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MO PHE RIGHT HONORARLLL
LADY WILITAM BIENTINCK.

MApAwm,
With very smeere geatifude T avinl
aysell of the pernnssion so kindly grant-
ed {o mseribe the accompanying volume
Cof Pocms {o vour name. [t s, 1 behieve,
the fust production of the Kind, emanad-
e from a lemade pen, which has issned.
frony the Caleatia Press. May 1 ven-
tare lo hal ats appernoace under your
pufronage, as an uspictons omen of {he
advancement ot Iterature m the ast ?
Recommended by tle sanetion ol a Laddy
cantnently distingushed  for the accom-
plishinents sand victues which add lustre
tornoble aeth, o will, T hope, stimulate
iy ::1rlllill“‘,f women m Indm o ealtivate
Those intelleetnal pruresuits which have
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raised so many female writers 1o emi-
nence at home: and should the pernsal
of ““The Oriental Sketches” incile more
giftedd pens to the illustration of the
scenery of this sunuy land, [ shall feel
highly gratified in having pointed out «
mine of rich materials to their notice. <k
am most happy in the opportumity afford-
ed me to offer a tribute of gratitude,
however faint, to a couniry wherein I

~have found so kind a welcome; and I
entertain a pleasing hope that the volume
wiich your Ladyship has honoured by
an approval, will be acceptable {o all
who possess congenial minds.

I have the honour to remain,
Your Ladyship’s,
Most obedient Servant, .
EMMA ROBERTS.
Agra, April 20tk, 1830.
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ADVERTISENINT,
In piving this httle volime 1o the pubiie,

the author has i very pleasing task to fulfil in

Cthe assareance of (he vivid sense she enfertams

of the honour conterred upon her hy the pa-
tronage which has ushered her poems tnto the
world, 1n 2 manner ai onee so brithiani and so
flattering,  Por the support whieh she hag
met with i the Upper Provinees (which have
added upwards of three hundred names to the
ACCOMPANYINg list of sabseribers) she foels
most deeply nidebted ; the suecess 19 nnpaial-

Telled in the annals of Oviental | iterature, and

denuinds her warines! thanks.
The authov {eels very proud of the welcome
whielt her hook has reectved 1 a land where

“she oxpeeted o find strangers, bat where she

s et with so many persons of laste and
“alend by whom the formaer produetions of hoy
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pen were not unknown nor unprized; and
most gladly avails herself of so suitable an
oceaston for the expression of her gratitude
to all those friends whose warm and zecalous
support has ensured ihe success of her present
work.

There 15 liowever one person to whom more
particular acknowledgments are due, and she
with great pleasure mentions her obligations
to Mr. II L.V. Drrozro, to whose invaluable
assistance she is indebted for the superinten-
adance of her volume through the Press——a
task whicl the distance of her residence fiom
Calcutta precluded her from performing, and
which none save a poet could have exccuted

so ably. The author musi ever deem herself

fortunate in procuring for so imporiant an
undertaking ihe aid of a gentleman whose
wellearned reputation confers honour upon
Ltlie pages which have experienced lns guard-
ing care from tihose typographical cl_&‘oﬁs
which they could not otherwise have escaped.

Agra, April 20(k, 1830.
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ORIENTAL WOCENEMN.

A SCLNEIN THE DOAADBR.

In tanglad depths the jungles spread
Ayonnd the solity scene,

« The T long poanthar™ atlon tread

Marks the wald paths of the ravme;

Hete too the fiovee hyena pron ks,
Hoawstmg the dak Jhed's hirowd Ingoon,
And here, at eve, the wolle uby how |,

il
And funihed prelolis iy the moon,

1o scoveling breath the it wind pmns
Alons the arid=wadey mnd tond,

’l'h:* siormefiend of the deser! 1omy,
When hursts the suble thundereclowd,

{
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A crumbling: mosque~a ruined forfm-
Hastening alike to swift decay,
Where owls and vampire bats resort,

And vuliures hide them from the day,

Alone remain 1o tel} the tale
Of Moslem ppwer, and Moslem pride,
When chouts of conguest filled the gale

And swords in native blood were dyed,

They sleep-—the slayer and the slain—
A lowly grave the vietor shares
With the weak slave who wore the chain

None save a eraven spirit wears.

Yet had the deeds which they have done
Lived in tlie poet’s deathless song,

These nameless spakis would have won

Al that to valour’s hopes belong,
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They brought their fivith frons distant fandy,
v~ .
They rearesd the Moskon badge on high,
And swept wway with recking brands

The rvlitluvq of wdolatry,

Where'er they spread their praphet’s ereed
The gwilty eites of Brama fled ;
No loneer shrnkmg victims Meaod,

Nor sleeps the living with the dead,

The frantie Shriels of wadowod brides
I'vory buening piles resound o taore,
Nor Ganges” doseerated tides

L
Lear hrman offerings (rom ity shove,

Thers wrenths havo Guled—lzards sk
Upon the nmreble pavement, where,
"Ik erst thoe lhil']inu_w-tl h{'n,uly':-i sk

1'o evown with Nowers her rayven our,
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Unheeded now the scorpion erawls,
And snakes nnseathed imcalence glide,
Where ouce the height Zenaed’s halls

To woran’s feol woere ranctificd,

No trace remains of those pay hours
Wlien lampe, in golden vadianee hright,
Stremmned o’er these now deserted tnvery

Tle sunshine of thea perfumed light.

The maiden’s song, the anklet's hells
S0 sweetly vingng o’er the {toor,
And eyes as soft as the pazelle’s

Are heard, and scen, and {elt no move.

Now all is silenty the wild cry
Of suvage beasts wlone s ieard,
Or wrathful tempest hurrying by,

Or umuniugﬁ of some desert hivd,
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THF BRAMIN,
STRER lovety solitud ety il
Each wvith esuhow evine frees, il anslanled
Withomomdiog ereepers, towers above the Jhifl’
Mo ored where the Gange, saered waters s pread
Thea wanten bolbw —ad erowning that geoea hoight
b geaceful hoeanty, with ds mawble done,
Anl tereaced sty desconding flisLit by flieht,
Apprors e o'y Bramia' e goracon Lo g —

&'

s 6 mpte, anl hicdwell oy placc —uid dierg

[Te poa s o’er tan Vel esday by day,

Pawiny tleaileat Tosues in lomely prayer,
,Or Jrudine frony the sun's too fervonl ray
ks .‘ \
‘Bhie lowers he tend o deck the holy shreine,
Ov stvew the briacht pooeela’s aeenit » floor s
And while InwoslaHal bonds the ciap’ets (wine,
[Lin (howg s nbove the sworld's dwll coafines soar,

At eve e (rms the lulll|l, the [ oaeon fioht

That heams within twy Hln’s vich sealptaved ecll,
And when the staes annownce appronciim e nig i,

With stlvery sound awales tho vesper bells
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The Bramin’s meals are frugnl—some fair tree
Yiclds him its {ruitage, and the precions grain
Springig arowd in vich feviility,
The few and simple wantxs of Hile yustan,
A seanty mat upon the puvement spread
Before the temple’s threshold, where the sky
Above the tranquil sleeper’s humble hed
[as flung ifs starsenamicelled canopy,
Suflices for his resting place—his dress
Betrays not splendour’s powp, nor priestly prids
-Carelesy, and {ree frow aught of costliness,
The triple thread across tha shonldoer tied,
Around the wai-t the muslin’s ample fol
Reachiny with graceful flow helow the knbe,
The snowwwhite turban yound (he temples volled
Complete the unpretending drapery,
e asks nor gold nor gews—io him the lore
The Shaster’s venerated page aflovds,
I deaver far than all the glittering store ‘

That worldly men have purchased with theiv sword
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et he wealthy —the pomegranate droops
It ruby blossoms to his gatheving hand,
Lis richly Toaded Dough the mango stoops,

And sheds ity Tiving cold af his command,
While sweeping roud hims are o gprorocony treain,
Hlevons, and pencocks, doves, and paroquets s

‘The buibul hreathes to Bim its sweelest strai,
And pigeons nestle on the minarets,

While his peculine eare, the mournful hirvd,
Who when the sun has Teli the viver's brenat,

With restloss wing and wailing ery s heand.
Calling his maute to her deserted nest,

With the hright teibe ayound hi Tives unlyormed

€ "Phere too the moping ape seeneely dwells,

I'or the pazoil’s domewerowned height iy churmed,
And prayers are pofont asomagicnns’ spells,

The Moosaabmann the Brionn's linw reveres,
Nor dyes his wenpow in forbidden hlood,

“And even the Cheistian, (rony his sport forbears,

Within thae precinds of the saceved wood,
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Courteous to all~—ithe strangoer from flie west,
Who moors his hudgerow on the strand hencath,
Iswelcomed asg the Bramin’s honoured guest,
And for his hands are twined the brightedd wreatl,
Ol! who that has approached the Taly func
Can pass unheeding from the blegsed spaof,
Where peace, and hope, and sweet contentment reign,
Nar s'alt with envy at the Bramin’s ket
Who purifizd and free from worldly earve,
In sacred dutics all s Life employs,
And in carth’s sorrows hearing little share,

The dearest, brightest bliss of Ileaven enjoys?



0

ITIII:] TIA fill-[;jl NIAIT.AL-
Emproess of bonty ! must those eyes of Yight,
Stars o my souly that o’er Tde’s paths have thrown

. Rayy thin the san’s heams more serenely bright,

Be quenched i davknesssy has their {usive (lown
Fov ever; and the vermeil of thy lips

Sustained o last, immatable echpso ¥

Ol ! thou wert far more beautifaf than those
I'air forms of genid by poets sung,

More hloaming thyn rine own Caslunerian zose,
O'cr (hy soft cheek a crimren tind was (lung,

Like morn's livst Qushes, or the Dlush that dyes

Tho glowing sunwsets of our castern skies,

Fair ny thow wevt, thy beauty’s lighl wins dim
T'o the more holy radiaues of thing hoewd,
For thon work puye ns henven=horn sevaphin,
" Thou warl my IMessed one—thow art, thon art-—
SO dost thon five and breathe, and Ty st

Bhy form in ropture to my breast again.
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It may not he—the faint, the trembling pulse,
So like the flatierings of a wounded bird,
The painful throes which those pale lips convalse,
The sighs, like rose leaves in the night breeze stivred,
Tell me thy doom—and T—T see my fate—

Queen of my soul, thon leavest me desolate,

Gh! could the treasures of the world restore

Thy fading liealth, beloved one,~—~Shah Jehan
Countless as yon bright river’s sands would pour
~* The pearls, and gems, and gold of ITindoostan,
And yield his empire o'ex the world to he

Master of one poor straw~thatched hute—with thee.,

But since, nor goms, nor pearls, nor gold can save
My peerless beauty, nor my fervont prayoer
Avail to snatch thee from an envious grave,
Since Heaven relents uot (o my doep dogpair,
And we—(be still, be still my 1hrobbing hoas 3

We, my life’s deavest solace, we must parly
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As thy surpussing loveliness hng shone
[ ]
Pranseendant over all of mortal hirth,
As thy surpassing excellence has won
The teibate homage of admiving enrthy
So the world’s wonder, oven as thou, divine,

Queen of my soull shall be thy atehless shrine,

And thero in rich and radiant pomp supreme,
Within the civele of cach amplo dome,

The gems ol every Indinn minoe shall glean,
And Art’s most gifted sons from Greeee and Rome

The splendid fabrie rear, whose gorgeous ines

Llide (rom these weeping eyes thy loved cemnin,

And pilgrims there from many a distant elime
Pacing with wondoring steps the marhlo halls,
Shall as they poze upon the work sublime,
Tho sealptarved splendoars of” the stovied wally,
Pream of thy beauty, wd instinetive pay

The hewet’s deep homago to thy sainted clay,
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A hundered years have winged theiv flight
O'er princely Agra’s loity towors,
A hundred years of sunshine bright
Ilave revelled through its summer howers—
Those cireling suns have seen the ray
Of Moslem glory fade away,
And where the erescent reared on high
Its badge of golden hlazomy,
And turbaned monarchs proudly gave
Their laws to each obedient slave,
. The warriors of the western world
The red cross banner have unfurled,
Mingled with mosques and minarefs,
O'er Christian spires the sun’s hetm soty,
And strangers from a forcign stramd
Rule unopposed the conguered Jand.,
Yet still where Jumna’s chrystal tide
In many a breczewcurled wave menndery,
And where its sparkling currents glido

Through clustering tufty of Qleandors,
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W lu;n* yonder stately garden shewsy
The erimson heamty of the rose,
The plittering banbool dropy its gold,
And baylas perfamed buads anfold
Then evesty of snow, o'er the pink hed
With the broad lotus thickly spread.
Untouched by timeo, ungeathed by war
Lonely and bright as eve's first stay,
The splendid mausolenm greets

The stenng er's rapt and dazzied eye,
And 10 his throbbing hearl repents

A tnle of Tovey idolairy,
Of preciots morbles vichby blond
shines fhe impepial monument ;
A porgeous fubrie apreading wideo

[0s pelittering pomp of coltmades,
IFit pulace tor the pearless bride

Reposing i its hallowed shados,

Too beautiful for anortad handy,

Iy clustering cupolay and dowvers
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Seem the bright work of fairy wands,

And fashioned out of pearls and flowers,
And as o’er these fair spives and domes
The stranger’s eye enchanted roams,
Lost in delight, he alinost deems

That wrought by some fantastic spell,
*Pwill vanish like his summer dreams,

Or cloud«cncireled citadel,
Floating along the moon«lit sky,
In evanescent pageantry.
Beside the alabaster tomb

All richly wreathed with glitiering gems,
And shining like the jewelled plume

O'er eastern monarcl’s diadenis,
Fond lovers kneel-—and as they paze -
Upon each ingot’s brilliant blazo,
The bright mosaic of the floor

Where many coloured agutes vio
With onyx thickly scatteved o’er

r . . '
Furquoise, and lapis lazuli ;
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They slash away the rising tear,

They tenr no ehange nov falsehood here,
Oh! every flower-cumnelled pen

Is worth o mine of gold 1o themw ;

It {eBy of love divinely pure—-

The record thut o monareh pave,

That stroug affection pay endure

fn human heards beyond tho prave,
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THE DYING ITINDOO.
He Yies beside the sacred yivor,
His heart has lost life’s ruddy glow,
His sighs are faint, his pulses quiver,

And death’s chill damps are on his brow,

Within yon green and howeyy glade
Whose path the smile of sunshine wears,

Beneath the fofty palm tree’s shade
His loved though lowly hut appears,

§
And near him well known sounds arise
With joyous songs and langhter fraught,
And now his glazed and languid eyes

Are turned towards the village-ghaut,

There all is cheer{ul, as of yore,
When with the sun’s declining leam
Ile too had sought the Gangoes’ shore,

And bathed within its hallowed stroan,
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I crquels his eavly fisicmds vepir
To the chabonta’s ooplnmde,
Hov ovaceful gharrval Gilting ther,

Stoups (o the brk s dbirk <oy el maid,

They heed Bim not —no fod favowells
Artest thewr grief, ne tears are shed,
No sigh the henrt's deep anguish tolls

He do the Bving world i dead,

Chie pang: has shotaeross his broasee- -
One famean pang —but 10 gone,
Awil Granguully he sinks to resty
L

As the olornal wave lows on,

Fhiv eye thie blushing weentl has enaght
W hich toats along the suered wave,
‘Al to hiv parting sonl has hrovghd
Elgpes o bright Tads |w3'nntl (he prave,

' 1
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Soon shall the form o’cr that pure tide
Which now to carth so fondly clings,
Freed from each grovelling tranunel glide,

And mingle with its holy springs,

ey
o 'y

The red crown of the lotus wreath
Upon the molten silver blushes,

And a dark, lifeless form beneath

With the streamn’s headlong carrent rashes,

The corlse, the flowor are seen no more,
For cver lost in you hright river,
The echoes of the lonely shore

In mournful tones repeat—ior cver!



TITE NORTH-W ESTIOR,
Fvening approaches, and the tropic sun
The western areh of ruddy heaven has won,
Andl yielding (o the batmy elose ol day,
s seorchimg heaty its most oppressive ray,
Now mid teu thonsand swiltly tuding dyes
Looks smtling down from yonder vosento skies,
How beautul, how plachd, fair, and brip i,
The gorgeous seene thal greets s parting Tghi)
The stately river’s colin and waveless trde
Iy its deep shamber seavee is qeen (o gplidey
so enngut] e the siveam, the Totes erown
By soine fowd maid, er ansious lover throwi-
A bk ul’hupv-muuhiirt'ml upon s hronst
[ hingreving, tenderness appeirs to vest ;
The tdle golivr from s loweeswreathed prow
With caveloss eye saeveys the laad helow
And all the bimdred oars thit prondly mveep
The p{il'tahml surfivee of the gliassy deep,
Mocked by the lnzy currents, vainly seek

T4 urge their shallops round yon woody ereck.
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Ite marble wings up springing from 1he shade,
By the dark peepul’s glowy loliage made,

The waving niem, the witlowsfike hunbuoo,

And shrubs of fragrant scent and hrithaut hue,
The Naziw’s regal palace proudly gliains

In pearl-like splendour in the evewing benms;
While cach surrounding crag and sun=kissed slope
Crowned with the bright luxariant nungo tape,
Each vagrant creeper. with its starvy wreath,

Are softly mirrored in the stream beneath,

Where'er the wandering cyes delighted yoam
Krom groves embowering peeps the graceln) domp
OF sowe small mosque, or holy Braontn's (*{'?l,
Where the lamp glances, and the silvery bel]
Makes gentle music v the hahuy airg

No other sounds the hstening echaes heny

Ou this calm eve, save snatehes of sweet song
Which rise at intervals from youder throng
Asembled on the terracod ghant, and g

1 I 1, . fey wr T T
ey Ganges” wave onch flowery oflering,
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Sidden the lieree northawest hreaks loose—and while
Ll the brip bt Badseape sl s seen to sty

The sultry aie grows thiek, the skies ave dark,

The viver swells, snd now the strageding bark

AMong: the rushing wave is wildly driven,

And thunder barsts from every gate of” heaven;

O'cr tower nud palace, hut, wwl holy fane

In (rantic maduess sweeps the hurricane s

And trees uprooted steew the earth; and aie

Is filled sl yoells, and shrcks of wild despaiy,

The i sinhs down in splendour to the wes,

Tl slodes are e their vichest colours drest ;

Anil whore a blackened wroek was seon 1o float,

A Tomp within the palim nat’s fragile how

CGlides trawgpilly~-the staes shine fovth—the vale
1o voeurd with the Buadhal™s swectoad Gile;

Thecair i~ gemed with reaBieay and the breese

[ titled wdle perfuee from the Temon treess

The storin has prssed--<and now tho sparkfing river

P 1L ans calmy, and smiooth, und beaatifid as ever,

Movrftedabad, duy, 1828,

h

*
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TIHE RAJAII'S OBSLIQUIES,
A fairer scene to spell-bound eyes
The smiling carth could searce unfold—
There’s not & clowd o'er those blue skies;
And from its founts of living gold
The sun pours down a flood of light
Upon the river’s sparkling wave,
Where the swift curvent speeds its light,
Or lingers wooingly to lave

Some bright pagoda’s julting walls,

Or ripples on in gentle falls,
Where all of shining' granite wrought
Spreads the broad terrace of the ghaud,
Aud there majestic banians {ling

Their green luxuriance beside
The lofty minavets that spring

With upward flight in towering pride;
As though to their bold spives "twere given

To picree tle azure vaulty of heaven,
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'l;p:;_,lumai of Tdi’s sunmy lnnd
Miud fertile plams and waving woods,
[n shining pomp sublimely praud,
Where Ganges spreadyits saered floods—
'Fhe holy city’™ (emples glow
Rellected in the stream below,
A masy of cupolas and towers,
Arvches, and pillared eolommdes,
And Tateroofed palaces, where flowers
Are clust'ring round the halusirades,
And there trom the Zoenoma's halls,
steadine when ove reveals s star,
Tl durli-:*}m! niids hold tostivals,
Al Listen 1o the solt sitirs,

Hymming those sweet aul gentle thenws

Which young heaets preture in theiy dreans,

«Oh brighi, Benares! oo thy ifomes,
Apd heantifad thy saeved proves,
™,
Where ving=ttoves munko their blissful homes

And the white hull anletierod rovess
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Where with his frugal meal contont,
And Fands of shwahter innoecnt,
Milk, and some vegetable vool,

The golden dal, the silvery viee,

The plantam’s, or the mango’s fru,

The Hindoo's simple wants suflice,
OL ! who that sees the wmeanest thiny

Endued with Life, the Bramm’s ¢,
Can fancy hman sultering,

And limman saevifiees, where

wotld be a eriine (o erash the snake

That sheds its venom o'er the hrake?

Yet hieve the river’s erystal flood
With liviug vicetimss prophaved,

And here with atrewns of hiuvan bload
The temple’s recking courts ave statned,

While blackenime o'er the fir blue skios

The sioke’s pollated volumes vise,

From those impure, unfallowed fives,
Where by o living corse’s sile,

I fieree and tortuying PIEDES CX PHres,

Untimd®y doomed, the shembhing hride,
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The qhuryees chime the evening hour,
O'cr the ved west (hio sun=beam ginncoes,
And from ench archwway, gate, aud tower,
In countless groupy a erowd advanees,
While upon every pinuacle,
Or temple’s voof, or pillared screen,
Each towereembastioned citadel,
To gaze upon the passing scene
The peaple throng, Like clust’ring beey
Swarming wround the almond trees,
And all the baths and the hazars
With numy colowred eloths arve hung,
And flowers nd hright ay shooting stars
Arve from the high verandahd flung ;
While glowly througly (he rruwd'iug‘ throngy
Which from the streets ant temples pour,
A stately pagennt moves along,

- And winls its wiy to Ganges® shore,
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Their silver maces waving high,
The Chobedar hand in front appear;
And all around with shout and ery,
Tulwar, and seimitar, and spear,
Peons aud Chuprassies clear the way,
Swelling the pomp and the parade,
Where shining in theiv bvight ariay,
In files a ghitermg cavaleade
Of mounted nobles fead the van,
The fiower and boast of Ilindoostan,
" Their shargers’ tails of scarlet dye,
Their silver housings ringing riunr,
I'lash on the gazer’s dazzled eye,
And steike m music on his eer,
Behind them in more humble guise,
Proud only of the triple thread,
Gracing the Rajah’s obsodquies,
The Branuins pace with solemn frend.
And next in mournful pageantry

All guarded by a tioop of lorse,



21

Beneath a gilded ennopy,
Appenrs the fast decaying corse,
. And there the sultey a1 divved

With salver handled Chowiries wroneht

With the vich plioe of some e bied,

O those more precious cow-lls hroug it
From g lad Wathay's v distant wall,
Or the steep nlls of the Nepaul,

Behind, a thiek promiscuouny troop

Of voited and tachaued Leads o geon,
Amd in the eentre ol the gronp,

Dare b o ane open palangn
The Rajuli's wives are horma—i pair

Of quzghlv} forms have neser Bies
The eyo of n- both wee so fair,

None o sy whnele i loveliest--
'Slw who so stately aed <o prod

With lolty mien and oyes ol hglu,

Recewves the homnpa ol the erond
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As though it weore hev beaunty’s right ;
Or the sweet trembler hy hoer side
Shrinking abashed with modest grace,
And striving all in vain to hide
The blush upon her unvetled face,
T heir muslin vobes are wronght with gold,
The Syal’s bem beset with spang loes,
And brighi the Ornee’s shining fold,
And richly gemmed the glittexing Bangles,
Benares’ farofanied webs have vied
HIYE},]J Persia’s ravest, finest loom ;
And for the last time cach fair bride
Has gazed upon her heaunty’s bloom
In fitting pomp arrayed-——too soon
Thetr fleet carcer of life must fly
Ere they have reached their summer’s noon,
This lovely pair are doomed to dig—
Lach soft chime from their anklets’ bells

Is ringing out their funcral kuells,
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The nir is musieal with song,
"Aud Totus wreathy ave strewed aronnd,
The deep toncd dhole, and heazen gong,
Wiuh eiftar as and with flutes vesound,

Perfates are haadag all the while

Auwd they have reached the Ganges flood,

And tieaped upon the funeral pile

Coedar, and rose, aud sandal wood.
The Tasi vod fisses of the sun

Arve blashing on the viver's breast,
And from vy amarauthine throne

The laning orb sinks down 1o rest,
Al ol is now swecopplished—save

The final and the divinal pite,
Wihieh on the brmk of that ¢leay wave

Mo be pedlovied, ere the pink Tipht
With all s vninbow eolowred dyes

Jlas Guled from the sapphite shoies,
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First {vom her maiden’s civeling nrms
The youngest (and perehance the bride
Preferred for hier retiving chayis)
Ylas lightly sprung, and fiung aside
Hey ornametits—and those rich pearls,
The diamonds, aud the ruby studs,
She showers among the weeping givls
Blithely, as when her garden’s buds
She seattered i those bhissful hours,
When life itself seemed made of {lowers,
The croud is hushed {o siletice—unow
He?’;piril, soars on bird-like wings,
A slight flush lights her gentle brow,

And with a voice divine she sings,

I love, I love my native vales!
The sighing of theiy perfumed gales
To me 15 sweet, and swecter siill

The music of 1he bubbling rill,
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Faw ave iy yoars, bat they have flod
In joy and sunshing o’er my head,
[Eappy my transiont Tife Liay heen,

Aud lappier still Iife's closing seene,

Lord of my sonl! } yield iy Ineath
To suateh thee from the cliaing of deatli g
[ claum the privilege divinge,

Which makoes thee more than evor miine !

You, to iy thrice Blessed hands tis priven
Py ope the snftron pates of heaven;
1 bring beloved & hoon to thee,

' i ]
A pure and hright etermiy,

Yon duzzling orh hins golden couris,
Aud there the heaveu=hort loory sprarty,
And hou with spivits blessed shaly dwell

Mid fragvant fields of wyphodel,
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My soul shall pass to happy things,

With dainty plames and glittering wings ;
A Peri bird, 'l build my nest

On the chumayla’s odorous breast.

And that sweet state of being o’er,

Beside the Ganges’ much loved shoro
I’ll spread my shining fins, and glide

A spirk of silver on the tide,

The second transmigration past,
I'll reach my brightest, and my laste.

