, in the broad darfight
The san shoas ever, aod yet "twas night.
I felt & nembness o'er ma stealing,
Chillier, chillier mill | grew,
And thon | Jowt sl senss of feeling.

VIL

Then all within me termad o Beme;

I felt s if ensed in an iroo fame g

1 coald nt move—I1 coudd ik cry—

Dheath bl ber lodiss 1o that ageay,
Whthowi a groan, withoot o sigh,

As thoro 1 bung; alune—alone,

Active in mind, bui my bely stose.

The chouils grew black, wers ront asnador
Lightning, and tempests, and rain, and thander,
I bewrd the Toe-kismg bl isewe forth,

(F'er man's erving mage, sl the leeming earth.

VIIL

Seddenly motion crept throogh my frume;

A wearying lightoesa over me canse;

I felt myself falllng slowly i first,
Quick—then quickvr my body foll;

Faster yed—Fusier-—ihe elowils hail bursi,
Then camo the sound of o booming bail,
Diresslinl 1o hear—on—on—] BOL

L]
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[X.

Alooe, at might, in & sepuichm,
thﬂ:ﬂ.lﬂpﬂdm:mdﬂ;

1 boewrd] from rwy prison that dall death-bedl,

Mourpfully pealing my last long knell;

And though aight was thers, yel all coald T see

Numnbserless fving things were ther!

I cosll mot bewd my thoaghts fo payer;

I wonkd havo given long year of pain,

For bst one ghort hoor of earth agalng

For omp last look oo the monmer sky

1 cotld et Treatho—] conld Bot da—

1 deesn’d 1 had been doowsed to Ke,

Yot rot sot, in that horrid place;

And ihe children of many & vanished race,

From many & siar, and many an earth,

Were bid before my pare come forth

1 knew how worse tham sinfud ks,

Waa the chak for Uelighon, that warklly men

Pat os=—deceiving the dull world's eye,

Awid bow guilty to Hs, was soch mockery ;

I kmew the Btsleness, then, of all

Tha Jors amil sorrows, that bere might fall

i peribing man—ihe child of & day,

The tenant alose of Eternby.

X
1 walked as through mist, 1 scarce knew where,
Up—ap, my step's through the murky air;
1 passed throngh the wmist, and was standing now

AN oFIATE DIREAM.

*Seath & cabm blso sky, and all haso below,
ﬂnﬂ:.-.qu:mﬂtpl:-ul'dilm‘-hmw;
Ith}lmmﬂﬂﬂlmllﬂ!
The woondsy sun shane glorkously ;

The m3at woa rend, and & ghorioas bay,
lisaking in swnshine and beasty lsy,
|mu;u.um;§-mm-ht:-hmd.
Girew thin 88 & gresamer’s web—not & dood
In the bloe above—anciler rint,

Aml fiur beliow, fose & tenement,

Om the meantain's side, most gracelully;
And bemeath bt & peoceful village lay,
Kissing the waters of that swect bag.

XL

I bl Hved bong years, yeu | still was yoaug;

I kmew every wond, that in every tongua

Had ever boen writion; arouml me by

Those that had ded but as yesterdsy,

Adnd 1livse, that for many a eeniury

ind monlibered ln death; jinst sges came,

And mood before e 1 know e name

OF thse chthes that were, and were tenaniless then,

And they rose beforn me, ther snckat mon.
What more efel, | gearen can fell

Alone 1 st by tho wikl sea wave,

OB ma death’s partoer, snd cold s his grave.

Madness caine &'er e, sl the rose

O thip breakoors. ghiat lashed the kme sod-abore,




Lis) COME, WAKE THAT BTHAIN,

Waa sought i the fory, that mgel within
My burning beain, as tha day grew dim.
Eyes of fire, digjointed things,
Phastoma of Phronsy’s fancyings;
Skeleton formu, that gamboli'd showt,
With many a shrill anearihly shoad;
And many s shadow, and many & sprite,
Der niy dreaming, s tortured and varisl, broke;

Fre the vislons had passed from my sching sight,
Wiih the key numbpsss of death, [ wore

O0ME WAKE TIHAT STIRAIN

Come, wake that stmin 'vo heard thea sing
So gweeily, with sach Jov and porery
For oh) its domes wroosd ma bring
The freabmess of my beylsond’s boar.

e cottage homes, can [ forget]
The rediwesst’s song! i woloe for thesl
I bear the brook #tifl babbing yet,
Bweet musle making, love, for me.

The soemtad thorn, benoath whose shinde,
Together thon s [ bave Lain;
With the tem thonsand dreams that maids,

Theoss bappy dayn, 1 trace again.

EAT A LADYE S0 HING, 101

The Josg—lumg years that since have pas'd
{Midss mmch of woe, but wore of weal);

Their shadiows wever o'er me casl,
Whene'er thy tones aronml me steal,

Pint chaund no more your Dialken akes—.
(ilve e fhe sirsing that toosk oy heart |
I thoy be wad, ' too find cares:
If gax, I'll smsile, If glad thou an.

BAT A LADYE, BIGHING

Sal & Inlye. sighlng,
In & tower highi
Roumd it crows were orying
Dhark as night ber eye, —
Bheophug nind, mor koeping sho
Apy companie

» Fushand okl she speaketh,
& Thou wort jealous, I am yonsg;
Husband pobdl,™ she worgeth,
= Thiss | weed but with my tongne;
Thou ne'sr movil'st mo—one hath bov'd me,
And wy heart for him {s reng-
1 3




102 BAT A LATTE BIGHTNG,

1 was poor, and pocrer be;
Bat Mve mever loved another @
m&rmh‘ 0 T,
Than gver slster to a brother—
Ob] "twas modness to forsake him,

For thy goid, or any ciber."—

Came the knight she lovid,
Glist'uing grew her eye;

Thas I saw thy lsmaband d5e"

Grew her cheok 8 dewper pallld
Girew her brow ss marble pold ;

“ Let Wis memory then be hallow'd,
Gio thy wayn, thy leve untold,
Wiell thos kesowesd 1 have lovod thioes, —

Haphesa she who weds for gold 1™

——

103

THE FLIUTSI TIIAT OSCE SUFFUSED HEE CHEEE.

Thee flush that onee saffused her chesl,
Alaal is flad;
She that was once m lovely,
How sherpoth with ibe desd.
That brow, fn fife 00 shadow'd,
Hewids mought, us. lass;
Abome, in ihe lone Lomb,
Her cares ure past,

Thy Hps, onee of roscats hes,
ool are now;
Thy locks, black s raven's wing,
What shade they now
Thine gyes, (neo so dazsling beight,
[E..h'.,.ﬁlirq’;
Bright days shall bring thee, Bght ?

Nower, ob ! paver,

TIHE SMILES WOimH.

Ther choerful smile, the bright ave,
Thst lghtess ap ai cany e'en;
Ls Eke then ralnhow in the sy
Ta one, while strggling in Efe"s stream ;




14 THE RISING UT.

Aronmt] whom the world haih thrown

Trials, hanfly to bo borne,

Wern it not, thers’s vet al homao,
The wife"s smile, at cany &'en

Iightest cares, seom hosvy all,
When you meet the frown of strifir;
eaven belriend {when fis Gefal),
Him, whe flsds o frotfal wife:
mn“-ltqﬂ.l'h..hd'rwnm
That tormenis, and ceased never;
She, whosn soaring look woald sever,
Hearta ouce pledged, to Jove for life.

TIHE BISING UP.

We waiched ber, s the smile’s light,

ﬁ!‘ﬂlﬂ-"ﬂh&rrhﬂllﬂplkhﬂﬂn;

Her tapér fingors, spowy white,
Among ey dlark brown trossed ran.

Bt up to-dayl for weeks abed]
Tow lnstrons now her guick’ning oye;
Owr bearts bad sunk, wo kuow ber low,
Besigned to death, yed loaih to die.

Bui up fo day] sned vet what plass
Are crowding, even sow, ber braing

THEY TELL UN LIPE'S, ETC,

How worthless, searos o week agn,
Seem'dl vanthly all—abs dreams sguini

What tempting food is by bor sidal

What care they paid ber, wake or slesping]
O Grod ] be thow e poor man's sy,

When sickness to kis heart is crveping.

THEYT TELL US LIF¥ES A CHECGUERT FAGE

Ty tell us ife’s & cheoquer’d page
O joy amd care; = mingled messare;
From bocmling yeath, to freble age,
Diark shadown it by beamn of ploasare,

I ondy knew young Lea's eyes

Tarn winter's book, to sunlii sk ;
I wnily feel her happy sniling,

My beart, of care, is still bogniling.

They sxy thai hearis are sern aod cold,
And insineere; that power and gold
And salfish onids, are all the alm
Of wll, who with ws kindred clam

I know there is one guilelesa hearn,
And all its chordks, nntanght by ar,
For ever vibris 1o my own,
That full of bops, loves dearly on.
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THE ESCAFED FAVOUILTE

Come back to thy cage, sweet hind,

I have B thee through winter's honrm;
Chesies, my bind, thy Sood shall be,
Larry and sead [ bring fo thes;

And many a fower, from forost tres

Hhall deck thy cago dght gracefully;
Thea seck not thon the bowers,

Call ma net back—1 am freo again,

Te soar o'er the mousisla, o'er valley, anil glen ;
Aloft, on my wing, glad, glul shall rise,

My mag of froadom, "neatl sanlit skics;

Thy dowors will fmde, amd die on the sem,

Wonld you have e dreop, sod thes fale, Bl them !
il yuu mEver hrrmiﬂ'f-ﬂ ll.lh'.ll.ltr.lfl;ﬁlll..
I'us wwny to the wibd wessds anil meantaing spain

1 LOWED YoURRG ALICIL

| fov'd yomng Alice, ohl fair was she,
But peide will sevor good eompany ;

I broath’d my hopes, vl 1 enly mowm,
=] lawe forpottem, 1 love forlom.™

TO-MORROW | WILL AE THIRTY.

She plodged me ber fith—1 blest thae day;
But pride will sever good company;

Bhbe wid another; her bean b pom;—
“ I live forgotien, 1 love Foclor.”

Thy tears falling, Alice, in sécret, ol stay;
(b thet pride abonk] sever gocd company;
Math & slighting hasband thy bopes oot shors P
s bve forgotien, 1 love forlom.™

T ihink of oo ofien, anil sl when T pry;
0k that prile shoald sever gud company ;

Thy young heart beoken, 1 pliy—out scom,—
& 1 hve forgotien, 1 love forlom™

TO-MOEROW I WILL DE TIIETY.

Al wella-day, yet though | mown,

0'¢r feelings dull'd, oler bright bopes shom
What o | mone thas millions feel,

Whess pangs Uime ne'er shall wholely heal?




108 To-MORROW I WILL DE THIRTT.

T dure oot say, = ey soul B dark”
I may not deem my bopes are dm;
Bt ob! [ canned elso but mark,
My bength of duys bave moch of sia:
My trust s in thy mercy, Lord,
In my strong wish, snd deap desiem,
Ta feel the procepts of thy wonl
Within my beart a cloansing flre
Grant me bat strength 1o keep thy ways,
And blasssd peses shall crown my days;
Sheonkd dark aflictions ronmd mo pee,
Ne'er may | own thy gecdness less;
Thow dost chastisa, thy power can heal
The woos, thy mercy bids ns feel.
If cares weligh heavy on my hoart;
If grieveel 1 am st moch | see;
Seill may | act that better part,
And live st pesce with man sod thee
When bigotry, with soors allied;
When porse-proed men the meck would chide ;
When shallow-hruined tniolorants,
And fashbon's fkea, nod Fmomnon,
Wonkd srmr thaso hearis (hat liave beat il
I Mebsaliipesa, throngh good and T
O ihen make soch, to fieel aod know
Boch ks thy will; thon workest s
Ne'er may they jwlgy theo by thy wayg,
Thos art ull wiss, b= thine all prais.
I look around me—mwhat is 1Y
Tis giaty vears, bed toll and strifi,

WADALINE,

And baprs of gladness, Intermingled ;
Yot, i [is renniest howrs wern singled,
Ot froms b wisstes oF vamisked yenm,
Woll might we say midst ** cadent tears™
Alss] what hopes have not been owrs,
How fuir the bulsl how scani tho dowera!
Oh Lomd ! bl nesi mily h.l.w'-m.‘lﬁ_
Sell may [ deem that ethers fod

For ills, my aid woald belp 66 heal

(Fer time mispent, | needs mnst grieve,
To me, may manhdod's passions leare

Ko harrowing thoughts, when swoet rojiose
-ﬂ'ﬁrlhﬂﬂmﬂhnlﬂ'ﬂ‘pwmi,um

MADMINE

GuwLe, bloomlsg Madaline,
I wern blessod, wert thoo mine,

Gutle, grmthe Madaling;
Bilest st moen, snd blest ¢l oven
Fousid about thes, 1% bé wenving
) Fancy spella;
Never wild bee, whon "twas leaving

The sweet hosther-ells,
Gladly laden with [is treasare,
Ever tasted the deep plossure
OF my wpirit's jovons measmse;

E
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1o MADALINDG,

For it dwells — .
My decp, dnep-rooted pladmess,
Lis thiy wolew; whean silver flow
Ls the rmbdem of thy guilcless beart,
That has kneowrn bat Betls wes,

Tell me, aweit Madalins, what mro you wnsing on?
What arv you thinking of, tell me, 1 pray?
Why & yon boerow
That sweet kook of sorrow?
{ir thotighifalness rathor, come tell me, | =y,

Your arch roplies,
Yoar hascl eves,

Mave charms, dear charma, sweot madden, for mal
LiErn oF Wi
Xever Il know,

If thou'lt bt veynge L stream with me,

Pare thon, as o'or was mailen,
When she bears some vespor bell—
When her figers intermbsngle,
And with thrilllag joyancs timghs;
When the sunsed air is lades,

Wigh her prayers; when gealy ywell
Bomnd abewt ber, leighi boe ripples,
O some calm. amd lovely lake;
When all withis ber, and boslds her,
Happy memories only wake.

MATALINE, 1

Dear as the aweet siream gnshing
By the sa-saed, on the shor,
To the thirated, [l.':l:h'.ﬂ;-:.l.riqa':
Ihearvr, ph, far myorn]
Than was thas brother ta Meden,
When bis heart lay withering;
Ihemrer than the stftest voloe
Of the wpirit of bright spring,
Whan "tls hevathing genilest halmines
Untey ey ehiilliad ihing;
Dhearer then, by far, o nee,
Swoet Madafine,

Do tho phantoma of the beaniifil
And bright, thy funcles 8117

Are the ealrmees of Circs
And ber slrens, with thes still

Hast thou the power of the alchymbst,
To extract ouly what ia fair,

And leantifel, in all thon moei'n P
D tlee wpiritn of the aér

Walt oa thee, gentle Madaline,
Ta learn thy fneylngs, s rare ?

I know thee, gpontle Maalabine,
I kmow thea as thon art )
(h! cmrsed ever ke his log,
Who brings thee pain, or smart
1 kenaw thy spirit's iruthifalmess,
Is tho galibe of thy youmg heart.
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112 PARE THEE WELL.

Thus secen’st £ e, sweet Mulslise
Like fay from fabry land;
The merry heart, the enrapturing ay,
Wali still, ai ihy commend;
A simple grace, a saint-like love
That lwaves-wan] seem to tarn
Al trussfully, arcund thee move,
To senspor bearts that burm
With vain desires
And grosser fire,
Which pafing soon, oh] never
Leawvo to the hosrt that pare, deip jor.
{ e bouk, §s boad for over.)

FARE TIIEE WELL.

Fare then well, and oh, losg may the echo of glalnes
e hoard ihey' thy bally, bidding loneliness fy;
Lang may bope's beightost visions, (sweet dispellers of

e s ),
TPamish far from thy bosom, the pang and the sigh;

Yot mi cmes, i somo ssdness b5y bogpes  slll
o'eromsd,
Wik ihon give ooe stray thought to ke pilgrim
that's gome,

FARE TIIEE WELL, 14

Wili thoa turm thes, o umse o'er the days thal are
et ¥

Wili thou think oo the stene we've s off paned
upon

Wikt then twm thee in faney, to beak on thise waive,
Apd thosy mocks, where Lhy youmg steps omoe
Foarlesly Tuvmided |

Asd behols] e the distance thoss spar-spanghal caves,
Whare oar volees together once hapipily soanded,

Sheold B bo chsid thow'l wander, apant from the
!.-'::T:rd.-'_m oh, oo transemt, e thoss soemea, fo
that soa ¥
Wik thou think of the plgrim, now far, far sway—
Who then gased om thoss rocks, and thad billow
with thee,

I"ve bellewnd that thiou wilt —eh ] “twere botber by far,
To moet mever o wana heart, & bive-lighted oxe,
Hﬁl_ﬁ.mdh‘ﬂﬁhﬂhﬂm bwmming

Elar,
In the might of sar sérrow), than thas part ihem,

anil sigh!

