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ORIGINAXL POETRY.
FRAGMENTS BY L.EL.

First Series.
Gleamings of i
Tt e o oaa s passion, And of ,

To the wild thoughts that in a starlit hour,
In a pale twilight, or a rose-bud mom,
Glance o'er my spirit. —thoughts that aré Iike light,
Or love, or hope, in their effects.
LAMENT FOR THE PAST YEAR.
iy heirt focs ight s tha art gone
y s light that thon art gone
That last star was thy burial ’
That pdn; wind thy faneral moan.
Another year? It cannot be,
Surely, what thou hast been to me!
Twelve months I sat, as now’;
Glorious was the blpe mi t,
A glad sound came from many g
nd never shone the stars more bright ;
I thought the sky, so calm, so clear,
Might be an omen of the year.
False sky! false stars ! showed they their light
But as in mockery to the eye,
That sought in their bright page to read
lwﬁ. ?mﬁ-‘g t °‘JL’ d"ﬁlnyl?xed they hape
Yy iooked they beaaty, 100 ey ’
'On sach a darkened ho?osmpe !
'For, not one warning shadow told
How many clouds were on the wind,
Of hopes that fell Tike antumn fruit,
! lmving‘:be sapless boughs hehind ¢
All that has been may be again,
And yet lives in my spirit’s pain.
Now there is storm upon the sky,
The clouds hang hc:;y. as with care;
The stars have darkened one by one,
A moaning sound is on the air ;
‘And be the year the worst to me,
"Tis but what I expect should be.
‘Come, thou new Year ! 1 doubt thy life
Will be such as thy birth has been,
Ended as it begun, in tears,
A desolate and darkened scene.
There is now but one only thing
Which I can wish, or thou canst bring.

A a lone, a silent gra
Is all 1 ask, dark Year, of thee;
To others hope and pleasure bring,
But only bring the grave to me !
The wearied heart, in its despair,
Will seek and find a haven there,
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LOVE'S WREATH. H
Itis an April wreath : blue violets,

Sapphires from a moss mine ; pale primroses,
Wearing a yellow and forsaken dress,

And yet too beautiful to be forsaken ;

And daisies, simple daisics,—surely lave

May trace its likeness in the gentle flower

That blossoms every where and any how
Bearing alike with storm aud shine, with still
The same falr summer face,-—-seen on the grave,

“The heath, the field, the garden; cowslips, too,

turrets for the fragrant bells
T
eaves
Of the sweet briar, sparkling with the rain,
Which has called forth an odour like the scent
 Floating around the coast of Araby,
“Till the rich sails are with perfame.
Than s it a shale fond his [ters.
ens write a 1

In braids of leaves and buds, love’s be:z»kb-
?ndrca&youthmm history in wy wreath :

ust as these flowers have in the sunlight sprung
To a most sweet existence, so your love
Has called my feelings into sunny life;
And as the wreath will fall away and fade,
When gathered from the green and fatural stemy,
Sor‘y %n.wdhmlubom‘e, your love
Would pine and wither,

-~




Literary Gazette, 3rd January, 1824, Page 10

Beside that oid oak tree;

It is not much, of all thy vows,
To ask but this of thee,

Oh meet me when the evening star
Shines on the twﬂl;ltm

Just while the lark sings song,—
[ have not much to say.

I know that when to-morrow’s sun

ights up the vale
Yol:%bl your fair m’w the church,
- And cannot meet me then.
But this last evening is your own~
Come to our old oak t,;:e;
Surely, dear love, you cannot fear
d ugfn like reproach from me.

No, dearest mine! then thee come
When that star Tights tg? l,\ly; ’
I do but ask tu?)a on thee'
To kiss thy lips, and dic! L.E.L.

B



Literary Gazette, 10th January, 1824, Pages 27-28

ORIGINAL PORETAY.

FRAGMENTS BY L.E.L.
- Second Series.
G ings of poe if I may give
That nu‘n of bﬂtg;,- :lon? and of grace
To the wild thoughts that in a starlit hour,
In a pale twilight. or a rose-bud mom,

Glance o'er my spirit ~thoughts that are like light,
Or love, or ho;c,pi‘l': their cﬂ'r?:u. e
SONG.
Oh speak not of love
As of that which might be,
If the love could pass over
I now feel for thee.

Oh speak not of falsehood,
For it must be thine;
I cannot in

Dream of it as mine.

I have lived bat for one love;
If that were no more,

Oh never could new love
Its likeness restore.