Shoot with my fire-fly lamp en high,
A star along the summer sky.

Then to the palace glenming bright,
Turquoise, and pearl, and chrysolito,
My heavenly home ascend, and stray
For ever through the realms of day,



S5

Sho ceased; and round the funcral pile
CThe seveus(old cirenif she has made,
CAnd witle oo sweet seraplvie siilo
She pently droops her eadinnt lend
Bestde (he plastly corse—so calin,
So sat=ile are those placid eyey,
So softly breathes the Iip’s vich balm,
So faint and indistinet hey sighs,
In some blest iranee she sees to be,

Or day’s dolicions roverie,

Daviing w seornful glanee on ail,
Al linging down with conseious pride
]
(As i her Tibs disdained their theall)
Her costly goms-~the elder bride,

Like an oflended goiless stands,

With glowing cheoks, ad flashing oyos,
Aud closping both her outastrotched hunds,

Rovolting at the snerifice —-
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Her troubled spirit nearly wrought
To madness, finds relicf m song,
And with her heart’s deep anguish franght

The lay indignant bugsts along,

¢ Think not, accursed priests, that [ will lend
“ My sanction to these niost athioly rites;

“ And though yon funeral pile I may ascend,
“ Tt is not that your stern commend affvights

“ My lofty soul—-it is because these hands

"% Agg all too weak o break my sex’s bands,

“1, from my carliest infancy, have bowed
“ A helpless slave to lordly man’s controul,
“ No hope of liberty, no choice allowed,
“ Unheeded all the strugeles of my soud
“ Compelicd by brutal forco to link my fute

“ With one who best deserved my scorn und Linte



“ Ol! betier far if 35 to mouni yon pile,
“ And sirefeh my shurldering fovm beside the dead,
+ ¥ Than with o loetaringy elloet strive to smile,
“ And hido the bitder tears v silenee shed-—
“ That state ol tonthed existence now s o'er,

“ And 1 shall sheile froon hiy emInacee no more.

“ The tyvanf sleeps dewllV’s lost and endless sleep,
“ Yot does his power beyomd the grave extend,
“ Awd I this most snholy law mst keep,
“ A to the priesCs wnrighteous mandate bemd,;
“ O live an ouleast—retl of queenly statee—

“ A hoegemr lost, despised, and desolude,
L]

“ Daughier and hewess of a prineely line,

“ T'rom my proud birtheright 1 disdain (o stoop
“ Betier it is to die, than inly pine,

“ And (eel the soul, the towering spivit, droop
“ Benenth the eruel toil, the yewrs ol pain,

“The Tost, degended widow must sustain.
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“ Bui could these weak arms wield n soldier's hrand,
« Clould these toe fragile limbs sustnin the fight, '
« Tyen to the death, Muala would withstand
“ This cruel custom, and uphold the right
“ Of woman to her shave of gold and goems,

“ Sceptres and sway, and regal diadems,

“ Oh! iy {here none—not one amid the throng
“ Pressing' to view a deed by ITeaven abhorred,

“ Whaose hrave heart, burning' to avenge the wrong,
“1Vill, at my adjuration draw the swond,

“ And god.like in an fnjured woman’s cmise

“ Crush at a blow foul superstition’s Inswys 9

‘“ Silent and moveless all 1~Oh eraven race

“ Not long shall this fair land endure your sway ;
“ Shame and defeat, and capture mnd disgraes

“ Awail the closing of a Dloodwsiained day:
“I sce, Useethe thickly gathering hands

1 . L] . & L | ] L
“ Crouding in conquering rauks from distand lutds !



37

“ The Persian Satrap, and the Tarvtar Kl

« The “‘lH]lh‘H of your g‘ﬂllH shiall Ul’[‘l‘ﬂll‘llw,
“And all the handred thvones ol Lindostan

“ Before the west’s pole warriors shnll boy,
“ Crouching wherder the hiners of the hraye

“ Thoe sthver ereseent, and the red erosy wave !

Iler song has ceased—<but that bright. eye

Still with prophetie frenzy glaves,
And sirugpling with her apony

Dries with its fires the springing: tenrs,
She waves away the Bramin band

Aud mounty the funeral pile alone;
And ihe Mussaul’s cnkindling brand

Es on {he heapedaup fagots thrown——
One Tong wild shricke, amid the crasl

OF gongs and deans and eymbals, drowned—
One buaest of fliane, o raddy ash

Gilding the green hill's distant mound—
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One smoky column, whose dark veil
Obscures the fast declining sun-—

A cloud of ashes on the gale-
And these nnhallowed ritey ave done!
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NIGIT ON TIili GANGER.
How calm, how lovoly is the soft ropose
Of nature steepimg m the swmmer might
How sweet, how Tullingly the curvent flows
Beneath the stream of melted ehirysolite,
Where Ganges spreads ity floods,—reflecling o’er
Tt silvery qurface, with those countless stars
'The ingol gems of 1leaven’s ceratean floor,

Mosques, groves, and elifly, and pinnacled ninars,

T'he air is fresh, and yet the eyvemng breeso
Hav died away 3 s0 hushed, "lw seaveely heard
To breathe amid the elustering lemon trees,
Whose snowy blossoms, by iis faind sighs stirved,
xive out their perfune; and the bulbul’s nofes
Awike the echaes of the hadwy elime
Whilo fiom yon marble«domed pugoda floats

The music of’ s bells noly, silvery chime,
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Mildly, yet with resplendent heanty, sliines

The scene around, althougli the stars alone,
From the bright treasures of their gleaming mines

A tender radiance o'er the carth have thrown,
Oh! far more lovely are thoese gentle rays

With their undazzling lustre, than the heam
The sun pours down m his meridian blase,

Lighting with diamond pomp the sparklmg stream,

Each tint its vivid colouring receives:
" There is the glossy peepul—ithe bamboo
Flings down itg rich redundancy of leaves,
And tiailing plants their wandering course pursues
In hues as bright as if the sun revealed
The mantling foliage of the woody glade;
Nor is yon lone sequestored hut conccaled

Sleeping within the green nll’s deepest shado,
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With smowy vascs crownad, the lily springs
In queenalike beauty by the river's brink
And o’ev the wave the bread-leaved lotus flings
1ty vosende flowors in many n kootted link,
Oh! when the sultry sun has gunle to vost,
When evening's soft and tender shadows rise,
How sweel the seens upon the river’s breast,

Beneath the starlight of these tropic skies!
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THE LAND STORM,

The heavens are cloudless, and the sunuy plain
Rich with its fertile tracts ol sngar-cano,

Its fleacy crops of cotton, corn, and oil,

And all the myviad plants that gem the soil,
Yielding their procious juice in costly dyes

Bright as the rainbow tinés of their own skies,
Smile in the golden light—a wide expanse

Of varied landscape where the sunwbeams glanco
O’er dotting mango topey, ad snow white mhuis,
Which peep beside the peasants’ straw-thatehed hats,
Beyond, in eastern splendour beaming bright

The city stands upon a wooded height;

Its iall pagodas, and its broad Serais,

Shining, like pearls amid the noontide, blnze;
Wiiile from each terrace shooling up afar

Gleams the proud mosque, and piomncled minar
Surmounted Dy those gracelud coronals,

The palim tree flings ahove the sculptured wally

Its drooping foliage, beautifully blent, ,

With tower and spire, and marble pediment,
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The air is »till—thora’s not the faintest sigh
Breathed from a vagrant zephyr wandering by ;
The panting huflilo, oppressed with head,
Romms o'er the pluin to seek some cool vetroat
The fainting bullocks drop upon the rowds,
And weary camols sink benecath their loads,
The sultrmess onercases—soaring high,
Rending thoe air with shrick and doleful cry,
The startted birds from jungle, jheel; and brake,
Their native haunts instinetively forsuke;

Yot one small eloud ol durkest blue alone
Appears above the distant horizon;

And all uruuml is calm~mnow rushing forth

In billowy manssey {rom the smoking earth,
Volumes of sand in wild conlusion riso

And Tift thetr summity (o the davkening: skies;
A Turid veil the ¢ity's pomp enshirouds,

And now incowreathlful gaise the sablo elowedy

Comg rolling on—yat still throughont the plain

No breath of aw precedes the hurricane,
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And a thick darkness falls, and blinding' dust,

Till saddenly in one temprestuons gusi,

The whirlewind bursts—drowning the stunuing sound
Of pealing thunder crashing all around.

Unheeded mid the horrid dissonance

And smothering sand, the forked lightnings dance;

Yet the storm gathers strength, and cach wild hiast

Seems armed with fiercer madness than the last,

And still the roging clements contend ;

And urges on the strife the tempest fiend,

Dzepening the gloom, and yelling o’er the fances

Where whirlewinds roar, and chaos madly reigny

At length the darkness yields; an awful ray, |
,

Of fiery light denotes returning: day,

And now in flashing torrents o’cr the plain

Descends like cataracts the tropic rain;

The air is cooled, by gentle breczes fuimed —-

The dust disperses, and a zeplyr bland,

Where late the tempest raged, with wooing Tireatly

ur * ! 1 ! t’
Draws perfume from each freshly flowering wreath ;
F
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Spreading their ptumes o'er dinmond-dropping sprays
The bivdy are pouring forth their sweetest lnys;

The hudfido comes rushiing from the wool,

And snorts, and plunges in the weleome flood ;

And the parched earth rgjoicos—and the plan

Is rife with life and happiness again,
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THE MOOSULMAN'S GRAVI.

Sweet is the shelter of yon vordant glade,

Where lofty palins and waviny mangos bloow,
Where the tall peepul spreads ity grateful shado

Above the pious Moslem’s lowly tomb,
Severe in chaste simplicity it stands

Bearing no record of the donor's name,
To tell the world from whose all-bounicouy handy

The smiling gifts of that fair valley came,

"T'was he who planted all thoso clustoring topres,
And scooped the basin of the well-lilled tank,
The pleasant haunt of playf{ul antelopes,
Who leap rejoicing o'cr the flowery bnnlcr;
And there in flocks, besi(_lel its amplo brim,
Unnumbered birds wheel round in airy rings;
And o’er its glassy surfaco wild fowls skim,

And stately herons plume thoir shining wings.
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There too in crouds the villagoers repair,
‘And while the cooling stream theiv temples lave,

From conntless lips is breathed the gratoful prayer,
Blessing the hand munificent. that pave

To the parched waste the precions clement,
Whose gushing waters all their Iofas fill;

And many a graceful female form is bent,
Dipping the ghurral in the crystal rill,

Oh! where the noon-iide san so ficreely glows,
Scorching' the desert with its sultry beum,
IIow bland, how welcome, iy the soft reposo,
Invited by the thickly shaded stream !
Beneath the bougls of some o'er-arching' palm,
The mosey tarf by weary himby is prest,
And blest by slumbess most delicious halm,

The pilgrim sinks at once to blivefual rest,
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Beside the lakelet, with its modest dome,
Peeps forth between the trees a pillaved mogque 5

And there the wandring fakeer finds a home,
And chants the nuzzum from the high kiosk :

Ho feeds the lamp with palm.nutl’s fragrant otl,
A lonely star npon the brow of night,

And plucks the fairy offsprings of the soil,

To crown with votive wreaths the altar’s heigl.

Natuve's Tuxuriant and Iavish hand,

Torest and hill, steep cliff, and tangled wild,
With rich profusion o'er the sunny land,

A countless tribe of hrilliant flowers has pilad,
Upon the sandy plain fair lilies spring ; H

And mid the jungle, buds of rain-bow dyes
.To the epiced gale their balmy perfume fling,

Or Lift their towering garlands to the skies,
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There the warm red of the pomegranate glows
In raby lustre; and acacias twine

Their manyw«colored wreathy amid the vose,

~ The yellow champa and the jessamine;

Tis mantling silver the clemativ draws
O'er clustering oleanders pink and whito;

And the magnolin’s richly scented vase

Droops o’or the Baubool's bells of golden light,

And Indin's darkebrowed natives dearly prize

The stlken treasures of (heir {orest howers;
They lave to plait their fagvant vosaries,

And heap cach holy shrive with wreathy of flowers,
O'or the bright waters snowy chaplets fload,

With lotus erowns the pearly river glows,

And cach prond shallop and each nuteshiell hout

Beur a vich garland on theiy dainty prows.

H
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Buds of all sconts and overy changeful hiue,
The gardens beautiful though fingile gems,
Whate'er his orced, or Moslem or Hindoo,
The pilgrim twines in radiant dindems,
With votive offerings of a grateful breast,
Mosque or pagoda 'by his handys are wreathed,
For where the tank invites the fainting puest,

He asks not who the precious boon boqueathod,

Oh ! blessed work of charity—a treo

Planted for love of human.kind—a swell-m
A mosque or mhut's o’ershading canopy,

Can malke the heart with holy feclings swell,
The wide serai within the city’s pale, F

A pool in some green dell besido the plain,
Cheer with their pious gifts the desolate,

And light the fading bonms of hopo agnin,
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Blessed by the bounticea of his fellow man
The way~worn travellor who journeys o’er
The wide and sultry realms of Flindostan,
By deep ravine, pavched waste, or river’s shore,
Wherc'er his wandering footsteps ave addrest,
From steep Nepaul to seamgint Juggunaut,
o finds a frequent place of welcomo rest,

In some pagoda, or some mosquewcrowned ghaut.
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NOUR JUTFEIR KIIAN,
A TALE OF THE JUMNA.,

How darkly ’gainst the crimson sky

Those massy heaps of ruins {rown,
Whose domes, in towering majesty,

The crags with mowrnful splendour crown,
No more upon the lofty walls

In troops the well-armed vassals stand 3
No more within its stately halls

A gallant chieftain helds command,
But the fievce valture buitds her nest,

The hungry panther makes his Iair,
And noisome beasts the courts infesi,

And poisonous snnkes are brooding ﬂlOl"{P.
While o’er the silent strand below

The lowly river glides—so hushed,
So undisturbed its currents flow,

Where late a proud flotilla rushed,
That strangers deem the desert rude

In its impervious solitude,
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Iad over heon the dreary haunt,
O prowling wolves aml tigers gaunt;
And the solt wind had ouly horne
Upon its fresh and halmy wings,
Of somo tone bird the cry forlorn,
Or sivage ercnture’s murmurings,
For the brinht sands no fool-prints wear,
Save of the forest’s denizens-—
The track of the gigantic hear,
Pacing its witd and dismal glons
Tho feavful allignior’s tread,
The sicep and ruzged paths, where shine,
In sleuder spears profuxely shed,
Quilly of the fretful poreupine,
Yeoi, on thiv now-deserted stiand
In fleet enveer n warlike bandd
Flung the jerreed, or palloped o'y
In stutely puse the echoing shore,
Auwd round each erag and pinnaele

Unnumbered perlumod flowers were springing,
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And from the towers the merry bell
Or cittara's softer sounds were ringing.,
The passing boatman svondering gased
Where streaming o’er the midnight sky
A thousand lamps and torches blazed,
And bursts of joyous revelry
Came o’er the breeze, from those bright lalls
Where, twining' their gay coronals,
Mid flowers, and lights, and eye~heams glancing,
Shining in gold and gems and penrls,
To musi¢’s thrilling notes advaneing,
A clustering troop of graceful givls
Displayed before a raptured throng
The witcheries of dance and song,
Oh! not alone in festal hours
Pleasure illumed those lofty towers;
For there domestic happiness
In all its holy beauty smiled,
And love with innocent caress
The bright winged sunny day begnilod-
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Yet *twas not might of foraign fos
Tliat laid yon ruined fortyess low !
Our slender bark makes little way

Striving against the current’s flight,
Aund soon tho sun’s fust fnding ray

Will melt into tho shades of night.
Comoe--T will tell the tale fo theg,
Whilo our swall pinnece lazily
Glides to its place of destined vost;
And while on Jumua’s rogente breast
The heautiful reflection glowa

Of turret tall and arvclung port,
And on its Liquid mirror shows

The outline of the orumbling fort,
Then winding (hrougly yon ateep defile
Wo'll Teave these lowly seencs oo while,

Al wandoring o'or the tooming plains

Whito with the eptlon’s hinating pod,

Or ilirough the elustering sugar canes,

Tho evestod poarot's sweut abode,
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Mark where the nut-wreathed castors grow,
Or spreads the vagrant indigo,
Those rich productions of the soil,
Which yield their wealth with little toil.
But to my tale—with gentle hand

Nour Juffeir Khan the district swayed,
And plenty smiled upon the fand

Which the mild Omral’s rule obeyed,
From fierce ambition’s paths afer

No cares disturbed tho hill=crowned fort,
And only waged in mimic war,

Or flung in some adventurous sport,

*Gainst sylvan enemies alone

¥

The sharp and well-aimed spears wers thrown,
And truly *twas a gallant sight

When issued forth the hunter’s {rain,
Urging their coursers’ vapid {lig ki,

Or wheeling round the yugged plain,
Or speeding to the Iovely haunts

The nyl ghaw loves mid bushy dells,
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Upon thoso trampling elephants,

Who to their silvery sounding bells
LThrough jungles deep, with stately paco,
And step wnorring, lead the chaso,

Some ave equipped with howdahs, whore

The lavish hand hag vichly wrought
Crimson andd gold; while others bear

Tineaged the spotted Jeopards, taught
With the majestic siag to cope,

Or spring upon thu anislope,
Nor these alone the chiof enligts
To aid hix sport 3 {for on the wrists
Or taleonet K, with pride olate
The regal birds in hanphty stato
Sit throned Jiko kingy; or soaving high
Yoy their devoted victims fly,
A single instwut hovering,
Then stouping down with stendy wing:
Upon the quarry’s head alight,
Who blinded, and with struggling wenl,
!
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Not long sustains the dreadiul fight,
But sinks beneath the eruel heak
OF his fierce foe, who drinks the blood,
Ero from the breast Life's pulses pad,
And rushing in a cvimson flood,
From the poor victin's quivering heot.
And all around, the (hrongmg rout
Whose motley groups on foot advance,
Filling the air with cry and ghout,
And armed with javelin and lance,
Or simpler spears of the hamboo,
With reckless footsteps rushing through
The dark dcfiles of the rayvine,
Heighten the spirit of the scene;
Where gaily trapped, the fiery horse
With all his native ardour pants,
Outstripping in his rapid course
The more majestic elephaiits,
Aund chiefs in regal pomp arrayed,
Silver and silk, and geld hrocade,
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The exinson shawl across the hreast
Above the gracetul shonlder hung,
(h sashewive, round the shining: vest,
Or o'er the gem-sturved turhan flung,

In all their glittering panoply,

The lofty povt—the gleaming hrand—~
Appear Tike those bright geni '

Who erst had ruled the aumny land,
"Tway o fair pageant, and might seem
More like o poet’s noon-tide deeam
"Than cold reality—the throng
With whirkwwind speed who vush along
The tangled wild, arousing theve
I'rom ('nfm, and dell, and fiekly of air
The (oresty tenants—{rom the rocks

Uprising with a picreing ery,

The startled pew fowl some in (locks,

And spread Hko clowds along the sky,

While the hyeun aud the waolf,

Jaekalls and beas, and bouading deer,
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Seclk shelter in some caverted gall,
Or o'er the Lill tops disappear.

Through jungle, brake, aud brushwood c¢rushing,
Still do the hunier teain sweep on—

A dazzling meteor brightly flashing !
A moment’s space, and it is gone,

Leaving the forest’s deep recesy

In all its native loneliness,

When from the jovial chase returned

His tranquil home the Omrah sougli,
For him the perfumed tapers burned,

And upon glittering trays were bmughtl
To spread the hospitable board,

The ample feast, whose dainty fare
Invited by their bountoous lord,

The Zumeendars and vossils shave—
Rose water, paan and spices' prest
Profusely on each welcomed gnesi.

The Jumna’s finny tribes appear

With quarters of the hunted deer
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Pigeons and kids, and rich pillaus,
And kaaries bright with golden glow ;
Whilo from cach seulplured silver vaso

The many coloured sherbets flow,

Phucked from the river’s sandy bed,

Thoe gushing water melony shed

Their grateful streams; and there in piles,

Heaped up the glossy mango smiles

Citrony, pomegranutes, and the bright
Pistnchio nuat from fur Thibet,

And grapes thai gleam with topaz light,
And wweetmeats in a glistening net

Of frostod sugar heaped around,

And all with flower-wreathed garlands erowned,

Thua gaily spedd the chioftain’s hours,
Or still niore happily, antid
Tho bright Zenana's sacred bowers,

Where 1 her sweel seclusion i,
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Like some faiy lotas bending deep
Beneath the wave its roseate helly ;
Like those pure lity buds thai keep
Their virgin court mid {ovosiwcells;
Or jewel in a lovely mine;
Or image in a hallowed shrine;
Above the Jumma's sparkling wators,
The flower of Delhi’s vadiant daughters,
Blesses the undivided love
Of one who never wished (o rove
From the fair creature by his side,
Ilis beautiful imperial bride,
And she-—oh! in this carthly sphere,
Or heaven’s wide realm, no dream of hlisg
Is half so precious and so dear,
So cherished as her infant’s kisy,
And that loved husband’s fondness shewn
For her bright form, and her’s alone !

Her woman’s heart on carth has {omd

lts own domestic parardise s
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She knows no happiness bayound
The flowery fields and sy skies,
. Where blessed and blessing she rejoices,
~ Aud Joms 1o her's those cherub vorees;
Arising when the erimson Hush
Is fading into twilight dim,
Or with the moming’s carliest hlush,
In that soul-thrilling choral hymn,
Whose sweet aud simaple strain imparis

The gratitude ol gaileless hearts,

Dearest] 1 ’ve lingered in my song,
And {am would still the lay prolong,
In fond y:at idle plensure dwelling
On, bliss which cheats the listening: ear,
With soothing' softness only telling
What gentle spivits Jove to hear,
Yot 1 must hasten with the tale

For when we reach yon woody ¢liff]
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Crouding to strike the flimsy sail,
The crew who guide our faivy skifl,

Will leave on deck no quiet spot
Where we may sit, and pensively,

While musing o’er life’s changeful lot,
Complete the Omrah’s history,

Spurned in disgrace from Scindia’s court
To shelter hig dishononwred head,

Indignant to his kinsman’s fort
An outcast younger brother fled;
Bringing a fierce marauding' crew

Of Afghaun and Mahratta hordes,
A reckless band, who only kunew

The erimson laws of their own swords,
Eager for bloodshed and for broil,

And feeding their luxurious tastes,
Insatiate, with the fearful spoil

Of cities stormed, and burning wastey,
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Not long did Meer Jah Asiph view
Uumoved his brother’s bliss{ul state s

Nor was it long ere envy grow,
Aund jealousy, and deadly hate,

In the dark soul whero pity’s heam
Dwelled not—snd soon the misereant plamned

Wiith howrid craft a treacherous scheme
And, aided by his lawless band,

He seized upon the illewatched keep,

And slew aits puardiany i thoir sleep ;

And thev—but let me deaw # veal

Before the horrors of the tale,

Nour Jufleir stabbed, disarmed, and bound,
Beheld with glazed ad phrenzied eyes

His wito and infants fall arounl,
While on Ivis heart the victim’s ories

LEnteved ke seorpion stings—-o'cr wronght,

Thuat sutragoed heart could bear no more,

1%
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And now the seeming' corse i brought
With its pale comrades to the shove,
And all the slaughtored find a grave,

Within the Jumna’s blood-staimed wave,

Meer Asiph reigned—-the revel loud
Daily resounded from the fort;
And there a fierce and needy croud
From the enciveling states resopte
A profligate licentious race
By rapine and by murder {ed,
Wretches who bring o foul disgrace
Upon their ruthless master’s hend ;
Mocking the Prophet’s holy laws
With fiend~like oaths and scornful laugh,
The precious ‘vintnge of Schirany,
From golden bowls they deeply quaf?,
Spending ench night in savage glee,

Wagsail, and wine, and minstrelsy,
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One balmy cve, with flaming toreh

And crystal lamp, each wide saloon,
Verandah, gallery, aud poreh,

Shone with the gorgeous light of noon,
The gayest of thoiy {estivais—

The duetite fingered jugplers came,
And fently poised the golden balls,

In sparkling founts and showers of flame;
There too in strange and fitful dance

To the soft breathings of a fluie
The many<coloured serpents glance,

And o'cr the marble pavement shoot;
And thierve with neeromantic skitl

.

"The shrewd magician played his part;
The raptured croud were gazing still

With wonder on his potent, art,
Al heedlegs of the nunmuring sound
In distand chambors gathering round-—
A sudden simultancous ery

The preconcerted sigunl gava,
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Unarmed-—unknowing where to fly,
Tach half intoxicated slave
Sank horror siricken from the blaze
Of Juffeir Khan’s indignant gazc!
Deeming the rebel recreant crew
Too worthless for his righteous sword,
Upon lis brother’s throat he flew,
And dragged him fron the guilty honrd—
Beneath the steyn avenger’s grasp
Meer Asiph for an instani quailed,
But struggling in the deadly clasp
His giant strength at length prevailed;
His powerful hands wore disengaged,
And equally the combat raged.
In domb suspense the vassals viewed
The progress of the mortal feud ;
Still in each other’s ficree ombrace
Across the wide and slippery hall,
Withiout a moment’s breathing space

They rveached the fort’s surronnding wll,
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See’st thou thoe cloft along the edge
of yauder overhianging ledge ?
Upon that dreadful procipicee,

Burning o endd the deadly strvife,
By one avenging sacrifice,

laveless of safoty or of life,

Nour Jufteir stilt with arms enrvolled
Round his foe’s throat n snake-like fold,
A momoent gazed upon the deep

With trivinph flashing in his eye,
And springing to the fafal feap,

Einiwined the mangted bodies lie,
And weltgring in each other's gore

Breathed their Tast sighs on Junna’s shore,






DRAMATIC SKETCILES.