Aml believe, that the hamnds we've a0 off claspel
L,
Amd the fends s belov'd, in the days that wm
pmad,
Kg




114 DOWN TON GREEN LANE.

We shall pe'er meet aguin, thro' the long wasto of
hoars g
That tlelr nseenory ahall rosnd us, bog loseliness cast.

Bat blose'il be biright hope, that points forwand, to cheer
The peoor pilgrims of carth, *midet thelr sadness and
BOTTOW
Which ||r|;-:'J.p.['|;u.l. that et _hlj"m steals aftor the
ioar,

Thast the care of to-day, may be felt Bol to-morrow,

Iin Ebsn spwing=time of b, hope gilds many » doosi.
Amd the freshness of foelimg Is ronsd them

And wa tom o those dramings the masy a socae,
Bui, alasl what e ofes ssrvoands them?

Mar those deeams be i thee, [da, Isting and bright,
Banlsb’d mot, ihe" thy hedrt may el sormow ;
If ai evw, cares shomhl darken thy yomng loow of

Eght,
May ni traen of them shalow thy morsow.

[HFWN YN GHEES LANE OF STATELY THREES

Iows i green lane of siately troos,
Ers rudely bared by Autuma's brease;
Ot have 1 ta'en my nedscloss way,
Amil mamsml the Sabbath ove away.

DOWE TON GAEEN LANE.

And oft, sweet helle, ot soeh w time,

o stopp'd o Hst your soothing chismey
And by yom rippling strosmiet laln,

With thoughts that mse, nor pass'l in vain,

v boand the chedr, the anthem snging,
And full, cloar voloes, awrotly ringing;
Beem, then, the Hps of many meve:
Wankd that they mill bat spoke with leve!

And yet, at that sams qalet lsour,
Abmé—my sonl hath (el & power,

Ay chasioalng, fall of thankfelness
As if my lipe had moved 1o bless —

Edhm:dthn-qitm;huﬂmuulq
Perchancs wo moirm o'er time malspeoni ;

I aneh & mocdd, we worshlp well,
Thonghs Ia o temple, nor the el

Ot im smch bour, T sigh to thisk,
How masy troad oo perl's brisk ;

Hew afi we court the spocions 1L,

Nor soe His hand comtrolling still,




{8 1)

AFEIL WEATHER

Merr moblem of e s tho susshine asd abad.:,
st ibeals &'er wn, in April wosther;

Like it varying tints, o'er tho blowsoming glade,
Clame our srrows and joys iogether.

A its smibwiens bomsting in beamty forih,
1 bope, In our warm yoath beaming:
As doar s its pays to the quick'ning earth,
S0 to youth, s jos world of dreaming.

As tranaiomt ma ever s smilos, or tears
The ohild's fabr check bodowiag;

Are tho phantors funcies of boyheod's yeans,
Mo after time's renewing

Like its buds, are the hopes of onr cardier boors,
Baoth pevmbss rich fruits oo the morTow

We awaken] alas] thors's a blight o'er the bowers!
Do our dreamings oft end not in sorrow ¥

THODGHTE OF A YOLUSTEER OF XIXETY-EIGHAT

Waex Leila’s volos, In soconta swest,
Speals o'er ey dreamlsg oar,

%o vanish'd forms, my thoughts wosld meet,
Nor ather onos I'd hoar;

VOLUNSTEER OF XINETY-EIGNT.

Yiet, oh] abe loseds me back, o dream
er days bong past, agsin ¢
Yot do pot chock the imspiriag thome,

That srul-ennohling strain.

Yot whilst I list thy pairici Ley,
Lawad friouils, long-lost, I soes
Apain, coma bhack boom;

The true in soul, the great B thought,
Thas rose to Fight our land;

That for thy geod, dear Erip, fught,
Comsé forth, & glorious band.

They rose i stirring days; o traoe
Coldly what jpoaded them ;

They, who may think their fubes, disgrace,
Feel mot, as srmil men.

Yt ahiume b thelrs, whe pow cin gloat
(er Fmgland®s bmr of ill;

The * Flag that’s braved a thoussnd yesrs™
Shall be triamphant saill

And why seors new the Saxon bilioed 7

Why scout the Xerman sums ?
Are there B0 tiea of brotherhood #
Bgrings byve at topes of blame?




1158 TOOUGHTS OF A

If guilt; oppression, wrong, we bore.
Let's trust, thoss s zre fed |
Not cherish hate for doeds of vore]

Tho' patriot bossms bl

Wall, walt awhiley thers i & volea
Crome forth thromghoul the land;

It calls fur justico—who shall dare
Thai whirlwind weice, withetand ?

Tt pleads, wy ecoumtey, for thy weal
Neghictil, long decrisd;
Forbil Bl that agaln the steel
| Sleall arm our pessant’s sle]

| Lt calls, that voion, for eqsal laws!

Its snandate whe shall stayy

{ The poor man's fghis, tho pessisi’s canse,
| Wha's he that shall gainsay?

*Tis warming na the lava' fall,
Resistlesa as the madng

What hath st yisbded 1o loe call P
What may ihat voloe not gain®

It is the dooell of factiog’s reignl
Berong, ma the tormemt’s Tk,

Twill boial the opgreasnr”s heart with shame;
A wobee, no bribe shall hash]—

TOLUXTEENL OF NINETT-EIGHT 115

Ti bong was atifl'd-="ts woke at kst
Bt brave men's blood was shed

Yot who shall deem your deods have casi
Hhama o'or F?—hmu'u.md alesl |

¥er them wiso wranght, snd them wha boro
Those Hlls, must memory dwell?

U those, let mnciur venb o more,
Thase, usi [guebly, il

When, Erin, shall meligion®s Hght
Thy bigot's views dfspel;

Amd panty macoor coase fo Light
Hearts iuued for love, so well.

When shall that ehasten’d pirit, eanghet
From leaven, thy childmo gulde?
How long shall ring thy sssassin’ shot ?
Thy groen, with blood, be dyed ¥

I well remembser Ninety-cighi,
iy saliesl boda the plab—
Fezrful almast 1o hold delate,

Middee firkds of yeBowlag grain.

The camnon's boom, eur moming belll
les ruar, i eve, our fear]

Fﬂﬁ”l‘.rl‘l.hm“mmm‘mw

The safferings of that year.
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120 TUOTGHETS OF A VOLUNTEEIL.

Tum we from themes 1o Inter days;
Hast ihow not, Erin, ill

Boms—rash, who work thee but disprabse F— -
Thy blessings turm to (7

| (herih they mol sectarian hale 7
i Who's he whoss erood s bosi ¥
| Drodh sympachy make kind the grest?
For virtuoms poor, epprossel

To vibors jusi, ns o oorselves,

| Arn we & thinking race?

| o woeks of knowlalge grace our shelvos
Have we kepl on apsce

O GIVE ME AL

O, dﬁm.llrlihﬂﬁﬂl:lbl
The wikl breess, hrealkling off the sea;

ith! heavier, motler dogr, than kad]

These clotles are welghing down on me.

Oh] mothor doar] iy forohead press;
"Tis racking, racking jodti—

M shoet of koo, 1o freean it, mother;

To enol oy batber healn

(] water, mother, coll—oh ! ooller
Thas the ke 1] gaibor bere;

1 am lying #s un thorns, my mother,

(h1 & bed of sir spread, wether dear.

Witk other landa 7 Jesa favomred far]

[ Wl we, an if In light?

O truat we bat somo meteor star?
Yot walking, still [s pight.

Tis past, the day for sappliast tomes!
The natbon's vekoe doth ervg

Dipmaris for thiss whe Esbosr—homes !
Mot s l—and nod 5 sty

LILLIAN OHEY,

My heart was mair thas sick or sairy
I strove to heese my thonghia fran wae ;
*Twas wanr than vain, [ sighed the mair,
L I sighimg sail, * 0 Lilian Greyl
Bwent, blythesoms, winsome, Lillan Gray,
Howl will I gang—1 canmol siay,
| wiss ™ —swhat," semo sall volos sald,
I smrmed—"twas emby—~Lilllan Giay.
L

Aml trumpes-tongeed, proclaims aload,
Thst power; when it bath right]

Hath dnties, 8001 and that the rod
With juatice, all musl smite.
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129 " THE TRTRTIEG TREE.

My boart waa beatleg, o' with fears,

1 wnid *"Tis couse, our parting day"—
Her dark von filled wi' glictoring tears—

And then—1 kisss) yoang Lillian Grey.
What o" abe ki, 1 whnsa sy

Laald “1 would, bat darcms stay ;"
As tim whe pit me ‘yoat the kaawn,

My bemnde lasa, swvet Llllas Giroy.

THE TRYSTING TREEE

e has toiled w lang day, Fobing
Bt hes ireat mob, ad the eeu;
He's no by the ingle, noddin®,
Hie's awa, o'er the birks sas grom:
Merrlly whisiing, on gnes he,
Hoanming by tarms & border sang;

It%s & bittock, or malr, io ibe irysting toes,

b1 bappy is Rob, as be trips alang.

To-dsy & Lucy qulting i,

‘Twn guid lasg milos, or mair, free hasms;
And weel yomng Robin kens o b,
Ye'll o gang. Locy, lams your lase;

It wail be wair ihan michlo ahams,
You ware sae ki to him, yostresn,
Ta ket you wander back, alane,

To-nighn, alang the birks san green

TIE NEVERIE, 123

[hear, sear wpols aro trysting troes,
Swenled nye, 0f gloamin’y
When the choery simmer's wesilin' birosee,
0'er the benny birks is rommin®;
Robin, dinsa tirn decetver,
Woa her mob, to hEght of grieve ler:
¥ouug she i5, wha trusts thoe iy ;
W lew, koo her lang and deariy.

THE HEVERIE

Mo sat hilm by a river's bod,
The streamlet by hlm boatb;
ks elbsorw oo bls knee; his head
Upon his hand was Jeast

“I'was antumn, aml "wes oventide,
%o breath waa on the hilly

The browsing berd ate side by side,
Adong & gurgling rill.

The loal upsu thi bres was wan,
The ficlils of graln were bare;

How e, thought ke, 15's Httle span,
lia Bloom, decay, and care,

To all the wide axtended range,
Which rons] me beve, | see;




24 THE REVEUIE.

For every hour is full of chinge,
And ever thus shall be

The thomghts of youth's deparied days,
Wore hurrying o'er his brain;

The theughts of Efe's unotrtain ways,
The fatare, Enkel with pais,

The present bowr—ho basy past,
Had many & drearm for him;
And many o chorish®] bope, af lasi,

Was waxing dall and dims,

The busy past, it joys, its woes,
The memories of yenrs ;

In quick sibccension fieeting, rose
Te dim hls eves with tears.

The feces sotn Eeside sich birooks,
The hawdls that once took bis;

The gontle furms, the ghadsome Kook,

Which crowp’d thoss days with hillss

That ever lovel, romembersd voice,
T elildhosd's hours s doar :
Whose happy tones sabd still, mjoses, —
Admal nome now were near,
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& -WISH

A loma in sosmo sweel vale with ihbes,
Whsers ruiler sownd, than rigpling river;

Dhur cotiage bearth’s sweet hammoay,
Should come to sadden nover,

Wisere the blithe birnd, “mids thy empioy,
Its swelling song, ihy bosom thrilling

Wonld yield thee proaage bright of joy,
Yoars weukl b= still fulflHng.

Each owe our joys, swvel thoaphts shonld be,
Mong hagrpler would weo bosrow ;

They'd give, e crimeon'd skies af ses,
Bright promise of the worrow,

Apd thus our days shosld glide away,
(are scaroe shoall roumd os bover;

And years, that may these locks tarm gray,
Woukd leave me mill, thy lovor.

BOAT SR

Seoulily on, our oars we iy,
Hhimming the -rmr;fr-mmil::
1



126 THE SORROW-STRICKER,

And we scurce leave & carl on the mombiL lake,
Lin glass-liko pheimres of beanty, 1o break,
As we brosh o'er fa bresst so sposdily:
So merrily thus wo mw.

Camme, pull quickly, femther sach oarg
Lighaly we pass frem shore to shore,
Wiih u sivady siroke, and a ready haml,
Al togetser,—the prow o lmd,—
For davlighs will seon b oer:
B0 merrily thus we pow,

m-v-p'lulﬂ'd.llj'.—-nnnpn.
Crystal ebear is the dovp helow :
Ve shnlowy firms we gaily ateal,
Leaving mor tracings of oar, nor keel.
As merrily va we Taw s
So merrily thms we row.

-

THE SOREW-STIRICKES.

The day is closing drearily,
Mllm“"mﬁﬂll‘l:i
Bmi hark! what soqnids so chearily,
Thm.;ﬁ;mllﬂ'mu Etray;
List by womhd td——ot, ho could Bof—
Yeu, "tis children, a2 their playy

THE FOREROW-ETHRICNEN . 125

Hringlng, with thelr ruging,
Happy, ltils, sllver voloes,
Back to blm s memary,

0 bl o life's sarly day.

The misaling rain falls wettingly.
Fow Enger in the streed
In thai Joyens bome, ew Bappy thoy,
He stands with nipping foet
ol nedl ehocrleasy g0 him nover,
Came ki seconis soft ansd wwoet;
¥ir o moiher’s, nor a brathees,
Wak"nlng kindy sympathy;
Neler such blyibemood choer'd bia chiklsl,
Nor his boyhood's heart, with glee.

One, there is, snd ghe b falry
Fairer, than the child might be,
That but claims & poor man's care,
Struggling "micdst hie pewury;
Foadly foves he that swoet chikl,
Tlis damghtes’s, who baid guie astriy:
Thiak liad lefe lim, amd Berefd hism,
O bow misch, by guilt tetryed,
Now, her chlid, by sickness stricken,
O 1t pallet, bow is b

1o s remembiring, thoogh with trembing.
Thet bung iliness of that ehild;
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Amil be's fearing, wiilst he's béaring
Tomes, that albmost had beguibeal
Him of bis sorrow, by their gladnass;
Yot now gratefnl, she buth soslleld
Through ber sickmosa; bowal whth sadn ess,
Hsth he passad the rich man's dooe |
Left his blessing with those chilibron,
Wikt eould he do mope

Bow'd amd wearipd be, with msooruing;
Weariald watching loag in vals,
For ihat bialth 1o ber rtuming,
That would snake him glad again;
That woak] make kis garret yol be bright,
As o eowt "twas woml to ba:
When ber smiling, 80 bogulling,
U’ g thirdll liks hoard with gleo:
Whkat is abes aoer P what was ghe thin P
What soss may wef she b ?

From von obd bridgn, towanls the waer,
That ruiis darkling far benieath,
e is pasing—his child's dasghier
Beings tho (honght, M be 1o death,
Hisr kng alekiess—ir?—be's with her,—
How be focls her fover'd breatd ]
= Sam you're bettes, Amy, dearest,”
Faltering, kissing her, bo salih;
H]jﬂllumlru.“hhrmmri_[’.
Litile dreamnimg ahie of death,

THE S0ilROW-ETIICRELS.

The wind, it masmeth Gafully,
His fire, B boroeth Jow;
The laspa, they glimmer gloomily,
Through the basy mlel helow;
Abevd s & idark asd dreary sky,
In the poor man's Toom, deep woe
o ls weeping, she s sleeping,
Bhut the cannon®s boudost boomn
Hy ber bedside, ne'er could waken
The dlumsberer in tha reom.

What sef-reprosching memonies,
Buoch boor of griel reveals!
How shek'ning that docp loncllmes,
That o'er the watchar atoals ]
When the suflrer past all wearines,
Ni bonger enguish, fecls ;
When mor moving, scoonis kelsg,
Hoars the deml, or wailings low;
Epolos we oe'er enkindly? bllsdly
Ask mo pow ¥ an voar-drops fiow |

Frean von terraoe, thongh mot nigh ber,
Echinmg ralls the thdo of seng

Ay, those tomes will fred the firs,
OF evil passlons, guils aad wrong;

128




150 THE BOMROW-STHICKES.

He is there, his chikl's betrayer,
His ihe “lap, hip" bod and g,
Slan the fatsre, far off bockoning ¥
List, ** il up, Daids, 1o the feim.
Ii adind corimes—Ehee hamr -ul'ﬂl:ﬂ."[l-.ll_,
(b wweet will them be sin!