When the lamp of the vestal
Had chanced to expire,

It might be rekindled
By morning sunfire ;

But, love once extinguished,
All efforts are vain,

‘There is nothing can brighten
Its embers again.
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STANZAS.
Is it not an?

It is a green aud sanny place
That sileot tomb,y d

And over it, with summer grace,
The wild flowers bloom;

And shadily that willow-tree
Floats on the air;

But lift up the smooth sod, and see
Its dark things bare :

A blackening s 4 rank, cold smell,
Discoloured bones;

And slimy earthworms are what dwell
In the damp stones.

And look thus on the humnan face—
I8 it not fair ?

Yet look within the heart, and trace
Such foulness there,

C— g —
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THE DREAM.
Farewell! and yvet how may I teach
My heart to say Farewell to thee?

My first young love, the light, the
bieath, the soul of Beeto et

I had last night a strange wild dream
"'F:e very emblem of my love,— ’
1 saw a stately eagle’s wing
Become the for a dove.

And for a while most tenderly

The eagle cherished his guest;
And never had the dove a home

Of happiness like that fond breast,

1t was a sight for Love to ser
That haughty and that gentle bird,
and carest, so soft
The mingling murmurs from them heard,

But troubled grew the cagle's crest,
Aud stern and careless his dark eye, .
And so, regardless of the dove,
I marvelled that she did not fly:

Then sudden spread his mighty plumes
And flung the he m‘i&v; '

There on the , with broken wing,
Aud soiled and bleeding breast, she lay.

Poor silly bird! .if thou hadst flown
Before, this fate had not been thine.

I wakened, aod I thought how soon
Such fall, such falschood, might be mine.



Literary Gazette, 17th January, 1824, Page 41

ORIGINAL FPORETRY.

FRAGMENTS BY L.E.L.
Third Series.

Gleamings of ifl may give

That -.5'- otm':tyy'.—‘rndon.’a‘nd of grace,

To the wild thoughts that in a starlit bour,

In a pale twilight, or a rose-bud mom,

Glance o'er my spirit ~thoughts that are like light,

Or love, or hope, in their effects.

THE FORSAKEN,

Oh cast that shadow from lt:nJ brow,

My dark-eyed love! be giad awhile :
Has 's song no music now ?

Is there no charm in Leila's smile?
There are young roses in my hair,

And mora and spring are on their bloom;
Yet you have breathed their fragrant air

As some cold vapour from the tomb.,

There stands the vase of crystal light,

Veined with the red wine's crimson stains,—
Has the grape lost its spell to-night ?

For there the cup untouched remains,

I took mi« lute for one sad song,
I sang it, tho' my heart was wnmf,—
The sweet sad notes we've loved so long s
Yet heard you not, tho’ Leila suug.

[ press’d my pale lpalc cheek to thine,—
Tho' it was wet with many tears,
No re came, 10 answer mine,

murmur breathed, to soothe my fears.

Ah, silent «till? then know I all
My fate! And must we part at last?
In mercy, gentle Heaven, recall
Only the memory of the past !
Never yet did the first June flower
Bare purer bosom to the bee,
Than that which yielded o Love's power,
And gave its sweetest wealth to .

"Twas a new life: the earth, the sky,
Seemed to grow fairer for thy sake ;
But this is gone,—oh destiny,
My heart is withered, bid it break !
My garden will lie desolate,
‘yaowm will die, my birds will pine;
All [ once loved 1 now shall hate,
With thee changed every thing of mine,
Oh speak not now, it mocks my heart,
How can hope live when love is o’er ?
I only feel that we must part,
I only know-—we meet no more !
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INDIAN SONG.

Founded on a romantic species of Divination
practised by Indian Maidens. ‘

To the moonlit waters of the lake
My little bark I gave |
And gentle as the Jam‘n's sigh
Was the wind that swept the ware.

.. 1 chose the night from many a one,
. It was so very fair;
Scarcely the cocoa’s light green plumes
Waved on the languid air.

\ Mmbewh the summer moon,
g a young rose,

. I watered it at the sunrise,

1 And at the eveniug's close,

I only let one single flower
Arsid the boughs abide, ..
Soon as came | culled the heads
Of cvery bud beside.
i e
m ( .
And fresh audrod.aadbautffnl,
" My lonely rosebud grew.
This morning it was in its
o/\nd then my bark | mf: ’
e green fragrant grass grows
In the bannana's shade.
1 made a taper of white wax
From my own hive, whose bees
Had fed but upon hyacinth bells
And on young myrtie trees.
And in the bark that taper stood,
Hung with a wreath of ’

And in the midst my lovely rose
Sat like a fairy queen.