P rirwraber—iemt sy m—

CONSTANTINE T GRIEAT.
A DRAMATIO SKETOH,

“ Zozimus, o pagan that onyied the honour of Constantine the
Gront, makos (his tale to dipervedit him i his history. That Con-
ataniing had put his wife Fausting and his son Crispus to dealh
aftor which, being haauted Dy an il conscience fhaf gave him no
quicl, he gought amongst the heathen prieste for oxpiation, and
thay could pive him ne pence; but ho was told that the religion
of Christinna was Bo audneions as to pardon all siue, be they never
50 hovrible,  Id not this Lo commend the Lmpesor and his religion
under tho form of a dispraise; fou whal rest could p troubled

mind attuin to Hiom the vites and superatitions of tdel gods?™
Jerumy Tavron,

Scene. A Temple of Jupiler.,

CONSTANTINE,
Than Prigs,
VALRRIUS,

CONSTANTINE,
mi, ve grwly phanioms, nor prophana
Avaunt, yo grisly phantoms, nor propi
The sacred tomple of the gods ! Thou pale
L
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And bleeding specire, wilt thou never cease

To haunt my sleps, to fix thy glassy cyey

Upon thy murderer, and with thy gauant

And bony finger point to that dread shape

That stcals behind thee? Whither shall Iteren ?
Where fly toscape these ghastly phantoms ?——Blood--
A sca of blood floats sound nre, I 1 raise

My burning eye-balls to the shrme where stunds
The statue of the Thunderer in grand

And awful majesty, it disappears,

And the vindictive shade from Jove'’s high throne
Glares on the suppliant j—to earth I turn

My conscious fooks, and stretched upon the ground
Beneath my feet, two mangled corses he, F

My wife, my son! why are ye «ilent #—why

Do you not charge mo with my «rime? The deed
Accuised in the eyes of gods ad e

So nameless, foul, wnnatural 5 so bleek

That shuddering fiends disdain me,—Tegven and hell

Have shut their gutes, and Jeave me for the prey
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Of these pale tenants of the tomb! Away
Distracting vision! Ot} yo saered band
. Who, morn and eve, perform the holy rites
Belore great Jove's high altay, give mo hope,
Speak words of comfort to my troubled soal,
To my sad spirit, peace.
Hiau Prinsh,
" The gods are just]
CoNyTANTIND,
I plead for merey ! Justice dooms my erimo
To endless punishment in other worlds,
And agony in this; 10 Kcen remorse,
The deadly pang that poisous every joy.
Amid the acclumations, mid {he shouts
Of the thronged multitude from cast to west,
The countless hosts of Rome's wide eipire, grouns
Burst on my sfartled ear] Pausting’s groans,
The dymd ery of Crispus! At the Teast
Whon the brimmed goblet spaikles, abd each laid

Pours a lilation (o the gods, the wine
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Within my chalice turns to purple gore—

"T'is on my soul! il siaing my garments! Karth
Rofuses to absorb the guilty strenn;

And the just gods with loathing turn away
From the unhallowed offering! Oh say

How may 1 expiate the crime?  What prayer,
What costly gift, what pompous sacrifice,

May make atoncment to oftended Jove ?

The milk-white bull that reams m freedom round
The base of lofty Athos, crowned with flowers,
Blooming as those which fond Europa twined
Around the monarch of the plain, and led

By troops of noble virgins, raising high

The choral strain, shall bleed before the h]li'fﬂfi.
And the swart Indian, from his yichest mine
Shall dig the ruby, pluck the orient peaxl
From occan’s depths, and mould the goldony ore
In votive offerings, such as gods may deen

Meet to adorn thuir temples,
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e Priuse,
dipus,

‘Flie blind distracted wanderer, whose crime
Predestined and mvoluntary, seoms
Trivial compared to thine, from Plute’s realms
Shall rend Olympus with his thritling groaus,
His bitley aceusation, should the gods
Receive oblations {rom thy guilty hand,
Orestes Taghed by {uries shall avise
To plead against thee; Justice armed his hand,
And blood demanded blood! Shalt thou escape
The indignation of the gods, unloose
The .cm{*rfd bonds of natave, and with hymus
And suerifico of balls, and glitlering gems
Appense the outraged doities f—Despair !

CONSTANVING,
[ will not he denied.  Where are your rites
Your deep enchantments and mystorious spells,
The soking incensa that aseentds to heaven,

The magic freuzy that compels Lo earth
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Descending deities? My fierce remorse,
The anuiterable anguish of my soul
Demands relief! Rid me of those pale foring
That, mid the blaze of day, the gloom of night,
Are fixed forever on my burning cyes,
Sleeping or waking-—1 can bear no more!
Send Rome’s proud Emperor forth to deserts wild;
Bid him resign his regal dindeni—
Relinquishing the mistyess of the world,
To roamn a beggar through his own wide realm,
Stand not ko mute; your silent cold regards,
Mocking my passionate grief, will make me mad !
Pour curses on me; bid me strain each nerve
To the endurance of strange tortare, keen, '
Keen us my agony of mind ; but say
There 1s & hope, a chance, that suflering
May pave tlie way to merey,
Hhan Pruusr,
Conpstantine !

Be not deceived, the gods havo fixed thy doom ;

Nor prayer nor penance ean avail,  Depart,
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We have no hahm to give thee,  Festal ritos,
And joyous sacrifice, tha song, the dane,
Porfornied in praise and honour, form alene
| The daties of our oltice,  Jupiter
Deigny not o give counuission to his prios(s
To pardon criminals,  Seek other shyines,
And hend the knee to foreign doities
Thou caust not move the gods of Greece and Rlome,
CONSTANTINE,
Deupite thyselt thou givst moe hope,—speak! say
Whare shall T hend my steps—where seck the fount
Wheneo mevey springs ¢
V ALERTUS,
Turn to the living God !
Torsake these idols made by human hands,
These doml jnsensate miarble imagoes,
Aund seck redemption form that Holy One,
The wonder(uly tho mrvellous! whose name’s
Above all powers of magie, fur above

The sorcorer’s nightly vites, Thessalian drugps,
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The socrot charms of Mewplus, or the deep
Mysterious murmuis of the wise Chaldee,
Mivaculous ommipotence hath snatehed
Dominion from the evil powers, and gives
Salvation to a fallen world—adoere

The sacred name which devils have vovered
With fear and trembling ! O'er the darkened eqith
Behold a daywstar spritigs,

CoNyrANTINE,
Say on, thy voice

Scems to my burthened heart oracular,

Even at thy words those bleeding' glastly shades
Iave melted into aiv, Blessed he God !

A sinner’s prayecrs are heard,
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THE WITCIPS ORDEAL,
A PRAMATIO SKLTOH,

Sceni.~—The oulside of a hovel on the edye of d
common., A village in the dislance. A rrowd of
rustics assembled,

Tay Rerureco Wivenn,
Driavon, Tup Squire’s Davaurnn,
Avicr.
}Vleunue.
ManroarpT., |
A TrAavoLLER,
Faumrns, Py.asaxres, Lapounrns, &e.
Fivgr Rusric,
Off with the witch, I say we'll try the tegt—
I warrant me the hag will swim, The fiend
Will be at hand to help—-come, neg bbours, come,
Assint to hale her o the piver's bymk,
Then we shall see liow Dike a cork sho floats
Upon the vapid waters,

Secony Rostio,

Down with her-—

She has performed her wicked freaks too long s

M
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The mildew hangs upon the corn; the earth
Teems with wnwholesome damps; whole flocks of
sheap

Are smitten with discase; and she has wrought

These deadly plagues, Beneath the wanimg moon

I saw her gather poisonous herbs, and heard

The spells she inly mutiered-—off with her!

Croup,

Aye to the river straight—the witch shall swim,
Lirrinon,

Nay, nay good people, hold your eager hands

The poor old dame is imocent—indeed

She cannot harm you if she would--se old,

So pressed by want~—Oh! if she bhad the powor

To work forbidden spells, she would not starve

Upon a morsel wrung from the cold hand

Of most veluctant chavity, Then pause,

Nor for an idle prejudice commit,

This cruel deed.
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Tuirp Rusric.
She hath been proved a witch,
A foul rank witch,  *Twas hut a {orinight since
She passed our door, and out of wicked spite
Because the silly childeen set a cur
A snarling: on her heels, to verjuiee turned
A cask of stout October. *Tis in vain
We nail the guardian horse~shoe o’er the porch;
And place witchesiraws across the threshold,—-still
Our cattle die, and still the noisome blight
Destroys the labourer’s toil, the farmer’s hope,
Aviox,
I drove the cankered beldam from my gate,
And straight a loathsome toad dragged ity foul length,
And shed its venom o’er the vosownry,
The thyme, and sage, drying for winter’s store,
Manraanr,
The hens break all the eggs, and wo may churn
Until our arms drop oft—no buttor E{llllﬂﬂ:

Strange cads with glaving oyes; some of ihe byood



4

She nurtures in her hovel roam abroad
And dart at people’s thronts, She males the owl
To hoot avound our houses, HSnakes and (rops
And slimy reptiles, birds of night, the bat,
The croaking raven and the hedgehog grim,
Creatures who fly from man, are with this hag
Familiar, and iu her spite she scuds
The will-o'wisp to guide the wanderer on
To some deep bog: our hind was lantern-led
But yesternight, and eame home seared to death,
“Aricr,

She fears nor heaven nor carth, g nover seen
At church or mecting: whoen she mumbles prayers,
She says them backwards: shie i heard to talk
With mandrakes buried deep within the ground
Who do her hidding., Ouat dpon the witeli—
Ay to the river, down with her | say.,

Tnr Wrren,
You will not be content until you have

My life, yon greedy blood hounds,  Can' T stir
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A step without a gibe?  Pitfalls ave set
About my path, and 1 am sorely hruised
By sticks and stones east by the villago fry
Whene’or T wander focth; your braty ave taught
To maim my cats, T soon shall bo withont
A shed to sereen me from the storms 3 the roof
Is pulled aboui my ears.  The murrain take
Y our beasts, the red plague hang on all!
Prranon,
Stay ! sluy!
Nny do notl curse g;nud mother; you should strive
With meekness and with gentleness 1o turn
Their stupbarn hearts, |
Tuw Wrromn,
Tan siones and roeks—"twould be
A task s casy.  Preach not peace (o me,
I hate the canting vermin, and Ul spend
My latest breath m roiling, Blisters ho
[Upon your slanderous lips! famine and pestilenceo

 Feed on yolr vitals!
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First Rusric,
Pence thou foulwmouthed witeh !
Shall we stay {tamely by, and bear her curso?
Seize her good neighbours, drag her Lo the streamn.
Croun.
Down with the witch! down with the wicked hag.

Enter a Traveller on horseback. Jllinor runs up
and accosts him.
Ervivon,
Oh Sir! for charity arvest the mad
And murderous purpose of these credulous
Inhuman peasants, They will pat to death
A poor old harmless creature, something given
In truth to evil speaking; bul indeed
Most wrongfully accused, Tho chargo they bring
Would he a theme for merriment. alone,
Were they not bent upon a cruel fest,

They "1 drown their wretehed vietim for a witel !
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TrAVELLER,
It were in vain,

To reason wilth a crowd so obstinate
And mischievous in their intontions—stand aside
And T will sivive to Tead thom to adopt
A Dbetter ordeal, My good friends restrain
Thiy violence; there is no need o drag
Yon wretehed creatuve to the river’s brink-—
You have a sarer test within your reach,
You all have Bibles?  In a Christian Jand
"Twere sin to doubt it,  Placa within the scales
The sacred volume of the Scriptares, and
However small, however light it be,
Nay should one leaf alone romain, *twill sink
Like lead to earth while the convieted witch
Shall fly ahove the beam: but should the book
Be lightest in the seale, then o assured
Thut you havo wronged this woman-—who shall 50y
That she is guilly i this holy book

By Heavenvinspived and most infallible,

[Pvoclaim her innocent 2
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Rusrics.
We'll try the test;
It must be true,
Finst Rusyio (bringing a Bilile)
This Bible’s somewhat large,

'Twill weigh the beldam down, now neighbour Giles

Your scales are handy~

They weigh the witeh, who proves the heaviest,
Scconp RusTtic,
We have been to blame:
She has outweighed the sacred volume-—see

It secms a feather in the balance.

i

TRAVELLLR,
Friends !
Go to your homes and ponder on the word
Of Hun who graciously vouchsafed to give
That holy velume to o sinful world,
Oh know ye not that wheu thie Dlessed Son

Of hight and peace gave up hiv Iifo for n¢
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The power of evil spivits was destroyed ?
Live not iu fenorance of Him wlho cliained
‘The fiends of darknesy, and to all mankind
Offered a freo redemption
Wireon,
ITag the Bible saved me?
Travrerirn,
The word of God kas saved you! Oh repent,
And turn in hamble thank{ulness to Iim
Who will preserve your soul,  You now rejoice
Because your wretehed body hag eseaped
From present peril, hut a nobler boon
Courts your accopiance,  Floe away from sin
And seek a blessed immortality,
[LLLINOR,
Thanks, thanks, pood Sirs it was o happy thought,
TeavernLig,
Bauly, in this my pilgrimage Pve Iearned
In every evil chaneo of my sad life
To seek for wgd, for confort, and for strength,

-

N
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From Holy Writ, Study with humble zeal
This blessed hook, and you will novor need
Another counsellor, Those rustics feared
The word of God: and lady, may I say
Your influence was weak, because they heavd
Nothing save worldly wisdom to oppose

Their idle superstition,
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TIE INCANTATION,
A DRAMATIU SKETOIL
SouNn—The Bergstrasse Hills af Midnight-
An Assembly of Witches.
Vst Wrreon,
Tor over fivsl at meeting'!  Sisters, where,
Where can yo linger on this lovely night ?
The moon 1s down, but in the elear blue sky
The slars ave thick; a4 pale as silver some,
Some bright and golden, some like hurnished steel
Chustering in illions, trembling as they piorvee
The midnight air.  Oh! how my spirit drinks
Their influenee,  Come on ye tardy crew [~
Bring me my wings ; 'm tied 1o thus dall earth,
Aund yet *tis heautiful,  The laugling Riine
Rolly ity vight azuro waves through yon wide plain
Washing the base of many a cily’s wally:
The gothic towers of spires,  Thoe {ofty point
Stands boldly iu the twilight, from the dark

Cuthedral mass of Wortns' mosi ancienl church;
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And lower down bencath the brightest stax
Lics Mente: the spivil of her Fauast
Beams in thai star, the mightiest master, e
Of our forbidden art, Clothed in a silvery mist
Across the stretching corn~ficlds, richly gemmed
With forests dark and rustic villages,
The Vosges mountains bound the distaut view,
The fair and fertile hills of jocund France,
And to the east lies our own Odenwald,
Girt with the graniie rbs of mother earth,
Stecp cliffs vine-garlanded, and winding vales,
And seas of rocks sublime, and woods of pino
Mark the gay chaos, wild fantastical,
The sport of nature’s most capricious mood,
Hark the owl hoots—’lis answered by the tond,
With her harsh croak—~tho sipnal—1I am here!
Where is our mastor ¢

Srconp Wiven, appearing.

e will come anon,

This is our jubilec; to-night we wenve
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A spell more potent, deep, and terrible,
Than ever yet hath broken the striet lows
Which bind that frail worm, man. Wherc’er we list,
In sen oy air, whatever element
The faney charms, *tis oury to vovel in,
See from the depths below the caunldrons rise:
Fling i your mystic gifts,

Tminp Wrvron, and others.

A spotted snake,

Choaked in the shifting sunds of Mog ador—
The Tast Life-blood ol the expirmg wreteh
Gorved by & shagay Andalusian bull,
ITis nutivg wildnesy maddened by the thrust
Of hostile speays—foam gathered from the lips
Of « plaguc-smitten renegade—ihe beak
Of o bald vultare, wet with hwnan gore—
A moore deer’s heart, snatched in the deadly foud
Between o serpent ntonster and the fieree
Numidisn tger, mixed with lizard's Lit-—

The mouldering flesii of mummniies torn (rom out
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"The pyramids—and fragments of the limbs

Crushed by the bloodwstnimed car of Jaggernuut-—

ITerbs gathered in the moonwshine—henbane steeped

In poisonous sweat exhaled from the dark yew

That shades & murderous grave-——

And wholesome plants cankered by spawn of toads—

“I'will make a slimy hell«broth such us fiends

Will purchase with invaluable gifts,

It thickens; it increases. Ol rejoice!

IEmancipation from this load of clay

Is close at hand, Say whither art thou bound ?
Sreconn Wircn,

Floating in air above the polar star—

Spreading its wide illimitable waves

Beyond the haman eye, 1 love to wateh

The huge leviathan as he lies stretehed

Upon the old sea’s surface, basking {ull

In the bright borealis, troubling there

The awful stillnegs of the summer night,

Which knows no change from day, by the foud rush
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Of waiters spouting from his nostrilss high
In air the rainhow columns rise,
Trian Wiven.
1 sock
The flame-cneircled Mereury, and hathe
In floods of fire, Tho air is molten gold,
The glorious sun shines clondless, and the carth
Glows like a furnace,  Our poor tropics scem
Blenk iu comparison! By Heaven, there are
Some plorious ereatures hatched so near the sun,
Death with lus cold damp touch hath siever dared
Invade the burning region,
Foursun Wrron,
To a valgm—
An Indian vale, fraught with rich muasky halm
Irom ever-Dlowing roses, whose bright leavos
Drop in a erinson shower amid the stars

The jasmine sheds upon thoe flowersstrewed earth,

Jonehed in a Totus Davk, I steer my lig.

Tho sultry sun hath saak—the dewy aiv



90

Is filled with musie as it pently woos

The waving clusters of the lamarisk,

Or whispers through the clove carnation heds

In amerous sighs, tulling' the soul to sleep,

Steeping the senses in delicious ealm,

No dreams disturh onr slumbers, we inhale

Rich perflume as wo breathe, and the rapt ear

Lists to the sugh of fountains, and the song

Of night’s most thrilling minsirel brought in swells

By the spiced gale from distant almend grovos,
Iyren Wyren,

X {ly to oriental plains! but *tis

To wander amid raing, aud 1o share

is midnight meal with the huge vampire bat,

Nestling all day within the marbie halls

Of proud Persepolis, 'Tho juckal hawls,

The sevpent hisses, and the engle sereams

As my adventurous spivit urges them

From their most seeret haunts,
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Sixtn Wivon,
'Fhe sport

I love to follow on Spitzbergen’s shore,
Benoath the frowning icobergs, floundoring seals
Perform their clumsy gambols on deep beds
Of drifted snow, [ trace the sullen bear
Home to his den, or join him as he prowls
Along the cold inhospiiable coast,
List to his low deep growl, and see him tear
His prey in savage joy.

SzvenTH Witon,

On the top

Of lofty Caucasus a hideous storm
Is brewing by the fiends of hell; the caves
ITave lot loose all their windy the svoty clouds
Are filled with salphur; in mere wantonneys
The hurricane iy hatched; and it might spend
Its idle fury o’er Tartavian wastes ;
But Pl bestride the dingy scud, and lead
The tempest 0’er the Fuxine, There’s a bark

O
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Manned from the Odenwald——a danntless crew
Who dream of the blue Rhine, end {oast {hewr wives
In Schirauz wine, yot, as they gaily qual,

Scofl’ at the Persian vintage-—they have drank
Their last, last drop erushed from the topaz grapo
That gems their native river,  We will swell

The acean with our flood, lot the wild winds

Rave o’er the walers, tll the angry waves

Lashed into fury, climbing to the clouds,

Divide and combat, Mid the dendly crash

Of warring cloments, the thunders peal,

And lightnings fierce illumination, 1

Shall laugh to see the shattered vessel drive

Betore the storm, wheel round and rmuul,rthvn sink
For ever in the fathomless abyss——

There will be music in the dying ery

Of one fer whon the rest are doomed., Yon Karl,
Wilt thou remember when the sweeping surge
Comes rolling omward, her whom thy false vows

Have rained, soul and body ¢ What doth uil
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The witeh pot that it slowly simmers still 2

Wo shall he late—how dost thou mean to vide?
Eranrn Wiren,

[’ tle tail of the comet, as i shools across

From pole 1o pole the houndless fields of air,

I hold my rapid midnight course, and where

The last peavlediver sank to rise no more,

Drop in the gull and search {or his white hones,

And plant my feet tluvp'in the slimy ooze

Accumulations of « thowsand years,

Unetuous and green, the faf of the sea wave,

And dare the occan monsters as they waze

With their round dull, yet, fiereely eruel eyes

Stapid, untameable, 1 love (o rouse

The only foeling of their Drutishness,

Thewr horerid thivst {or bangueting on blood

Then wmount o dolphin’s hack, and swim away

Ifar, [ boyond theiv reach,
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Ninry Wirredr,

*Tis glorious sport!
Oh! who would sit boside the fire and spin,
When they can thread the ocenn’s maze, or danco
Upon a star-beam? My fond mother weeps,
And looks upon me with beseeching eyes,
Whene’er she hears me murmur my witch songs,
And Leopold hag brought me top-knots gay
" From Strashburgh and from Mentz, They’ve trimmod

the green,

And planted flowers, and coaxed the little birds
To feed upon the window sill-—they hope
To make me love these simple things. Old Paul,
The village pastor shakes his silvery locks,
Shudders and sighs, to see me reckless turn
I'rom holy shrines; they dvead (o know tho truth,
Yet deeply fear, They’ve bavred the outward door
And nailed a horse~shoe o’er the threshold, sirewed
The chamber with fresh rosemary ; but 1

Repeated thrice the magic spell; and suapped
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Such britttle bonds, flew up the chimney swift
And gained high Melibeecus, See how sound
The village rustics sleop j-—the hamiet lies
In that small dell.  Tow silent its repose !
The birds are mute, not even the watch~dog’s bark
Breaks the deep silence; and the evening brecze
Ts hushed 3 there’s not a leaf stirs. Tlaste awny
T the deep fovests and the boundless plains,
And chase a herd of buffaloes who spamn
The cavth beneath themy as they eourse along
The widoe savannahs and the praivies, whera
The boldest hunter never yet hath darved
To track their footsteps,
Tenrn Wirow,

On swart Afric’s coast,
Swept hy a keen east wind, a locust cloud
Were drowned in ogesn 3 the rebarning tide
Hnth cast their loathsome bodies on the shore
To swell and putrily 5 that tainted aiv
T may breatho haviwlessly, L1 drink my {ill
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Of the foul atmosphere; then hover o’er
A grove of chesnuts in Custilian shades,
Lared by the tinkling sound of the guitur
Tenderly sighing its fond screnade,
Ilymning the praise of woman, There are ¢yes
In their dark languish soft and beauhiful
As the black orbs of Yemenw’s anlelopes,
Which pay the minstrel, flaslung through the bars
Of the closeid lattice,  Should the perfumed buds
Of orange, and the {ragrance~weeping lime,
Or sweeter still, the honmed voice of lave,
Draw the veiled beauty from her coy vetreat,
I'll spread the foul contagion through the air,
Scatter the pestilence and <ow the seeds
Of death in their embrace; the morning’s dawn
Shall find them lifeless on a bed off Howers,
Firsy Wirenn.

Enough! enough!

The cauldron boils,  Téis the witching houe ;

The mighty form of Odin strides the hill!
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And Thor’s and Freyga’s shadowy forms appear,
Filling' the air with mist !

Stoonn Wiron,

The vocked carth quakes.
ITe is amongsl us; grim, and dan s, aud tall,
In awful gloomy mupjesty.  Perform
The magie vites in silence,
Trairp Wirewn,
They are done !—

Up and away ! Oue Blast, one rush of wind
To seme the sleeping villagovs, and then
All will he ealnr upon the Bergstrasse hills ;
No trace of witeh or demon (o betray

Our mitl-'nighl: vigil to the eye of man.
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GERALDI SFORZA.
A DRAMATIO TALE, IN FOUR SOLNES.
GERALDY SFORZA.
Prinor ANGEYLO,
JULIAN.
CarvoTT!,
VERONICA.

IsABEL,
ScENE LA Saloon in Prince Angelo’s Palace,
Anarro anp Carvorrr,
ANanvno.
Good day, Carlotti; this is kind, to leave
The splendid pantomime, the gaudy train,
To vigit a recluse, whose waning health F
Would sink beneath the sun’s meridian beams,—-
The pagennt has commenced 2
Carrorn,
Ay, a full hoar, my lord ;
But Is its progress slow, The people throng
In countless multitudes—their eager loveo
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Is not to beivestininedemdefying hlows,
The prancipg charger’s hoofs, the shirri’s staves,
They erowd around the hevo, fill the air
With shouts of Sforza! Sforzat brave Geraldil—
Seize on his courser’s veins, and press their lips
Upon his flowing mantle,
Avario,
Ab, 'tis like,~-
Sect up an image to the populace,
Decked with a fow vain trophies, they will fall
In mad idolatry to worship it.
Canrnorri,

Modest and mild, yet cheerful, Sforza roins
ITis haughty steed, giving to all the erowd ;|
Warm thanks, and kindor smiles, A allant train,
Tho nobles of thoe city, ride hehind,
Bouring the spoils of Tuniy, all cuwreathed
With lnwrel folinge: {rom the baleoniey,
TFilled with the {aivest and the nolblest dames,
Are flung rich perfun’d scavves, chaplets, and crowns;

1]
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And sweet and thrilling voices make the breeze
Melodious with the envied name of Sforzal
Young Julian by his side, secms to enjoy
A second triumph, glorying in the friend
Who taught his arm to wield the sword, and pluck
The never~fading laurels which he wears
So proudly on his brow, from Austrie’s plaius,
They come; I hear the long protiacted shont,
Approach the lattice, good my lord, and viow
The pageant as it passes,
ANnarvo,

No, no, no;
It is enoughly, that from my columned porch
Up to the pediment, green wreaths are hlm,;; ,
And gold-wrought flags, and silken slrenmers wavo
PFrom every balcony. This will sugtice—
1 necd not andergo o martyrdom-—
Expose my person to the mocking guso
Of the vile rabble, ag, in timey of old,

The conquered captive graced the chariogewheoly
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Of fortune’s gilded minion, 1 confess
My want of fortilude,—J cannot gnze
. On my triumphant rival, all unmoved,
Or view the contiast with a Stoic’s cye,
When baflled, beaten, chased by land and sea,
1 brought the reinnant of my soldiers home,
Mid hisses and disgrace,
CARLOPTIL

The chance of war,
Disease and famine, want and muiiny,
Were all combined against thee,

ANGrLo,

Here 1 swear

By all the sacred atiributes of heaven ]
By all the much.Joved honours I have lost!
Whiat man could do [ did, to stem the tide,
Which ran so steong against me £ had died
Upon the field of war, bwd that T hoped
Some {uture perind would sec me rise

From base defeal to glorious victory;
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Yet slander loudly hissed with plepuenfrauelit hreath
A thousand falsehood- 5 told of Moorish gold,
Of coward terrors, trifling, weak desigrns,
Blasted my name, and held me up to scorn,
Carvrorri,
A poor return! *Tis an ungrateful world ;
Yet let not this depress yous soon, perchanee,
A time may come that shall retrieve the ills
You labour under.
Axgero,
Never, Carlotti;
Never, whilst Julian and Geraldi live,
They are my rival stars, and shine =0 bright,
1 am eclipsed, o’erpowered, sunk in thick
Impenctrable davknese, By my birth
A prince; in person--—"tix poor vanity
To plume one’s self’ on mere exteror,
And chancee advantages; yet I may lhoast
A form, cast in as grand and pure a mould
As Julian's, or as Sforza’s; and my mine
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By heaven, *twas fired by virtuous impulses|
What iy the veason that I am o’erwhelmed
With disappointment, obloquy, and wrong s
By the base world misjudged, whilst others rise
On the broad wings of fame, and fortuue smiles,
And erowns them with her gold and roseate wreaths?
CarrLoTTY,
Withdyaw your mind from all its late pursuits;

Seck other ehannels—love, and politics:

Theo sciences are open, they mny bring
A sweet oblivious balim—at least excite
Strong micerest.
Anarvo,

Politics and Tove?
What, if they both were tried, and both had proved
False to my hopes, bright meleors, to nvite
My eaper steps to drag me deeper down
The dark ahyss of shame 7 Youny Juiia,

Lven in bis boyhood, has outstripped me fay,

My fate negociations, wil my toid,
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The zeal T manifested to obiain

An honourable peace, deserved suceess.