Hark! his muarriage bells are ringing,
Trastfnl she, wiha lores him uow
Heaven gramt b be not bringing,
Shadows dark, snto her hrow
“Twill be well, i she shall curss not,
Diridal peal, and marriage vow.
Daylizght hreaking, she may waking,
Frar a drunken hushand's spurmn ;
THI ber woary heart foranking
All s bove, do loathlag tam

The yellow leafl e rottingly
Hound n mansion®s trellised door;
lim lond Esth that desp smnlom oye,
Mought now cam o'er restore |
Cold gpoller of the podr man's clijld,
Thy course Is well nigh o%r.
Thy muld carver, wales pow thy fourf

Lesves thoe obn friend. amd mone besiide -

f GOn, WITH MERCT OX THE PooR, 131

Leok on ber brow] bow aliered fow)
Shie waa thy happy, tmsifi] brids,

L]
- Ll L] L] L] - L]
- - - - w W w

Tlmu.i;htilwl.pi.p; Ihﬂl‘ﬂ"ﬁ

Thee smow flakes thickly fall g

Th# sams Jose waniierer wearily,

Standa by tho samn bridge wall,

Ao in the workl and sear'd in heart.

What bringeth him there ot oll
The wutec’s fiow b cold below,
More mest for ks burulag brakn;
The stream Is &b play In the moring ray,
—And sl rums smeoth spain—

(0 Giodl, with merey on the poar,
And the distresa’il, beok down;

Them seesd all ihelr hearis endore,
Thoo knowest that e frows,

The slighting tasnt anl tngue joo oft,
Their plendings oaly cow

Within thy temples, 5s we kneel,
T by thy teachings rosd,

#h meay that kindmess rousd os steal,
Which over Josus shid

Such loveliness; that we w._h\;-
Ta thiode who ask for Lresd
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Compasslon, whes oot charity ;

Andl place round Faglal's thimae,
Mew evascientions, fenring thea

Wha, wmlhﬁrqunllhi:m
Beek wtill the people’s hemoils,

The Naiion's gosd abeno.

(s Thom! whe, I the dsys of old
The strosm dilst canse to ghile
Forel froms the rock, —this land bebold ;
Oh] have its pooe oepplied ;

And from the lowly pessant®s door,
Tum famine, Lond, ashle

Ol ] powenty's & bitter thing;
And oft i view"d ns shame;
Dhaith mot Hs sight 100 ofien bring,
Thowghia, i oot wenls of hlame?
And foe our wealihicr beritage,
Whai merits shall we clalm?

RLAYE ASGE

[ PORSETES RO LR )
Lieath, oh come bither by night or by day,

To our moe ihai |8 yekid io misery:

Wh_-.- shonldst Ehon tarcy, w0 bave saghed for fhes

bong.

Wa will weleome thy ooming, with timbrel aml song.

ENEFONE'S LAMENT, 183

i(Ver ithe blue waves of ooeab, is oor trile"s msbive
licamire,

!l‘lidllﬂmn'm‘l'uﬂ'lh!mhr. asl eitron we'll poam

Amd a2 rost, heshils founisins, whern smmer smiles
sifll,

We'll reenionsber o losger, oor long dayw of HL

O, bappy those days, aued thrico weloonse that hoar|
Wisem the lash shall ne longer Lo portere, have power;
Wisen tossed sl bloming, on, om wo sball rove,
Through the beight land of peombs, with those thay

Ll ]-Il'l-'\l'.

SHEXNONES LAMIEST,

(cnl I'm all alone,
By my cold henrth-stome;
And a8 'm [stenin’,
Tha wind scems whislin’,
el Mary mal
Your Shennme’s moas:
Liglet of my caldn, dear,
Sorrow &8 thickesdng barn;
Who mow thils beart shall cheer ¥
Mary, ochess)

Hapgy were we, poof though:
Bt Mary dear, I'm lonaly mow;
B
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ANEXONE'S LAMENT.

A frwin omr weeny Catkileen’s brow,
Sorrew woa't depart ;
Andd all withowi is thick with snaw,
And cheerless aa this heart,
Cogld—gcimll you, come Again,
(helsone | my wishing's all in valng
And I'm hearin’, Mary daglin’,
Your own spechle-breasiod starlin’,

Baying, * Oh! she's comin’, comin’, comin'!™

Till ey tears gush oub aguis

0! Bonely is the cabin, Mary,
When I'm cut, or when I'mi ing

For | misa the fove-light of yoer eye,
That for me was sever ilimg

Amd 1 don't konow, what P'm droansin® of,
Ax 1 toll ihe long day thronghy

Bat T'm tlinkis’ of bat Tiilo, Mary
That lan't mindin' me, of you

Oh! I'm wesry, Mary, weary,
As I wiray by the Slasey's side,
Apd I'm keavia' the sweel cabin, Mary,
That you came £, when my hrids
The erickes has fosaken li;
Anil ihis Is the eattie chair,
Thai you sk i, & you inrssd 0 me
Ysur svweet fiee, kKind aml fair:
* S’y pomin’, oimin’, comin’,™
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Are tonws my beart can’l bseary

Yet vour bird Is onomy shoulder,
¥ on your Githe cuitie chair,

Saping, U, she's comin’; comls', cemin,™—
Anil my beart s rung with cam.

To our bessed modbor, Mary,
My prayers for you 'vo sald;
Bt for the masy hagpy days,
Your Ko beart roum] me shald,
I can®™ bt mowrmn,
Aus with eseh mom,
I riss b0 feel | am forssken,
T.H'J.'u'u win] them
And tears come then ;
Bot Mary, Sheoone’s beari is breakin®,

Giaoty of peemcn, W bsow o ihes ;

Heas thy ssppliants” humble prayer:

Ever thow our safegmanl bi;

Gudde s, Lond, through every suar;

Hearts a1 war wigh thee aul Jove,
Fassions atlll nubedy move,

baodl oF higpe, we trust tha daye
IHatant far age pok, whes man
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GOD OF FEADE, WE BOW T THEE,

Loving thes, snd iy purs ways,
Shall fior forma of faith pene dams.

Who thy mercy, Lonl, shall scel

AR we know (s, pesta with thee.

Lart relighon's chast'sing light
0'er our hoarta it inllemos spresd ;
Bweet charity and love, delight
Siill aroand our paths to shed
Holy ealnsness; all cam feel
Words that soothe, yot cannot hoal.

God of justice, bet this lad—
This spot, *set o the silver sea,”
Ever know thy fostering hand ;
Lt its rising peasastry,
Lt iba rubers forget never,
Theu ari jusi, now s for ever.

(hodl of right, in woe or weal,

Teach the strong thy paths to soan,
Ever lot the hamble foed,

They are part fn whsdom®s plas;
Tench thou both, the wesk and strong,
What s just, and whene is wiesg
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WHERE EHOULID HEE GREAVE BEY

Wanne sbould ber grave be?
Mot with the pamebes deml,
Spb where the thonglithes treal,
Ramk weols rownid them springing:
Nt where the thonghtless shirag.
Hetdless o'er friendihips gone;
Herm wad a Inpp:r st
Happy bopes still bringiny.

Where shounbd the maidet lle?
There, when the strsim russ by,
Far froan the crowbsl hauot |
There, ass] ther onlyie
Let the Frall willow' weep o'er bir marmow bald,
By you village church, eotomnd the dosl
For the calm of that spof o'er ber heart still shed
A peace, seither asd or lmely.

There lek ber grave be,
Fur from the thrang™d way
Whern oft st close ol day,
Kinl licaris MEY come 1o 'p::rmh-ri
I thin wordd om smoh hath frown'd,
Lasft §is woorrowa, or Jia woumnil
Slighted thom; leve pesce bs Fouml—
Muse om her, and cnwand wamber.

Mz
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What should they ssy of thee!
Blighted In thine esrly prime.
Homour'd in no common ciime.
tn thy Jand's lomg herakdry:
Xothing now—we mourn thee not—
Nomo shall alight thy fame—forgve
s ghinll e tselr names wha wroaght,
fivief and puln to thing asd thee;
Fealing honrts shy taln shill tall,
(ifted Tady—Fare thee well

TO INEE.

0 IREE

Invxz, thy heart of overflowing tofidertiss,

Math bemme those barshir dreams of o away.

1 ksl omee pictired, made this glorins ssrth,

A land for deep, amdd petty jeadousics,

Thy saft, subsdsing volce hath drawn down talm
Whers sortow’s tooch hath Dlighted:

In uxy youtk's trisks, | had been unchang'd
Fladst thion bhorm mear b Snoopor—as it s,

| yet can twrn to thes, sl foel afresh

Then bright, dear joyn that bayhood's springtime gve,
And my youth peomised; still confiding.

Ever trusiing thee, | ask not to grow wiser:
Theu'st been s e thal grots spol oo the westo
iM Efe'n all-choiperad pussagr. which all derm

TO INEE. 331

They can book back oo, tinged by no allay;
And, feeling thus, | would that 1 sonkd gase
Ever om Ha refreab’ning vendars  Time may chargs
That beart of thine, with more than s ewu sormows;
For svingaihy hsth bem ihe sirong, fimm Tk
That linds thes to ihe many, (h | still

Can turn b thes, & boms fir 8]l my visons:

I kmow thom hast been slighteml; bui T el
Thom loat forgiven.  Guzing on thy face,

I exn believe thal thive arm shrines of kove,
Whare [#iile bass conld enter—thad there are
Hlearts prire il balko'L that the searching ye
il Providence might cure b0 contemplate.

And in the settbed featares of thel face,

And in the quist of thy nolseless moud

And i thy young eye's brightuoss, | cen trace
Thy splrit's pentls calmness | in its solitods
Thy sqiric hath sot canber'd, i3 bug leng

Thy beart swent serionaness—and from s fouan
Are ever rashing swertest sympathios,

And gonthest kindnossca.  To ux gre kniws
Tﬁruuiﬁuu.hilhmhﬂhﬂlﬂlr_hlpﬂ,
Al ficarihel rassar, haie, had they il
What thy resolve hath eongquer'id.

tn my triads thow hast given me ald

For | have lrarneil of thee: Ssdonna-like.
Withim thy dark, deep eye | imoa

Thomghts which speak feclingly of mighty things
I hewven hath not smch yes, uid I they speak
A langnage Al remt from thine orbe, which beam
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With light sod perisy, with truth asd boly fealing.

Solulwing passbon, worklliness, and strife,
And lifilng we from carth, and wosnlng me,
From all it sordid foclings, parifying

The soul's Lright aspirations, | kpow ot
Wherein that heaven soasisis.

= B LI

I e tell vey how 1 o' her.
A" ghe's hom lamg yvars io wie;
{din ber troth o mi s lroken,
Lane &ied weary, mami [ be:—
Lane amd weary, lane asid weary,
Sk 0" oo, e glem, sl heatber:
Viln sl be fause, 110 ba®s them o',
Arul yon, yu braea of sweet Balquither.

Gitn Lizsy lemon prove wniroe,

I w"eor beellows there’s Faith o woman
=aa artless, kind, mse bonmle tos,

H.' winsoine Liss, o aweel (Glef-mai
Bhes telt ma 8" bt heart for years,

We've fend the Socks lang days thegittior;
17 o Toiellrws il grwiles, men® word,

Mas evor idwedi im sweet Dalguither,
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WE MET OUT 0X3CE

W meet bl anos, yet for loog aftery

Even in the erowd, midst joy amid linghter,
When virtuoms woman’s frustfal eye
Hath ternad to mine, I've inroed o sigh
That paasion’s foroe, and gulli aoed guide,
Cemld oter Bsve Bmn'd so rweet & asils,
As that Joat cbdld of wirtss wore,

Sinfles, which wen fpally adore

LIKER

Tvm ot times fiedt “toere bliss, o Lear
Blywelf away from the dall spot
W erawded ways, w0 Bager thore,
Whern baay tongies might anter sat !
I've pacture] oft & senny boumne,
[ieshle soma awest, notroubied ses,
Whirn far spari, {the' tic'er alone,
If thy young smils might near me be):
My days might pass "midet quiet scemes ;
My hogr, amidst entronblsd drame.
['ve sat mp "meath the sumnmer sy,
And watchesd the sun go down af even;
And, pasing on thoss tinta, that vie
With anght usto creation givem|
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P'ry thooght bow few, in soch an bour,
Hari inwmod, or how'd Letienih s poier.
Uil when Ihld:l.'ﬂ:l birds morrily,
Sasg oul ol eve, frum trea to tree,
I"vn boved 1o walch the rippling river,
That wearies nol; nor cEass Fver;
To listen 1o the breakers® roar,
Amd muse besbdn the lonn sea-share.
Andy yet! n'that soft sty howr,
O mature’s majoaty and power,
I*vn poon tha meveller go forth
Tnghujinl:hr!eiﬂhl-;
Too meean & thing io ckhils, scarce worth
A wigh smid his wronght distress,
As if, Tn sl idae docks the aky,—
The starry myrisls, in thelr sphers,
These syitems which anceasingly
Hevolvlig, skins from yéar & year;
Those shades, tpim & smmmer's eve,
Whin moonkight meets & shrowl,
The glist'ulng dew upon the beal,
Tha changing, Tight, sud feathery chanil
In the mft murmering of the baveze,
In the loll'd suale of the trees,
Au If Is these, b eoul] not fraee
.ﬁ.'Fu.n:rl.m]lH.ln'j-u-r.
Which rolling yesrs could ne'er effais-—
A plossmng freed from base alkoy:
As if exrth, nsd the sloy, and sea,
Had weught for bim, —so Jet bin be—

LINES, 143

B bl him be—En wisdom deal,
(i It him in his reved Joy;
Hie'll fiad, e'er youthdsl years are fhal,
The hssenesa of tha bhasn nllay,
Fio'll turn bhim (shall it matier notT)
To soolk what onco les might have hal,
llufpu.r-uﬂ—m.h;qnnqh.,
Hwerl naiur's vobee b0 him, B sl
And dolland sock shall ever be
The enllig af sech rovalry.,
w0, mtrike the harp—yel nod its tooe,
Thaigh sody mnd swest, slall seidhe his ear,
Whoss keaglh of days shall thas lave fown;
Amd not the ook, that babbles nosr,
Sor aball the lamdsmpe's variod shade,
Moantakns, o rocks, or seulli ghale,
Nor evening, mantling bvwn or b,
Have one deep charm, for such s ba

o WEITTIN FETMITE 0N E P

Farewit, ol towers; sdiea to thes,
Swieet classie sirevm—agaln, if evir

This lasd 1 sen, my path shall be,

Abeng thy banks, sweet river.

o




144 LIS,

Is dbays of obd, how, merily,
Upon thess hanke, this river,

May Indics bright, sl masy & knight,
Harve nsed the car, ned guiver.

1 deem shall wave the spreading tree,
Above thy wabem ever;

Yot ahwebd [ netur, bebobd thee mon,
{(am | forget thoe'—pever.

LINES

| ALTERKIS P A GERMAY TRAESLETHE. |

[5 happler deys one hlvssed doeam)
Threw light sroozd my way;

Thess weret e star—=From theo the leam,
That G my manhood's day —

O] then art fair, m8 when we i
fut deep the gulf and wide,

That parta mee, dearest, from thos—yet
My theughts an by thy sde

Drennk with excess of jov aml loee,
My spirit tmrned 0 thoe;

The magic chaln bad round mo wove,
Apd tbou werk all o me

0¥, 145

i) mafll na fair o whon we mel;
Iini, ohll the gulf, how wide,

Al dowp, they ve mow betwesn oa met,—
Turm from me, O prest Gode]

BIVNLL.

ik ] Tarlght B the ting of my young love's eye,
A the deep bles shade of thi summor sky;
U her cheeek 1 the tings of the Lloshlag mee,
s it opens fo boauly, Erom scdl nepose.

.im!lhnlmi. dﬂ-i.uﬁinlr,ﬂ'"hrqfqu nHﬁhL
Has jils boe from the meanoils of salds mighe;

Awdl the elusiering casls of ler sanny hair,
Pi# soll &'er & pock, s the mnorble fair.