1 threw rich spice and scented oils
Around the lif:ted flame, .
And gave it to the stream, and called
Upon Camdeo's name.
My cheek blushed warm, my heart beat high,
bark moved slowlyon;
There breath’d no wind, there moved no wave,
Yet like a thought "twas gone.
Alas, my bark! Alas, my rose!
Yet what could I expect ?
I sent them on a voyage of love
And when was love not wreck'd ?—L. E.L.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

FRAGMENTS LY L.EL.

a Fourth Series,

camings of if | maygive

That u:‘:e ofm:l,;,- u{on,, -'nd of grace,

To the wild thoughts that in a starlit hour,

In a pale twilight, or a rose.bud morn,

Glance o'er my spirit ~thoughts that are like light,
Or Jove, or hope, in their effects.

A small clear fountain, with green willow trees
Girdling it round, there is one single spot

you may sit and rest, its m bank ; .
Elsewhere the willows grow so thi tog;-d:er:
And it were like a sin to crush that bed
Of pale and delicate narcissus flowers,
Beading so languidly, as still they found
In the pure wave a love and destiny;
But here the moss is soft, and when the wind
Has been felt even through the forest screen ——
'For round, like Tmrdians to the willows, stand
Oaks Iarge and old, tall firs, dark beech, and ¢lms
Rich with the yellow wealth that April brings,—
A shower of rose leaves makes it like a bed, [arm
Whereon a nymph miabt sleep, when, with her
Shining like snow amid her raven hair
She dreamt of the sweet song wherewith the faun
Had lulled her, and awakening from her rest
When lhxiough the leaves an amorous sunbeam

stole
And kissed her eyes ; the fountain were a bath
For her to lave her ivory feet, and cool
The c1imson beauty of her sleep-warm cheek,
And bind her ruffled curls in the blue mirror
Of the trapsparent waters,  But these days
Of visible poetry have long been past !—
No fear that the young hunter may &mfanc
The haunt of some immortal ; but there still—
For the heart clings to old idolatry,
If not with true belief, with tenderness,—
Lingers a spirit in the woods and flowers

Which have a Grecian memory tale

Of olden love or grief linked with their bloom,
Seem beautiful beyond all other ones,

The marble pillars are laid in the dust,

The golden shrine and its perfume are gone ;

But there are natnral tenples still for those
Beautiful though dethroned Deities, Pnccnsc 2
Where from green altars flowers send up their
This fount is vne of them. ~ « -
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SONG.

Take back vour wreath, your sunny wreath,
"Iis ery 10 give it me !

The summer’s bloom, the summer's breath
Are not what should be offered me.

For though those flowers may fade and fall,
How very sweet their life been !

And fragrant still the coronal,
Though dead the blush and sear the green.

They are perhaps an offering
T'o scatter on my funeral stone;
For flowers are not made for the bgnng,
Which only blight and blast has known

But take some veil in darkness wove,
And fling its shadow o'er my brow,
It will be like the cloud which love

Has thrown around my past and now !—L.E.L.
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ORIGINAL FOETAY.
FRAGMENTS BY L.EL.
Gleam Fifth Series.
ings of if I may give
That nll‘:e of g::tn?y':- on.yagnd of grace,
To the wild thoughts that in a starlit hour,
In a pale twilight, or a rose-bud morm

Glance o'er my spirit,—thovghts {bat are like light,
Or love, or hope, in their effects.

' LIGIITS AND SHADOWS,
It spread bencath the summer sky,
A green turf, as just meet
For lilies and blue violets,
And moonlight fairies’ feet.
And in the midst a rose-tree grew,
Covered with buds and flowers,
A crimson cloud of breath and bloom,
Like that of evening hours.
I watched the beauty of that rose,
[ts June-touched bloom, its love-sweet breath,
When suddenly 1 marked how dark
Its shadow fell beneath.

Clings darkness to—1 sadl tboTMr—
‘I'he fawr in form thefre,;h in bue?

Alas! there's not l‘m thing on earth
-8o bright but has its shadow too!
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REMEMBRANCE.