Yet were they blighted, and a scornful laugh
Rang through the council, as with honest pride
I spoke of it as ratified; deceived,
O’er-reached by diplomatic wiles, the foe
Amused me with a hollow armistice,

And ravaged all the frontier ; Julian,

Like a youung lion rushing on his prey,

Flew to avenge the wrong ’gainst fearful oddge--
So great, it secmed miraculous, e won

A splendid victory; wroie terms of peace
With his own sword in blood. The cmpervor,
Amazed at such an unexpected stroke, |
Granted at once to this wild, headstiong boy,
Conditions which I never dared propose,

Thou know’st the clamours of the multitude,—
The honours he received, buf can’st not pucss
My damning tortures; let it pass.—~You spoko
Of lovethe beauteous Veronica, she
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The princess Isabel’s chief confidarite ;—-

Dost thou, Carlotti, lknow her 2

- CaAnvorir,

Lives thore a mun in Naples, be he high

Or low in his estate, who has not pressed,

’Mid whelming crowds on days of {estival,

To gaze upon her wondrous loveliness 2

She secms a being of another sphere;

Form’d in the skies of those bright dazzling clouds
That hang mid-way in air on summer days,
Ileecy, and woft, and white, as plumage dropped
Fresh from the snowy brensts of those fuiy doves,
Which drew the car of Venus,  The rich tiut
Of warm celestial yed that bathes the arch,
Morning and ceve, of pure unclouded heaven,
Blooms on her cheek, and dyes her vuby 1ip,
ITer eyes, the colour of the firmament,

Wlten in its davkest deepest bluae, but far,

Tar Drighier than its stard,  Her glittering locks

Are threads of gold, stolen fromt the radi
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That circle round the sun,  Her maichless form,
Iler faaltless lineaments, fair and delicate,
As sculptured goddesses, yot breathing lifo
In sighs of melting sweetness, charm the heart,
The eye, the soul of man. f i
ANGEYLO,

True, true, Carlottiy-

Thou hast described her well.
CArvoTYY,

Today, my Lord,
Beside the Princess Isabel, she stood
Amid the faivest of the court, but far
Surpassing all; lovely, and young, and gay,
Ag the first Flelen, when in innocence

She dwelt beneath ber father’s roof, noy dreampd
That charms have latal influence, A rose,

But yiclding in its beauty o hersclf,

Decked her white breast; and this, as Sloezn pagsed,
She flung to him, ‘svith such a tender uir,

So sweet, so delicaté,,hashful, yet proud,
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To pive the ltero of the day n prize
Beyond his hard-carned laurels; in his eap,

With ford delight, Geealdi placed the rose.

Anarno.

Would, like the flowers that grow on Alpiue cliffs,
1t had the power Lo blast him, Veronica!

Oh, Veronica! i thy sunny smile

T had forgotten all my miseries!

I loved hee with a mad idolatry,

That would have Eil{:l‘iﬁ{:llﬁ eternal lifo

To win o sweel returng the cold, proud givl,

With contumedions scorn refused wy suit,

Glanced gt my late disgraces, and Lo gall

My ranklmg wound with venem sharp

As poison {rom thoe deserl serpent’s tooth,

Bestowad her fond affostion—pledged her hand

To my detested vivalemse—Agony !

Geral——Guraldl Storaa lmmmmm

Q
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JARLOTTI,
Oh, goott my lord!
My carly patron, thou hast rent my heart
By these sad {ales,
ANcuno,
I am a man borne down
By lava floods; in vain T «struggle; fate
Pursues me; every bright and checring hope
Whelmed in the burning cataract, my soul
Withers within me, This fair atmosphere,
The breeze, which unto others hrings rich baln
And healing' on its wings, to me is hot
And suffocating'; emvsed by heaven and man,
I'hide my miserable wasted {orm
Within my palace wails,
Canrorr.
Can friemlslhip soothe
Thy deep=telt wouen?
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ANaELo.
Yes, you, Carlottime——oive,
Give to my longiuy soul the means to erush
My hated rivals—Ilet me plant despair
In others’ hearts————dJulinn! Sforza!
And she, that young {air girl-——-Oh, it were bliss,
Maddening, ocstatic bliss, {o e them writhe
In agony like mine!
Caruomrrr,
Young Julian standy
Upon the brink of ruin, he has spread
Iis new=ledged wings too near the fervid sun,
Andsro,
.
What dost thon mean ?
Carnorry,
By chanee, a lucky chunce
¥ trust it war, T learned that Julinn
And theyouug Princoss secrotly wore joined
In wedloek'™s hondsy and yesternight, at court,

ITe dvopped this llet, writien by the hand
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Of Veronica: the outward scioll explaing
The reason why the Prineess ¢ould not pen
The fond eflusion, s

ANgrvro,

Read it to me, quiclgem——m

It gives a glovious promise.
CARLOITI,
“ Loved treasurc of' my soul !
“ My own Loander, lest thou meet’st the f{aie,
¢ The hapless fate of him whom thy fond Dreass
“ Delights to imitate, forbear to-night
“To templ the perily that awaii thy stops,-
“ Oh, worse than winds and waves will rend apart
“ Our tender mtercourse : ’tis death 1o ]{Hi";
“ Lven for one night, thy cherished company,
“ Bul stilly stil) more toprifie are the vars
“ Which haunt my soul—-I dread our secret known
“To Sforan; his unyielding guarded breast,e
“ So sternly vielnous, never could excusg

“ Our mutual fruilty——m-is, it {ratlty, swoeel,
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b

¢ 'T'o love ag we have loved 2-—I'll send thy child
“Fo vigil thee tdl morn, and it will smile,
“ Like her thou Jov’si, and twine its Little hands
“ Amiid thy yaven ringlots,~——Julian,
“ Thouw'lt think apon we through the long, fong night ;
“ Tiut do not come, the garden-gate is closed,
“ And prying eyes are waking.,”
ANGELO,

This wide purse
fs filled with doubie ducaty; take titom, ttiend,
And whatsoe’er thow see’st or hear’st, remam
Silent as death,  This billet in my hands
Shall prove a talisman-—e--Thy st I8 86t
Jubian ! Goraldi ! not auother day
Shall your bright friumphs mock my agonies,
Away! away! T languish {or the hour

Thut brings me keon vevenge, [ Exeunt.
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Sopxp M,~~The Sea-shore. Naples illuminated is
seen in the distance,
Inter Privce ANoBro,
Andanro,

Is not this place secure?  The very aiv

Is drunk with joy, andd goads my weary ear

With the loud peal from every steeple’s pomd,
Cominixed with human voiees: happiness

Secins overflowing from the breasts of all,

The halfusiarved heggar in the sivects {orgots

The pangs of hunger, waves his ragged cap
Aloft, and shouts, joy! joy! The song and dance
Go gaily round ; and mocking Heaven’s bright stars,
Comets and streams of fire ascend from carth,
Why, in the gonceral felicity,

Am 1 not also blest? I have no friend

To soothe my sorrows; 1o soft tender hreast
Whereon to rest my aching head ; no sinilo

Girects my approach ; no gentle volce onsays
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To win me into sweet forgetfulness,
1 am cut off, abandoned, lefl to pme
In solilary misery.  Is therae then
“No souree, no s wing ol Iiope, to bring moe bliss 2

This desolated hosom answers,—No |

Then, Hike the demon of the air, the fiend

Who raises {empests, revels in the roar

OF huryicanes and overwhelming waves,
Laughs at the shipwreck, feels a wild delight
Whene’or the {urious avalanche deseends

In riin o’er hright nature’s fairest works,

! will trangform these muaddening shouts of joy
To bitter lamentations of despair,—

Theso fostal dresses, splendid theaires,

'o mourning vobes, and scafiolds ved with biood ;-
My fevered lip shall never morve ropeal

A prayer, an unavailing prayer, to fleaven,
Spirit of Bvill wheresot’or thot divelPs—

Or mid the toreid zone, hatehing red plaguos

And yellow pestilonee, beneatlt the beatas
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Of the fierce sun that shines to enrse, not bless,
The withered earth 5 or in the {vozen vealis
Arvound the northern pele, nursing hleak winds,
And arming tempests with their fury; or

Decp, decp bencath the centre, flinging fort
Thy golden baits to win the souls of men;

Or gathering amid the clements

Foul poivon from dense vapours, {forging duvls
And thunderbolts, and drawing up to Heaven
The hillowy flood, sucked in hy sable clowds,
In black gigantic columns, to give back

Their briny cataracts upon the deck

Of some 1all stately vessel j—wheresoc’or,

Spirit of Xivil, thou delight’st to dwell,

Attend my' saummons; heart, and mind, and soul,
[ now devote to theo: crown with stitecesy

My devastuting projects,———Who goey there ¢
Geraldi Sforzal te my wish he comey,—

What can have hrought thee to thiv degert MPOL s

The hero of the houy Fe-—Bxpecting ciowds
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»

Axwait thy presence in the bazing streets,
Where torches mimic the broad light of day.
SprorzA,

I fly 1o rest in quiet solitude,
My spirits, weary of excess of bliss,
Hove, in this glorious amphi-theantre,
Amid the grand imperishable works
Of ITim, the architect of heaven, 1 foel
The littlencss of man. The rolling sea,
Mimitable, fathomless, sublime,—
The lofty mountain, hearing on its hreast
Iiternal fire,~—the green enamelled earth,
With all its silvery streams, iis flowory vn!es,'
And vast fmpervinuﬂ forests,—that clear sky
Spangled with globes of fire, changceless, and bright,
Foi ever shining: an in majesty
Upou the lovely world below, where man,
The frailest work of nature, hows his head
To wrclenting death, What is my faune,
Compared to those who, in tho days of old,

r
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Spread their fierce lightnings to the east and west,
And made their shricking fellowwerentures pluves
This scene, the theatre of greatl exploits,
Remains; but where are thoy who lost and won
The crimson ficld? A tale involved in doubt,
A broken busi, a medal half defaced,
Alone are left; and therefore do T enme,
Good Angelo, to teach my swelling heart
A lesson of humility,

Anarro,

So young,

And so success{ul, yet endow’d

With such philosophy, you may defy
The frowns of fate. Misfortunes to a mund

Guarded hike yours would lose the power to wound,
Sronrzo,
Should storm+ arise, it may enable mo
To bear them like a man; bat T have now
A harder task, 1o check tho vising pride

Which fills my soul; Dlest fin above my peors
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In love, in friondship, and in war, I feel
My bosom swell in wild tumultaous bliss,
Ananno,

Fujoy the prosent,  Inppiness like thine
[Falls seldom to the lot of man.  Alas!
Perchanee even thow art standing on the brink
Of some decp precipice, the dark abyss
Concealed by smiling flowers,

NCORZA,
With a friend
So frue as Julum, o mustress so beloved,
So faithful, fond, as Veronica, I
Can [{ear ng evil, save the stroke of death
Nought else enn sever hearts so closely joined,
Anagiro,
fIas Veronica then recetved your vows
Smee your return from Tunis?
SFORZA.
On the wings

Of love she flaw Lo meet me ore I reached
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The pates of Naples; one sweel howr we spent,
Renewing every promise, cvery onth
Of trath and constancy.

ANarno,

Last thou not heard
Aught to alarm thy foars ? hast thou not scen
Aught to convince thee that a woman’s love
Is Hght, and friendship casily cffaced
When strong temptation offers ?

SFORZA.

None have darved

To breathe one venomed slander on mine ear,
One well.framed falsehood of my angel love,
Or my brave matchless friend ; and none will dere;
For whatsoc’er his rank, Princo Angclo,
P’d strike the base calumniator decad,
Anarro.
I thou wilt brand the truth with falschood’s name,
Now drvaw thy sword, and sheathe it in iny breost

For in my dying pangs, with honest zea],
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P tell thee thon'rt deceived ; false Julian

Now rovels in the love of Veroniea,
Thy lang~protracted ahsence was a lost
Too great for human nature; passion grew
Y outh, beanty, opporinniy, combined
To snap the bonds of honowr; rumour broached
The tale abroad ; there’s not a page at cowrt
Who has not seen the pressure of the hand,
The soft caress, the gentle whisper pass,
Aud Julian sigh, and Veronica sinile,
Sronza,

It may be possibie, Isink so low
Beneath the worth of Julian her oye
Mig hit note Lis form supcerior, her soul
Pay homagoe to the virtues which exceed,
Far, fir oxceed my offorts; and what man
Could coldly turn from Veronica? Gods
Havo quiited heaven 10 woo less lovely maidg;
Anpels bave fallen when strongly tempted ; then
Julinn is bloneless, 1 will yield hor up;
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Join at the holy altar kindred souls,
Though my torn heart shouwld split In the attempt.
ANaTiLO, |
Young Julian will refuse the gift: his love,
At least, has cooled s and dull satioty
Usurps the place of passion.  To thine arms, .
To hide her infamy, the false gl
Wauld pladly fly.
SFORZA,
Liav and fiend accarsed
My eager sword thirsts for thy blood; this earth
On which thou stand’st <hould be thy sepulchre,

But that 1 pant to drag thy davtard form

To open day, to force thy serpent tonguo
Before assembled multitudes to prove

Thine own dishonours, clear my injured fame,
And give theo up to obloquy and scorn.

The most deccitful, desperate wreich would four
To cast o blot on Veroniea’s name,

Sceure in virgin innocence she standu 3
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The stainless soul that never dreamod of sin

Giives the gay sparkle to her oye, the smile

That plays around her roseate lip,~—so pure,

So careless, and so trusting 3 though ingrained,

Cankered, and leperous sunk, immersed in gailt,

The heatt that knows not virtue wounld confoss

That ’t was enshvin’d within her spotless breast,—-

Like her of old, who, posts sing, could stray

Sceurely through the dosert wildorness

Amid the mousters of the wild, the fierce

And untamed lion, the wmsatiate walf,

And ravening tiger, Yoronica dwolls,

Unscathed by the licentious tongues of men,

And moro abandonod women. In o conrt

Where fonl corruption steals, dark guill has shrunk

Abashed, and dared not toneh her angel name,
ANarro,

This honest indignation binds thee still,

Still eloser to my hearl,  Unhappy friend !

Would I could spare thee this calamity ;
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But honour, god-like honour, fires my soul,
And will not be restinin’d, Rend, read Goalds;
I spoke not without proof,
STORZA.

Tt i the and,

The seal of Veronica, ( Reads the letter. )
Axaeno. (aside)
a! it works:

The subtle poison steals through all his voms,
And with his life-blood mingles,  Ilow his eyoy
Drink np the fatal scroll.  Paralyzed
And mute he stands.  'Whaie is the hero now,
Who boldly fronted groves of hostile spearg?
Stabbed to the heart by a few {oolish wordy,
Why this is luxury my pauting soul
Never imagin’d: ot me voil my joy
I T betray my triamph, T shall max
My wellwconstructed plot,
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SFORZA,
Whore are the fiends

Who have invaded Ieaven, and stolen the forms
Of angely, to deceive my trusting heart?
Oh! false fair dovil! shameless wanton! thou,
Thou whaom I called my friend, couldst thou too heap
Dishonour on my head,—give to my arms,
My chaste embrace, thy spotted harlot ? Heaven,
Loud me thy lightning 5 °t is not common death
Thut wil) suffice my vengeance, Angelo!
I loved them both,—how dearly, these hot tears
Will witness ; from my burning eyes they burst
Like drops of melted iron from the breast
Of yon volcano.~——ONh ! my Veronica }w
Julian ~~ye lovely phantoms of my brain |
Must, must I loose ye !
ANGELO,

Such ingratitude,

Such base return for kindness, merits not

This tenderness.
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Srofza.
Rather, good Angelo,
Regtrain my arm, than urge my gasping soul
To decds of horror 3 limb from limb 1’11 tear
The dark apostate in her presence; sale

My rav’nous eyes upon her agonies ;
Deface the beauty which has darved to chent

The world with virtue'’s semblanhee 3 monumeonts
To future ages they shall sland, and leave
A dreadful lesson to posterity,
ANGELO,
The night is waning fast; 4 is now the hour
When from the palace.garden Julian glides,
Tearing himgelf from Veronica’s nrn,
Mid fond ‘complaints, sweet kisses, and hot tears,
SFORZA,
The palace-garden say’st thou ? It shall be
To both a grave, Come on, Prince Angelo,

And witnesy my revenge, [ Zixeunt,
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SCENE IIl.-~The Palece Gardens.
JULIAN, 1sABRYL, VDRONICA,
JuLIAx,
Oh! it is snid, my Jsabel, that Ieaven
Hath closed the gates of Iiden on maukind,
And Paradise no longer blooms; but we
Have found, that innocent and faithiful hearts
Can make their own Elysium. Bounteous God
Still blesses his creation.—What a scene
) alory is around us; not a cloud
(’ershades the radience of the summer sky—
Turquoise and gold, the multitudinous stars
Pecp from the tender azure; Zephyr’s breath,
fn gentléﬂt sighs, scattors a silv’ry shower
F'rom the rich blossoms of the orange~trees,
And walts their precious odours on its wingy.
VERONICA,
The flowers drop balm, and trooping faivies hasto
To gathor in their harvest, ero the bee

[ath roused his drowsy heads  Soft music steals
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From yonder bubbling spring, for little ¢lves
Float in the liquid dizmond, singing strainy
Of love, and hope, and joy. Oh, tho broad day
Hath none of these delights ; sweet Faney shrinks
From the betraying sun, and choeses night
To smile upon her witchery.

IsaBEY,

"Tis fuir,

'Tis wondrous beautifuly but did the night
Come clothed mn all ils terrors, it musl bring
Joy to thine Isabel, my Julian; we
By stern necessity divorced by day,
Breathe and exist but in the twilight hour,

JULIAN.

My wild idolatry could wish that might
Should reign for ever, and these fairy howors
¥orm all our universe. Awmid the erush
Of dark tumultuous passions, whielt the soul
Must combat in its worldly intercomrse,

I sigh and languish for the teanquil hour,
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That links me with celestial beings~souls
Whe kuow nor sin, nor sorvew, but by name,
VERONIGA.

Come, we will sit upon this mossy bank;
And though ’t were easier to count the stars
Than namber cur perfections, thou wilt strive
To execnte the tagk, Behold my lap
Is filled with flowers; Flora never owned
A richer trcasure, and the prize shall be
The wreath that Isabel delights in,  See
What deep bright tints dye these carnations ;
Are they too proud and gandy for thy sweet
Simplicity 2 1lere is the delicate,

The pale pink rose, the genile hyacinth,

Wha, ere the sterile wintry winds are hush’d,
In pity opes her silken bells to chido

The lingering spring s here is the jessamine,
Whose silver stars will suit thy dark locks well;
The gay jouquil, Titania’s ample tent,

And violets, where Puck delights te hide,
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1SABEY,

We must mdulge her fancy, Julian,
Repose beside me on this turf; my head
Hag sought its desrest pillow on thy breast;
My Veronica feasts her gontle oyes
Upon her fragile treasures: Come now, Love,
Tax thy invention, or ihy memaory,
With such a tale as suits this hour of bliss.

JULIAN,

Shall it be framed of love, or war~~the lay
Of some soft Troubadour, or armed Kuight ?
Or shall T steal {rom Tasso’s flowing verse
The story of the warrior muid, or sing
Armida’s Pavadise less fair than this 7
The tower of Ugolino were a tale
Too dark and horrible-——

I know not why, but glooiny imagey
Alone present thomsclves, unnataial
And fieree revenge, and disappointed love—-

But true love, sweet, is seldom fortunate,
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Isaner,
Avre we not happy, Julian? My heart,
Swelled with the fallness of its bliss, heats high:
Thow’rt mine—I know thow’rl mine, Thy wedded
Oh! as  elasp thee in my army, 1 feel [ vii@ms
Larth hath no purer blessing in ite gifl,
JULIAN,:
The early Christian, as e poured his soul
Before the holy altar, reaved at night
Mid silent wildernesges, felt a pang
Steal througlh his breast ;——he longed in open day
To worship at the shrine, My Jsabel,
I hiold thee next ta Heaven, My love, my faith,
Disdains concenlment: as the martyr died, -
Aclmn;vledging* his God, I too would brave
All peril, to proclaim before the world
My title to thy love. The hallowed name
Of wife springs to my enger lips, mine arms
Are streiched to clasp thee, and my fond eycs gaze

 In passionate devotion =X must check
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The tender impulse, play the hypocrite,
And school each guarded phrase to cold respect,
IsAnRL,
Oh, whilst I hang vipon the melody
Of thy loved voice, list to the tender vow,
And wreathe my fingers in the erisped curls
That cluster o’er thy brow, no cankered cave
Will dare intrude; and were there no restraind
Upon my foolish fondness, thou would’st soon
Grow weary, Julian, and mope, and pine,
Like a caged turtle for thy liberty.
JULIAN,
You wrong me by the thought, my beauteous queet
I were unfit to share tho joys of hicaven,
If T could tire of Fden, Do not chide~—
Thy meek lip knows not chiding ; do not sigh
To hear thy Julian confoss, even Dbliss
Like this is dearly purchased; ’gainst my king:
I have offonded, and my consciouy goul

Dares not to commune with its deavost {iend.
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Geraldi Sforzas from his searching eye
I turn abashed ; our free uncumbered speech,
Where thought met thought, and every wish appeared,
Seems cramped and circumseribed,
IssnrL,

Thou art my world !
And whilst T hear thee speak, and see thee smile
In fond approval, my dovoted soul
Is rapt in bliss, Oh Julian! Julian!
It is not thus thou lov’st me—-every day
I bend my knee in impions mockery
Betore my father, kiss his hallowed brow
With treason on my lips, and force my tongue
To utter hollow words, mere sounding air,—
My heart subdued, not hardened by my love,
Weeps o’er its filial disobedience, yet,
I would not e restored to that sweet state
Of innocenco that blessed my youth; ’tis joy
Liven to suffer for thee, so entire
And perfect is my love,~Veronica,

s
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Telp me to rail againyt this cold, proud man,
Gaaldi Sforzn, who nsurpy my place
Within my husband’s Leavt,
JULTAN,
She 19 absorhod
In some sweet dreany dear Veroniea wake,
Convince thiy wayward girl, that she hath wionged
Cur gallant friend ; pour forth thine clogquence,
Or will thy timid modesty deny
Thy love for brave Geraldi?
VERONICA,
Thou hast loosed
My silent tongue, and *iwill now wanton, Praigoer
Oh it must fall beneath hig worth s he stands
Unmaoved on glory’s pinnacle; no fierce
And mad ambition {ires his even soul,
The meaucst objects of creation shara
Ifis tenderness and hoymty—{ar abova
Iis own renown he prized lus country’s peace,

The happiness of othors~human life,
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By heroey little valued, nover foll
A useless sacrifice at his command,
How beautiful, and like a god he stood,
Amud the grafeful people he had vaved
From war's ved sconrge; his eagle eyo was bent
In gentle fonduess o’cr them,  Chuonicled
In brass and marble to a distant age,
His deeds shall proudly stand: but oh, above
Earth’s bright venown, for him the widow'y prayer
The orphan’s blessing shall ascend to Heaven,
JULIAN,

The deavest mneed of valour 18 the praise
That flows from pure unsullied femalo lips.
Taiv Veroniea, *tis tho proudest hoast
Of briive Gevaldi, thaf hiy deads have won
Thy virtwous love. XKings may hostow vieh gifts,
Tlonours, and titley; Tame may twine a wreath
O bright and fadeless Taurels, and the soul
That covets innmoriality wnust prize

Tho splendid trophies.  Yet the human heart
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Will sigh for something doarer.  What is lifo
Unblest by sweet affection? Tsabel,
Can’st thou imagine aught that could console
Thy Julian for the loss of thy loved smila?
Isaper.
Oh flatterer, as falso as thou arf fair,
I think thou dost not love me; what new oatl
Wilt thou invent 7 I'll not believe a vow
That 1 have hoard before.
JULIAN,
Dear Isabel,
I can no longer loiter hore, the morn
Is breaking, and this fond, fond kiss alone
Must speak my love. Alas, thy silent tears
Flow faster than my lip can dry thom sweot,
Our separation shall be brief—al night
I will return.
VERONICA,

"Lis time thal thou wor{ gone ;
Tho day is dawning fast; fly, Julian ;
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I must re<lock the gate, for Isabel
- Is grown too careless, and will let the sun
_ Illume the parting howr,
IsanEpL.
Farvewell! Farewell !
Dear Julian, since it must be so; at night
Remember love thy weeping Isabel,
The Gate of the Garden.
VERONICA.
Are they not sland’rous poets who have styled
The god of love a vagrant truant boy %
*Tis sixteen months, I think, since thou hast played
The faithful fond adoring lover. Tie,
What n bad fashion dost thou set at court,
Nay, nay, confess the truth, thy love is feigned.
JULLAN.
It iy the very essence of my being; life
Were valueless without 163 Iove erealey

A Pavadise of bliss, and- who would wako

i om dreams delicious to a duall cold world 2
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Like the imperishable sun, my love

Buns with o constaut, inexhaustible

And ardent fire, Oh, soaner shall the orb
Forsake its pillow on the western wuve;
And seck another breasty than 1 exchango

That snowy bosom -

Sforze ruslung forward, and siabding fim,

SFORZA,
Traitor! false foul frend!
Amid accursed spirits thy baso soul
Shall howl through dread eternity
For *tis Geraldi Sforza strikes!
YERONIUA,

Despuiy !