Thore's & sofk, aweed tons, im my young bova's Wi,
That seems as If whisp'ring, **idear haart, mejoice;”
Amnd the sendpiar'd figure, in form and fisld,
Beemn far Joa falr than her besom's moalkl

And my young love's fip has the doep, rhch tingo,

UM the searked b, i b silky Bringe

Awnd the thoaghts, that her muaisgs in fncy owine,

Are gems, from the fountain, st feeling’s slrine,
N
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WA BONG

Wounmine, b0 the batile fekd,
Slavery's chakn is roussd] B

Leave thy boms, the sword to wieid,
Wrongs have clsely homnd ma

{in— il hour of frocdom’s migh!

b the watchwonl —Liwerty.

{Tislaitakn, loave the bower, the ball—
Think mot mow of rovelry;

Gird ikine arm, ni freedons’s call,
Hear the shout, * for lberiy,™

iack retmr’d froen glorous war,

Whal our country’s goid, aball mar?

Henlsmai, kave thy fleeks aml go,
faste thee, from thy mountain home,
Makee thine arm “galns froodom®s for,
Think on batile, Jost and o ;
Filghi gives might. and right iy enn—
False is bo, to-day whe orwers.

Hundsman, leave the stag st bay;
Think st thon of moontals hem;
Monmt thy fleet stesd and sway,
Ere ik dawning of the mom.
{ip—onr countey mmst b free;
Fparn it cannot, men like thee

LINES, I

Feasant, quit these rural charma,
Larave thy poor, bt mech be'd oot
ilie thee o the clash of armag
Theagh thr' bloml oar freadom's sought.
Wouldst thim miker wear e chaln
Than straggle there ? thosgh "twere fn vain

Patriots, when for bosonr's laws

Oher frochirs sons arose, 10 claim
Froemen's rights; in fneedom’™ canss

They shed their hiloml—ithoy strove in valn.
Thelr spirits guan] ne—I{vrward then,
Serike for the Blood of Injured men,

LINES

N AENDS —— EED TEAR AT THE SRAYE OF WER 19Ny

Wir weep for her? thar trars that flow
In silemes o'or bor narrow b,
She hssdeth ot wml who may ksiw
The griely they're spared, the early deail
Why weep for ber? n suminer’s ¢lond
Was all that marc'il hor Nothe e
Mo bightlsg sorrows came 1o shroud
Her infant years, with care or sirifs
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' Why weep fir her? affection’s tear
| know will guabi—vet, check the thos
The many cares thoo snfrest bore
Wouldst have her share? who doeps below ©
Thew, be ber grave 1o thes a place,
Wihiere boly thoaghts may chiile Uy sormem
Where, ling'riog, thou mayst bove & Lrane
Thal coming day, which kniows so marrow,

BIVNG

| it fell thee when 'l love to roam,
Mary dowr, with thee;
Wihet the wearisl mn's petaming hose,
| Deyomd ihe dark blae sea;
| Whem scarve & bireath is moving, Jove,
| Anil me'er 0 ware may ey
| i1k pheem thee hiomr for moving, love,
For roaming, love, with thea

Wihen frean the {wrest longhs among,
steale fortli tho song: bint's pobe;

When fainithy's heanl the salor's song.
From sema frome-bastening ok,

When the sun sets oer the bl Tove
When & calm s an the =a,

When the oobisi binl has soaght the ksl
1" Hengger, bove, with thee.

LINES, 149

Whilsl vet bhe mollow'd shaalis of sight,
Arn warning pllgrims hosme,

How happy] "mrach the yosng mesulighs,
Swort Mary, coulil wa roam

As the night steals o'er the land, Jove,
And all's calen wpon the ses,

When the oocan bind has sought the sraml
I'd Knger, bove, with thee.

LINE=S

Uml cooklst thoa koow bow often (when my thaughis,
Wearisl with much sbow ma, sid opprosssd

Witk the bold thoughtlesocss | soe arvand me ),
Haw very often soliteds bath bees  °

My greatest comforier—eny soothing habm—

My heart's ealm quieter;—tbon wonkdst vet chide
That mood, which woak] sot pain & living thing,
Yt pirompts me, lady, net to mingle there,
Whern prading tongwcs & ever slow o Lreihe
The real, truthfis] feelings of the heart.

How often, Lls, 8] I turn 20 thee,

When fewer yoars had loft me more of bope,
When mach of joysncs swell'd my bsoyant bedrt,
How offiem, yot, do | metwrn 1o thes,

And ibroam. again, tho hoges of boyhood o'

UbT would that thew couldst learn of me, sud know

L} |




150 IIEE, GEXTLE MOOX,

How brightly [ had jhdetar’d coming soairs:

How falr they seom’d bo my snticpation.
Upon thy grave 've bemm & mowrmer oft,

And ever, a8 Lhe snminer's pentle bresth

Hath fann'd we theve, it very prntlmes

ve Jdecm'l did urullbl-n Il_lf soliee Do

When thou wert samanon’d hesoe, much |u.|u-! WY
U all ihat | most wisgh™ for, and most el e
And yet remesmbeering, lila, all thea wen,

{When the warkl's tronbls now smcompass ma,

I cam retmrm uslbo ibise vanished days,

[Py, oh] bow Bt prized smidst posscasion,

Yot = lomg after algh'el 6'%er), sml draw forih

From memory’s storchonse, thoughts that urlnlrnu it
And Fenlings which corrode ot . -

HEE GEXTLE MOoX.

Bysx, gemile noon,

Fall your leams, swesi mosa, oo me;
I ala Iirr'l.hjlhlduw'. 0¥ might, o

H:I' I.h'r cliffe, CF poarleen wea.

I'm aweary with dreaming—mwith hoping loug,
Wienhl fleat thw volos, O wnl

1 'anbd wiill for ever, the thoughts that never
Cam pest, tll 1 ceasa to be,

RONG. 151

Hleep o'ur Lhe oobati-sone Heth;
Best, | R LB Y —

Hapi st thy lashings, come voles | vl
Thelr utterers, where are they T

il waves roarf—
g thess crags, Livw I]-u-_r i gl

ikl hewris lomg hished, gl oyes that gusbasd
What spells are yo twining for me -

LI

- Hing, maklen, geatle wakden,
Hing & weeel mmg Qi me |
With a voles ol overladen
Nor tow el of gloa
Likvw thy voics & mardlow s st
Let thine eyes, swent makbie, shaoe
Wisk & wplric of deep tbuughifulnes,
For wine oves, shall lowrn of thine,

Lt tha juyamos of thy vokes b
Lk the wild bind gn e wisng
Ak lomg whier, Gis rich meliaby
O mine eas, shall swectly rimp.
Lt thy seng. my genils mablen,
O Lright days wed dresoe rohosrse,
i 1'B live sguin, thoss happy days,
In the magie -:-Fﬂ'-r EEE
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And thy song fram thoughts shall win e,
That are tinged by fowrs of woe:

Then maiden, grotle maiden,

Simg & sweat sang, ere | go.

T — o

Lawa year have pas'd, dear gird, slnce fira
Thy tiny formn, sy boyhood mersed;

Siuece thase sweet lips to mise were uressel,
Hath many & sorrow pherc’d this breast.
Time"s Bnger (ob] T well could blot

Moch it lath "graven, bat may not)

Hath written deeply, on this beast

What | shall never foel depare

I bowd thee, 58 a little child,

When ehy fakr feoe to ming, hath smiled;
How can | censs b love thea losa,

In all thy woman's loveliness,

Our paths theo' Hie Be far span,

I seck mo share in thy yoang bears;

1 kmow, thino & o fvowd Joe;

No anxieas cares have pound thee, wronghd
Thelr wark] of trosbles—ihy young eve
Asks ot for pitylng sympathy.

In many a hright, entrancil dreas,

My mpirie t=rms 00 muss on then;

Thy youmg, sweet smile shall ever boam.
A *something, seen bt uoce,” for me

LIXES
FRESENTEY Ta Miss EELEN FAUTTY AFTER WER LiTE

iR [N BELPAST, OF JaxraeT 1T

! o | gy ol means. B oty

Maat will pot let hlm see thee: and Pt mise

Mist | comipasmbmate his mould of mind,

That is wnfitted 40 spprociste

Thy great comcepdinns of these mighty works,

Which term, 24 “twers, with Eght, sl pew-spromg
breamithes,

Iheniesth thy pranid anid great delimestbens ;

His wunt of taste ] noblaness of soul,

That vmnsot torn (6 thee; soid in thy vioe,

Thy mind's concepidons, their grest warking out,

tieen mol thy epirt's preainess:—in euch tone,

In every look, i every siop, the sixmp,

Thet sapee mned tokien of thy gifted mind,

What is the ileal that thy themghes have fommed

0f dagaity, of beantw, sl of grace?  Have they wot

exngi

The Homan gresiness, with the Groclun taste

(el what & bebart shoahl beat Teaeath thy breast,

Bf thime vwm love wern Bke thy palsiing oft,

S fond, so soft, all truih, wisd full of stremgth

1§ s, o thonsand Tearts were poar o thee,

Thise hegrs ﬂﬂ'r life—E" Belvilera's ke

Was hall w0 noble, so enthrafling, tady,




1754 LIXES TO

A thom didsi fushdon it bod yessersight,

Twas htile woader, Jafior's firmaos failel
That shis became the ssvionr of her ooty
ih! I hawe pletured sich & ome 5 thou,

I sirme ragit ol of fancy ) when the page

(i mncient Girecee mndinlded to my mil

The high, the lofiy, snd the dignibed ;

Ansl all that shaslowing forth of laveliness,
Whish o enchinins] me; that disp Jove

Which hatl ahe pure, the beantifol, snd chaste:
The classlo and roflmed for its object,

Thon disd'st embedy; for thoa hast become

The picture of my dreamings, realised.

How deop, bow thrilling, sned bow wild thy toae;
Thy burst of dire despair, whes madness changed
Thy misery into fary: when * el hell

i Persd (nam e cewbre, rage sl fosr slosd.
1 thou art halfl s hot, so mad ps 1 am™—
Fell ot miline sar, and shill’d my very blosl
“Twas gosdlike, and *rwas groat, thy Droken 1ones
i deepest wretchadiess—| thoaght Eke thise
{As then thon sermedst) wes that serrowing
e hapless mother Eve, must have endored,
When forth sbe wandersd from her parsdise;

s chilll, so withiering. nel 0 chorrdss too,

I those calim, rulet hours, when nose are feas
T hear thes, or B soe thes, kave thy thonghits
Soae of iba fght, the lovelimess, and charm
That bresthes arownd thy scnic partraitres !
Al wherslere aluakl thon not bear with thee, bely,

wiAA HELEN FAUSIT. 155

Even into privacy, moch of that charm,

That bofiiness, pod gramdewr, whick, lust night,

i lsarmed many an eve, and ihrilled iing' many @ heari.

And yet, 1 pepen woukd wish 1o know thes moes,

last the bright spell might beeak, wherewhth thoa'ss
lwsund mt.

Yot leng, losg afier this, when siher tongmes

May have forgod 1o chronicde thy fame,

Shall thy wwoet, winslng sells befoes m B ;

Thie siiver eadenoe of thy soft eweet vaice

stral oher mee, &8 Uhe winl soross the strimg.

At smmrmer’s sumset houry off have 1 heand

Hoft towrm, aaid soft exprossion, bl s chiniie,

%o equal amd o pure; hath never faflen

Py the pertals of my labmbng sar,

As have thy readings.  Thy rich stterance

I mmst rememlinr long indenl, ol kaog

The beanty of the noblensss thoa'st paluied.

Twill be & groei sjpd on my Semory,

Thet memery of thee —aalbow, * 5 word that mmst b —

! mever may the idlo fongus bave jowor

To breathe Tiry mame, and Bok it with dighosous.

(i1 let 1% go mnsullied dowa o fGeme

A chaste siar, in that pathway whem have burmed]

Mo mamy tarndabed lights; & name immacubste;

Anel it shal] ahing, reflocted forth, with his

Whese fame bat brightons with decaying yesrs,

The first of England™s poois—and "twill shine,

A oo mnditting pem, in the bright crown




| it LINEE TO MIS& WELEN FAUCIT.

The workl, greas Shakespeare, lath bestowsd an thee.
Thou hast pot beauly o eochant his eve

Wiheo soes gob la thine swn ap sarmestnes,

An gy, Am imtelbectond fro——wlioes hoart

Uilows not ai sight of thy cmbhodymend,

O wll that bs most chaste and besutifil,

In tho bright works of genins; in thy mesd

i gemilest plosdings anst of fenderness,

Al by love-sukindling secents, lady,

And In thy deop, inpassioned dhoquenee,

A fm by bursls of passhonats rescdve,

Thow hast the chanm, (and kng mayst thon possess i),
= Ty takn |h¢lrunuu::rh-h a wiike,

Aml lwp it in Elyslsm®  Aroond Shidoss
'nmri...hl.lu:mplhlvl shadowel mil ;

Yim, andy brightemed, as they have, thy fame,

O seltl, thow eschanirss of our pative land;

Fa, Faueit, shall report. yob speak of thee

As oor, on whim TRESR imgie orowss were laiil,
Aml ann, whe wore tbem with no bormowe] bastre

157

THE ATLD ARM-CHAIR

I max sat (" aft 01 o'cn, lassio,
As v see phe sittin® nows

Hae witness's] mony n desary seens,
Spem muny & asdden'sd Leow.

And whilst Tt ges me mickle jor,
Thy young sweet amile to soe;

[F]=] Ihﬂ:l;]lll o A Iq.p‘ EThn como back,
The saoi jear dind wyr e,

For yunder bs the anld green fann,
Thas 4o the church deseenbs;

Wiserw lang thy mliber went wi' me,
The best 0" 2° mr friezils,

Yoo Linden trees, their shadoes silll,

Throw o'er tho lang green grass;
mﬂ.lplmlhdnw:rm,uhmh

Il'-mul.lll.hm..l.ﬂlwpi.l

Thy bieart is guiloloss, na was har,

Wihen i ber youth®s swoet prime,
I led har 40 yom village cherch,
And jolnel ber fate to mine
0
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THE AULD ARM-CIIATE.
But, lassie, mnch in chang'd, T trow,

Thetss sormea are nap sa0 dear:
Far mickle o lifo's senshing, s,
[} with her daappear.

Yot let the ankl man wob repine;
Thy smile shall be that lighs,
By which, the days o a lang syne,
With thesa daye, be'll naite

My wuld arm-chair, T sit o thes;
The voloea of iha past,

Rise up again, and mourafully,
My vishons backwanl, cast.

IPre seon the young In vigoor rise,
Midst strength snd welfars fa;

And maiel wha pladiles] theee nold ayes,
Are pow (ur, far awra’,

And afien, &t the simmer's «'en,
My balm's balras o0 my kose,

I camna stap the startiog tear,
A# thenghts come back to me

Thov'rt growing fail, my snkl srm-chalr,
I'va chang'd ns well as 1thoay

Kl hoarts snd souls of worth thon'st held,
Abial whers are they sow?

RUTIL 156

Midet fone] desires, and dreans of hape,
Lass bright, s day chas'd day,
*ve follow’dd oy t0 find st last,
My simmer decams decay,

Al phoe—abe was the moming dream,
That cheer’dl my manbood’s prime,
1 canma bul semcaber ber,
In every furs 0" thine.

Ohi ! monrnfu’ thonghta, dear memaries,
Strangw mnsings (name can sharn)
Aft erous wne, ma | sii and think,
In this, my sndd arm-chair.

W shall na part, my oaken stay,
T'ra tent e lang w3 care,

At immers &'en, Tl dresm in ve,
Oor joys, that are nie malr,

RUTH.

It was o blossdd summer's day,
Aa Naomi was sighing;

llﬂ.hﬂ.‘&m!h]llhh_l'.

Whilst gentle Ruth was erying.




1] RCTH.

As #till abe sald, in accents low,
* Enireal me wot, dear motber;
For whese thom goest, will T go,
Wish thee, anel with noss eiher

Thy peeple shall be all 2 we,
And thy G shall ke mbne;
Amil where ihou diest, kel me &,
And my grave be ia thine.™

They wanler forth) bhe mbduight dew
Lies heavy o'er iba plain;

The Harvest Moom b shiniag o'er
The Gekls of yellowish graln.