That Portrait! aye, it was a lovely face.
Those eyes, like violets on which the sun
Has looked as favourites ; the long dark lash,
Sweet twilight to their pfayfulnm; that brow,
Open as mornivg, white as Indian prarl,
Shadowed by thoselight clouds of pale hrown hair,
Braided by lilies pure as she herself :—
It looks just what she was, all youth, all life,
All girlish innoeence and happiness,
We were companions in our youth: we loved
With that first Jove life never quite forgets.
We parted ,—parted too without a hope !
Hope waits on Fortune. After many years
I saw my early idol once again :

How clmnged’, et still how very beautiful !
Pride sat upon her brow, a reckiess scorn
Miugled with bitterncss in each light word,
And sorrow, ill concealed, seemed at her heart :
Yet had she wedded, and won rank and wealth. |

‘ut once we met; how deep the tendervess

That softened her o lovely countenance,
When, with a voice half music avd half sorrow,

She gently said, *“ The scared heart doth not
break.”
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THE SWAN.
I pass’d by a lake in its darkness :
t was dark, for upon its breast,
lu rolling clouds and in shadow,
The face of the sky was imprest.

The air was thick and bes:’y
And the mist hung round like a blight,
And the boughs of the trees on the bavks
Closed round with the closing of night.

But amid the blackening waters
Was one bright and beautiful thing,—
A swan, which, sailing in beauty,
Spread rufiled cach snow-white wing.

A sunbeam rcslccil’tzpon her

From the only red cloud in the sky,
And a flush of crimson glory

Lit the waves where that swan sailed by.

Then turned my heart, my beloved one'!
To sweet thoughts of thine and thee:
Such, in the hour of my darkness,
Thy beauty has been unto me.

Mgwbhc Swan, lovely and lonely,

rightening life’s sullen tide,

Bland light and hope of the bosom
Which had nor light nor hope beside !
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SONG.
The wreath of leaves that was bound
Amid your chesnut hair
Is mucrrd.—hok upon the ground,
The leaves are lying there.
And some are faded, some are stained,
Some crushed, and not one has retained
lu sweet and summer share
farcful shape and fresh green hue,
Such as they m when given you.
Around thy heart there is a wreath
Of fair hopes fresh and green,
Breathed on by young Love's summer breath ;
A little while, T ween,

The green hopes will have died away,
As uucrly Et‘):e m decay
As they never been.

The malh that bound your heart and hair
Were made the self-same fute to share.

Your shining‘cnﬂs flow wild on air,
Their braiding wreath undone ;
Your heart lies desolate and bare,
Its hogc s glad foliage gone.
&‘\.nc:ﬁuc tl)‘re }lcsun dthat dinst'h
0 all earth’s fair and fragrant things ;
And such will be thine own gl
The wasted heart, the wubcrcd tree
Are emblems of thy fate and "T'hee. L.E.L.
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ORIGINAL POETAY.

FRAGMENTS BY L.E.L.
Sixth Series,

Gleamings of poet if T may give

That mge of gy',— ionf fnd of grace,

To the wild thougbta that in a starlit hour,

la a pale twilight, or a rose-bud mom

Glance o'er my spirit,—thoughts that are like light,

Or love, or hope, in their effects.

THE STAR.

Oh, there are sorrows like blighted leaves,
And cares like the web which the spider weaves,
And doubts and tears, that claim a
For each pulse that throbsand maddens my heart ;
Yet still there is one fresh Eden spot,
Where sorrows and doubts and cares come not.
Yes, love ! tho' withered my heart may be,
It yet has a gentle place for Thee,

I stood on a weary and wandering bark,
The heavens above in their midnight were dark,
And gloomily spread the mighty sea
In the depths of its drear immensity.
Yet amid the darkness one sweet star shooe,
Like an angel of light, most lovely and lone;
And like that starbeam, I thought, to wme
Is the influcnce sweet that has come from Thee.

Yet felt 1 sad, as | watched that star,
And fed on its beanty, to think how far
It shone ; yet | deemed there might come a day
‘When the spirit should miugle and melt with its

ray.
It was ligc an omen ; and I hoped, though now
A with no solace save one dear vow,
the time might come when thy lover should
Where his heart and his soul are, beloved onc !
with Thee.
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THE LAMP,

Brightly the stars shed their light,
Like love on the bosom of night,
Each rolls on his course, like a king
Come in pride and in triumphing.
Mu‘r the lamp that shines

| yonder lattice of vines.
Thrice glorious that sunstar above,
Bri ove; and the fair Queen of Love
And Beauty yet holdeth her reign
Dera and a lovely domain ;
Aud their , like the shivering of spears,
Glance in silvery light thro’ the spheres,
Bat give me the lamp that shines
Through yonder lattice of vines.

By that lamp bends a Maiden fair,

ing off the fresh night air,
Lest the gentle flame should decay,
Nor brighten her wanderer's way.
Around stream her locks in their light,
Aud the rose-cheek and blue eye are bright,
Of the Maid by the lamp that shines
Through yonder casement of vines.