(i ieavoen !

What dark assessin hag usarped that nameo!

Help, holp, he dies,
Bntor Tsabel,

Tsanny,
1t iv impossible,
Julian, awake; 1hon art not dead, my life!

My soul! my husband, speak to we!
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Sronza.
Husband ?
. Thy hushand, Princess Tsabel?  No, no.
There stunds his guitty wretehed paramour,
Jorian,
TPly, Sforza, [ am dying; thy rash hand
[Ius slain thy truest fiiend, My Isabol,

Forgive him; life is ebbing fast,——DMy wife,

Live for the sake of our unhappy child,

Clasp me again within thy sweet ombrace s

I die, my Tsabel! These vigid arms

Cunnot retarn thy pressure.  Bless thee, Heaven !
Where s Geraldi Sforza?  There were words
Still keener than thy sword ; my dying breath

Proclaims my unstained friendshipo~—-=-eek in Aight

Thy safety~———Wipe these heavy damps, my love,
Irom oft’ my brow., Oh, cven thy fragrant breath
Opproesses me. My last, st prayers ave-——/[ Dies,

i

Fsapno,
Wrotch !

Complete thy work ; bury within my breast
Thy fata) m?t')l;tl.
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SIORZzA,

Hell has again ing ulfed
The demon who betrnyed mo to this deed.
1 have not mmrdered Julian, The fiend,
Though ravenous for bleod, had felt a thrill
Of gentle pity in bis fire-seardd breost,
And staid mine arm,~—-My Veronica, too,
How cold and pale she lies beside him ; soon,

Sweet innocent, thou wilt awake to pangs
Of ceascless torture——What wild shriek was there!

Am I the cause? Again it tears mine ears,

Rings through my brain.——1It is his wretched wife.
Iinter Prince Angelo and Aitendants.
ANGLLO,

\ Ilere is the scene of blood; bind fust his army,
Drag the nssasin to o dungeon, We
Have here a mournful task, [ Exveunt.
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SCENE THER LAST.——A Dungeon.
GERALDI SFORZA,

The man I loved is deadt-—a second Cain,
For I have killed my brother, Shall I dave
Invoke Almighty merey, plrny to Heaven,
And plead repentance, who denied my friend
A moment’s pause to prove his imnocence,
Ox make his peace with his offended God?
A mad and bruial finy urged my sword,
I thisied, panted for his blood, struck deep
The fatal blow, and quenched cach spark of life,
Excellent, virtuous, god-like, Julian!
Thou wert too good for this base world, which I
And kindred murdevers inhinbit,—Dead,
And mine the aceursed hand that dealt the blow.
Oh will no pitying angel striko me damb,
And paralyze my soul, lest my beld lip,
Daring in erime with horrid blagphemy,
Arraign the justice of my fate? That deed
Will make mereckless of wll future gin—=

v
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Ia not this horror writtenr on my front
In hideous characters?  The gaping world
Will crowd 1o gnze upon the branded wrotch
Who bears hig guilt unprinted on ltis brovw,
And less dotested cximinals will bruit
Geraldi’s cerimes to wondering multitudes,
Linter VRRONICA,

Give me my murdered friond, wash from my hands
These erimson spots—Oh why, why dost thou look
So like an angel, and yot bear within
The seeds of mischief ?

Yrronioa,

Beloved Geraldi,
Look not upon me with thai eold, storn glance;
I have no welcome tidings {o impart,
Nothing to soothe thee save my faithful love,
The strong aflection which "mid blisy or wae
Still clings in mowrnful tenderness, still Lwvines
Like the fond ivy round the blasted trec

Thai beasts no other verdure.
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GERALDY
Trinmph now,
Proud beanly. Thy supremacy o'er all
Thy lovely sex is siamped with blood; thy path
To fame is strewed with richer trophies than
Pale flowers and tender madrigals; thy name

Shall Live for ever 1 the fatal scroll

Recording Julian’s death, and Sforza’s doom,
Viororica.
My poor Geraldi—let mie chase away
Those unkind thoughts, vismg, like evil fiends,
To goad thy wounded spirit; this dark cell
Wherein hath pass’d thy lonely hours, the pangs
Of keen remorse have worled a fearful change;
"Pis not thy nature, S{orza~—Ch, unhend
That stramge contracted brow——my {ears, my prayers,
Will they notl melt thy much~endaring heart 2
(forALDI,
Toll me that Julian lives.—0ly, beanicous canse

Of man’s destruction, hetiee!  Thou art not safe
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Within a murderer’s cell: I love theo not,

I never loved thee, and this callous hicart

Is deaf to all thy pleadings: plensure calls,

And pomp and glory wait thee s *mid the joys

The world has still to give thee, Iose all eare

Tor one who with his dying breath denies

The passion that he lightly feigned, to win

A toy that pleased him m his hour of Dbliss,
VEiroxnica,

When pleasure winged the frolic day, tho world
Seemed fresh and blooming, and my buoyant Jicar|
Looked smiling onwards to succeeding years
As redolent with hope, and peace, and joy—
When thou, a conqueror, smgled from a group
Of fairer, brighter, wiser beings, one
Whose only charm way her simplicity ;

Stealing her immost soul away with vows
Tender, and sweet, and winning, ns the song
The siven sung of old; duzzling her eyes

With glorious doeds, and sceming m hey gig ht
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More than & mortal, whom it were no gin -

- To worship with such mad idolatry

As Danad felt, when bursting from the skies

The god descended in a shower of gold-

When with thy passionate, yot melting words

You won my trembling lip to breathe my love,

I did not dream of this., But oh, Garaldr!?

Changed as thou art, the wreck of that proud hour,

A broken statue and a fallen star,

Though all the world should scorn thee, and thine

Fals. to thyscll, disdiy thy troacst fiiend,  [hoart,

1 will not leave thee to thy m'sery,

But to the last sad moment of thy life

Strive with my humble skill to comfort thee,
Grratpi,

Love me, my Veronica! dost thou atill,

Still lovo me?  Oh) it is impogsible

To veil my feelings in this odious mask !

I have not fortitude to sacrifice

Thy sweet aflection, even for thy dear sake,
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Angel of merey ! bright eclestial seint!
T would have spared thee all the agony
Which thou wilt suffor at my shamefal death !
Torgive this weakness, or forget it, swect,
And think me still a hardened, henrtless wroteho—
A dark assassin, who could coldly frown .
Upon thy matchless tenderness: my crime
Ilath merited thy hate. My Veroniea,
I have involed thee in my ruin ; thou
Wilt never taste of happiness again;
This weak and selfish spirit could not bear
The trial.
VERONICA.

Blessed beyond imagination,
I fecl thy gentle tears bedew my check.
0, Sforza! when I knelt before the king,
Vainly to sue thy pardon—when thy foos
Prevailed against me, this devoted heart
Feli not such keen, such agonizing, pain

As followed thy ¢old looks, thy bitter words,
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GERALDY,
Como to my arms, and lay thy gentle head
Upon my beating heart—=a stormy nost
For such a tender dove: safe from all ills
Thou should’st repose, rocked calmly to thy rest,
A guardian angel bending o’er thee; sounds
Of lulling sweetness, soft ambrosial airs,
Instead of these hot tears, these stifled sighs,
And the wild throbbing of my tortured breast,
T <hall be calmer soon; bat thou, my love,
Haw wilt thou bear thy sorrows 2 I have brought
This dreadful blight upon thee; tell me, sweet,
1s ihere yedemption for a deed like mine 2
Thy pure ovison, Veronica, join,
And,"mingled thus, my prayers may reach the skies
Canst thou, love, soothe me with the blessed hope,
Thuat cven my crimes may he nt last forgiven?
ViRoNIC A,
Oh, it wore sin to doubt it, dear Geraldi;
Look up with confidence; unfoigned remorse,
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And incense sweel of penitentinl tears
Are thrice«blessed offerings to the holy samts,
Thou dost accuse thyself too bitterly,
That base incendiavy, fell Angelo,
Shall by Omn'potence be justly deemerd
The guilty oue; ke the accursed fiend,
Who pazed on Paradise and saw 1ty bligs,
With unrelenting eye, his pitiless,
Inhuman heart, dealt the fell bolt that smote
To dust the fairy cdifice that love
Had fondly reared,
GERALDY,

No, no, my Veroniea,
I suffered dreadful passions to invade
The breast go proud of virtue; ¥ degpived
My tempter, and this arrogant,
Perverted soul deomed overy sin againgg
Ity happinesy too great to bo forgiven---
I murderad Julian, and it s
Must answer {or the deedw-Oh, would the loss
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Of .«ll nidy much~prized honours, could recal
That blow, too justly aimed, It will not Le-—
Tho sacrifice of thy dear precious love
Could not bring back to Jife the friend I slew !
My ounly hope of pardon iy the sense
I icel of my tratsgression--1 regiet
Not nll the promised joys thai Mooméd so fuir;
1 do not wish to shun my punishment; |
It 1s my crime, wy crime (bat [ fanent,
The God of merey will forgive me ore
1 can {orgive myself,
VERONTOA.

And must T part with'thee,
Gieraldi, deay Geranldl, never meot
Thy fond impasmioned glanco ? one only hopo
To soothe me on my weary pilrimage,
"Through this bleak desplated world, the thouglht
That we may meet in. Heaven. My Sforza, say,
Dost thou imagine in-the yoalms of bliss
That wo shall know cach other ?

U
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Geravoi,

My beloved,
The hour of my departure is at hand,
Oh, arm thy gentle bosom {o endure
The dreaded moment; would thy fithful heart
Could learn n lesson of forgetfitlness )
The sight of thy keen agony aloune
Will bind me to thiy earth.

VERONIOA,
My Geraldi,

I can endure an age of misery,
If T have hope that we shall meet in Heaven,

And love as we have loved on carth; my soul,

I do coujure thee, tell me, dost thow think

1t will be so ¢
GRERALDY,

So near my death, my fongue
Dares not equivocate, though to mislead
Thy spivit with a false bolief, would spare

Thy tender heart a pang, and give me joy
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To mitigate thy anguish, Oh, I fear
Our parting is eternal, If in Ilcaven

. The virtuous mother whe had left on earth

~ A much-loved child, should seek it vainly *mid

The new~created angels, Yeoronicn, whore
Would be her Paradise ?
VERONICA.
*T'ig past, *tis fled ;
My only hope is melted into air,
Expect not, ask mo not to live, Geraldi,
L never can survive thee.
GrnrALDI,
ITeaven avert
This frightful visitation of my ecxie,
ffor mine will be the sin, and at my hands
The souls that I to evil lead, he elaimed—

VERONICA,

I they would let thics live, my own Geraldi,

Fveu in this gloomy dungeou, £ would blesy

My destiny, and never ask agnin
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To view tho light of day ; it is too much,
T'oo much of happiness {o seo thee pine
And wither in this poisonous atmosphero 2
And will they, can they tear thee {from me, slake
Their hands in thy warm blood ?
Grranny,
My criime demands
The forfeit of my life, and T must hend
With meekness 1o the just decrce—tis hard,
"Tis painful to relinquish in my prime
The bhss that cavth ean give, to call theo wife--
To see my children hang about my Tnees—
Oh, Veronica, murderer as I am,
ITow dare 1 dream of such felicity 4
VERONIGA,
Alas! how pale and hagaurd is that brow,
So lofty once.  Sorrow, my hest heloved,
Has done the work of awe: we showdd wot long
Burthen this eruel world, our strickon heares

Would break together, L eonld neo thee dio
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Upon a hed of straw by famine pinched,
With nothiug save my tears to quench thy thivst
And bless my fate: how very wretched then
Must be my lot since happiness is shaped
By hopeless anguish in such horvid forms?
Guraupr

My Vervonica, when the faurel wreath
Was twined around my brow, when at my feet
The hrilliant trophies of successtul war
Were laid by prostrate kings——in that proud hour
Fancy porivayed t(hee as the hevo’s bride,
Thy timid beanty evowned with dazzling gems,
Thy cliaviot drawn by thronging muliitudes
Eagor to pay thee homage, "mid the sound
OF swelling instruments, hul sweeter far
The musie of a prateful people’s prayors—
A feariul change, my Veroniea! barred
Within o noisome dungeon 3 {rom thine arms
Dhragged to a shameful death, My love hath heen

To thee n hlighting ewrse; that form of ligrhit,
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So like a seraph’s, stricken to the dust,
Could I recoive my punishment alono
And leave thee happy, T could bear my fate
With decent fortitado—-hut thuy, olt thig~
My wpirit sinks subdued,
Inter the JarLnr.
VERONICA,
Storza, he comes '—Thou horrid miutster
Of crunel laws, {or once be merciful,
And kill me in these arms,  Nay, nay, in vain
You sirive to separate us, he 1s ming—
{ will not leave him, will not quit my grasp
Till my howed himbs are severed from their trunk,
In deatl’s convulsive agonies PII fold
My loved Geraldi in my strong embrace,
GEraLDI,
Dead! is my Veroniew dead ¢ Oh, oo,
That blessing' is denied her, Must 1 leavo
Upon the cold carvth that pale lifeless form ¢

She'll wake wnd find me gone.  Besceeh ye, wits,
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See her vonveyed to some blest sisterhood

Of holy nuns,  One last, and precions kiss,

And then we part for ever, My good friend,

Lend me thine arm; Povweak, and dizay @ [Teav’n,
Take to thy bosom that saveet sallering saint !

It will not hear a murderey’s prayer ! For me,
My Voronica is accurs’d, Imagos

Of horror rush upon my brain-—lead on,

Lead on to welcome death,
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THE PLORIENTINLEES,
A DRAMATIO 1AL E,
GI1oVANNI,
HunsNa.
Rosmunna,

Sceng I — The Pleasure-grounds of « Villa.
Giovannt returning from the Chase, Huina
meeling him,

IlinENa,

Glovanni, art thou safe, quite safe—the spoil

Thou hear’st so hravely on thy spear not won
By grisly wound ?  Tow ficree the monster looky:
There’s blood upon his tusk ; not thine, Giovanni?
Dearest, it is not thine ¢

A1OVANNY,

Thou fearful girl,
I am unharmed ; (heu see’st the boar is dead,
A noble savage, for he gave brave gport,

And struggled gallantly for life, *T'wns senrco
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A just deereo of fortune to secure
The Innters who had rouwsed him froin his Tadr,
[{e made o desperate stand at bay~—but, sweet,
I must abridge my tale, since it doth blanch
The roses on thy cheelt,  Thou ean’st not hear
To hear thy husband’s prowess; 1 had hoped
To win thy plandits—
HELENA,
Why, why wilt thou rush
Upon sach frightful danger?  Is thy lifo
So little valued, or my happiness
So trifling i thine cyes.
GIOVANNI,
Oh, Tyranny,
Thou hast usurped mm angel’s form ; thy chaing
Are made of roses; who, who wowdd be free
When slavery is so sweet 2 Pl stay with thee
The live<long day, exchange my dangerous sword
I'or that slight spear thad weaves thy magic webs,w-
Give me thy distally love,

W
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Hrrewna.
Nay, now you mock me-——

GrovaAnN,
T dare not, Helen, pretty, pouting girl—
What must I say, what do to.be forgiven 2
Thou know’st 1 love to kiss away thy tears,
Yet would not cause them for the wealth of worldy,
Thine eye is woist, thy check is deadly pale,
Thou art not well, and L-have grieved thee, sweet,
Come, come and rest thed in-my ars ; thy young
And.innocent heart hath felt no deeper ills
Than those that love’s soft, soothing, melting voice,
Can charm away,

ITrrena.
Pve had a frighttul dream, -
Methoupht we stood upon a mountain’s brow,

And watched the Hiuf{h:g sin=hewis ;. all below
Was calm and sweet, & suooth wnraflled sen g
The golden orb sunk down; from out the sky

Tlashed forth eftulgent planets: we were nour,
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So near td heaven, that we could sce, amid
The brightness of the stars, solt angel-forms
» Waving their snowy pinions, darting down
The milky way, and fleating in the pure
Cerulean ether: yet beneath our feet
Sprang flowers of such rare odour, and the eartls
Looked so inviting witli its bubbiing springs,
Its sweet variety of hill and dale,
Its peaceful villages and rural haunts,
And that anruffied ocean, that we deemed
Our world the faivest place: and then you threw
Your arms around me, and, as you.are wolw
Paught me to name the wonders of thesky,:
Whilst they werc suilhig_ﬂnﬁrm'ﬂs.-#ﬂ11thﬂnly
You stooped to pluck a rose 3 I gazed above,
And missed you from my side. . On earth 1 looked,
But there you were not: then my oye sought heaven;
Alas! you wore not there,  Theit all was changed~—
The sturs were globes of blood, the sen 1 gulf -

Of pitchy blacknesy; tossed on the dark wave.
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b saw a livid corse-"twas thine, {riovanmi,
§ shirieked, and burst the bonds ot sleep s elnli dampy,
ITung on-my brow, a weight oppressed my hewrt,
Aud still my palse heaty quick, and wild alurms
Subdue my weakened spividy,

FIOVANNI,

Henee! avauni !

Ye haneful sprites! who, ot of murky fogs,
IIatch shapeless monsiers, black, nusightly forms,
Chimeras gloowy, shadowy phantoms din,
Away, swart fiends of emvth! deep, deep in fous,
Suck ihewnwholesonte dews s with bloated tonds
And slimy reptites gorge; bul come not near
The chamber of my love, with vistons dark
To mar her sweet repose,  Thou fairy irain
Of sprightly elves wateh o’er her pillow ; hring
Fhe peart that hangs upon the constip’s eup, 1o fave
Her brow ol anow 3 fan her soft rosente check
With feathers ploehed frone wings of bulteriliou;

Steal fromi the hee his honeyed store, wnd pland
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The treasave on her tipe s rear o’ar her head
A canopy of gossamny, hegenmel
With drops of glittering dew, and gathered fresh
From heds of new-blown daisics; breathe, amid
The honeyanckle’s winding horus, @ sound
Of Talling sweetness; strike your pearly shells
In unison with wings for cver franght
With music; see that the dusky trumpeter,
The gnat, he stingless; lead her sleeping thoughty
To fairy Tand, and wyeathe her in the danco
Which bright Titania threads!  Helenn, now
Smile on my invocation.  Thou shalt ne’er
Again be tortured with dark phantasies,
Buf, waking, sleeping, will thy hushand’s care
Guard ibee from evile—Are thy fears dispelled,
Or must 1 weave a chart more potend, love ?
~ Hexuwa,

[ m fo Dlamie to el 1his vigion still

Hang vound my hieart 3 1 see that thon avt sale,

I ieol that thou art mine, My rival liog
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Dead at my feet,~~Nuy, nay, yon must confess
That grim and horrid savage hat the power
To luie thee from these fond entwining' arms.
1 will not Yook upon it; it will feed
My sickly fancy with another dream,
(GIOVANNL
Sweet infidel ! hast thou so soon forgot
My necrommntic speils? or dost thou doubt
The power of the magician?
Hrrnna,
Alas! Giovanni,
Whilst timid apprehension will suggpost
A cause for fear, our busy sleeping thoughts

Dwell upon dangers,
Grovannr,

Say, my timid dove,
What dost thou fear ?
Inuexa,
Thew wilt Inugh at me;

And that's more painful than thy ehiding {rown,
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‘That st@rn, cold ook, which thou canst sometimes wear,
When [ have chafed thee with an idle speech.
(xI0VANNI,
Thou shalt mould all my features to thy wish :
1 will not arch my brow the breadth of one
Of those bright hairs clust’ring avound thy neck
My pliant lip, guiltless of irony
Shall curl as thou desivest, dearest girl,
Il press it on thy soft, white hand.  Now case
Thy burthened heart of all these heavy griefs,
If I should smile, thou canw’st not see it, love.
Hrereya.
When first we dwelt upon the Arno’s hank,
(Leaving the city to its gloomy pride)
Like a young bird just seap’d from his gilt cell,
] ranged abroad, soaring on untried wiag,
Teurloss and {ree,  PBut now a nerrow space
Confines my {lights, wy gavden’s houndary,
1 dure not pass its jasmine fenco alone;

And though the dainty butter-cup looks {resh,
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Like fairy gold dropped en the distant Inil
That pretty tohen of remoembance,
Forg cf-me=not, and violets more sweol

Than those my hauds have plauted, Jure my steps;

I must vesteain the npulse
Grovannt,
Why, wmy love?
IhiLuNa.
A sanko hath coiled its odious form amid
Those blooming wilds.  Alay! my dear Gioyanui,
Since thow hast piven sheller to that man,
That dark, mysterious Gareia, he who begged
A lodging in the woodland hut, so Toug
Untenanied—I dare not stiv alwoad,
Grovanng,
Is poverty & crome with thee, Helenn ?
Innena,
Oh, no: 1 quarrel witly his henvy brow,
The simster malicious looky he casts

On thee, my love, when taking from thy hand
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Thy lavish bounty. I have hoard dark tales
Of his apostacy, A rencgade
Antid the Turks, who, in a Christian laad,
Can think him less than demon?  On my soul
Ie hath imprinted sueh a dread, I ne’er
Can taste or peace or comfort whilst he haunts
Our Paradise, Giovanni, give him gold ;
Lot im have all he asks, but send him hence.
GiovANNDL
I do not laugh, Lclena, at thy {cars,
Though they are groundless,—~Ask me not to play
A tyvaut’s part, and exile from the shod
Which he hath called his home, that much-wronged
IMeinNa, [ man.
I1e is thing enemy, Giovamni,
GIovANNL
Nos
< Aud if Tie were, hiy suflerings might ex cuse

A hostile {erhing,
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Hryena.
Theu hast never wrongod him,
Grovanwt,
Willingly, my Helena, never yet
By word, or deed, or wish, did I ¢’er harm
A loman being ; bat by me and mine
Was Garcia deeply mjured, Seek not now
To learn the story, and guard well your cars
From vulgar slanders; do not trast your eyes
To whisper to your heart an evil thought,
Beeansé a cruel destiny hail marked
Ilis form with hageard misery; he'd show
Not so unseemly in 2 velvet robe;
Bat tattered weeds, and sears, and sun=burnt brows,
Detract from outward beauty,
[prnna,
Why dost thou
Deny his history? T is unjust,
For ¥ shall doubt until 1 be convineed.

Come, come, Giovanni, hide it not {rom we,
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GrovANNL
The tole mvolves a subject which I fear

Would not unto thine ear sound musical 3

Not so melodious as thy hushand’s voice

T

Is wont to he

HeLenA,

We have been wedded now two years, Giovanni,
And even thy chiding las to me sesmed sweet ;
Thou art so gentle, when my wayward words
Provoke reproof, ’Tis the sarcastic smile,
Denoting keen contempt, which most 1 fenr
And wounds me deepest,  * Pretty hitle fool,”
Though spoke in jest, seems hall' in carnest,

Giovann,
Nay,
I only call, T only think thee, love,
A little simpleton, when thou hast nursed
A viper in thy breast; when jealousy,

Too readily adimitted, mars thy peace,
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IMriina,
Tt is my diffidence that makes me doubt ;
And at thou dost deny thy confidonee,
What can { deem mysolfy but a more toy,
A plaything for thy idle moments ?—not
Thy bosom's counseltor, aud valued (riend——
(s1OVANNI
Helenyy thou shouldst see my mmost soul,
Read all my thoughts, but—
Hrnena,
That thou fearest to trust mo
Though I lack wisdom, love, I'l! he discreote
Why dost thow hesitate 2
LHOVANNT,
When Eve had spoiled
The tree of knowledeo with a daring hand,
She found the frait was bittor—=bo advised-—
Retain thy nmoeend simpheity ;
Revel in happy ignmanee, nor seck
A theme for deeper meditation, than

Hath yet found entrance m thy youthtul hemt,
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I{ereNa,
Alas ! heneoforward all my joys are flad,
Vivid imagmation will saround
Thy secret with a host of foars. My heart
Suggests some cruel motive for thy stern
Unyieldmg silence. Oh) my own Giovanm,
Why art thou so unkind ?
GiovANNL
Thou art my wifo;
T should have told this tale when 1 had wou
Thy virgin love, and left thee to thy (hoice,
forpive me, for I feared to Tose thee, sweots
Forgive me, that I tefl the story now.
It is to prove to thee, my love, my (rust,
And that T deem thee wise ns thow art fai,
[HEnnna,
[ am a fool to let thee see how deep,
fTow ardent, tender, aind how passionate,

My love hath grown, My hushand, when 1 fecl

The pressure of thine arm, meet thy fond glance
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Bend kindly on me, hear the gentle sound
Of thy sweet voice—what would I not forgive ?
GIOVANNIL

Read o’er my heart, T will not hide one thought,
The earlicst sorrow, Helen, of my youth,
My father causcd-—a stern ambitious man
Born a patricinn, he had elimbod to power,
And those who valued 1he Republie, feared
ITis giunt strides would lead him to a throne,
A1l who opposed him sauk beneath his feel
And one, who strugaled hard to chip his wings,
Too boldly venturous, o’erstepped the Iaw,
And fell its vietitn—in one person, judge!
Accuser! enemy !—Nhis fate was sealed—
My father was implreable,

IELENA.
Indeed !

And thou his son 2
Girovannt.