*Tis morn |—a gloaser in ihe fichls,
Is gemilo, guilelnss Ruth,

AN trustful is her heart, thongh sal;
Meswven s 13 s all Grush,

A 80 she ghoaniid undil eve,
And when it shadows fell.
Ehe camn home onlg Naomi,-—
The mather kvl ma well:

Far gver had sk fraly leoen,
A pentle one ¢ Faik:

Apd sarrows we'er badd torm from then
The trusaful hesria of youth.

THE GROTTO OF L—vo- . 161

Ay Boar's uncovers] foet,
Sew, gentle Thuth Is bkl

"Tis midsight bour—be wakes—bet why
Shoald Boaz be afraidi

What st be bai & womasa's form F
Tk that bring to ldm fear?

Fiels be her gullike guilclessness i
Bath Propheds siill held dear.

Or wees b, in the haimble Beih,
The jrere and contrite hean ;

And will b rise a hefier man,
Apd set ber kinsmas's pan ?

e hath redoemisl bier—ghe is hisl
He bath ta'en ber (o his breaar;
Apd Naomd is blessid sure,
And surely Bath b bleat.

THE GROTTD OF Lo

Omee more 1 am with thes, dosr moms-cover’d prot,
Yot mathinks that thy walls yhell & lonelier toue;
Weil, changes make change—1 havo feli—have 1 not?
Even lonely an thou, Tmﬂmmm
2




1:2 THE SHOTTO OF L—,

Barange voboos of late have been mingling in thee,
And the bright jevous lsugh bash boes heanl
ilirough thy bower;
Bot where are the young, with thelr nsinb-making
gloa?
That rejoic’d ‘uraih thy shade, in my beyhood's
bright hoar,

Lovely gro, thers are days which lewve mevor, regrets,
Swoet tomes [woll-balov'id in s dlays thae are gone)
Beamlug ayos fondly term’d o, the beart me'er forgets,
Bo soft was their beaming, so swoetly oy dhoae ;
There wré scoons, the romesbrance of which never
s,
Bright spols whira we've limgee’d, that pe'er are
Furgu,
The bome of oar childliomd, s dear bealy shisles, —
When [ tam back o thes, 1 will burn o thiw, grot;

Amd Il whimk, bave the voloos that echend in thee,
As the years have roll'd oo, ta'om o loeller 1oneg
And 'l feal shinld ﬂ:ﬂf L, what their feclings inay

b,
If they echo the musiugs, my spirit dogh ewn
Diwar moss-eovers grob, | have roam's froai e far,
Dat thn light of thoss days, whes | pamtall’d i
this,
Even wow, looking back, seema a bright joyous star,
That for ever kevpa shinlng on, swoetly for me,

THE EUSTICS HALLOWEEN.

Avnn Hallowe'sn (when Inibi aml bisses
(issg owrn the bross, amd woll-kenn'] passes,
Ta spemd tha nicht wi" goemdam eromies —
Wikt li'ml Tu” weel by Souter Johsmkes—)
All hail, thos thirty-first Oetobear]

Nicht for the yonmg,—the gay,—the toper:

Nicht when grim golifing wallk the sarih,
To wateh bisdde soms ank] wife's hearih;
Or gi'e u keek oy disblen’s ahouthes,
(1" soma Liraw lal whs lang has Li'ed her:
Eve a* the smpyer, sang, wnd story,
When a' are beld In merriest glory,

To eotter hames, fime anighb'ring ha's,

The ebder bairue their stepa soe beodin' -
They dimns foel the blast thai blaws,

For height's the jor voung bops i sendin®:
Stray thonglits o them thay'vs sorm afore,
Rar aye beside thelr daddy’s door)

Tha light besma frae the kitchen-ingle,
Where morry tonm and hoghter mingln;
A won, short click, the lateh n raksln’,
B what s wenl-beap'd firn s blagin']

“ A bearty weleome™ s the soaml,

And quick the joks and clack gae roanl
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The gudewife’s wheel is in the peak,

(Fer cloan-gwept floers, light heels are trippin’;

Pt sobor nge fiu’ woel can ook

Thase merry tones, or Yot stop aigpin’:
Y& daneirs, now, upen the slage,
Te, ton, may Hmp in stilfen’d age

Moo, supper owre, the boand [a spresd,
And mony med, wha fain conld stay
To see the light o mornin® shed,
And usher in Kovembser's day:
Ye little kon how much sie joy
Mak's up for howurs, o' salr employ.

The rich meay revel In thelr wine;
Thelr grander feasts ha'e wiser thonses
Bai friendship, lve, and virtos, fimd
Adadt & baane “mikd bumsbler scemes,
As 'mid the gilded domes, whar car,
(iies twidches, alt fa’ bard o bear.

Amidst those howest, simple folke,
Wha meet to chat; med erack their jukes,
Thils nicht is held, o' & tha year,

A festive ane, for mirth and cheer;—

Nor o' mispent thoss bhoars of tinig,

That being back thoaghts o* anll langeyue.

Tha wes short tap ks lang gi'en warnin’,
And Haliowe'en eods in the morsin’;

To THE MEMORY OF M8, HEMANS.

Each tak's his wayr, " wesl eowtent
Wi stipper, sang, anil merriment:
Some nigh hald-kils by bouny o',
Somee in the cheer thls ovn has gi'ion.

Yo eynkes, 0" that salnily race,
Wha'd rall wi ghee n oay plaoe,

Just wiag dhis nichd, For Care sloops Lrig in
Bomma shapeless ha', or lanely biggln':
Man i but caribly—b the measera

0 hin Yife's cup po grief, amd pleasars ¥

TO THE MEMOWY OF MIS [IEMANS

ArricTed sighl with soeret paim,
A fiewl the lyre thy fingers wwepd ;
Aa fecling mrg'd thy emmptariog st
T'h.] ponl ol woug, &0 lomg, had sbepi
And glowing friendabip, et o mmed,
Wikh ithomights so pufe, & bedrl oo brue,
Wan lnel b6 Joy'l 1o bilag hir sweei
Anil Kinslliest virtariea, fo thy wiew,
Noglortml now, (b harp, thed woke
The lays *of many  lamd,™
A sslly mute s toves, that spoko
Thy frelings, tonch*d by magie’s wansdl.




pLH THE FOOR TEACHER.

Thy lip s bush'd; thy Sager cobd;

Anil darkness thy fakr brow hatl shaded ;
Thy beart of sofiest, tenderest moshl,

Al sarihly cles, of ibee, is fsdall
Who now the harp shall tose g0 welll

To wirsloa of rich, undying meesurs;
Whe wake i swel, enchantisg swell?

Whilch solsoed gried, snd helghsen'dl plessars ¥
Shall fusey's glow be felt oo mors

Warm n thy desthisss maloes?
=T minstrel's Gafu] bour i o'er=—

The power of prins nover dies.

THE PO TEACHER.

Yid, thers she sita, mind o'er her pensive face,
What long-lost ikroams might sot & muser trace ;
Alone, vet bopeful, b that trasful masd,

1n modest guise, of homely biack, arrayed;
Perchance she momma o Exther, nether, st

The laloyon drmms of many 8 kag yvear crossed ;

A alster anstohod, in roddy health, away,
‘Ihhmpmhﬂhnhﬂdﬁ&u&'ldl;;
Alome alye site, 8o fiendly wolos ks thees,

To break the slleuce of her Jonely fure;

Yom apuiet church, by distsnes mellow'd, seons
The study now of all ber waking dreama,

THE POOR TEACIER.

Those lasge, fnll eyes, whh tears have overfown;
Is memory wansl'ring back to childhool's home P
That quict eye, which shens the pehlic gure,

That modest worth, which scarce dares look fier prakse,

Thas genils bearing, fated 1 to strive,

Where leailen dulness sodnui so aft 16 theive,
The slender frame, with timidnsss combin'd,
The leart, imbmod with kve, fo all maskind,
(Quick still to feel, yet quicker ta forget
Shghin, [f but Eollow'd by profoss’d regrob)

A gifia, which poarly it us, b6 eoademl
Against the worll, whero fow s0 ofy hallGeml.
Thease Jitthe hands of snowy whiteness, well

Of gemtle blood, and of past lebanre, inll )

Bt who say losow their task, in years to come !
When u the stranger’s uneongenis] bome,

Ab! who may gasé upon such tendermos,
Boeh lnvely immncenes, perhines distresa,

Swmch faithfulness of duty, nor yet owa

The heart amtutor'd, the” o coldness grown.
O] few, ludend, can comemplate the power,
The might and greatmess, that in coe short bour
Thae heart exhiblis; few, Indeod, may goes

Its nofold sorrow, and its wretchotnom.

-.—.:iﬂ;—
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X & SLERFIXG CHILE

Forserroisess @ oa thep, bat whe may knew whal
ilrenmn

1s disting threagh thy Bito brals, or whene ks chang-
ing seee;

For those tiny fingors nsoving, show ithe splrit's sklr
withing

Can it be & thomglt of pleasure pass’l, or likcly o
begin ¥

I sea thoe bn by besnty, with thy lecks of flaxen hair,
Vs & beow of whiteness, that has felt but lghely,

A smnile upon thy reay cheek, the palster no'er comhl
ahow

U might give, ubsal, the colowr, but ldbs shetch woslhl
lack thy glow,

Thy ruby s are paried, and & medbier's press on
thise ),

Sweel chikl, then foclest noa the arms that roand thes
fwine ;

Nor lsoareai thow the forveni prayer sha wilfereth for
thee,

That thy years (f many yet aro thine) may be from
sailness froe,

0% A BLEREFING QEILD, LG

[ have gas'd wpon thet mother, whes methought 1
irac'd the teas,

As she watch'dl tsee ln thy playfuluess; coodd it be
thas ghee ofid fear?

| have sevn her dark pyes glisten, as she chupd thoe
#i hier brwaat,

And T mid, s fair the ehild, soro its mother hath bevs
Dok

We mipht tum we from thy ehibdhod, snte soise s
ilistant year,

And behold thine ey, now bright with joy. all darkes’
by the besr;

Thy aplrit’s Hghieess broken, ily Gocy's vishms el

The past—the caly corrmi—by whoss banks you care
Lo bpeaid

W might turs us froe this childbiood, moio many a
cauning howr:

The ohlld Binih growi io womanhosl, tho bad & niw
thir flower:

The frolie, aod the lghtsome step, of childbesd's years
ahe pier.

The childish voioe wa bov'd so well, hath ta'en & semer
fertiet,

We might taru oot faney's prosopiings fram youili’s
plaxfisdness and joy,
Ta yesrs when jLEEITES deep anl strosg, nEay mauy

humrs emiploy
tl
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170 0N A SLEEPING QHILD,

When pleasure, Hn some bad escap’d from oo s
blightod tree,

Might scarcely evak the knclmess thatl years may jix
on thee.

We may see thee "mid the beantiful, within the ban-
ijnet oo 3

The clustoring pearls upon ily brow, spon by ches .
ther oo !

The brkghinoss of ethy dark boo aye, stircting where
i o,

Thy kindness "midat the sceial bearth, & balm for bs-
HLET W,

[wmay—

Wio maty soi thes, the beloiid—and the ccho mys we

(W that halsg, whe hath tended (b through many &
vaniah'il day;

Her pride, hor comfort, and ber joy,; as she is hasten-
ing home

To tht bawg poacaliul resting- place, whone sorraws never
poamin,

We may s the yomug snd happy whh the b ome
h"‘ﬂl’_\'lih,

And niany & beart, half envying thee, so falr and blest
a brlida

We may see thee, but we cannot scan the thonglis of
ihe Mont High,

Amd Y well doth shadow many & soene, ihe dim
futsrity.

0N A SLEETING CHILD. 171

Yot thou'lt temn thee from the crowded ways, when
parly ilays mro gooe,

Tnihiul.hwg:rﬂtihyhlﬁhmwhﬂthmrmhﬂ.
alube

In childhood’s bour to wander; and, i@ may be, that
them'll grieve

To finel the Ephtsome chill s soon, 5l woiman's jre-
mis'il #ve

Thees nre hopes which charm in youthfal years, we
trmst that dhoy may last;

{3h1 sy thay still have power o'er thes, when many
& yoar hatkh past |

Ob] mayst thon with & hemrt s light as ever wikd
idrd om the wing,

Evor focl that joyeas baoyascy, o dear la Hfi"s warm
spring,
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& THOUGHT FROM WASHINGTEN IRVING

How sweet amd tonching *tis to s

Foed woman, ‘with her timéd heary,
Seill 4o each care so senabiive,

When firtuse smiles; yol bear ber par
Unshrinkingly, and with s power
Unlooked for, when misforiemes lower;
Whe, I lide"s sumndor wurs, sooms s,
To be sar hearth®s swest oroament,

The temder flowes, Ul made 1o bear

Lifi's wi.ln:_r wlorms, anil ,Fﬁd'. ana care
{Bo tender, thai she soema bt nde

Ta ¢ling to man far belping ald);

Yot prove bor boshand's stay asd guide,
When ihers are few, perchante, bodids,
Ta soothe hin sear’l heart’s wretchodanss,
When fienils are fiew, dnd waxing lesa
Soull mi the vine, whoss tendsils pwinil
Arvauil the cak, haa with it cBmb’d,

Apd Lift"d been to mmshisg will,

When the stont tree s Wighe"d, szl
Ulitig bt the closer | binding all

Ther shuatier'd] boaghs, thst s might fall;
As the atorm, wak'il from {68 reposs,

I few wild Fary ronndd Bt borwrs

Sa, I kbl merey it is glven,

Thal man, by cares and teials driven

| LINES, 173

Almsat o migery and despair,

Flasls what ihe wifie's fud heari can bear,
In such an hour—to cheer hls way,

And soothe his heart's calamity.
Wending her by ber gentleness

Aroaml bis pature’s doep distrons ;
Upbobding asd supporting st/

His falnting heart, thro' every ill;

Unell the howrs of trial pas,
Fortuno begine 1o smile ni lasi.

LINES

IvE #ver bav'd that spiril, canght
S oft, midst nutore's solitnde
T prascelnl mesings, el kave tamgh
My heart & grave, mnchasging mond |
Yot would | mot cxchange it, fir
The gayost ooy, in pleasure’s store.

I kngw nod wh]'—l;-l i hakh betn
Fall oft, my swoidsai joy, to sivay
Fur from the tmey, bastling scene,
Ta luiter by the molssless way |
To eommuns with myself, and feel
How mwach sach ]'nq:::d"lbuuih reveal
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THEY BID ME TALK,

Taex bl we talk in gayer mood,

And think of brighter days fn som;
Ive triel, andd ever us I'va wis'dl,

Yomih's liappler thoughts, I've sorrow'd sl ;

1 wosmld the b 1 Bkl moe irsee,
Fiut oh! it is my resting-pilaoe.

They bid mo look o swmmir gime
I know the Sowers shall boom: gad
¥ Ereom
Thhmnhﬂm]nulmh,lﬂh:
Thal joyance oomes where tears bave been
I enily knew, my smnken beart,
From blessil days, T casnot part.