I am near to the casement now,

I can look on her graceful brow,

I can feel the light of her eye

As she smiles when her love is nigh.
Oh brighter to me by far

Than the blaze of each glorious star,
Is the light of the lamp that shines

. Through yonder lattice of vines.

|
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ROMANCE.

Maiden, listen ! th&- hunter’s horn—

Thrice has the wind its echo borne s

Should not this our moment of meeting be ?

Hast thou no answer, maiden, for me?

Ah, yes, Ican hear thy silvery feet,

Like the lute’s music, light and sweet;

Soft on the air comes the breath of thy sigh,

As the odours that tell when the Spring hours
are unigh.

Invisible, still I should feel thou wert near,

Be copscious that something was by me most dear.

Oh, haste thee, beloved, I've bailt thee a bower,

Not like the halls of thy father's tower—

Where the banuers are sweepiung o'er helm and
o'er plume,

And crimson and gold clothe cach stately room—

thlr.'chccnscrs are burning with incense and
ight—

Where winecups of silver are foamingand bright—

Where an hundred minstrels sing thee to sleep—

Wiile an hundred knights waich o'er those
slumbers kcc‘:‘—

But my bower is built by an old oak tree,

With an ivy and woodbine canopy ;

And the turf beneath is thickly set

With primrose, lily, and violet.

The nightingale, love, shall thy minstrel be;

And my two dark hounds shall be guards for

thee

And for crystal vases of eastern perfume, [bloom ;

The wild rose in the freshness of morning shall

And more than all, thou shalt have for thy slave

A heart that will beat for thee till in the grave.

'
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ORIGINAL POETRY.
METRICAL TALES.
,1.—THE THREE WELIS—A Fairy Tale.
“ J'ai grand regret 3 la fairée."—Marmontel.

There ' an island which the sca
Keeps in lone tranquillity ;
Filled with flowers which the sun
Never yet hath looked upon,—
Flowers lighted with the light
Left by fairy feet at night;
Worshippers of the sweet moon,
Veiled from the eye of noon,
For, by daylight, bud nor bloom
Smiles amid island gloom.
All is d;?i,nl;‘e andidreu:r,
As no were in the year:
But beneath night's shadowy wing
Viuvlets and roses spring ;

Perfume floats upon the air,
Myrtle boughs are waving there ;
Stars shine in their beaunty forth,
Meteors glisten from the north,
Rode by radiant sh that scem
Creatures made of bloom and beam,
With their hair and plumes” gay dyes
Glorious as the morning skies.
Seldom hath a mortal e

Looked upon their revelry;
Yet sometimes, for what is there
Love in young hearts will not dare,
Lover’s step has dared to press
That ground’s haunted loveliness,
When the moon in her blue hall
Lights her zenith coronal
On each mystic leaf and flower
Lies a spell of true love power:
Often have they borne away

leaf and scented spray;

Next the heart the charm have worn,
Long as true love faith was borne.
Bat as old tradition tells,
There are other, deeper, spells
In the lone and mystic wells—
.;pells of strange wild augary

cw have had the heart to try.—

She came, or ever the dawning bright
Banished in blushes the grey twilight;
Like a spirit she seemed to float
As she morning star guided hLer lonely hoat ;
With her golden hair, like a sunny sail

?_'ad ope for a favouri e;
itha zeekpfike the rose, wnl?en ﬂn’n the spring

Wakes its life of scented languishing ;

And eyes, to whose dazzling beauty were given
The biue and the light of a summer heaven—
£he sat alone in the boat, as it went

Calm thro’ the slecp-hushed element.
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Now joy thee, ASTARTE, thy vo is done,
The day is uni)roken. the is an(i is won.—

She passed thro' a drear and desolate track
Seen dim in the shadow of glimmering rack $

A silence and stillness weighed in the air,

And the treesin their age stood 'paunt and bare;
There was not a flower or a leaf on the ground
Till she came where some cypresses gathered

around ;

She entered the funeral shade of the dell,

And looked on the depth of cach haunted well.

Thickly around did the rall & wave, [grave—

Like the green dank growth that springs on the

There it was that the charm must be done.

I'o hide the wells from the beam of the sun,

She took the webs of silvery white

Herself had wore in the lone moonlight,

And threw them o'er, so that not one ray

Could Jighten their depths with a glimpse of day;

And with silent lip, tho' with beating heart,

She watchied the hours of sunlight depart.

The moon rose up, and with it a sound

Of low sweet musie breathed around ;

There came a gushing of perfume, [bloom.