I clung abouat his knees,

Besoughit, mntreated, prayed him v relent 4
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Writhed in the dust before him, My young heart
Shrank at the sight of bleod. The day arrived
That saw the senience executed ; throngs
OF heartless wretehes crowded in the streets,
LEagoer to see a feflowwcreature die,
The seaffold waved with black ; the dismal bell
Tolled {orth a horrid sound. My striken soul
GGave to the mournful drapery a tongue;
And heard in that sepulehral clang, a voice
Proclaiming, Veugeance ! Vengeance on the race,
Who tore a father from his childeen’s arms,
And made them orphans,
Horona,
Oh, my poor Giovanni!
(GGlaovANNI,
The dark remembrance of that dveadful day
Will never be erased 3 the air was hot
As burning sulphur,  Blinded by my tears,
And all my senses steeped in agony,

Stilly still T saw him, weak, and faint, and pale;
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His haguard eye glaved wildly on the erowd-
Bui there were none to save i, and e ded,
Ilis wealth was fnifeit fo the state; his son,

Young Garea, exiled from his native land

His only daughier, sunk m poverty,

Languished and pined,
Hinrwa,

A convent’s walls, methinks,

Had proved a sate asylum,  Charily
Left lier not quite uncomforted ¢

Grovanng

[ soup i

Her humMle dwelmg, in a horrowed name,
And, like 2 guardinn genius, supphied
Her father’s teuder cares,  From her fawe cheek
The rose had fled; but the vich pallidness,
The ivory brightness of her deheate
Pale brow, continsted with the beanng ey,
Dark as the <able, silken, curls that wayed

Around her polished temples, seemed, mdeed,
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So perfedt in its beauty—the hright tiue,
The flush of red, had narved its Toveliness,
HiLeNa,
So very fouw, Giovanni?
(AIOVANNI.
who is dead—
Discousolate, deserted, pity first
Meclted my youthfal heart; then love’s quick flame
Avose. My father sternly had despoiled
liev Lite of hope; T{elt a generons wish
‘T'o bid o hloom again.  We fled away,
And marvied.—
ILeNa.
Marvied, my Giovanni?
Giovanyi,

Why dost thow start, and twrn asyay thy hoead,
Strugzpling te quit my ams? T told thee, sweet,
That ¢he was dead,  Oh! do not envy her
The short brief gleam of sunshine that ilumed
Her cheerless life,  Sailing along the deep,

"ll“
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The treacherons oconn, suddenly o storm
Wreeked oue frail bk ;s within my orms L elasped
My hapless wite, and ploughed the weltermg wave:
Stuuned by o blow, all power forsook my limbs,
And she wag lost; bul, by & nuracle,
A fishing vesscl that outlived the pale,
Espied me ere the vital spark had fled,
And called me hack to Tife,  Esought my home,
And hid my seoret in my hreast-—
e,
Yol sl
Cherished thine early love, thy first, {ivst love?
Chiovanwi,
No—"twas a hoyisl finey, 1 have learned
Yhe lesson since. My Liclen, whilst thine heary
Beats ug:liliéi_t mine, 1 teel that T adore
The mother of my child.  Come, dry those tears,
Thou never had’st a vival,  Garcia now
Wl claim thy Mty 3 think what he hath fost,
What he hativ snjtoeed, |
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HrrENA,
Swear again thou loyest me!
ChovANNL
lome 1o thy ttlmuibuf.;. thou art faint-—-my life,

My own Heleua, doubt mo not,  All thine,

Deavest, all thine, for ever.
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Serwr LL——"The Confines of « TWood
Grovanns enlers prepea ed for the Chace,
(rlovawnt.
From (lus hold cmenece how beautsiul
The carth appearsy the hlae and goldan an,
Fiiled with the vital essence, to the soul
Brimgs sueh mvigorating mflucnes,
My buoyant spiit secins (o 115¢ oh W inigs
That would transpord me thioug v the houndless e
OFf ghtlormp ether, did not that bught wold
That blooms below, entwine mound my hewmd,
And terapt my hngamg foofsteps, Yonr dmk woud,
So deep, wo silend, <t boars sutisliglit pathis,
Shinmg annd the gonalod and mossy tiadke
Of gunt trees, whose aged nnms embrace,
And form a living canopy above ;
And thae the rochuck sprmgs; the dosky hom
faaks m Ins L, Down, down, my galtant hounds,
A monunt yet, ere 1ot shp the leash,

Auhrouse the quanry, 1 must gaze awiule
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On thy\?m: e glassy muror, Aino, whoie,

From thy Dlue depths reflected, towar, and fice,
The Romum vam, ganlanded with wieaths

OF flowmg vy, 10sts m calm repose,

Oh Taly ' thou buoght, vomantie land,

it secne {01 tove, and peace, and brotheirhood,
Why st theu o defilcd by human deeds ?

Pride and ambihon, atied and 1evenge,

Have dyed thy ciystal streams with erimson gore,
Tamted thy balmy au with coises stiey ed

Anudd fur vatleys redolent with bhss,

‘There, deep scqquestered, howered avound with floy s,
Blooms the sweel nest of my felienty,

My joy-tncrcded home.  Thou fender dove,

Like the white pimons ol thy prototype,

Thy snowy ganments flutier m the ar.

Telonn, blessmps hght apon thee, love,

Thou soft, thou g¢ ntley stinless mnocont ;

Biiol abeence gives affection new delig hts,

Now could { feap the space that separates
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Thee and thy miiant fiom my longmg arns,

And liold thee elasped (o ever.~ -
Inter Rosmunna,

Strang et a]wml
Thy path in peace, fear not the fireacyed bruates;
My dogs shall not moleat ther,
Rosmunpa,
1 have passed
Too many dangeis, seaped from suftenmg
Too oft, to fear thy fierce and ravenous hounds,
My journey hath been long, and 1 am faint,
And somnewhat apprehenstve, lest, perchance,
1 meet not such a weleome as ny hupm
tave fondly pamted,
(110VANNY,
Rest upon this bank :
The mountain-spring hrickles fiom yonder roek—
VIl bring theo damty bevorago from the vise  [liesk
Which nature’s hangl hath scvoped s dunk, twdl ve-

Thy parched and fover’d Lips,  Nay, do not fear
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A cold ;‘*‘eceptiun from thy relatives.

Oh, there’s a germ in every human breast,

T'hat buds ancw when absent fiiends 1eturn,

Thon *It biing with thee blssful remembrances

Of tites long past, ol love, and hope, and joy ;
Aud though a scorching sun, a blighting wind,

May have converted to an arid sand

The soil where flow’rets sprang, they *ll bloom again,
A second spring of tender, calm delig s,

. RospMuNDA.

What, 1 winist I have wandey'd, sunk in gvief,
Strogsling with poverty, and wrinkled cares
Feeding upon wmy bloom, wasting my limbs
With prematare decay, my friends have soared
To forfoe’s topmost height; will they embiace
The squalid wreteh that sues to them for bread,
Brings them uo guerdon, save a broken heart,
Shrmed in & tenement of withered clay 4

(x1OVANNLI.
Thioa wilt be deaver tor thy sullevings

‘They *ll pour their golden treasures at thy feed,
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[Iang o’er thy couch, relume thy gricladalled ey

With ihe revivilying influence

Of faithlul love,  Ohy there are humnan byeasts

S0 constand, so muntlicent, o blest
With godelike atfributes, that, for thow sikes,
leaven withholds ity fives from simtul men,
Rosmunba,

Should, by misfortune’s bhialthie towch, my forn
Be so much alieved, thai a single trace
Of former heanty doth not live, to wake
Remembrance in the breast; the silv'ry sound,
The musie of my voice, he changed to harsh
Aund grating discord, dost thou, dost thou think
Those who have loved me in my former pride,
Will goze with kindness now ¢

(L1OVANNT.
I thou hast pProol

That love existed strong, unsulbed-—-

Rosmuwpa,
Y ey,

Oh yes, disinterested, passionate,
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o .
And pwe affection bless’d me onee; dost think

That such pttachment e’er could fade? My hife
Itangs on thy answer: speak, Giovanni |
Grovannr,
A stranger, yel famtliar with my name,  [Aside
Who, and what apt thou ¢
RosMunpa.
' Oh, it chills my breast
To hear thee ask the question; to thy heart
Lath uot a spirit whispered, ’tis the wreck
Of what was onee 1thy precious, hest beloved,
Thy cherished wife, Rosnunda?
Gl1oVANNI,
Oh! no, no:
Her bones are whitening deep heneath the sea
A tathomless abyss coshrines hor forin g
Wave after wave volls o’er hor; she is dead—
RosmMuNDA,
The locks that thou wert wont to call tha plume
Stolen [rom the vaven’s wmy, have lost thew gloss;

Z
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The cheek, so snowy=-tmetured, now 18 hronsed
With winty storms, and summer’s head 3 yet still
I am, T am Rosmunda!  Oh, Giovani,
Scaped {tom the wave, released from slavary,
Wilt thou deny tho haven of thime army
To the poor slupwicchod wanderer ?
OVANNI,
© Away!
*Tis mockery all; the grave must holid ity dead,
O1 tombs will gape, the denizens of carth
Be stiang ely mungled wath the phantom forms
Of spirit,  Most tmatural union;
We'll not endure it—Dakness, the cold cave
Of ocean is thy dwellmg-place, not lig b,
Aud air, and sutshipo——
Rosyvunna,
Oh, heloved Giovin !
Speak not so wildly; *tis thy Tiving wife,

Thy lost Rosmunda: by a muandle

We both were saved. It was a happicr fate
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That 1ed thee to thy country, raised theo up,
It should appear, to rank and riches, [
Suffered the cruel destiny that hangs
Upon my hapless race; was sold to chains,
Dragged out an abject servitude, for long
And weary years, till the kimd chanity
Of pious Christians wrought my slow release,
Grovanni,
And dost thou plead to me, stained and defiled
By the embrace of Infidels? T know
IHow sacted female punity would be
Withm a harends walls, We are divoreed
By Ileaven’s own law, I pity thee; my wealth
Shall shield thy future life fiom misery,
But we must never meet again.
Rosmunpa.
Before
The face of Heaven, I swear, a spotless bride,

A fathul, ol most fathful wife, hath darved

To eadl thee husband,  We ate one; the chureh,
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All laws, both human and divine, have boune,
Irrevocably bound us.  Those bright charmy
Which won thee, my iiovamnd, wore ofifnced,
At first, by sickness, by despair, by grief;
And, with rveturning healtly, my earliest care
Was to despoil my person of all power
To tempt the lawless libertine 1 «erved,
Too soon 1y pains were needlessy thou, even thou,
ITast turned with loathing from the form which once
Thou gnzed upon with raptuvous deliglt,
ITung o’er enamoured, like the wooing boo
Floating in air ahove the blushing rosc.
GiovANN.

Forgive me, lost Rosmunda, oh, forgive mo!
Unhappy victim of a cruel fate,
Thy bitter cup of sorrow iv not drained
The dregs remaing and 1, even T, am doomed
To add to thy misfortune: that sivong outh
I swore to thee must be revoleed sy new fies,

New duaties bind me: show thyself suprene
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In maghanimity above thy sex,

And seal our separation, 1 have now
No heart, no love to give thep, Tear not then,
The bonds asunder that have linked my soul—
Dishonour not my children. At thy fect,

Low kneeling, I implore you to renounce

The right you claim ; be kind, be mereiful.
IIatred and gratitnde are thine to choose.
Rosmuanda, thou hast lived within my breast

“Immaculate; change not thine image now,

Rosmunpa.

I will not yield thee up thy plighted vows,
Consign my name to infamy and scorn,
Connive at thy adulterous intercourse,

“Aud wruard my rival’s peace. I will appcal
To Heaven, to man. Too long the sport of fite,
J will not bend to thy barbarity,

-Drag ont my hife in some obscure rotreat,

But sharve the fortunes of my wedded lord,
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Grovann,

If riches are thing object, here ave gems
Would prove a monarch’s ransom; all my wealtly
Is freely thive: in distant kingdoms blaze,

With castern splendor ; leave me « poor hut,
And the most precions Ireasures of my sonl,
Rosmunna,

Waste not the time in idle words—1I sought
The fond protection of my hashand’s arms,

e hath dented iy suit; hut Juslice still

Reigns upon earth enthivoned 3 my canse iv linked
With snered attributes; an mjured wife,

A helpless woman will not plead in vain,

Across the Arno, where Zonaldi's gate

Opes to the suflerev’s tule, Pl speed my way
Unliko liis eraef sire; who wrought the fall

Of my wnhappy fther, ho will pid

The righteous cause, My hrother hinth obtained
A salo asylum in his broad domuing,

And [ will yush amid lis marble halls,

And tell my picreing wrongs,
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Grovanwy,
Not there! not there !
Invade not Iiden; thou foul demon, back ;
Dare not advance a single foolstep, lest
My madness, my despaiv prevail, my heart
Forget ite natural mpulse, and my hand
Rid me, at once, of all I {car and hate,
. RosmunDA.
Thou shalt not fright me from my purposed way,
- Jiven though the panting brotes thy strength restraing
(lare not with fury more implacable
Than flashes from thine eyes, lusatiate,
Lager for blood, let slip the lensh ; their fangs
Will excute the meditated deed,
TAnd-thou be free from murder,
GIOVANNI,
Thou art wise,
_Prudent in counsel; thou may’st tempt me far

Beyond forbearance: faithful ministers,

Pursue the chace alone; away ! away!
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Treed from thy fears, Rosmunda, let my praydrs,
My agony prevail. |
| RosmuNDna,

Restore ma to my rights;

.- Cast off thy paramour; I am not now

The pliant givl, whose easy, yielding heart

You moulded to your will.  The slave of man,
Too long consigned (o tyranny and wrong,

I know the valae of the power I hold ;

And,’ taught a better lesson, will return

The evil I have suffered,  Give mie way ;

1 will proclaim my sorrows to the world,

And force thee to un act of justice,

Giovann,
| | Hold !
- You pass not till T bind you with an oath,
That shiall securo me from your frantic threats,
Trille not, wretched woman, with your lite—.

- [ Bxit Rosmunua.,
By Ieaven, she hay E!‘?Iilfﬂll{}ll mes sho will kil

My peutle Helen with her tale, Away |
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L must arrest her footsteps.  Gracious Power!
Send forth thy dews to conl my burning brain,
And leave mie not to combat with the fiends,
’ LHolding fell councils in my heart, . My stay
Is fatal, and my path may lead, oh eaven!
l know uot wheres~ [ Exii, following RosmMuNDA

through the Jorest.
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SeeEnn HI~dA Garden on the Arno. LELENA s0lus.
11105 A
ITow sil v’ry hright the Arno flows, how cabin
Tty tranguil breast : o pentle widers steal
Through the fresh sedges noiselessly 5 nor il
The bubbling spring that huests from yonder chiif
Bounds over roch and stone, i linste 1o hlewd
Tts tributary stremms, does the sweol sound,
The gurgling wusic of the rippling wave,
Break on the listening ears The raddy heam

Of the bright west hath made the waters blush,

As though they plided o’er a vuby bed,

And where the willow dips its gracelul houghs,
Sectis avich mine of emerald,  Beneaih

The how’ving trees that skivt the velvet Layn
Gambols a sportive kid, and turtle doves

Plame their bright wings, and muypute nofes of fove,
Where 4 Giovanni? L st prattlo on

Witheat his kind response; *lin pust the hoye

L which he should retwrn; is enger steps
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Parsue ihe chase 1oo keenly s that quick eye,
That Tion heart, thai lithe aud active form,
Couldd not be hatlled by the bratal strength
Of" the grim mousters he delights to slay.
Afnida’s art conld woeave a flow’ry chain,
Which houud Rinaldo’s souly lie uever sighed,
In her fuir hower, for battle, swords and spears ;
But my loved truant (like the cruel boy,
Whom beauty’s goddess could not hold within
AHer snowy arms) spite of my smiles, my tears,
Will burst ihe gentle homsinge, T have gazel
Upon the glowing eanvass of our grand,
Our mighticst master, little fancying
It was my own sad tale,  The eager dogs
Strany on the leash; the lovely hunter's heart,
Though liis strong svm reins in the panting houuds,
I~ with the ehase; and she, the gueen of Jove,
With inefibetual pleading, supplicates
Her loved Adonis 1o forego his sport,

He breaks the Haky hor inlertwining avms

' L]
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Have fondly wreathed, and rushes on to dentl, -
Ie comes! now his blithe spivit will rapel,
With joyous snnles, my apprehensive fearg—-
Iinder (XiOVANNI,
Oh, no! his brow is deadly pale! My life!
My hushand, thou art wounded 7
(1OVANNI.

It my soul,
Ielena, mortally, - Look on me, sweet,
With those faix eyes, so {all of tendernesy,
A Tast fond glance!  'Wo were too happy, love,

Awd we must part
HRLENA,
Oh! never has thy voice
Assunied go sad a tone.  Tell me the worst—
A thousand horrors rusiy upon my brain g
Yt when ¥ clasp thee in my eagor arms,
And feel that thou art safe from ontward wounds,
P not despaiv,  Cheer thee, my lifo! my lovo !

We shall be happy stitl—



1977

GrrovAnNI,
Yos, in the grave,
When this pnrtfurhﬁﬂ. heart has ceased to beat,
These throbbing pulses vest-—Ol, no, not then
Heroennd hereatter endless misery
Must be my lot—cternity of pain|
Hei¥na. =
Shrink not, my ]11155]}5111{1, from my fond cavess;.
Sorrow shall not come nigh thee in my arms g
*PII chase away the fiend.—Oh! thou hast swoin,
A thousand times, that T possessed the power
To sooth thee in thy direst woe, but now
You turn away.
| (GTOVANNT.
Grief hath bedimmed each sense——
A dull and torpid weight is on my heart.
. Hpuena. |
- Aldas? thou dost not feve me,
GrovANNL
In the skies,

“Upon the earth tis written, red with blood—
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Search througl yon forest for my broken v,
There *tis recosded, Ol b liave givent thee
My soul—my soul—my fove hath heenow flame,
Pevouring, quenchlessy wud the life of one
Who sought to part us, wildly cacrificed—
A muederer stands before theet She is doad—
My wite, Rosmunda ! ad o stamless name
Is thine, thy child legitimized : tor thee
I’ve plunged in evane-—have sold myselt’ to hell!
Do T wot love thee? dost believe it now ¢
Hruona.

Thy lTooks, thy wordsare wild 3 but oly, that deed-——
Intensity of sorrow tells the tale
Thy lips have only glarced af. She i dead—
And T the fuial canse! Do not hate me—
Do not desert mao: prayer and pendence
Shall win {org tveness for the s wo will seels,
Two weeping pilgrings, for each lioly Sl ;
Nor rest, nor tnste of comford, (11 we fool

That we aro pardoned,
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Grovanny,

She lies deep in eartlie—
The forest houghs wave o’cr hery birds will sing
As hlithely, and the fawn shall calmly sleep
Upon her unbleai grave, as the’ he stveiehed
s Tihs on sod undienched with Trunan blood.
There is no witness of my erime; the world

Wil eall me good and virtuous, and my tombh

Be senlptured o’er with pocts” flatteries—

’;l‘fh hore, tis i my braim, that b am stamped
With deadly <in! What would iy prayer avaid ¢
Can I yepent that I have saved my cluld |
And thee from shame? Were i to do again,
Thiw aam is yveady. 1 have murdered her—

A& hidpless woman, and my wedded wife 3~
Could Yaepent of this, T had been mad

When 1 perforined the deeds Tknew the crime
W hopeless, sl 1 shirunk not from it; but
Never, oli never, uor on carth nor heaven

Shull T taste peace again,
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My futher’s s are visttod on e,
And | am deomed-—-
Isunaa.
T'oans, hitter, prssionnte teary,
Are all T havo to give; my fortared het
Will not suggest one soothing words 1671 frue
That T «land by thee, hold thee momy urms,
Without the power to whisper peace; thal we
Are hotlt alive, bath love, and both despain ¢
GTOVANNI,
Live for thy cluld, Ilclena; hve to pray
IPor one who dares not mock the throne of heaven
With mipious hopes. My hie s waning fast,
My spirtl simks beneath the {eacful wenh,
The buithen of my sin.  But yestermoin
I would have holdly dared the living waorld,
All evil spirits, the dak cnenty
Of fallen man, {0 tempt me from the heighu,
The proud, the virtuous heiglit on which § stgoed,

What am [ now? A wretch, my f{ellow~nien,
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The reckless profligates I lrave despised,
Would execrate ! Clasp me again, my love,
Once more witlun the heaveu of thine arms,
Yiro I descend to expiate my crime
In endless pangs.

IIxLeNa,

Giovanni! my Giovanni !
Thy brow grows livid, and thy trembling limbs
Aic failing'; lcave me not, my life! my soul!
My husband !
GrovANNT,

Scatch in the wood ; she lies
Beneath a blasted oale; give to her corse
The yites of Christinn burial, 1 fear
Sho needs thy pious aid; her goul, like mine,
Had lost its innocence before she died—
Aud place me in thy tomb, my gentle love,
We ne’er shall meet in happiness, but still

"Twill sooth me if owr dust be mingled hete,
B 2



MISCELLANEOUS POLMS,
ADDRESS,
Spoken at the Opening of the Cawnpore Theutre*
Oclober 20, 1829,

Where late a jungle spread ity tangled dolls,
And panthers Jurked within the forest’s cellw;
Where still in troops the famished jackalls prowl,
And the wolf bays the moon with dismal howl ;
Where mid barbarie pomp a Satrap bore
Tyrannic sway along the Ganges’ shore,

And the adjacent cify only rang
With the deep dhole, or haysher eymbal’s clanyy,
And native crowds beleld with fievce delight

On the ved plain the sanguinary fight
OFf savape heasts, whose worse thou hratal sport

Formed the.amusement of an Llastorn Court

-l -y e ] T —p

_—

* An clegant building of the Roman Dorie order, olocled by
aubsciiption, from the design, and under the ¢directivn of Liout,

Intt, Engincers,
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Mid reliques and remains of tall Kiosks,
Pagodas, minarets, and dome«crowned mosques;
Where towering palms and spreading banians rise,
A Doric structure meety the spell-bound eyes—
Its fair proportions formed in every part
Jusi to the classic rules of Roman ant,
And dedicated to thoss Nymphs divine,
The fairer sisters of the taneful Nine—
Attendant on the Drama—a gay throng,

*Who weave the mingled web of dance and song,
Where young Thalia langhs with mirthful eye,

And gorgeous Tragedy comes sweeping Dy.

Say, what the magic charm that thus has changed
The wild, where erst the forest-monster ranged,
To the gay Theatre, where wit’s bright rays
Pour forth the sparklings of its diamond blaze,
And the rapt ear delighted lists again
Tho gifted poet’s most ennobling strain,
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And Sative lightly lnughs uf Folly's cause,
And Virtue wing the heart to Virtue's laws ¢
"Tis woman’s smilo 1~-She raised her potent wand,
And this fair structare rose al her command ;
She blessed the wilderness, and ench vavine
Transformed at once, heeame a brilliant seeno
And tho lone exiles from a distant const

No longer mourn for all that they have lost;
But pleased, and ploasing, to this apid sand
Have brought the treasures of their native land.
And never yet beneath the arch of heaven

To lovelier forms was man’s obedience given,
Nor homage ever paid to oyes more bright,

Than those which grace our Theatre to-night.

Oh! still vouchsnfo the soft approving smile,
Still by your presence gild thiy honoured pile,
For when did radiant heauty ever own

A fuirer realn, a moro approprinte throne,



205

Than the arena where the Drama tries

“ To catch the manners living as they rise 3”
¥rom cach expressive glance the Actor draws
The gentle censure, or the sweel applause ;
And as their various talenis they unfold,

She cheers the timid or appals the bold;
Checks with a glance each free licentious speech,
Aund gives the lesson none save women teach—
Sunctions the good, directs the march of mind
To all that’s preat, and beauleous, and refined,
Displays the witchery of the soft, the chaste,
And shews examples of the purest taste,

We bend before you—grateful—for we know
IIow much to female patronage we owe,

And fonrless—for to woman’s generous breast
The modest suppliant never yet addrest

A prayer in vain——whatever our success,
The gentle smile of female loveliness,

Will sootho our failure, or our triumph bless,
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Yot to the Drama’s sons be not alone
Your plausive glance, and soft indulgence shewn.
But ho the wellwcarned meed of laurel shed
On the aspirapt’s young and anxions bead,
Who from a bold design, with taste correct,
Has reared this splended pile—the Architect,
Dreading no frown, no critic word severe,
He humbly waits {or your approval-—here,
Cawnpore, October 1820,
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THE NAIAD,
She comes to bless me like a dream,
As with an arrow’s {light,
I sce her gliding down the stream
Of melted chrysolite,

Her glittering hair of wavy gold
Is bound with lilies pale,
And wreathed in many a sunny fold,

I'loats round lier like a veil,

ITor large and tender cyes of blue
Glance upwards, filled with love,

Their sapphire boams come flashing through

The crystal wave above.

Blended with molten pearl, the rose
In all its warmest blush,

On her fair cheek ennmonred glows
With ever~changing flush,
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She wears a smile of heavenly birth,

As one untouched hy cars,
Who never felt the ills of earth,
And knows not what they ave,

And swiftly as she glides along
That wave so bright and clear,

Each breezo the sedgy banks among

Makes music in her eay,

And thus she spends the smmmer day,
Rejoicing in it light ;

But oh! how fleetly melis away
When steals the shrouding night,

Beneath {he moon’s soft silvery rays
I watch the stream in vain,
But with the sun’s meridian blaze

She comes! she comes agunin |
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TWILIGHT WITH TIIE FAIRIES,
A fairy grot, and a fairy lute,
A fairy bark to {loat over the tide,

| When_the winds ave hushed, and the billows mute,

-"_""-l-l.-—-"-'

And the sun has sunk to hig ocean~hride,

Ilow joyous it is to sit within
That elfin cave with its crystal spavs,

While the glittoring waves come dancing i,

* As they cateh the light of the gleaming stars.

Iow joyous to list to the fairy gong
Which swells o’er that broad and tranquil sea—
While nereiad voices the notes prolong

Thrilling the soul with their minstrelsy,

Joyous it is in our faivy boat
When dolphing sport on the trackless main,
Lilco spirvits of brighter spheres, to float
And steer to our sparry grot again,
‘ 0 2
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Joyous it is with the fairy crew
T'o share the fenst so daintily spread-—
To quafl the honied andd rainbowed dew,
And gip the pexfure {irom roscs shed,

Oh! when will the twilight hour mrive,
With its mystic sounds and its mystic sightgem
And who in this dull cold world would live,
‘When fairy-land offers sucli xave delights ¢
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TIE VOYAGE OF LOVE,
Ol haste on board I~-My gallant boat,

While skics me bright and sun<heams smile,
Shall gaily_o'er the waters float,
e TR gt
Al steer for Pleasmie’s fany isle,
"Tig summier’s prime; each bud and flower
Glows upon hill, and dale, and grove—
Oh! seize the blest auspicious hour

And haste on board——and sail with Love!