They say, griel lessems still wigl g i

P bl bemeatly vy spricis's ssdlnoss:
Ol conkl those eye-balls focd bt tears,

My wither'd heart might dream of gladnrss,
The kopes 1 cherish'd long, re o'er,
Ay hakeyan days shall come o mom

Thow ks mo livo net ju the past?
What's kefl ime through the futmre hosrs ¥
o kmown the cabin, leave felt the Belaat,
1 wot the clowd that dark'nisg lowers :
The grave's ko soon b0 b iy bl
bl hagipy we, vo blisdd dead ]

THE EXILED MATDENS 808G

I azx your focks fhrongh valloys stray;
Your dark-ey'l danghters ankle;

Hot my usomghts wre with my home, away
O thie absoros of my own lov'il ke,

0 tho shares, &

| hear the harg, at evenlng strung,
In feclisg’s sftest bone;

I woukl it had in silence heng,
Far i breaahos of plrssure gooe,

For it breathes, d

I see ey home—my chilidboid®s bome,
Youth's playmates, —where are they
Dbl “ts famey, lesding me back, alone,
T jomider o'er cilil decay.
Ta '|1-:-|I|:|'. e

I e mirt mirw tho smnfles Pre sean,
Hear wot, mine ble's gl sngs;
I can woe 00 more, for mine eyes havo boea
Hedimm'd, by my bright land's wronge
Bedisam'd, &e
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A BEETOR

Wines the hawtharn, by fs L
msea] to Lrimk “rping. ol my window,

T e

Imﬂ;’d:ummpuhﬁnm: nor folt 1 then as

Thas l-l:l'.lnil#"l ﬁ‘ﬁ; s wakim
troalil"d beow, B, bring o o

Lamgh Cuan's deegy Blge walers, with § £

af rest, RN oy oadty
Hs weabtor'd iadets, that ke stary :

u'er i hiresst, mem'd apangid
wﬂ;‘:ﬂmiﬂu I-l:!hc: mlm’. Pku"l.
-H L
¥ our happy cottage bome of oM, 1 never have

Lok —yonder stod the scutching mill, | v i
wory clack,
T silent sow—nnd yonder spond the reilker’s b
=il Wik |
] i
J-H;lhulﬂpmhmlm lesils down s
Where our litthe bark rode merrily, thro
e ¥, through many s

& BEETOM, 177

And that the rosd we travers'd oft, two good bong
miles i sebool,

Seill happier back reiuming; tarrying carclesly o

||I.Iﬂ

The herry from the thomy brako; or try the ruming
beaji |

And yoni was then oor kinsman's beame, his I'|I:Il'|h'l'l_
now are deep,

o ki s {hsere inkeriting his littla boft of peli;

Ton pemerots be, i thankless men, o bouefil him-
sl

And yonder lay the Seggan grove, whers boats stood
renudy maide,

Barks saslor lumel'il, and oft as safe, a8 the costlier
emes of trade

O] many sn Angmst moming with the skylark rose
we up,
T dig the sand-oe] from his bad, and &1 sur baiting-

iy i

And many 5 fine, with many & book, imto the deep we
ity

And many & wholcsome dinner eurn'd, ere we gain'd
DiEr RS repast.

-‘uﬂ.ﬂp-hrh]hlmlnmnld,lmﬂﬁﬂ
howrs together,

In lhlt\:ﬂ.“nm wbmnimk!hwuﬂ,ﬂu]
changeful was the weather;



178 A EEETCHN.

| sos her wear, in these chang'd dayw the leok of
gEuiledoss truth,

May after yoars o'ershadow not, the bright dreams of
ber yoush,

I meéot ber oft, yet pass we by, ansoting: loi thas be—

P'we Bv'd not outll now, wor felt, such changes silll
musk bsg

Alas! how mamy hopes are geme, | cherish'd; and
bow vain,

Hereafter may these joys apposr, | simagghe now 1w
guin,

How happy wero thoso dayw io me, when, as each
evenlag casma,

I hied scrom the well-known path, 19 mest the " leye
coma haano ;™

When the tinkling of the sheep-hell, ns it came nerne
the lea,

Was & sound of rich sweet mebody and mmsbe unio
e,

When Jenny left her splaning-wheel, (for milking time
il e

And Robin left hs out-door work, his day of Inbonr
domn;

When the ghomin’ in the sumoer, foomd me ofien in
my bl

(Ha! morry waa the HBfe, 1 trow, at that sweet the |
Tl
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THE DRIDAL MORS

"T'rs carly mom—"tis gemile Jume,
BamBii and fresh; asd in her rosm,
Whilst sdhers in that home are blest
Wit bappy sleop, FHose canmol rest]

Bt thewe she Bes with beating heari:
Thin day from HRoslym she mosi pan;
{[rear pleasamt Hoslyn, in whose shade,
ﬂtpﬂrm ol moch chersh' -AH},
From which, osce part'd, who may fell,
What carvs ber irnthfis] heard may owel?
Anil evin pow, ber bright eye sees,

The quiet chureh amidst the troes;

The Sowers, that roand her window cling,
Beomn bowing this swesd mornkng In;

Thee lark's glul voice, his peal i ringing,
“ Amd suaring silll ks ever singing

Al elie b hiish'd, &8 mirely

Ha simgrth his song to the daweing day.
This bong sweet might, she hath oot sleps,
S0 many thooghts kave o'er her érepi,
(W presomt, past, and felare years,

What wonder if they came with tears]
And pow ahe sloeps n few short howrs:
Rise, gentle Roso, they bring thoe Bowers;




180 THE BRIBAL MOnNY.

Tt ks thy bridal miors, ewest girl;

Yiet hienl “th‘l,ﬂ:ﬁﬁm H-F-.:I:
Those cyes, 5o soft, a0 fisll, lall dim

Witk trath and Jove, aee all 26 him:
Come, deck thee in thy ssow-whise v,
The stalnleas rono upin thy beeast ;

Thon meedest not the baubles s,

Ta sparkie in thy sunmy halr;

M walis beelow, whis knewi thiy ‘worlis

e kg hath lovod thes,—How, come forik

See thoss meery mahdens rumnd thes |

Bee thelr happy smiles surromnd thee;
Rotmd thee, sso thebr fugera plying,
Pensivo Roso, come conse your sighing.
Merrily forth the bells are ringing,

Hew the maldens sweet fowers are heinging ;
Sospti o the abar thy forl alaall stad,

Wik him who has sigh'd for thee, hasd in band

Why ari thoa sghing, my peatls Hose ¥
Hast ihou wol sigh'd for this many o day?
Haste to ibe aliar, come, hie thoe BWAY.

Tia finlshed, ot check not thy tism;
Lknow theso partings grieve; that foars
For future days (in such & howr)

Will came, with an wermasierisg power,
Comrage, sweol girl, yol do oot elikds

Thowe happy toars, thon voumg, sweet beida:

THE BRIDAL MORN,

For they are gushingd, which reliove

The young heart's foleess; asd they bave
No lingering traces | o, "tis over,

And he ks more by thes than lover:
Gimand thoa ler well, te thos her stay,
Fricod amd companion, when away

From them she v'd; whes far span
Froos soenes lomg weddad o ber beart.
Hath she not ﬁ.'r- Ipn-hﬁnrlhn:?
Hier keane®s kang-lov'il soclety ¥

Tler promis'd dreams of hope snd joy,
Canst thon not darken or destmoy T

Her peace of misd, ber happincss,
Canst thoa net mard  IF ehou wonbdst bless
Her genide beari, and have bt biaom,

Ta be thy Eght, should cars or ghoom
Ker guther romnil thee; oh] bellere,

Thy firsi harsh looks, and tooes, may leim
A lingering shdotia o'er that brow,

Fo fair, = trasquil-leoking, sow.




MARGUERITE

Anl whe should think, that sorrows o'er coubl dim
An eye =o full of lght and love; that vesrs
Uonibd ever chond jta depth of jayoms beamibng.
What, fair Marguerite, sre the dresms which cast
Such saint-like calmooss o'er ihy loveliness ?

Vet who may sell! what badfi'd dreasns of hope
Shall overshaikow yei thy youthful visbons

Tt in & face. of swyed sml doep conieni:

ORi1 mot e blight of carly years should bare
With thee n ssdoms; features like 10 thine
Were never fitted for 1e's bastling sconos,

To bwar the up-hill worke and brave the soarna,
U s unaympathicing, sdfish race.

Upsm thiy beww, so marbilo-lke asd falr,

¥ earn Mhﬂhmumiﬂﬂﬂhmﬂwi
Thy large, full eye bespoaks o depth of thoughi ;
Theru Is & sweetnoss in thy feataro” play,
Kachainiag by s very inmotence.
Gardng on thy face, [ know it speaks

Of trustful hope, for many & coming hour:
Thero i n languagn, speaking in thine ey,
Dvarvr than all the gentlo tones that fall
|'|:I;ﬂﬂl:l'l"l“hh‘1jﬂ.l!; its eloqoimes

Shall Hmtﬂlﬂlﬂﬂ“_f fotes are hoah'L
iy thy fine brow is that pobilicy,

MANGURRITE. 183

Wlikeh impelloct commands, which shonkd b= erer

This tuloem of tree poblinsss of sl

Art thon belov'd? are sll Ais wavs lke thine?

Art then his world? his bearis heart? kis sweet
fiweeme

Art thon ihe keeper of his secrot soal?

Aro his thonghts thine? bis aspirathons, feefings,

The mireor 1o thiss own? hast (hoo no dreans

He santiot share with thee? in onison

With thine, are all kis hopes amd joys

Thou dreamest; Lady! lifo Is coe loag droans |

ow fow have roalie™l the palaces,

Those air-bullt casthes, that bave reas’] themselves

4 ghoriomsly to yosth; aed yet, b fow

Arriv'd &t age, would travel o'sr the pas,

Woealfing oll, that hath been written there.

ith! 1 ponld picture coo us fair s 1hes,

A midnight wateher, when fe fones rovial'd

A hreaking boart, mnd her deep disappointaents.

Then art not fitted for the workl's barsd hreath,

Its gares shouhd tonch not thee
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LINES,

WHITTES 1§ Till BAYES OF THE PURTIRNETT, On TPRssn

Amovnn me, all bs trangail; - the cold beam

i might’s pale orb, s silv'ring many & scens

0f ploasure, s of sadoess; o'er the mossgrown
irwer

Have shadows fallen; the lato joyons bower

Hath sotil™ into atillness; and ibe hoarth

Forsaken now, knows nod ite wonted minh.

Swiet lump! the bright and ldassdd dayw gone by

lecall'sl thou pot? to them who silestly

Are waiching thes, upon thy treckbss way.

How eloguent ihls plage aroand me hor |

How lalling is its quist] days draw nesr,

Long vanishid ; what bright soroes arisel

With hew moch vividuess! beorath soch skies,

Sorues, | had deem'd forgoiten: bow the track

OF the old time, comes gently oa me, back,

As youlk's wwoel pasties  almosi somnd  onen
AT, -

i my wrmpd #ar, &s porous s of yore! J

What happy musings] thooglts, and fonm, md
dreams,

Cloome fligiing o"er me, aa these Bifnl heanss

Are damcing on this streambet: here T've strayed

THERE ARNE REMEMBRANCES. 185

it at bot noontide, whin o leafy shisds,

Adong thy margin, was & il boon

Fliere, ton, 1've wasder'd ag the cooler noos

With vou, yo abarers in her love, whose care

For us haih vever flaggd, which loag vel may we
shure,

THERE AR KEMESBEASUL:

TuEne are rememshrances, pweel memones.

OF boyhood, and its deeasnbpgs; of bright dave
Lotig vamished, {when the quick, Eght pubse,

Aned youth's gay joyanes, wers bt smbdes fulr

O the bright buoyamey of hoart within) :

Ieear elonlless poeollections, wiieh eatlive

The sterms and erisls of materer years,

And ever shine &8 green spots o |ife's waste
Aned ws the sumilower, when *ts slin’d upos,

{ Heneath the glowing of tha mid-dsy sus ),

e H{Hm ll'l!“ﬂ.l’ with iis lh!'r viesi,

'l'lr]-uﬁns & increns] sweelivd| so those dfvems
Woven as (reshslng Bower, through the dark w el
U our [fe's ehcyner’d tissns, bul more [ TR
Aned ibear bocime, as thisk'ning aladows fall.

An sierm Evinils arjfusa I b,

s
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T =

Nay, mock me nod, that thes | wear
This winuple plals of bralded hair;
Alss! fall many & year hath pasd,
Slmew ey gweet mmilo o bennity, cast
Thosir spells aromnd me, that j grac'd:
Yet from my memory tme hath s’ d
Her image ooty shl well 1 know,

My later days, midss tronhles, tow.

lmﬂﬂ"‘.‘ hier, I've L' #n my WAy,

Amidat the young, the grave, the gay,

Thrutgh shade, thromgh sunshine, —ves s bright
Was hor young eye's unclnd'] Tighe,

That wever noch hath erossn] mY gags,

Fis hevak thest spedl of carlior days.

Like soitie brdght star, she seoms in sl
When wy youlli’s dreams bave Bost wiil tims,
Much of thelr freshnéss; slilalng on,
Mot adier'd feolings, fomd hopos gone:
1 anly know the boic's sl Bow,
Mung on hier Hpa: and when T pray,
Aly theughts oft seck the Joag ags,
Ot tmrw t0 ber, w0 far away,

187

THERE I5 A HEAVER

[wrse is & besven, or man lat vl n vain,

¥ar, far boyond this transient globe of earth;

And oh] there noods 1o be a strong bolicd,

A penpsnent conviction of that truth,

I those, who treal the paths of poverty;

Whe struggle with the frowns, aml taunts, anil Bneers.
(if ihiosn whe rala’ A litde, scowl on them ;

As i the poor, wers oatensls bom of Haaves:

Flse, loow shouhl they Bve an, onhesdil, sprm'd,
Foredl ta lolbevn their bawlings & curw:

Wihstt eles doth neake vbe slight's Breset beat a0 f
What suooone’s worth, neglectold, and frdorn ¥

The pocts palnl us, & sweed parndise,

Amistsi ihia vala of tears, n seooud beaien,

Which they who seck desirously, might find,

If they bt eurb’d that nasrow selfishness,

Wikich chills aml withers wp tlio bean's wans springs
If they ot woarish’d, with o Retering care,

Those prochous geruns, which Heaven hath plasted

In every homan besrt; Dot which the workd
Amd the worll's mbes, have ever trial to crmabg
If thisy bt googht It with = simgple trath,

And  coufiding speefig 17 the bove

O what is pars, anid Teswntifl, sod brighs,
Bicame & living spirit amlo thes.

Aw an wa stray, by soms swest waveles bake,



185 WELL, WEEP, i

Meromgh the st mooulight. when the lindsespo
lllq'lln'.

When nolifing boughs seem whisp'ring chanmiab tales,

To wall s gestly untc falry-leud;

When thooglvs of moble desds oo Sitting by

When the hoart turns it back to Dlesad] drotans,

Recounting much of good it strove to do,

THE AGE OF INROCESGE

|lw.mk'ﬁtlh:m
Two yoars or meore; and s it amil'd

Upan her kmbstlin mobler's ke,
And sighs, boranse so Hetbe Bt etk dome; And lamgh'd and jump'd vight merily,
When Is doth feel the bravy sacrifion It teied 0 grasp ihe grapes that strung
i {is owm pin st thmica, were I:.l.ppi'um Abore its hosdl, in clnsters bumg.

{1f oot n digy), W B but relioved

A fellow's mdeery, making Ught hils gootin;

Are we mot thew, nail there, wprooting mach

O the vile dros, ihe workd hath gatbern] romnd s
Are we not Boirishing & meid subilime

Al alaall we sty ik prosnptings

And whilst unge that medber’s gaee,
The chidd torm’d wp s wmiling face
Though disagpoiated—atruggliog atil,
To gratily lts thwarted will;

1 deem'l, Indesd, that guile or an

Was far remnv'dl from that young hear.

o — = —

W weef, for oh! = there's biiss s brars ;™

Tis lomg akncn mine bave ceas’] 4o jhow;
And they who shed them, ni'er can fioel

Tho withering bilght of karrewlng we ;
Vs, wou, that gushing Is relbed,

Twill calns thy yuing, thy trwihind hears:
i know 2l thom hast borme for me, -

Yet, Lremiyvers, this night we pani;
Troemmmrow's s siall s and s,

Whistt I'll be oo yoo trackiess sea ;
Thow, T thy happy home, with Friemds,

When friesdls sl home are far from me.

Mot in s dark-biue lsnghing eye

Coudd 1 dscorn iniquity |

[ emly feli, oa siamling there,

Thae vears had wrapt se round with care:
How sinboss was thai cherish'd child

o Wi who watch'd i a8 ki sl

——t—
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T

Ol never wake that slmple straip,
For | hllﬂm‘dmm wWas

That I‘Ellllm&'lrthil-lﬂjnghl.,
Until thy voles to-might hath spoken.

Twere valn, to toll thee e of years,

mllm“hn"wmllhﬂ[ﬂm:

And vainer far, 1o tell bow seary

Havo disam'd, sinco then, my apirit's measare.

Her woice i In ench toue of thing:
Her guileless amile | trace in theo,
But oh! thea hast not power to twine
Fresh blossonss round he blighted tree.

FAREWELL TO FORTY-FIVE

ANGTHER year 1o the past is pome!