For the earth was now covered with bud and

The maiden unveiled each mystic well,

And as the light of the moonbeam fell,

Sparkled and shone each darkling stream,

Like molten silver or diamond gleam.

Then down the maiden kunelt and prayed

At the first well, for its lady's aid,

And there up rose a sparkling chain

As chanted a soft voice the magic strain :—
First Fairy's Song.

Here are buruing brighter gews

Than on kingly diadems ;

Rubies, like the crimson ’llght

Seen upon a winter night ;

Pearls, the whitest that can be

Hidden in the deep blue sea;

Emeralds, let sammer show

Greener light; like winter snow

Virgin silver, and white;

Gold, red as the morning light.
For the service thou hast done,

Shading me from the hot sun,

Stores from every Iudian mine

And Afric river be thine.

Oh, this is not what my boon shall be,
Gold and gems have no charms for me.

Then turned the maid to the second well,
And waited the fate of her next tried spell;
And up from the water, on air, there played,
Of a thousand colours, a mingfcd braid.
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" Second Fairy's Song.

-1 have caught the tints that deck
The proud k's tail and neck ;
I have caught the many rays
Of the opal’s changeful blaze ;

I have mixed a thousand hues
From the rainbow’s arch of dews;
[ Here is blent each changeful thing
For the wild heart’s nundcﬁ;mz
For thy cool and pleasant shade,
This shall be thy meed, young maid.

Oh ! not for me, oh! not for me

Is the heartless spell of inconstancy.
There yet is a well ; one trial more,

Sure, that has a better prize in store,

She knpelt again, and on the well

A simple wreath was visible.

Third Fairy's Song.

I have been to the low dell,
Where the swectest violets dwell;
| have been to the lone vale,
Where there dwogs the lily pale:
Sweet and pure, they are bound
With a myrtle bough around—
Myrtle, for its leaves are seen
Even in the winter green:
If true love be sought by thee
Maiden, this thy meed shall be.

My spell is done, my prize is won ;
True love! thou hast cquul nonc;'

True love! who could choose for thee

Gold or gems or vanity ?

Where is the spell whose charm will prove,
Like the spell of thy charm, true love ? L. E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.
METRICAL TALES.

Tale II.—THE POISONED ARROW,
Love lives on Hope and Memory.

"Tis an old tale of love aud truth

We used to read, I scarce know when,

And still it brings back to my heart

All that my heart was full of then.

We read it one blue summer night,

Half by lamp, half by moonlight,—

An English summer niaht, thrice fair,

For that its loveliness is 20 rare ;

Just three or four nights at the full of the moon,
When the flower-filled air is breathing of June;
Three or four nights that rejoice the year

With a dream of light from another sphere.

I remember a pink’woodbine )

That hung round the lattice its coral twine;

I remember the vine, whose green

Shone in the ray like silver sheen

And how through the leaves a sweet air came,
For beside grew a rose with a crimson
Lighting its life, as love lived on its spring;
But all are departed or withering.

| remember a fond arm placed,

Zone of my heart, around my waist;

1 remember a dark eye that shone,

And turned to me, as the tale went on,

To look its so gentle sympathies,

And ask, Are we not as fond as these? .
I remember an honey tone ,— gouc :
But that clasp and that look and that voice are
Why think | now of them ? Oh, woman's heart
Treasures the memories that depart
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From sterner man,—when will love be
Enshrined as in her memory '—

Thou wert not false,—I cannot now
Reproach thee with one broken vow ;
1 may not say thou art estranged,

I rather feel than know thee changed ;
Thy heart is now in other things

Than love’s once dear imaginings;

The world has claimed thee,—crowds and care

Are things in which love has no share ;

You would but smile now to recall

Many sweet vows and gentle fears,

Or marvel they were ever felt,—

Such change is in a lapse of years.

But I have treasured looks and words,

Till memory's links are as soft chords

(e which, if but one breath shall fall,

They wake in tones thrice musical,

But thou! thou hast forgotten all,

Oh this is vain, 1 cannot bring

A?in the freshness of our spring.—

Ja to my tale—it will recall

All that = from my bosom reft,
Bereaved of love's original,

*Tis much to have its picture left.
Amid the groves of Lebanon,

The scented cedar groves, is one,

The very loveliest of all,

8o clear, so cool, the fountain fall,

So gracefully the roses grow,

Mirrored in the clear water's flow

Lo beauntiful athwart the houghs

Comes morning’s rise or evening's close;

And when the moon shines forth at night,

Or, in her absence, gleaming light

Darts from the stars upon the vale,

Sings to them the lone nightingale,

As an enchanted harp were breaking

The calm with its delicious wakinog.