I'air TTope my wilken sail has waoupht
To waft us o’er the stivery tides,
Young Enterprize the ruddey brought,
Which his adventurous spint guides,
Upon the deck Pl rear a light
And trelliced bower of myitle wove—
The winds are hushed, the skics are bright,
Oh! haste on board, and sail with Love!
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The maulen heard the gentle song,
She saw tho gaily painted havk ;
The path by Prodence nrged was long,
And led througle valleys dreae and dark.,
The sillien saily, the pennons gay
Llave Tured her fruant steps 10 rove,
She leaves the rough and ragped way

To nnil 0’cr tranguil seas with Love,

Swiftly towards Pleasure’ flowery realm
Love's ficet and buoyant, veysel fiies,
And still through sunuy straity, the helm

I, boldly steeved by Linjerprize,
The fairy prow leaps dancing o'er

The vippling wave by elifl and covew—
Who would not quif the lonely shore

To sail 1o Plensure’s Isle wilh Lovoe?
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But soon tempestuouns winds arise,

Loud roars the surge, descends the rain,
And vainly does young Enterprize

ITiv ruddoer urge to land again,
Ele swims Lo shore—on pinions gay,

While with the weltering wave he strove,
ITis wily patron speeds away,

But she was wrecked who sailed with Love.
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GENLVIEVI,
Bright as the summer’s golden beam
Thy smiles were wont o e,
And placid as tho rosy dyeam
Of eareless mlanay,
Then why that drooping downenst eye,
And wherefore dost thon grieve 3
Why art thou stragaling with a sigh

My protty Genevieve?

So young, so lovely, and so hieut,
What evil canst thou {eay——
What thonght distmrbs thy guileless breast—
Why swells tho starting tear ¢
Say, dost thow weep that thero is woe
Thy tears may not volieva,
And do they for another flow,
My gentle Genovieve?
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Oh! clear thy darkling brow again,
And let the radiance shine,

Like sun<beams chasing April rain,

_ In thoga.sweet eyes of thine.

I swear tosthee, and thou will still
The foud, foud vow believe,

To guard thee from ceach earthly ill,
My precions Genevieve!
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SPAIN,
Land of the forest, Innd of the mountuin|
Land of the river, the hill, and the fonntain ]

Where the cork, and tho citron, and oljve irees

-y o

t“

bloom—
Land where the vine wreathes its leaves info bowers,

Where orange and Jemon shed gold witle their

flowers,
As the summer gale woos them Lo yield their perlume,

Land, where of old, the cross and the erescent,
With hatred unquenched, and with fury incessant,
Their bright bamners advanced o’er the red haitle
plain ;
Where Araby poured forth its hovdes like a flood,
Where the bright mountain.iorrents ran crimson
with hlood,
And the proud Moslem veigned o’cr tho Christian
domain,
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Land, where the conquering Saracen made
Tower and palace arige from the glade,

Giving vecords sublime of the day of his power——
Lo, where the temple and minavet smiled
Bid gardens with purple and raby buds piled,

The haunt of dark beauties in youth’s freshest hour,

Land, where the Moor proudly rode o’cr the plain
With pomp and with cymbal and drum in his train,
T the tilt, where the knighthood of Christendom flung
Their peunoys on high, and cach chieftain’s advance
Was marked by the shock of the broad-sword and
lance, [rung,
‘While the lists, far and wide, with their martial deeds
Land, where Jove’s influence strongly displayed,
Tha youth of Castile and the dark Arab maid
Wore ol linked in soft bands enly broken by death—
Fand, where the Moor in caplivity swest |
Sighed his f’mul vows at some farr Spunh‘ﬁ’ﬂ:g.{ﬂﬂlg,_,ﬂ.{z
Assho bent o’er his forchead her rose-scented breath,
)l D 2
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Land, where the shallop spread forth its bromd sail,
And recklessly gavo its career to the gale,

Securs of suecess~-it (he leader’s command,
Who, o'er the deep waters, beyond thitweide skics,
Saw clustering islands and continents rise,

And the hold vessel steered with an unerring hand,

Land, where the eavth’s richest mines have nurolled
Their coveled trensures of nilvor and gold,

And half the new world as its vagsals bowed dowu
Land, where the pure pricoloss jeyels that shone
On Peru’s dazzling scepire and Mexico’s throno,

Were wrested to gleam on thy proud monarcl’s crown,

Land of the bull-fight, where handredy engugo
"Tho brute in his fiercest and dendlivst xage,

Till pierced by thelr weaposs he sinks o the ground ;
Where Dheanty’s eye dwaells on tho pexilous deed,
And woman can gazo as the combatanty bleed,

h Allf”[ﬁfd:ﬂﬁﬂt voice be hoonrd as the ploudits resound.
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Land of the convert, the shrine, and the cell,

Where the deep choral hymn, and thesoft vosper bell
On the light breezes borne gently steal o’er the ear-—
Where tho gaul’s pensive dream of some votary pale,
Some fond heart that pines "neath the nun’s flowing
Is chased by the song of the gay Muletcer,  [veil,

Land, where the church and the aliar profaned
By dark supcrstitions and priesteraft arve stained
. By heretic blood to the ruthloss flames given;
“Land of the dungeon, the rack, and the chain,
Where man has appealed to his fellow in vain,

And the shrick of the martyrs ascended to heaven,

Land of the waltz and the gay masquerade,

The cloaked cavalier and the wild sercnade,
"Where fond lovers sigh o'er their tender guitars—

Laud, where the fingers that held in their clasp

'"The maiden’s white hand tho red daggor would grasp,
And assnssing steal forth *neath the light c*{ the stara.
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T.and, where the bandit infests ench wild scene,
And the wolf bays the moon from the mouutain
raving
Where the poatherds have loftior souls thay their lords
Whare peasants by glory’s bright chronicles fired,
By their couniry’s renown and ity thraldyom
inspired,
Iis freedom have won at tho point of their swords !
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A SKETCI,

The fretted pannels gleamed with gold,

And gorgeous shewed that stately rooms
The silken cyptain’s ample (old

Shone with the dyes of Persia’s loom.
And there Iay harp and lyre and lute,

To waken music’s swectest strain,
But all in that sad hour were mute—

Their witchery lost, their solace vain,

\;Vithuut-—-tlm tall trees wooed the wind
Shading a smooth and spacions lawn,
And where the shrobs their branches twined,
Couched on the blossoms slept the fawn.
The wide verandah’s colonnadae
With rare and precious flowers was filled,
And every breeze that round them played
Their odorous seenis in showers distilled.
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The jasmines mantling wreaths were hung
Upon the trelliced areh, and high
Tho rose its rich red elustors flungy
Mid that star-cinctared tapesiry.
"I'was evening, and a silvery ray
Beamed (rom the hright and full arbed moon,
Which sailing on her heaven-wud way,

Shone broadly on that fair saloon,

The lattico wide, as if {or air,

Was open thrown—and faint and wealk,
A form wag seen reposing there,

With cyelids closed and pallid cheek—
Upon a velvet couch she lay,

But not to her a couch of rest ;
Lier long dark hair in disarray,

Ier white arms folded o’er hor breast,
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Amid the hraided tresses shone

Pale flowers exhaling scented breath,
Like coromaly wo strew upon

The friend We lose by carly death,
She was not dead who corgexlike prest

That couch of caro; but the moon’s Iight
Neler could on onamore heart-struck rest

Than hor who caught the beam that night,

And there wag one of geutle mood

Who watched that pale and prostrate {form g
And as in musing gricf she stood

And marked the wreck of one wild storm,
She fancied that the moon looked dovwn

With pitying eye upon the bed,
Wliere like a lily overthrown

The smitten mourner drooped her head.
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It was an idle thought—yet sl

The dream the pensive mind boeguiled,
But that same moon o'er yon greenthitl

Laooked down on other scences and iled ,—
Oh! fair and false—a beam of light

On misery’s tharny couch she throws,

The faithloss turns ¢ ray ay hriglit

Where hope and joy and bealth repose,
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LITE'S CITANGES,
Mid gay and crowded festivals,
In many a fair and glittering scene,
I tread those h{ight and gilded halls
Wherein thy fect so oft have been,
Familiar are the names to mo
Which my new friends and flatievers bear,

Each sound comes linked with thoughts of thee;

But thou art-~~——-where ?

The husy throug which thou hast known
In days gone by approach me now,

Aud every word and every fone
Reminds me of thy plighted vow,

They nume thee not, but fancy brings
Thy voeice upon the passing air,

Thy form is borne wpon hor wings

Bt thon apfeeees-syhioro 7

»
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The wreath which, when my hiumble gsong
Was hreathed to carcless ears in vain,
Thou fondly said’st should soon belong
To my unprized unvalued strain,

Is twined for me—upon my bhrow

In many a kuot and elu ter faiv

Its blooming buds and blossoms glow
And thou arte———-where?

Not thine the lips that whisper praise,
Not thine the bright and beaming cye
Turning on mine its ardent gaze,

Not thine the hope, not thine the sigh,
Another breathes a tender tale,
Another hovers round my chair,
Another {rusts he may prevai,

Tor thoun ari whoere ¢
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I know not if my onee loved naire

Now first before the world avowed,

As ona who hopesdier lay may claim

The homage of the busy crowd,

Though published wide, has reached thine ear,
Reviving thoughts which love will sharéve

I know not if it still be deary

T'or thou art-e——ewhere ¢
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STANZAS,

Upon tho Ganges yegal styeam

The suns brig it splendours rest-w
And gorgeousty the noon«tido beam

Reposes on ity hreast,
But in a small sectuded nool

Beyond the western sea,
Thevoe rippling glides anarrow brook

That’s dearer far to mo.

The loovy perches on my ltand
Careysing to Do fed-—

And spreads its wingy at my command,
Aml bendg its purple head,

But wheve the vobin —hiunble puest
Jomed flying: from the tree,

Which bears ity unpretonding nost,
Alas ! 1'd raiher be,
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The fire-fly floshes through the sky,
A meteor swift and bright,

And all below, around, on high,
Gleams with its emerald light

Though glory racks thal shooting star,
And bright its splendours shino,

The glowworm’s lamp i3 dearer far

To this sad heart of mine.

Throughout the summeor year the flowers
In all the flush of bloom,
Clust’ring around the forest bowers,
“xhale their rich perfume ;
J'he dairy and the primrose pale,
i‘huugh seentless thoy may be,
That e o far, far distant vale,

Are much more prized by me.
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The lotus opes ity chalices
Upon the tank’s roadd Inke,

Whero India’s stately palaces
Their ample mivrors makes

But veekless of each tower aud dome,
The splendid and the grand e

1 languivh for a cottage humo

Within my native land,
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STANZAS,
Land of Romance!
Iair and jocund I'rance !
From thy green meads, and from thy sunny rills,
Thy laughing piuins, and from thy vineaclad hills,
Thy dark-eycd maids advanco;
And while the pipe its gentle music trills
They wreathe the graceful dance,

Land of Romance!

Fair and fertile Franco!
When music’s voice o’er ill and dell and plain
IInd ceased, the minstrel harp, the vocal strain,
\\Wnknd from their long long trance-—
The Troubadour’s soft lay revived again

By thy bright wave, Durance!



252

Eandl of the brave and fice !
Imperial Germany !
By thy grape~clusterad rocks, thy lofty towers,
Thy fair broad wivers, and thy princely hower,
The warrior’s minstrelsy
Resounds—and miil the fairest sweotest {lowets

Up springs the laurel tree,

Land of the brave and freo!
Imperial Germany |
Deep in the bosom of thy dark pine woody,
Thy mountnin mines, and o’er thy angry floods,
Wild as the revelry
Of winds and waves, dwell the unhallowed breods

Of dreaming phantasy,
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Land of melody !
Tuneful Italy!

To thy enchanting balmy vales belong

The spirit and the soul of melting song
They breathe, they dwell with theg—

Floating thy bowery myrtle groves among,
Eichoes of long past poesy.

Land of melody !
- Tunefnl Italy!
Each ruined palace and each classic shrine,
Filled with man’s works, yet more than half divine,
Swells the rapt heart with extasy. f
fI:lE sculptor’s work, the painter’s bold design
Were both inspired by thee,

r 2
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Tancy’s bright domain !

Chivalric Spain
Thy broad sierrag, and thy olive glados,
The gentle music of thy serenades,
Thy ficree and martial trajn-—
Thy midnight masquings, and thy falchion blades
Bring knighthood’s days again,
Faney's bright domain |
Chivalri¢ Spain |
From thy last words, the wanderer hears afar
The tinkling of the fond and wild guitar,
Aud lovers to the moon complain g
But at the first shrill tramp of war,

Linch breaks his silken chain,
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BALLAD.,
My castle towers on Severn’s side
Smile in the summer’s sun,
Not brighter flows the silvery tide
Of thy fajr stream, Garonne !
Tho wild bee murmurs in the bower,
The deer hounds through the wood,
Anid gnily blooms the primrose flower

In that sweet solitude,

IIl hang vich jewgcls in thine ear
1f thou wilt bo my bride;
Pl trap thy robo with minever
~-And broidery beside,
My page shall at thy palfrey stand ,
And hold its silken reiu,
If thon wilt quit thine own fair land

To crogg the foaming main,
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Your charms shall gified minstrols sing
And vassals bend tho knee,

Your welcome throngh my halls shall ring
With songs and rovelry ;

And as the festal board yon grace, ’
Or lead the joyous dance,

The pleasures round you shall efiace
The thoughts of distant France,

My lincage I will scorn to namne
Though high its boast may beg

I leave the trampet tongue of fame
To tcll thee my degree;

For 1 have borne me in the fight
Through many a toilsome day,

As best becomes an Tngligh knight-—
The foremost in the {iny,
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St. George's banner waves on high
O’er tower and citadel

The widow’s wail, the orphan’s cry,
The midnight breczes swell,

Then sweet, this scene of sadness leave

For merry England’s constew
And in my arms forget to grieve
For all that you have lost,
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BALLAD,
My rose! my rose! my Provenco rose!
What ean to thee comparo 2

There’s not a singlu flowor that blows

So sweet, so &ofl, 50 fair—

I've songht the hills of fir Almaine
Beside the Inughing Rhine,

Rich with the red grape’s ruby stain
And wreathed with many a vine,

And statoly dames of liigh degreo
Their graciots looks have Ient, <

And Deamed their Diae eyes' rays on me
At tilt and tournamoent,

But oh! my rose! my Provenco roye !
What ¢an Lo lhee compare ?

There's not a single (lowor that blows,

So gentle, and so fuir,

Pve wandered o’er tho fieldy of Tranco

Through smnmer’s smiling ot~
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Wooed by the song of young Romance
To beanty’s perfuaned bower,

And Brotagne’s maids have witching arts,
Beguiling mortal men

And starry cyes; and melting hearts
Are found in bright Guienne,

But my blush rosec! my Provence rose!
What can to thee compare ?

There’s not a single flower that blows,

So delicate, so fair!

-l

TIIEIWELWEGE and sunny glance
Beyond the sparkling Rthone, *

Aud rose~lipped maidens lend the dance
Across the sun-kissed Soane,

Oh! joyous are the festivals,
The mirth and minstrelsy,

With bevuty stiling in the halls
Of tower~crowned Normandy,
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But my sweet rose, my Provence roso!
What can to theo compare?

Thero’s not a singlo flower that blows,

So graceful, or so fair,

I’ve Tistened in the orange groves,
The blossomed dolls of Spain-
Beneath her moon<hit skics, to love’s
Soft, sweet, bowildexing strain,
Through shrouding veils tho flashes broke,
I'rom eyes as bright as starg— |

i,
s Y

Wheno’er the sweoping fingeors woka
The notes of fond gutars.

But my wild rese, my Provence rose!
What can to thee compare?

Thoro’s not a single flower that blows
So precious, or o fair,
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BALLAD,

The old ancestral tower is reft
Of tapestry and of palla-s

There’s not a tattered banner left
Upon the broken wall.

The owl hoots where the minstrel’s lay
Cheered my bold ancestorsew—

And I must up and ride away,

And win my golden spurs,

[

Thcre:s\rml),wﬂmy aood sword blade,
My war.gteed rosts at eave, °
And still T haunt this darksomé glade,
Nor cross yon glittoring sens,
'Tis:idle grief to shed the tear,
Though he was good and brave,
Tis idlo grief to linger nesre

My father’s bleodwstained grave,

a 2
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Then T my coat of mail will don,
And counch my trusty Innee;
There's many a castlo to bo won
In [air and jocund I'rance.
My halls are empty—hut I'll come,
St. George my wenpon guido !
With laurcl-crested basnot home

And the red gold beside,

The blue eyed maids of England scorn
My ruined house sud me, ]
But there are brides as highly born
In stately Normandy ;
And he who iun the battle field
Shall prove tho stoutest knight,
Will find the cye of beauty yield

Xts smile of sunnicst light,
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And T'll be first in bower and hall,
And foremost in the ring ;

And bards at each.gay festival
My knightly feats shall sing.

I'Il Lear about the blazenry

. Of arms, in gold and pearl,

And cvery precious gem shall be

The ransom of an earl,

I'ﬁ'].r hieap my board with costly plate
Wigh this good sword of mine ;
And crowds of vassals at my gate
Shall drain the purple wine.
Each knave shall with his fellow vie
In silks, and gauds, and furs;
Theso towers shall ring with mivth, when I

Ilave won my golden spurs,
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STANZAR,
The greenwood ! tho greciwood §
Tlow pleasaut it would bo
To build a little mossy hut
Beneath the forest tree.
To climb ench green nud grasay knoll,
To pierce each loafy haunt,
And listen with delighted cars

To every wild bird’s chauud,

The greenwood ! the areonwobd !
Tow bright the sunbess gleam,
Chequered by many o waving bough
Upon the dancing siream.

And there tho dainty harobolls grow,
Thero roams the vagrand hco,

And evory galo that stivs tho trees
Males thrilling molody,
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Tho greenwood ! the greenwood !

How balmy is the air,

How sweet the morning breeze that fans

The voobuck in his Tair.

Oh! would that.from these hated walls
X too might ream as free,

And tread the turf with steps as light

And heart as full of glee,

“The greenwood! the greenwood !

n _H{_}w bright the dew~drops shine,
ITow pracefully the ivy wreaths
Around the old oaky twine.

Take all the feasts and festivals
This darksome city yieldsg—

Give me the shade of forest bowers,
The sun-light of the ficlds,
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NOTELES, &e. .

A SCENE IN TIIE DOAAR,

'Those persons who have traversed the Doanb, op the
neighbouring district of Bundelkhund, or who have
navigated the Jumna which separates these provinces of
Upper Indir, will acknowledge the fidelity of the fore-
going description, fortresses in the last stape of decay
v s plentiful as the ruined villages of which we read

~i the Persian tale.  Amid the almost numberless incur-
air;uf'lﬂ' the Moosaulmauns from the adjacent countries
into Hindostun, many vory gallant exploits remain untold,
and others have obtained so slight o record, that we are
loft to guess ut the extont of the invaders’ conquests hy
the mouldering wrecks of temples and fortified places
which are seattered over the [ace of the country,

| (|

« Its scorching breath the hol wind pours.”

Tho Upper Provinces of Hindostan are subjected to the
wnnual visitation of hat winds, which, during the months of

Apt-';l, May, and June, blow incessantly. throughout the
H 2
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day. Nono save those who bavo exporienced il can form
any idon of the heat, which is like that of w farnuee,
Furopoans contrive 1o keop the interior of their houses cool
by thick mats ealled tatties, mlo of Rhuskia, the 1oot of
n fragrant grass, whieh boing kept coustantly wotted, amti.
gato the buming heat ol the wir as it passes thwough, The
wind gonerally Dlows from the westward, and the talties
are fitled indo the doors or windows lowand that poin
they are of compuratively titlle use when the gulo veers
to the cast, as it then hecontes damp g well as hot,

TILI BRAMIN,

During » voyage up the Gunges us high rs Allahubad,
1 was porticularly atiracted by the oxtromo beaviy of
the Pagodas which divewsily the scenery on the river’s
banks, Ay it iy tho custom tor boats to moor close (o the
shore at sunset, | had fiequent opportunitics of visiting
these llindoo tomples, wsunlly the dwelling pluce of o
Bromin, who derives o frugal existonce from the ofterings
of grain or money lefl upon the altar by the piows,  "The
flowers which, plaitod into wreathy i yosmios, deconte
the shrines andl cnnel the pevemnent, spring inioh lux.-
urinnee amid the vast varioty of forest troes which  olothe
avory eminence; awd upon owr exprogsing our wdmivation
of their beauty, were pressod npon o aceopiance with
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the utmost courtesy. These Mhuts, or Pagodas, are sur-
rounded by an immense mumber of animals, who, living in
completo sceurity, are perfectly tame and domesticated.
The slaughter of a bird or quadruped under the protection
of & Bramin, would arouse a whola village to avenge the
yrong.

““ While his peculiar care the mowrnful bird.”

Chel: saval, Brhamanee duck, The -THindoos imagine
that for some transgression committed in the human body,
the souls of the offending persons are condemned to animate
hgso animals, who are compelled to part at sunset; the
.molo and fomele flying on different sides of the river, each
imagining that the other has voluntarily forsaken the nest,
qnd inviting tho supposed wanderer’s return with lamenta-
Ble crics, The Bramins, compassionating the melancholy
condition of these birds, hold them sacred, and will not
allow them to he molested within the precinets of their
Juisdiction,

TIIE TAAJE MAIIAL,
Tt would be uscless to atiempt o proso deseription of the
supirh edifice rearod by the Emperor Shah Jehan, in
honour of his most boloved wife Moom Foza Mhal, 1g
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is snid that on the death-hed of the beantiful and idolized
paritar ol hiy splondour, the impe el memner promised to
orect o nonument Lo the expirving objeet of his aflections,
which shoutd bo as unvivalled in magnificenes, ws the
charmy el vivlues which hud  distingaished hee above
ihe rest of her sex; and, Taithinl to his vow, ongaged
most celebrated artsts from the woeslern world o auper-
intend the work. 1L iy evected in a spacious pordon washed
by the Jumnn, in (he elose vicinily of the city ol Agta,
and Tormed of the most precious matevials, the ontsido
being of white murble, wnd the intedor inlaidl with an
infinile variely of gems, opaly, agaley, buvguoise, &, d
no loss than fifily difloiont kiteds of comnddian heing o
ployed in the production of one ciuunation,  I'he gates,
which are lofty archways, erowned willl capolay, uppﬁﬁﬁﬁl
in bouuty and splondour to tho Tanje Mahal Usell’; the
pame e preted signibes < lomh” il < palaee,”  and
conveys i Lwo wouds the hest idea that can be given of o
building, of which theve is no prototype in tho known
world,

THE DYING HINDOO,
Theve ave tew things more shoeking 1o 1-1urupunn vy e
than the publicity of deatli-hed seenes in bl and the
aputhotical indilfovence displayed by the Fhmloos while
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atleuding the expiring moments of their neavest relatives
or friends., Frequently, only a few yards from a crowded
ghaut thronged by the inhabitonts of some neighbouring
village, who are laughing, singing, and following their or-
dinury occupstions with the ulmos gaiety, a dying per-

son may be seen sirciched upon o ckarpoy (bedstead) elose
to tho aivor’s lmink, surrounded by a gioupe of three or

four individuals, who look upon the sufferer without the
slightest appearance of interest, As soon ag the breath
has left the body, the gorse 1s thrown into the river, death
being oflen preeipitated by stuifing the mouth and nostrils
with mud, Btangers, attracted by some superb lotus
{lonting down the strenmn, wre disgusted by the sight of a
dewd body rapidly descending with the tide, the ghasily
eyl appearing above the sieface of the water.  Every
Lhudoo s anxious Lo draw his last sigh on the banks of -
%ho Ganges, or somo aqually sacred strenm flowing into its
holy waters; the rclatives therefore of expiring persons
{ulfil the last oflices of humanity in the manner most de-
sivable {o thewm, by hinging n dying friend to the edge of
the river, und consigning the body, when the vital spark
has (ed, Lo the hallowed siveam,  Like the Moosaulmauns,
the Tollowors of Binhma ave all predestinarians, and make
up thoir minds as easily to the enduvance of any inevitahle
misfortine ;. wherelore, however strong their afiection may
bo to the living, fow, if any, ever think of grieving for
tie dead,
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¢ do the chabonta’s csplanude.””

Tho chabouta is & vaised toruco formed of cdwnam, a
compoyition of clay so well lompored a8 to tuke an fine o
polish as marble,  From these ehabontes a flight of ston
or chunem stops descond into the river, and compose the
ghouls or landing places, which aro often oxtromely horu.
tiful, especially when they ave shaded by anajegtic baunian
or tamavind {ree, and aceompunied by & mosque or pugoda,
or a sories of smell white Mhuis,

“ Her gracoful ghuvrah filling there,”

Tho ghurral is u coarse earthon waior-pot of an elogapt:
shape. It apperys in Mr, Westmcolt’s (the celebiuted
seulplor) marble statuo of o Elindoo girl seated, andelins
heen vory naturally mistaken for an urn.  Thoe abtitude of
the female figure of tho groupe alluded (o, s not that oé

a native of ILindostan,

¢ Ireed from cack grovelling tramuael glide,
And mingle with ils holy springs,”

Should the patient whoe has heon dedieated to the
sncred rivor, recover from his nuthuly, e loses caste none
of hig {ribo will pssocinte with o man rgjected by the

(xanges,
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THE NORTH-WESTER.

Tho briet hut devastaling storms, denominated in India
Novth-Westers, are of frequent ocenrrence during the rainy
sonson, and commit drveadful ravages in the comse of
their rapid ln'ngr}zas, a8 they sweep over the plaing, or
lash the wateis of the Guanges inlo temporary madness:
they come on suddenly without any previous intimation,
The one described took place in the vicinity of Moorshe-
dabad, the residence of the Nizam of Bengal, and it
dispersed o splendid flotilla of bhoats belonging to that
prinee,

“ and fling
Oer Ganges’ wave each flowery offering.”’