Lk the mountain stream, time horriss oo

And ts vapoury clowds are away, awny,
And its wintry blast has sigh'd farewell
To the forest trve, and the wosndluned defl

TAREWELL TO TORTY-FIVE, 191

Farewell, Forty-Fivel—ihy beams, thai play'd

im the mosntaln’s brow, and the rocky glads,

Are fuled aloog with thy twilight bours,

Aol leatless now are iy ofico groe howers j—

Them art gooe, with the joy of the wild binds toe,

And, dirge-like, the wind thromgh thy bare bonghs
[ULET

Friemde, who bot lacely smil'd; ero fled,

And havo fallon ssbwop with their kindeed desd ;

How many, mow buoyent, s ssnsy blooes,

Muy soon Un cold, in the sllent pomb |

How many an eye, that thon sew'st look beight,
Past year] hath gone down to o dawnless wight !

Farewell, Foriy-Fire] in thy Summer hoar,

I have goon thes sdorn’] with the beal anil Bower;
Thy robe, the richest of carthly hue,

And thy coniain, & shrood of the lovellost bins

Anied the spray from thy fousts, like the crysinl gem, -
All hawn faded away—thon art gone with them,

How many bright hopes, that came with thie,
Woere snatel'd awny in thelr infancy|

Shall coming ssnfight a beam spply,

To Mumine the desth-scEpsil sye?

Has the whiten'd bead of departed age,

Not caused s bank on the pew year's page ?




182 °  PAREWELL TO FORTY-FIVE. 15

Furewell, Forty-Fivel—with thy vanish'd beams,

We parted with bopes and with fairy deeams;
Are oar hoaris sa glad s when fisst we mel ?
I.l-'“” “].t'dﬂl.hq.m"'}“? THE JASMINE
Have no feclings taken a sterner bone, — -1
Uiy tho breast been chdlld
by long frendsbrips geno i P *"_ﬂl "ﬁ
. jnesisisgiie] the nady Gower of e Josiise on 4 el 1
I“h“hﬂ'l.lﬁﬂﬂemlthqﬂuhhm; having intrustnd o feeist b waich i, 8 v waa floken sway,
Though wo are pot oow whers we bate have boea wihsioh, heing peplantnd, forishnd, and sl soes other s
Ane po bopes In store for the coming bonr? triss. The Tuicsss wear 1, be Chis day, b thelr wmarmage
Wl aha won mob shime on ihe Gded AowerT cerermmies, asel esteem it s omblom of ddelity. |
O will ey, wha is God of (he menntain and Ao, ey I.lhl:u—' &
Kot brighten the gloom, if it sem to Him 7 Ire - i easdern bower,
o There, *gan to hlgom & precioss Hower;
Farewell, Forty-Flve—If griel you brought, ﬁmumhwm
“Twaa still with plensure ns smply Eranght; Watch'd by & Sorist’s snxioss cane
Thongh some clonds were thine, they bet dmm'd 1o There was but ann o the wide sarth,
Yy A sofitary Sower from birtk—
mmmﬁll“ﬂ:ﬂlhl‘r{lm‘d‘t.!;_ Ifm.“immmhmﬂi..
Fhall we ploe, thes, IF lov"d things thai came with Searco [t to bear tho bl of speing.
thee, Well waa it wadch'd that castorn Sower,
Have pass'dl to o shoreless eternity At marn—al Boon—al evening's bowr—

When sinilleg spring cams gally on,
Aond smploams on the Bow rols alsane,
Io pudseed ign dlrooping bead, 2o ba
The emblew of fdelity.

= E— A Tusean forfat enflsl the fower,
Aned pear’il i through ks sickly boury
Anil, whien the summer senlight el
Upoi the mountain Itltn'tr.hmhdt.




e i

THE JABRMINE.

The Tuscan fhower waa in its pride—

With one spare stem for Aliph's bride;

For ahe alone séem™] meet (o woar

A pom &n pare—a Bower & e

Alome secen’d worthy such & dower,

As, them, they dors’d that matchless dower.
The porl hath sung, is jocund gles,
“Wheee thern are women, musi miscbiel bo:™
The Tuscan florist was Dod yet. okd,

Bor the eircling bleod Ia his veins grown eold
Wll knew he the spell of p linghlng #ye,

i the weary howr whei swakes the sigh;

Amil hir comiorier mped, when the svonfog bom
Wit beanl o'er the valleys, by zephyrs borne,
T thiz ganbes bowor—sow whai does she there?
Save to gaso on tho flowers of Latakar?®

(¥er bada of roms the maid hath bent,

To ber chnsk, buve thoss roses their hlmshes leng ¥
Bhe hath chosen her wronthy by s fdry goot,
She hath girt it rooss] with Forged -me-aof
Aned she stops but to paee on the shades that cling
To ihnt wrosth of her own bright fancying:
Amidst blossoms of mazy & form and bue,
Fragrant and glowing, usd bright to view,

he hath plsced a Bower of Gitths show, —

A apitloss thing, with o vesi of ssow:

Oh linde deems sbo of the mischief dooe,

Of & bright pearl lost, and & right gom won|

* The mame of Ui Daka wisy gesgssnd e fower

TIE MONTH OF MAY. 104

Apd woe W that forlst, whe kept watch
there—

Will that naiden scothe, what the wring™d mas
Tear—

Time fled, and spring came o6 again,

And will-flowers deckod the mosntain gon;

Tho maid had ghven the Srwer (o sanih,—

The Jasmine bloom™d in socond bink

Tmrﬂ"ﬂ.m.—qh]uhﬂhlﬂl

Within our English garden bowers;

Anid Tuscan ladies, to this day,

In mled of her, whi stols pway

The little gem, now have i wors

Upon each happy bridsl mom ;—

Lile her who wore it by her sbde,

That howr, she was tha florist's beide—

The same that, with the laaghing oyr,

Beside the grot, Tooknd smilingly.

THE MONTH OF MAY,

Yot'ue very weboome, preety May,
"The sweetest of tham all;

You look this mern, just os yoa'dl say,
“ (focd morping o you all”




108 - THE MOXTH OF MAY.

Pray mark that bod, this opening Bower |
Kow don't they charm your sight #
The binds are up this masy an hoar,
In lowe with you-—oh, quitel

Tha henl s frasking o'er the lea,
The sirmm i hanl st play,

Iin fwet. they seem b0 ma, (o be
(Juite taken with yom, May.

The boy woal look iato bis book,
The chilld wont stop is gles,
And all heesuse theyve got a look,

My pretiy May, st thee

How graceful in your momlng gown,
(To them who don" drink deop,)

But fact is, many folks in town
Dhom't go il mom, to sdoep

Yoo oecd'nb talk "bomt April's hevsth, —
I'm swre I'm glad sho's gone,

The l:]ul'rl-. mimx; for in gl.ru-l] faith,
She nipl me o the hone

You'll what, yoo say T voo'll soon be off—

Well, but yon meedn’t say it
That cag of dying winter iladf,
And wo'll go, May, oo may it

TIE MOSTH OF MAT. 187

And what's the weo of talking, pray,
"Beal astumn’s fsling fowers,

And yellow loaven? good sooth, swee Blay,
Yom want mo io the bower.

See her bovers how they follow!
Wwﬂdhhlﬁﬂrlh

Thus tripping it a1 sventide
Abong the villago groen;

When every bid has by his sido.
His fittle village quosn, -

Wi will count youy snd st pwilight,
By the vale, too, and the hill;

Ay,—if soem but through the akylight,
Why! we can’ but * love you wilL™

Az
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THOUGHTS BUGGESTED (8 HEADIRG FIILLFE
LIFE oF CUnREAR.

Bt plotune too) amd yet whsrs'sr we tum
Havi: all wo meot with, uot had mme 10 i ;
la the full vigour of materor years,

What deulds aad hopes sre ever chasing fears;
Trusting when dap'd, saill boping to be hlast,
Revolving years oft beave a troubl'd beeass:
Anil standimg ibere, where all indeed mast staml.
U the dresd beisk of thai e hetter lamd,

Who ksth not fedt how Hetle worth were all

Thie joys and ploasines, wo woahl scaree roal

.Mﬂnnn.fnﬁll:mﬂnlul'prm
Oft didst thow tarn to droam of hing-lost yeart?
From the gay bosnl, whore wit indeed was ftnd,
Oft hast thoa turn'd to seek that st of grommd,
To ek alotes that sweet socluded spet,

Her resting-place, in doath not mach forgot.

And thou didst weep! sy, tears indesd did fow !
Mo half-fore'd guabings, abid s off for ghow |
Even in the aenith of thy worklly fame,

With woalth, bebor'd, and with o stalnloss name,
"Midst much 10 ebeer thy manbood In s flaw,
i haa thy bean confesa’ s seeret woe,

Al wha could deom that, from such bright array
0F wid, and geaina, be conld tory awsy?

THOUGHTS OX FHILIF'S LIFE OF CURRAN, 180

[l pot the Eaith with blgetry to foel,

Tiv acl the Christian over was his pealj

Apd what u picture is that falth's dask ghoown,
Which searce can see & heaven beyond the tomb;
Whicly desmms ihls sarth all ovil—all thirdn
I"nder somme han—all virimoos acts bot ais,
Which, with the Heler of this mighty world,
“pes atill the flag of smple vengeance fusl'd
That sbeepns thore 1n ane form of faiah akone,
Which finds accoptance befure Merry's throne !
Which mmst condemn, bocause men will ol read
|;|"1-.H1m“aqn-ﬂ.'hh“ﬁﬂ"mll
Bhecanse men's reason, or thelr jodgment err,
Shall they be doom’l o mover-eniling care?

He deom'd, indead, relighon was divine,

Its forms oft fram’d 1o suit & sect, or Ume;

lts healing infiuoncs, bo believ'd, should theew
A Tight and sumabine over every wos,

Who hath not felt bis almost magie dower .
i wonls, that harrow'd, whes his voloe sl power
Wierp rabend o blast the ool seduoer’s nams,

Anid hand it down to lefamy and fame.

And when 1o him did tnjar'id virive dy

To seek rolief, and on bism vain rely?

And wtill bis comutry chabim'd kis deepist care,
Each wrung she sufPred gave to him o share;
Each act, injustion o'er her millions, cast
Stlll on his heart, by hoavy to the last.




20 THAHGHTE OF CHRaaN,

Ne young aspirant for farsnsio fase,
E‘H‘u-ﬂlnl}lm mﬁlm leato poubd Idama
The Bheral patron, us the groeroas friend,

(uick 1o forgive, ss roady to bediend ;

ln warldly matiers, caly nod & child;

Towr emny Jodl—buy promiss fuir hopgndl'd ;

The poet, orador, aml wit, alike

Skeima forth In him, his circle’s trme delighs ;

The patriot’s ardonr, aed the scholar's taste,

In bim by follis, mever were defacil

irone by the book, all-tboqment, thal woke

The bat'mer's wooder; s be stood msd spoks;
That eye of fies, that beam'd bat vo enhanes

The forvid gushings of his cloaqnence ;

The sweed, porsunsive volos that charm®d and gave
The spmll-toums] bawrer, for ilis while, his slave;

The fervis] broathings for his conntry’s weal,

Far injar’d worth his never obld appeal,

AlL all are gome; amd baguage can bat give

A feebde sketch of bim, whese name shall live
When theirs, whio #1°] tha parchas’"d posts of trusi,
Shall be forgrtten, "mid thelr monldering dust.

It was my lot, some years age, o stand

Fesida thy shell, and lay om it sy basd;

Apd ns 1 felt its ernmbling Slres fall

Ehemeath my touch, what thoughts did it pecall 7
I foli & il (wimos “twas bat dwe o the, )

Tor lenow thiy moukl shoald mix'd with Edn"s ba:

To—. W

| febt, Endesd, na manding by thy dust,
Thy course was bonest, and thy deels were just;

¥ viijos, mmaw'd, asoes
R LAl
In peril's bour, “twas thine to fire the beaad
Wihich sénoe hath wﬂ.&'ﬂﬂrww‘-
Seglocted, mark’d, it was thy fata to strive,
When pension’d monials soes'd slose to thrive.

i 5,0 [P

lm!mﬂﬂ'ﬂ*"‘fl'i":::hi-h

IMMHH.- sl i

Thy love? & carse] with which wouh spring

Thee woeils of early witheringt

Mock not! thy matars grows but hate.
mmmﬁd-ﬁfﬁﬂmm:

Nor Jet those suake eyos Embiate ;
That hove which ¥irtuoas breatts hiuth thrilfd

i iF theu Jook'st o be forgiven.

Ask mercy from offended beaven;

Far the dop misery thou hast broaght.

Thve vula, thy rovengn huth wrought:

Flnt pever cust Uhy sarponl oo,

Itn glist'wing ls hate's intenslty,— ;

Agais, o6 woman's—far, oh! ‘wwoulil perish

What thy selfish cods, might wish v cherish.




T LAID MY FLETG,

lumwnkqhmu..a,h.,
i

ke, cheerily,
Ih“‘dtu'hhtn?:iﬂlm 4

As out | e, sunt Pag | aw,
::ﬂlmnulm;

omt T trudg'l right cansiBie,
I gmeas’] wweet Nan wad waitin® be.

It was ma day, it was na night,
'r-,in-:mm-;mugu,
Thﬂlhi‘dﬂtﬂn'lihin'uu'p.;,
As dows we tripp'd the erslgy heae.

1t mann ma be," in tarw, she suid,

“ I na gang bame, 40 sald sunt Peg;
ﬂ_‘l‘hll.ﬂh"lml,"‘hdﬂ' "Iil-ﬂ'q
But Jamis, Isd, F're tanb] ber 5*.

“ We'll tont the kyo on Logan's braes,
Fu* abart I'll be omr simmer's duys;
Ye'll crack b mo, 'gin yo come In,
As by the cosle bearih | spia,”

TILLY LIIHYELL.

1 ghed ber convay down the glea,
Her minnhis bid me weloomse ben ;
Diear oo i night beon sin', to me,
I woo'd begesth the trysting tree

TILLY LIDDELL

Ty Lapoma staps in Fife—
A merry lass b sbey 1 wamn yo—
Tho' in ber teens, she's a promia’d wife,
Za ywaina beware, or her ¢'en may barm ye
Dilly dally, tyrell Laddie,
Hi an ho, for Tilly Liddell

Ap simmer's dey, the story gues,
As she was bathin® in e fountain,

A shephenl luddie sels'd ber claes,
And on hér bsmely sag was mountls®,

Dy dally, 4.

“My tosmis lad, 'gin ye'Tl be kin',
Lac'e down the claes, an' I'll get on me;
Then balth cin rids, I gang behin,
And you afors, can hand the pownia
Dilly dally, &=



THE FIRAT.

They came mnio her fnther®s ha',

A wa o" gtans was mound aboot §ig

s Now haml yo here, an’ I'll awa

An" open the gate; ye peed na deuby it”
Dilly dally, &

Shio hang'd it to, smd the har was stom

Bo she Tosek’) thro" the wicket, s’ lnngh'd s

hilm, —

“TI'm thinkin', lad, ye're the fool withone,

A may-ba, 1'm na the fool within™
Dilly dally, foc.

KESPONSE TO MIES FRANCES BROWNS LINES

ENTFLFLED

“TEN FIragme

I camwor think so: carly yooth

Hath passioms, deep and strong;
Bai the irin] bagrts were found sl tre
Ta riper year belong.

Swoel may, mileoil, bor memory b=
That boyhood ke’ the firm,

Dat tha blessodness of life s abe,

(hir mamhesd's love hath nem’l

THE FIRST,

ik Brsd-horn joy, what's Toft of 7
Cher firsd cares, do they last ¥

Are theee net gEmmer Sowerd ms pwet T
As those of snmmmers ot 7

Hath i no glabiess o bostow ?
As bright as that we nars'd

In earlier years ¥ and dn we know
Mo jovanse lka our fird ¥

And find we mot in manhood's prime
The depths of woman's hewrt ¥
A buly temple li—a shrine
Whose love, cares cansol thewet ;
What 1a youth's qu:'ln"l.l.huﬂ
T that deep fecling murs'd,
Wisin manhood’s bome with ber is b,
The bewt lov'd, nof the fim




THE BOUVEEHOLD WRECK.

Tuene wire thres in that boosehold, f& davs mew
e :

A kind old man, o'er whese templea strewn,

Ware & fow thin hairs of sllvery gray,

—Frosted and whiten'dl by time's docay.—

A young fair girl, on whose thooghifel face,

Was the kook of Jove, and the smile of grace;

I thrdepth-uflrht-udﬂpndnhihhnq-.

Was the wak'ning of song sl of popsy.