"Tis strange to find in such a place

Aught that resembles human trace;

Yet, underneath a cedar's shade,

Whose boughs, defying sun or rain,

Keep the white marble free from stain,

A tomb is placed ; a statue there—
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A woman, by the flowing hair,
The small feet and the delicate hand ;
Yet by it lies the warrior's brand,
And on it is a warrior’s dress,
I suited to its gracefulness :
"I'is exquisitely carved : the brow
Seems as if life were in its glow,
As the small fingers still conld guide
The broken lute-chords by their side.~—
There was a hermit once, whose cell
Of loneliness was in this dell :
He lived in silence and in gloom,
His sole employ to raise this tomb;
None beard his voice, none saw his face,
Few ventured vear his dwelling place,
For the fair tomb was said to be
The work of potent witcherie
"Twas potent, for grief was the spell,
And love that wronght the miracle. - - -
Oh Glory, sunlight of the grave,
What is thy spell to charm the brave ?
What thy spell, that it could divide
Earl Richard from his young fair Bride ?
The first spring blossoms saw her his,—
The fruit shone on their parting Kiss,
The Earl to Palestine is gone, -
The Bride sits in her bower alone.
Aloue ! so thonght her lord, when, turning,
His full heart with the fancy burning,
To the white shores, he breathed her name—
An echo to his murmur came,
*T'was answercd by his name,—his breast
Again is to his Epira’s prest!
Garbed as a , her home she left;
Bereaved of him, of all bereft.
Lost, in that thought all else above,
A woman’s fear in woman's love.
Woman, what fearless faith is thine !
* She went with him to Palestine;
went with him,—through toil, through fear,
er gentle smile was ever near,
And sometimes, from the rush of war,
Beacath the lovely evening star
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They stole a Juiet hour, to shate

The perfumed coolness of the air ;
And she would take her lute, and sing
Sweet songs of old remembering,
Breathing of home—talk of the fame
Gathering round her Warrior's name,
And mix with future hope a sigh
Given to pleasant days gone by.—

The day of battle ! Hark, the sound
Of the deep trumpet swells around
The Earl goes forth: 'tis Eprmt’s hand
Has girded her own Warrior's brand,
Has smoothed the war-plumes on his crest,
Has buckled on the mailed vest,

Felt she not proud at heart to sce

He was the fower of chivalry,

As, curbing in his steed of gray,

He rode the first to lead the way ?
That morn he went forth like a king,
Glorious irrhis first trivmphing ;

But the sweet evening's scented breath
Flowed cool upon his wound of death !
Curses upon the coward craft,

His fociman’s was a poisoned shaft.
There came no tear to Eprtn's eye,
But she knelt by him tenderly,

And cd his thick raven hair,

That he might fecl the soothing air;
And placed his head upon her breast,
Aud lulled him with soft words to rest.
"I'was as she hogcd,—hc sleeps 3 and now
Her lips are oun his throbbing brow,
Sucking the poison forth : 't was bliss
T'o know she gave her life for his,

He woke, but not to feel again

The hot fire rushing through cach vein,
But as aroused from slumbers deep,
And sweet as those which infants sleep.
But Eptru ! ah, her puilse beats low,
Her cheek has lost its sunset glow,
The violet of her eye is dim,—

He knows it all,—~she dies for him. 1.E.L.
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
METRICAL TALES.

Tale JIl.—THE SISTERS.

Now, Maiden, wilt thou come with me,
Far over yonder moonlight sea?
There s not a cloud upon the sky,
The wind is low like thine own sigh ;
The azure heaven is veined with light,
The water is as calm and briﬁht
As | have sometimes seen it lie
Beneath a sunny Indian sky.
My bark is on the ocean riding,
Like a spirit o’er it gliding :
Maiden, wilt thou come—and be
Queen of my fair ship avd me?