The Tonply is one of the mouths of the Ganges, from
which 1t hnanches o short distance above Moorshedabad: .
is esteamed cqually sacred, and every wave brings down
tho lolus or beautiful white or deep erimson flowers con-
signed by the natives to its silvery tides in honour of the
doity of tho Btream, At night it is also illuminated by
lnmps burning in feivy shallops of cocon-nut sheils, from
which the Hlindoos of either sox read the augury of their
future fortunes,

by
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TITE RAJAIS OBSLQUTES,

"The eily of Benmes iy esleomed o holy, that the
piows suppose 1t o be o pewol o1 oxereseonee, placed on,
and not n puit of, the workld, It ju situated on the ol
bank of the Ganges, and v covored with  howaes (o
the water’y cdgo;  the bnddingr being intermixad  withy
heos, and sopmaled at intorvals by ploauty o landing
places, very handsomely  constiucted of Tage stones wid
descending by fholity of broud steps mito the water, which
in tany places 18 thity feot helow the level of the streot,
The celebruled minmets me attached to o mosque, oeeted
by the Buwpaor Amungzehbe npon the tiing of o pagoda,
nnd present o prowd trophy of Moosaulmmn conquest, "Plps
view of Beuutes bromi the tivet i eaccedingly pretus esgque
and noposing, altording numberless sabjects for the witint's
ponetl,

“ Where raug-doves make theie blissful homes,
Aud the whate bull wnfettered roves.”
[

Tho whole sminee of the sheets of Bonmes, togothe
with avery 1oof, verandab aud porels, wo bieindly covered
with an namewso vanely o pigeons and doves, I ud-
ditiwon (o other wimaly held neady s gacred, the -
nrnoe bulls veane ab logge e vast nuimbows, olstueting the
o avenues, aid holping themselyes without cetemony
to all the eatebles exposed in the hazais,
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't The ghurrces chime the evening hour,”

Time is measmed in India by « brass vessel perforated,
and placed in @ pot contnimng water: the cup or bason
is s0 constructed as to fill and sink at the expiration of
an olotled period, when a person appointed for the pur-
pose stiakes the lour on a ghuiiee or gong,

““ Proud only of the triple thread.”

A stiing of {lnee threads pussed over the shoulder and
uiden the opposite arm, foums the distinguishing mark of
the Bramim caste.

““ And with « voice divine she sings.”

Tho fust words uttered by the Suttee are supposed to
Le~hacular ¢ they usually relate to the tinnsmigrations

which the parting spirit is destined to undergo,

¢ And eager for propletic st ains
Auud the crowd deep silenee reigns.”

Mi. Dueragio, in lus very benutiful and truly Oriental
Pocn, ¢ Phe Fukeor of Jungheoin,” hing taken advantape
of the li}umu to dopart fiom the buaten brack, universally
ulluwgn!'f and has placed o highly poetical and spirited

; 9

Al
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oftnsion, 1clating (o things of {w diviner natmoe than tha
fransmigiations ol the soul into the bodies of animaly, in
the lips of his horoine, 1 hoye followud lus exnmple by
varying the puting addieys of Mitsla hom thut of hov
sister viefim, but cun muke no jnoetensions to the efoguanes
wndd Tumony ol Mr, Detosio's vorse,

¢« The Persian Sulroap and the Turtr Khan
The temples of yowr Cods sleall overthow,”

This pediction refates Lo the onhiages porpstiated by
Aurengzebe, mentioned in o foregoing note,

NIGIHT ON TUE GANGES,
The splewdid beatty of  the nmights in Indin makes
amends fov the shortness of the witelung bour ol twilifid,

BEvery feature in the landseape, (and vy nospeet
which the Ganges presents i mere o lews lovely) ay dhy-
tinetly visible when ilfominated by the innumanble sty
which come shining (@il in o tropic sky,

*

THE LAND STORM.

The Poem thus entitled is nn uttemipt to doscribo o
stonn which took place ol tho biewkivg up ot ™he hos
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winds i 1629 in tho Donab, Tt was the most awful and
mupnificent sight T ever witnessed : the whole earth seemed
to be {oin up into Dbillows, as ihe vost clouds of dust,
brought from the, groat desait, came rolling onwards,

sprondimg darkness ay they appoached. The tempest
lnsfed about an how fiom its commencement, and I shall

never {mget the :jnyful senation which L expeiienced
when tho tatties were removed, and we hastened into the
verandali and hreathed cool air, instead of the sticams of
gas which liad heen fiowing outside the house for the
In%¢ thyee months, Ouw two Porsian cals actually rolled
themsplves in the wel, and walked thiongh the puddles
with the nimost complaceney, and all the other animals
seemed to detive new hife from the vefreshing change in
the atmospheie.

T MOOSALMAUN’S GRAV L,
i« [Te asks nol wha the precious boon bequeathed,”

1 hiave been shown in Bengal several temples whose
SSosntors wore ecqually veneraled by [Lindoos and Moo-
snuliDgung: the ladler, who me natives of thiy provinee, mie
howeyg esleomed q degenerate race, corruplod by the
exwatiple of the idolators sound them, Still the tanks and
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wolls by whomsoover dug (andd the followers of hoth eroedy
are alike enjoined by the preeepts of their relipion to
beguenth these, and similne bonelits to postovidy) are the
indiscriminnte vagort af i tewe helievers and the diseiples
of Brahmu. In gencend somo IHhindoo Priost or Moo-
sandmoun Fokoor is established i the tomples, which are
ngnally built by tho side of a Ghaut or Tank, deriving o
frugal subsistonee from the hounty of (ravellors und de-
volees, who leave o portion ol grain or o small piceo of
money for his nse,  The shuwde of & prove of troes aud
the sheller of a Serai, whather plunted or eveeted by Meo-
saulmann or 1lindoo, must bo equally prized and fro-
quented by both,

NOUR JUTFEIT KTTAN.

*There s searcely an eminenee on the Bandolkhund
buanlk of the Jumna, bolween Allubaboad nod  tawah,
the limit of my voyage, that does not present the romnins
of soma foritfied place. The conntry = supposed 1o be o
of ihe strongust in the world, eveey Bill being table Innd,
aud frone the great height and stecepness of all, toning
nilurel foviresses, 'TChe excossive bosteliness of the sivor, ).
copting in tho elose vicinity of Chille Tacalt Ghaat, and o
law olher populous plnees, affurds o wtrony confamt to
the gaioty of the passing seene on the Ganges: the almher
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of wild animals to he seen feeding in apparent security
au tha shores af the Junmy, give also @ savage air 1o the
ndseape.  The ravines on either side are the dwelling
Plnces of hiyonas, wolves, and othor beasts of prey, while
poreupines perambulate the sands, alligators bask upon

the mud, and clouds of Dirds are to be seen in every
divection,

“ And wandering o’er the teeming pluin
Wihite with the cotton’s bursting pod.”

The country on hoth sides of the Jumna abounds in
cotton, sugar cancs, millet and other kinds of grain ina
rude state of cultivation; shrubg covered with the nut
which produces castor-oil spring spontuneously, and fur-
H‘Liﬂ' food for lumps as well ns the medicine so much
prized in Burope. The indigo, which grows wild in the
Doaub, is cstoemed of as fine a quality as that which in
other places is producod by the utmost care and attention
of tho plantor,

“ And iruly *twas o gallunt sight
When dssued forth the hunter train.

) ii)gﬁcmnmly possible to imagine any thing more
piggiessque than en Indian cavilende, which presents &
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promiscuous thiotg, comprehending aq sany pedestriany
a8 equestvinig, clud in the wmost guidy colows, wid plitior-
ing: witlh sifvor amld gold and borished stoel,  The peoply
on fool frequently arpass iho ridows in monbers, cach
horsoman boing attonded by a dismownted Syer o groom,
who, whon there is a vast madtitude of porsons ussembled,
carvies a spear Lo provend the collision of other chwgers
added to these syees are vast numlwns of attendunts of
vardous deseriptions, who swell the Gnius of the great men
of the party, and they contiive to keop np with thei
mouunted companions thronghowt the day’s journey ar s,
Tho vaxioly of anintals which are pul into vequisition on
thess oceasions, adds considurubly o the singulatity wnd
gaiety of tho ueone ~tho siutely slephant, with ite housings
of searlet and gold, its gilded howdah, surmonnted by o
eliltening cleardtede, (umboell) and it silver holls -the Loy
dignificd enmel, with ils head nodding high in thae wr)

strange kind of swddle oo its mched back, whereon poer-
chance two mon weo parched, aud o jingling neekleo de-
corming ife long necle~awhile every kind of stemd, tom
the noble Avab fo tha shaguy tnltoo s native pony, Gigurey
ofl in tho gronpe, somo of the Tormer with theiv tnale dyod
of bripht, sewrlot, theiv swldlew inlad with gold,  ibaie
Dridles and sthenps of silver,  heming siders wlizand i
vich gold broende, spruehling with pon,  apl glowming
with tho muny eolowed shiwls of Cuslinee,
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“ Or specding o the lovely haunts
The Nyl Ghay loves.”
Tho Nyl Ghawis an inhahitant of these distriets, which
aboumd in anfelopes, deer, and overy kind of gome,

“« While others bear

Lineaged the spotied leopards, taught.”
Choetahs, or hunting lcopards, are still trained {o the
chase i Hindostan @ vast numbers are kept at Bhurtpore,
aid wt the courls of other native princes, for this purpose.
Iuwking iy still more common: even the Rajahs, who,
hetng lindoos, are forbidden by their religion to shed
blond, enjoy the sport with falcons tanghl to take the

ey ulive,

«« PFresh from the Jumnd’s sundy bed

] e gushing water-melong shed.”
" 1'he sands of the Jumna are famous for their water-
melons,  Citrons, shaddocks, manges, mangos, pomegra-
nutes, plantaing, custard apples, &e, &c. are the produc-
(ions of tho pmidens; wnl preserved {raits of all kinds,
Pistachio nuty, tresh apples and prapes, ave brought with
moto vosily arlicles of merchandize by the wandering

aders of Thibet, who traflic down the country as far as
Jﬁh‘-\ua and Pratnu,
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Cullen, James, Fug, Caleutla,

Currie, Mrs, Trederick, Gorreekpore,

00000

Darhy, Lieut, €. 62d N, 1,

Davis, Licul, 624 N, L,

Dalby, Licut. Dy. I, A, Gon, Bawrackpore,
Prdy, Liout, Hoth N, T:

Dashwood, Liont, Tose Artillery,

Davidson, J, Esq. G N, 9 Copies, Mynpooro.
Dolomain, Lieut. Col, ¢, B, Agia,
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Debude, Captain, Ally Guarh,
Dehude, Mrs, Ally Qurh,
Devozio, LT, . V. Eaq. Caleutta.
Dick, Mis, Majqr, Sectapore, Qude.
Dickens, Joln, Heq. Goruckpore,
Dickeny, My, Coleulta,

Dodgin, Licut. 11, M. 44th Regt,
Dabby, A, Eyq. Caleuita,
Dunlop, Licut, Col, Furn. Regl.
Dwie, Lirul. R, 11, 65th N, I,
Bull, D, 10th N. T.

Dwm knnuth Tagore, Caleuttn, |

Bdwards, Tieut. 27th N, L.

Eillis, Licul, 2 Copies, H2nd N, L
Bimslie, Ensign, 620d N. I.

Miott, Wm. lisq. 27th N, I,

Elliott, Thomas, lisq. Caleulta,
Tistrange, Captain, L, 1L, M: 14th Rogt.
Fwor, W, lyg. @ Copies, ‘Meent,
Liwing, Rov. - - Glazeopove,

L h
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~ s, Colonel, 33vd N. 1,
Fast, Mrs, Col. Cawnpore,
Poihies, Captain, Glyi Reg, N, 1,
Fguntain, Liout, J. De, 66th N, 1.

'ﬁa
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TFredeviek, Colondd, Bombay,

Fiazet, Liewt, Lipgineors,

Thye, Majo, 13th N, b

Prazer, Ay sy Cose Dethio,

Gahinn, Capl, 28ih N, T, j
Gudena, Col, Khosgango.

Garden, Captam, Quat Mast, Gen, Dep,
cenand, GoBsg. Medll Lst, Subathon,
Garcand, Liout, L, Regiment,
(xeo1ge, Lient 14l Dingnons,
Glaygow, Captuin, 01st N, |
(eludstane, Lo M. A, Hsq Tulioat,
Goldney, Laent, 2 Copies, 4th N, 1,
Gordon, Comnet, thd Cuvahy,

Gand, Licut, L Cavaliy.,
Griftim, Miv 2 Copics, Canwnpoie,

Clitlin, Liout, Chas, 6181 N, 1,

Grant, Basign, 62nd N. 1§,

Greant, . s Medls Fat, Culeattan,
Ghant, Rabiert, s, @ Copies, Crsugmo,
Grote, Andrew, sy, Civil Siavaen,
avsell, Liend, 40t N, |

Girinell, Tacul 611 N l.

Gorand, Joh, B, €8, Dobhiee,

CGeuthiie, Liend, Lnu,lm LA,

Gubbing, W, J. Lsep, Hunsie,

r
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Itwwaay, Lioul, Col, 3i1d Cavaliy.
Humlion, Captain I, ¥, P, Lucknow,
Hwecowt, J. By, 100h Dhiagoons,
Haogt, Fnagn, $2nd N, L
Haluhan, Licat, W, M, 41th Regt,
Hamilton, R N C. tsqe GO 8, Benaes,
Hanw, Ensipn, 830th N, L
Hakdane, Tieut. 62nd N, L
Hall, Mg, Allysuh,
Jhavdie, Jumes, Esg, Modl, T, Oudtfypme.
>rh-1|mg, Coptum, 57th N, L
Lickery, W, Bug. Tuboot,
Homo, Cupluin, Cawnpore,
Holdwoltl,  Bsy, (alentta,
Floldsworth, Misy, Caloutin,
Holyouke, Gaplun, Jubbalpoe,
[tire, Bnsign, Jubbnipore,
1ollmps, Licut, 62nd N. 1.
Hloge, W, Chwles, Ty, Calentle,
Hutelunson, Mis, Gouuockpore,

Faney, bsien, Olst N, 1,
bowpr, T 1L B, G0 8,2 Coplies, Cownpore,
Lowmn, B, V. By, G, B0 Cownpore,

Jagees, U, LE, Page Himnmearpore,
aubustone, Cuptun, 66th N, 1L,
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Kotnedy, Captain, Sulethoo,
Knox, s, Bigadiet Geanad, Dinapae,

Layroll, Lisut, Sud Cayuby,

Luughton, Mis, Loodiano,

Limoud, R, Supy. Swpn, Benwos,

. Lindosey, Comnet, 8rd Cavahy,

Lockett, Col, Pol, A, (1, G, Bluipove,
Low, Lieut, 2 Copies, 30ith N, 1,
Lyons, Ticut, J, A, 31th N, [,

Matindell, 8ir Gabl, K, €, B, Busar,
Maddock, Thomag, Fyg. 6 Copies, Resdts Lucknow,
Mayuaid, Licui, 24th N, {,

Marting Hnsign, 44th N, T,

Muirige, R. B. Wy, Caleutn,

Maxwell, N, Bsg, hid Uuvalry,

Marley, Mrs, Geoernl, Alluhnbad,
Muacdonald, Lientenant James, 81sl N, I,
Muckenzie, Lioutennnt, 60th N, 1,
Maule, Capluin, 2hd N. 1,

Mucdonald, Lioutonant A, R, 4th N, {1,
Maddock, Majo, 10ih N. 1,

Macdonakd, Licutenut Rod, Gotds N, L,
Mushall, Tiewtenant, 0dst N, 1,
Mathison, Lnsign, R, 6th N. 1,
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Munscl, Captain, A. D, C. G, G, Calentia,

Muckinlay, Capinin, A. Al G, Cawnpote,
Molivath, Leiewt, Vaughan, 2 Copies, 620d N, T,

MeUCouel, Lnsipn, 16th N, L,

MeNaghton, Cuptain, 1st N, 1.
MeNanghien, Mis, Caplain, Etawah,
MeSheny, Caplain, 30th N, 1,

MaoKeun, Busign, 17th N, 1.
SMeCGousland, Licutenant W, Subathog.

Muthven, Liewtenant, 66th N, 1,
}lmmim‘. Lo, Ensign, 810 N, 1,

Mhudy Ally Khan, Bahadar, Fulteh Gurh,

Mineitin, My, Caleuttn,

Millor, Liont, 80th N, £,

Momtmoreney, Lieat. De, 86th N, 1,

Maoilut, Conet, ag, 3ud Cavalry,

Mowatt, M. Cownpore,

Muuay, Yieut, Col, Bonaes,

Muamo, Lacut, 88th N, 1,

Mutiny, N, B, Medl, Sowv, 6th N, T,

Neuve, R, Hag €. 8, Shergatly.
Nogyg, o By, G0 8, Ally Glhge,
Nuovilhy, Guptain, Lith Dyagoons,
Netson, 11, Y, Sahaennpore.

Nicolson, Captain M. Jubbalpore,

L 2



Nicolson, T J. g 60tk N1

Nishet, i, M. Soiapore
Nuwah Mwtoszm Obdooluh, Patteh Ganh,

Opilvy, W, Py Colleetor, Badub,

O’fladlonan, 8, Goeoead, O B, sutigor.

OHlalleran, Captam, A, D. G, Saugo,

O'[Halloran, Licutennut, W T M, Stth Regiment,
O'1lalloan, Bnsgn N, 1Hh N, 1,

O’Nall, Captuin, 2 Copes, LML f1th Rept,
Quscley, Mis J. Calontéa,

Ouseley, Cupatin, J, R Poll P A, G, G, Hosimgabnl,

r

Patton, Brogwdier, C. B, Lucknow,
TPalmer, Major, th N. 1,

Parry, B B, Dy, thd Cuevaliy,

Paks, W, Lsg. Alluhabal,

Paker, Liew, Colo Avnllory, Cawnpore,
Pembotton, Wm, Bodean, Lsg, Sury, Munnipoe,
Pembettony, Ensign, ¢2nd N. T,
Pomrose, Favign, 3k N, 1,

Pottingall, Captain, 80t 'N, T,
Playinn, Lacul, Col. d2ud N, §.

P1ole, Captain, hid N, 1,

Pioby, Rev, d ¢, Meaud,

Pronsep, Jumes, Bsg, Deages,
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Rumsay, Lad, A, D. Q. Caleutia,
Ramany, Lieut, 8t N, 1, 8 Copics,
Runsuy, Mis, Coptam, Tlansie,
Runken, Jumes, Tag, Medl, Bst, Delhie,
Romany, W, Laent, Culeutis,

Reado, Taewt, {si Cwaly,

Revell, Licwt Abilley,

[1endy, Lieut, 11t Thagoons.

}?w wrdson, Busign, ¢ Copies, 62nd N, I,
Richwdson, D, 1., sy, Calentta,  °
\ﬂu' voits, Miss, Tucknow,

QRice, Liout, J. 6th N. 1.

Rotton, Majo, 11th Diagoons,
Ttobinson, Laeul, 66th N. T,

L oborts, Facut, Col, 2ud Cavalry.
Robats, Captom, Hose Atillery,

Ross, Captain, 18th N, T,

Roxhugh, Licut, 80th N, 1.

Rusaell, Ensign, 20th N, L

Rutherfond, H, Hsy, Assam,

Sultor, Caplain, 2ud Cavaliy,

Seolher— Bt G 8. Patna,

Seivenight, Mg, Gawnpore,

Shollon, Licut, Col. 2 Copros, I1, M, 44th Regt.

Shotlieed, Lieut, Lune Regl
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Skinner, Lieud, 6lst N, T,

Nleigh, Brigudier, €0 B, Gavnpare,
Sleannn, Capinin, P AL AL GG Jubhalpore,
Sleamuan, M. Licnt, J, AL AL U, G, Jubbalpme,
Sleaman, Liont, 78ul N, 1,

Smith, Lieut, g2nd N, 1.

Smith, Coptuin Laucius, Gth Cavalry,
saitlisan, Mrs, Caloutia,

snith, Licats Col, U, P, Jubbalpore,
Smith, Caplain, 11, M., 44ih Regt,
Smythe, 15, BEsy. ¢80 Alluhabad,
Spry, Lieut, 24ih N, 1.

Spry, Henry, Buy, rd Cavalry,
dpiller, Bujor ¥ 4. 8th Caveley,
Stone, Liout, 11, 49th N, L,

Stuart, Liout, 1L, M, 44tk Regt,
Stevonson, W, By Medl, Eat,
Siivhing, Fdwad, Esg, C, 8, Caleadta,
" Stovenson, Wi Esg. M. D, Lucknow,
Stockdale, W. 1, T'ay, Tuhoot.
Stoel, Fasign, Gist N, 1.

Stowatd, Dv, Towiah,

R‘sh*wmt, Licnt, A, Eamn, Regiment,
Mtarhe, (ol Horae Atillery,
Suthedund, Captaiing, Caleutta,
sutherhanl, Mas, Culeouti,

Swetonham, Mis, Bhubjehanpoo,
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Taylor, J. Fsq. Futteh Gurh,

Talbot, Licut, G1st N. 1.

Tecbby, Ensign, 38rd N, T,

Timins, Lieut, Gy 84th N. T,

Torckler, Licut. 1. Artillery, 8 Copies.
Torckler, Lieut. W, Y. Caleutta, 3 Copies,
Tottenham, Licul, 3rd Cavalry.

Tioup, J. Rose, Esq. 36th N. I.
rial‘i]ip, C. M. [sq. 86th N. 1.
Joulmin, Ensign T, 656th N. I.

Tadd, Licut. B. D, orse Artillery.
Todd, 1L, Tsq, 21t N, 1,
Treamenheare, Licut, Engineers,
Turner, Lieut, 61st N. T,

Tucker, Fnsign, 8th IN. 1.

"Turner, Lieut, G, 38th N, L.

, Urquhart, Liout. 65th N, I,

Votch, G, A, Bsq. 64th N, L.
Vicknrs, Eusign, 62nd N. I,

Walleor, Licut, Col. 65th N, I,

W atking, Captain, 62nd N, 1,
Watson, L. T, Tisq. Ally Ghur,
Walker, A, Bsq. Mecl, Lst, Etawah,
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Walker, Tichard, Tsq. C. 4. Ghazeopore,
Wade, Captain, Pl AL A, (. ¢, Loodinon,
‘Wade, Licut, Col, 'T. 6uth N. L.
Walluco, bicut. 30th N.J.

‘Watson, Ensign, 11, Faroponn Roegiment,
‘Womyny, Mus, Cuwnpore,

Wollesley, Gerald, g Calowlin,
‘Whish, Lient, Col, Artillery.

Wilson, Lioul, 4th N. L

Wilton, Caplain, dth N. T,

Wilkinson, Mus, Lithoot,

Wilcox, 1., lisg. Borhaumpootoer.
Whitcford, Faeut. ¢6th N, 1.

Wight, Andrew, g, Culeatia,

Wymor, Major, 015t N. 1.

Yates, Major, @ Copics, Trd N 1.



SUPPLEMENTARY LIST,

Apnr, 8. 1, Fsg. 66tn N, 1,

Abuns, Dunlop, L. Commereolly,

Alves, N, sy,

Audry, Lieut. 656th N, L
Aypperley, Liout, Ath Cav.
Boentson, Major,

Bourdion, Mrs., Benares.

Book Clab, 0th N, I,

Brackou, Wm, lsq. C, 8.

Brown, R. FEsq. Surg. 1st N, L Delhi,

Brodie, Pal, Vsq. IL. M. 13th Regt,
Bryee, ov, Dr, 2 Copies,
Campbell, Licnt. 1st Cav,

Cudddy, Liout, 70th N. I,
Campbell, Lient, 43d N, T,
Christie, Licut, Iorse Artillery,
sorrd, Lient, H4th N, 1.,

Dacea Book Socigty, ‘
Dickson, (Jupt@(}'. Artw/é*h ,
Pixon, Lienl, 43 N. I,

1Oyly, Tady, Puatnn,

Duncun, Dr. Calpes,

Viskine, Hon., Mrs,

Fiuel, Mrs, Buxwr;

Froweh, Mo, Ducea.
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Tieoth, Lient. 6510 N. L
Tiend, A, & Copies,

Gahott, C. Fsq. Butoul
Ganott, Licuts 8th Cuov,
Hayeys, Lady, Culentin,
Huamlion, Loual, Hth Cuy,
Ueton, John, By,

Iuish, Capt. Dep. Com, Gen, 2 Capicy,
Jackson, €. Lsq. C. 8.
Jackson, J. g,

Johuson, Licut, 1L, 26th N, 1.
J. N. Caleuttu,

Lang, D. Ixqg,

Lang, A, Fsq, 30th N. 1,
Loyall, M. Lsq.

Liston, David, [,

Loy, 13th N, L

Muiks, J. Esq.

Macnaghicn. Mas, Caleutta,
Muacgiegor, Col. 8. A, Combo,
Muitin, Livul, Kng,
MeGoepor, Ih, ITmse Axt,
Muolvillo, W, B,

Molvilla, TEon, -, €, N,
Mills, Mas. Pubnah,

Mullius, Capt, 12th N, |,




Xvil,

Paker, 1, M, Lisq. Calculta,
Patile, Majo, 1st Cav.

[lusker, Misy, 2 Copies,

Pogson, Capt, Pay. Fam, DPen, Barrackpaie.
Ritcine, John, Hsq.

Robaits, Mujo, @uwupme.

Scott, A. Ilsq. 60th Reypt.
Seymour, Major, 26th N, 1,
Siddons, Coinet, 1st Cayv.,

Simpson, Capt. 55th N, I,
Smythe, Lieut., Bng.

Siith, Mis Chatles, Dacea,
Smith, 5. Beg.

Spmgeon, A, C, Laq. Bur. Rogt.
Stiong, Ensign, TL M. 13th Rept.
Stewatl, James, Isq. Calcutta,
Stemforth, Tred, Esq,

Thoresby, Capt. Benaies.

Vibait, Mrs. Bauloah,

Walow, Di. Futtehporn, 8 Copies,
Wilson, L1, Llayman, lsq, Calcutta,
Waight, Licut, 26th N, L.

Young, Col.