Tl thind of that grony was u resthess boy,

Tee priddo of that (aiber, that sister's joy:

Vea have sorm the child, when it searee could part

From the cherish'd plaything that charm'd its heart;

Hat whilst 1all'd fato shimber, has held ft, press'd

With wanoy & kiss, 10 I3 happy broses;

Far desrer than «ll, to that child so

Was that father's Joy In kis only soo.

| came nguin. a2 the feaf"s deeay:

At the calm, cear noos of an suiumn dar,

lu the sober sBence of kanely thonght,

L bnd Gk the decp loasms that time had tanght ;
Thest tbee joy of to-day, might st gladden to-morrow;
That the echo of mirth aft i prelnds to sorrow |
Hw{:ﬂ step of yomth, with fis tread fll of

THE HOUAENGLE WRECK.

Might be elang'd for the footstegn of roverie
| thotight of the changes that years might bring;
Wow fondly vhat gid to the past might ding.

As years hurried ouward; bow false wight prove
To ber trasting bossm the hreath of love;

How that son night wander, i search of wealth,
And retars o thet b, |n parenil of healih

| theught of that old man, if she wers goos,

W hose voiee shoukd vcho b sllver tooe?

W hoss smilo shoukd lightou that odd man's heart *
B0 the blightod hopes of the past depart?

1 agoad by thisk wmim, yel st alonn;

Tha by, froe st bousehokd bearth b gooe:
Iwmu],..'d.mdhmdmm
Iy the home of his chilihood, bis wanderings o'er.
As thin sotting beams of the At s=n.

O'er that ruls’d mansion, In beanty shone.

Amid where was sl io thad lissr of care !

His sister, w0 kong’d for, bis hopes 1o share.

Ii weéire folby do hids Erom that son, ke fame,
The workd bad thrown e'er that sister’s mame;
0! cun'dl be the villsin, whose perjerisg s
Had left with ber father a desolate beart.

Shaet the' her story, "ils oue of truth,

Of that bisckness of passlon, that poison's yoeth:
OF that villals basentss, that smiles 1o win,

Then leaves its vactim, the child of sin;

0 the trastfl bosom, by angelsh riven:

Of the young, warm beart, from it food bome drives.




208 THE NOUSEROLD WREOK.

Te bulfet the sorn of each pamion alave,
Tuhlm'thm-ﬂlm!nm

L saw her agaia, in the vwilight shado,
Eﬂ'ﬂnm“ﬁﬁu’n:l“mmi
Whern nought bus & alsiple nsme &4 tell
The tensuts that shept in that lomedy coll
Ehy bl coane b weep o'cr (rekr narrow bed,

Wihom she shimau’d when livieg, and moarned, thoagh

dead;
Sbe bad eome to woep o'er ber father’s grave.
Coald it be, that wotnan's heart had grown,
To kindness deadd, ns the smscless stove F
Thas it cwn'dd mo fedin gn of former vear,

Whasn hier heart's Ersd sorrows were sowrth’d by uesra:

And deem yo mot, as she linger'd thers,
Alone and orgleeted; with few to sham

Her beavy wiery; o'ur bor stealing,

There came no thomghts, 1ouch'd by holy ficding ;
That apart, from the scenes of her earlier days,
Sioe might twrn ber, & pllgrim, to virtue's war

—fl—

ARCIIIMALD HAMILTON MW s

i mmitral, wish elasaic lasew domsbecosd,
luu”‘u_rfl
Tha firsd 18 llli-l-l-'ll.ll:ll!l"ll-ll-lllllutd
Whem ress ghe valimil of e lasd
[Fakr frredom tracel his naoes on n g,
o brmwont knight In youth, ey frbond m. agu.
'ﬁ'.p.uunln.-

Enrw, thy name haih bong beon as o fors
iboproachiiel; Jet us deem thy brighe
Muspicions day is dawning; that the grm
Of pracn [s quick’ning Tn thee: that thy wight
l_'lfmi hﬂlnl.l.l'll-n. i.l-l'iﬁlﬂfnpl*ﬂ.
Hnth harsh oppecasion mareid nol thy bloo
0l m.l.,"ﬂ.ﬂlll.l.ﬂll.tl'l-l.l.tdl:l-!ﬂ!‘ rask
iha thy mew chearing proslse, shade of gloom.

What i we mogrn ihe brave, who-sirove in vain
qutﬂ'? haal thee fed mouch cause ¥
They bsd boen beroes, had ihe stroggle’s gais
Deen thelrs; they lost B—gainst theifr couniry's
lawa
D4l they tmrn robels ¥ can & Bekdo d6e
Meke justlos, thon, s wavering m thing
Must men be patriots bat I victory ¥
Mmmm‘nm wr glory bring
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210 ARCHIBALD MAMILTON ROWAN,

Are mot now sllenc'd 7 apeaks no frarbess voice,
For freedom, Eherty, and right. to scan
A snate's setioma ? ihiall mem wop rojoics
In baving justien dealt thes ? Anid shall nias
Sulbmissive yiokl, what shoukd be ever dogr?
And Esr above all ccasore, his Lo PedsomlEgs ¢
Shall maz traople s fellow ? wnd what four
Should stay that voice, which usto justion elingn ¥

Howaw, thy same fives in thy eomniry's wrongs;
Thy voice is hushed, and dull'd thine agle oye;
Errathes not the spirit of thy consstry's sosps
O el neglees, mnd hrartloss tyranmy b
Whern b the monamenis they've rear't] bo thee.
And otbér iames ¥ bhat in Jeer biatory's pagy,
Biillat bor snd aomali; whens Indesd o be.
In to continen hosour'dl, age by agm

Thy faith, was nod the meabol's barndng senl,
Misjodging L Gts obfect, ss fos wili;
Thimn ped the sith, wiik Hﬂmr; i foel,
U doom thy breilise, thimgh o Chrlstlan sl
Thy temets werw the priveiplos. whish fow
From chasten'] feelings; wor wers Ebsiy Bess Erme
Than those school dugmas, which albis! wonl] show
o bope of mercy, save wnito the fow.

Tow mamy thiyl fim, generons, amd sineers
(We sbiall not sy they wisely agiiacs)

THE HEACH. m

Wha yheld thos. Erin, even now the tear;
Whose acts to-day, might ence have ssaled sber
fata;
ith! me'er may eivil diseond mar this land
Nuw'er may it pooaple have jast canse to hlame|
Thy sous sgaiust each other, ralse the brand,
{br fan their discosteniments, nio lame.

THR IMCACTEE

| mrcnits apom the beaehi, & crowild waa thare

Of uman Deings; “twas o sy ove;

U'mruffled by & breath, the waters fay,

And the lest sunbosms of the setling stin

Hlad cant their manile, o'er the srare doogi;

And s they faded, tkap by tiut, away,

aw [Eke Ihrlr seoi’d] (0 many & hassons there,

Fo pleturn lts own foellngs; s these mys grow less,
Now almost falesl, sl they mot Gos like

Ta the deparilog jova, and fading: g,

= many felt, upon thal crowibind bach

The travelber stooe] wpon the spacions deck

Bearcn seoming 10 take note of thoss prousl,

Savy when thoy staye] bis progress, by delay,

To somewhere elie; semingly not woved

Ta pari from men apd places; slace, 10 come asd go,




1z . THR REACH.

Hind boon s hiam hong haibiie; mnd bo seck

Now (noes, noid mew sceoes, snd newey driends,
1nd boem fo hisn the usage of lvag yoars.

A futher and his son; pals, but sos G, the boy,
Thingh delcate, tnd somewhat gh eigkiom ;
Ho young, to leave the fmd rool, where sa off
His fooisteps bomnded; {0 sevk another hearih,
s difirent from that ooe, of happy boyheod!
And as that futher clasped bis child, snd gave
His parting blessing. 1 coud see, indood,

The tear coms (0 bis eyes.  The bay was fair,
And mamy bright hopes were In store for him,
When time shoahl liking him to his homse again;
They parted; might that home, =0 cherish'd,
Hn bolov'd meol lode b charm, as absenoe,

Or maw friends, or places stvange, or Lime,
Might change the curvent of his earller thiaghis 7 —
And, pacing anxivosly thal vessel's deck,

A meuther, andl bor bope, her coly ehilil

Aned well uigh womamhosd ; upon whess chisk
A sekly hve lisd soetl'd. - Bl gues forth,

To tarry amidst slrangers, seeking health—

It may be, pesce of mind, sod case of heant |
Fur sorrow sparcih ped the lovealds,

[lat cinpates mabher with carth’s r'lthl-l.-{l.
S, in that calis, those young slabwasi forms;
Th panch is mingled, the cigars am i ;

For pleasure thoy, exnksmant of minb-—

A fortnight's beisure, then again, for toil—
Why shoald they check the Joyames of their learts?

FHE WRACH, N3

Within dwe mossurs, let it froaly flow
ﬁmmmmmm‘amdm
H#m}nhnl.ﬁmth-nh‘ﬂiuﬂmﬂn;
A mlﬂ;'hrmihrlhﬂﬂlﬂﬁ'lﬂ
And ses, bk yon loof, 8. moisy band,
With well trisd shearing-hooks, emean'd in straw;
Forms fram" for ioll, afk tillees of & pabch
Which scarce can yialil them bomeliost susioaanon:
And selng ihem, l't;hlﬂl-ﬂ.wlﬂh
That the workd's goods aro scarcely well divided:
That wealth hath much of parwer for good er il
That whers mech oo, there should te moch of
Aﬂuﬁﬁn:mq: it s come, the bour—
The pariing lyour—ans] olk eyes hmve olerflows,
Anil storer owes. havo softon’ds ils goea forih—
The good ship—Tike a strong amd metl'd steed,
With slacken’d riln: how diffrent aro the views
Which eross those wanif'rers, on that trackless path!
Their plans, Mﬁkﬂhﬁ%ﬂiﬁ*‘ﬂﬂf
hi mnibcipatious n
Emmm Futices, and what thoughts!
Mhmﬁlj-huﬂmm!
What fears, what dushes, r-.-ﬂnmimt'h-rﬂ!
What heart-aches, whiat regrestings !
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Wnix many na annioss year had fed
And carea seem® thickning round my hosd ;
Wihem frw belield the abopletind boy,
Ambdst bl rode, and wikd employ ;
When seare of hope, oo cheering ray.
Was leuk 1o soothe my weary way;

Whes searce had sigbtoen sumanees throws
Thelr shaubows o'er me, wod my home,

1 foond ihee in the Brackes glen,

Fur frem the erowided hannts of men;
Bought meocland, henih, and shaggy dell,
To Esten to thy wild sotes swall

Laft b myself o be my guide,

With lstle skilL. and dess of pride.

1 ook the path of basy lide,

And foumil B gire with cares anid strife.

I searee cay oll, if magie wroaghs

My spir'i’s fire; s In some irange,

Whan strolch'd wpoa sy Highland beather,

I themght there came before my glaee,
Twin geuil of my land togeiher:
The ome was clal in nicuniain green
The wild barp to ber arm was clinging;
And syn ber silver tooes, T woon,

Upon my ear are sweelly ringiog.

THE BARD OF ETTRICK 7O 18 panpe. 215

A young fair form, in wheso pensive sye,
Was the wak'ning of song asd of peesy ;
A whe seeni™] te e (hen s she seema bo e

ey,
With ler genile bearing, and marble lLrow,
A baing b love, amid oma o fallow,
Ambdat men 8o cold; and fdanlships s hollow ;
For bers, are the lessons, the giftod, prise,
And they wakes & spirit, which sever dles ;
Amd her teachbugs are glimpess of buly truth,
Tho idseamings, which charm wi in enrly youih.
And meetboaght thers was pride, sod & look of

iistain,

l.mm-:ilhuﬂu who slosd by her

As Fnrh&"ﬂ-wﬂﬂmirwmﬂ

Fﬂnvmndﬂhimmmhhuud

pride
Weabth snd power slall Sow from your nifons,

mwpﬂmmhﬁﬂm:ﬂﬂmm
el
And my labours unlike what this wpirit can tell”

The charm was o'er, the trancs Was o -
I've wanibes'd forth, bot tot aloos;
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Sy harp @ o'er my sbhoakler hang:

My tmrias plall B roand me flang;

My frarless beart, well frimm®d to boar

O bmnas T, it certain share,

With thy sweet akl, shall battle all

The cares, that may sround me fall

Thy strafns shall soothe, shonb] friends forget;
Thy harmiloss joys yishl no rogret;

The guilnlesa heart hagh ever bov'il

The feelings, by pare straine have mov'd

On Yarrow's bracs, no snnbeams foll ;
Tho wimila kept sighing thrungh the dell;

The guivering bomsglo, (their leaves now strewn ),

Bigh'd o tho breewe, st hurrying o,
A forth, with bosyant hearl, my war

I bent along the baska of Tay.

I hefl the vale, where oft 1 stray'd,

Tho beacken beatli, the tangld ghade,
The Bocks 1o wandor o'er the: hill,

To peek, with thes, throngh good and 01,
My meaniain harp [and restie still)
Edlina's soat; amd much, 1 ween,

The pilgrim gad upoti that sepe.

The sheplianl boy has mat, since then,
His eountry’s groat and gifted men;
Uncouth, unpolish’d (haply rude),
Pre beld mie oo, sod oe'er subdusd.

TO MY LYRE. "7

I searce am youngy Pmchenghl, alasi

{And mech of late) from what 1 was:

I've fommd my dresma, doo baight 1o las;
Al much that charw'd me cace, Fan cast
Now, Hitle gladmess rowad my way

Vet come, my Lyte, be thoa my stay;

Thy strains can soothe the minstrol®s beart;
We've long been friends; wo ne'er shall part.

TO MY LYEE

Wirw fare theo well; off o the past,

My thomghts have tern'd, and oft with pain
Thy notes have sooth’d my saddening hogr,
And grief haih cwn™d thy secret power,

‘ﬂﬂm"ﬁjﬂ!m"ﬂ.rﬂm

1 feand thee harsh—1 leave thee o
e woe’d thee for thy seathing Jov;
Amidst & workl, 50 proge 1o pride,
Where sarry meocks, and fools derude,
I fpmmid o thee a vonahial toy.

T ko™il i, for thal peaco thou gav's,
Midat friondsbipe chil'd, sl bright bopes
champ';
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T §¥ LYRE.

I'we wleh™ my sarly dreass depart;
Have known the tongns befie the heart,

And youth's warm feeling, be sstrang'l

Mikst happy thoughis by fancy given,

Py pass’il some hours of yooth away;
Have sought apart the moontain delly
Mave ant me, whore the wild wenes awall,

K e mr'rul:[ ns free ns 'H:rrr.

I've known the foslimgs ol have feh. —
Ay, fult them n lifs's easly prime;

Have nn.l,' fel with voars, bot Jeas

0 all that promia’id happiness,

Which charm’d my yoath's ldghi ssmaner

taitle.

Yed fumey's but a waywan! mirss,
Off apt b0 apedl the chill, she’] cherfsh
Andl wisdom's light bems off afar
From lim, whose guble i fimer's ster;
Mis dreansings all foo flactly perish,

i, wlo mol ebetk the emchasilag drams,

Which crown with bliss, youth's bopom Gy

Ldfie—sbaay life—foll soom shall quell
The }'qullfl.l Fatesoon TG HLe peell ;
In Lbesgand] thomghin fon somm decay,

TO MY LTRE.

Tisne, shall full sy hope dapet;
And mingling with the haman cvwd,

Blaall ermaki the jors of many en boar, -

Mo aftur years ghall e'er bave powsr,
To deaw fonih from their shirond.

Change atill works change; i lster yoars
WeTl tamn fo childheod's happier day;
Woll may wr meurn s witching (breams,
Its hopes, its visions, and jts scenes,
B soon have pansd wway,

Aned when thoss early dreams s fled,
How fondly do we wander back

To joys, that never can redarn,

Firom ond thelr dim, sepalohral e ;
Te trace aguls youth's happy track.

I'we low'd thee bang, porchunce b wall |
Bet active life hath bads me striag
My thoaghts, ta olber chonls than thine,
Yot wever thooghts so ewect, shall time

My days of mashbocs] bring.

Now fare thee well, my russet harp,
A oy thow'st been bo mag

Yot deetn | not as vain, the hoer

[ how'd beneath iy mast'rdng power,
Froen weighiler foflies froe.

218
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Whilst others, Inll'd with pevel's soands,
But caly score™i the simple lay;

Thea'sl bean my secrt joy end peide,

" H." peore than friemd ;™ thy Sowing tide
O gamns, dond few astray,

THE ENE
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