She followed him. The sweet night breeze
She gaused not for that frograney +

e not for t cy :

There came a sound of music nigh,
'?‘ voice :f hﬂgng, a distant chiéne

0 mark the vesper's starry time,—
She heard it not: the moonbeams fell
O'er vine-wreathed hill and olive dell,
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With cottages, and théir gay show
Of roses for a portico ;
One which stood by a beech alone,—
Looked she not back upon that one ?
Alas! she looked but in that eye
Where now was writ her destiny.
The beart love leaves looks back ever;
The heart where he is dwelling, never.
Yet as her last step left the strand,
GueraLDI then might feel ber hand
Grow cold, and tremble in his own ;
He watched her lip, its smile was flown ;
Her cheek was pale, as if with fears;
Her blue eyes darkened with their tears;
He prest her roscbud mouth to his,
thbh;dsmile, returned to grace ;(hat Kkiss ;
not power to weep, yet know
She was his own, come weal come woe.
Oh, w on some fond breast,
Love's own delicious place of rest—
Reading faith in the watching eyes,
Feeling the heart beat with its sighs,
Could w regrets, or doubts, or cares,
That we had bound oar fate to theirs!
There was a shadow on their mirth ;
A vacaut place is by their hearth,
When at the purple evening’s close
Around its firelight gathered those
With whom her youth’s sweet course had run,
Wept, for the lost, the altered one!
She was =0 beautiful, so dear,
All that the heart hulds precious here !
&yl g mbote st sound
ade every heart- und !
"F'was a fair sight to sec her glide
A constant shadow by the side
Of her old Father! At day-rise,
ith light feet and with sunny eyes,
Buasy within ; and then, at times,
Singing old snatches of wild rhymes
(l) peasants treasure up,

’ ings of the poet’s cup,
m whose earth and sky,
Temples and groves, are poetry.

And then at eve, her raven hair

Braided upon a brow as fair

As are the snowy chesnut flowers

When blooming in the first spring hours,
She sat beneath the old beech tree,
Her mandolin upon her knee.
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But BLANCHE was gone, and guilt and shame
Made barsh the music of her name.
—Bat he had yet another child,—
The Father BaNcHE could leave—who smiled
chtgoand cheerfully away
The cloud that on his spirit lay.
It was a lovely morn in June,
And in the rosy light of noon
The olive crowned village shone
As the glad sun were all its own ;
And, suiting with such golden hours,
With music, and with songs and flowers
A bridal trafn pass'd gaily by : '
in the midst, with blue downcast
And blush of happiness, came the Bride !
And youths with flutes were by her side,
And maidens, with their wreaths, as gay
As life but lasted one sweet day.
Ome followed them with bursting heart,

With pallid cheek and lips a

As every breath were gaspem'h this,
Alas, is what love ever is !

False or unhappy, twin to sorrow

Forced Hope's deceiving lights to i)orrow,
Guiding in joy a little way,

Doubly to the heart astray.

Beacath a shadowy beech tree

At length paused :
A::d there sat an old Kl‘:nml?m ,;!ridc

Took off her veil, and knelt beside,

And from his feet looked up and smiled,
Aod prayed that he would bless his child !
The gentlc yer was scarcely said,

Yet lay his hand upon her head!

When knelt another in that place,

With shrowded form and veiled face ;

A broken voice breath’d some low words
They struck on memory’s tenderest chords :
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| <« My Blanche ! yes, only ask of Heaven,

Thy father has long since forgiven.

Look up!” ¢ Oh not till thou hast pray'd

For the unhappy and betrayed "’

And paused at once the bridal song,

And gathered round the gazing throng.

Aud as the old man prayed, BLANCHE prest

Closer and closer to his breast !

He raised her, for he longed to gaze

Upon the loved of other days,

And threw the veil back from her head,

And looked,—but looked upon the deal(‘l !E
.E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.
METRICAL TALES.
Tale IV.—THE TROUBADOUR.
Oh, sleep in silence, or but wake
"The songs of sorrow, my loved Jute!
Thou wert but waked by one sweet spell—
That spell is over, now be mute.
Yet, wake again, I pray thee, wake;
My soul yet lives luptgu the chords—
My heart must breathe its wmnfs, or break :
’ §'ct can it find relief in words
My glorious laurel! pine and fade—
Oh, round some happier bard go twine—
Those bright green leares were never made
To crown a brow so lorn as wine.
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Break, break, my lute! fade, fade, my wreath !
Laurel and lute are dead for me

Laurel and lute are vowed to Love ;
And, Love, 1 dare not think on Thee.

It was a deep blue summer night,
A night with star gemmed coronal ;
And music murmured thro' the deli,
A song sent from the waterfall,

Aund there was fragrance on the air g
For roses, like sweet lnm{as, s bright,

So red, =0 f’n'sh. were shining there;
And jasmines with their silver light.

It was a night, soft as the hope,

Calm as the faith with which I said
Farewell to thee, my lovely one—

My Provence rose, my fair haired Zaipe.

She tied her white scarf on my breast,
She gave a bright curl from her brow,
Her rose-bud mouth to mine was prest—

Scarf, curl, and Kiss, are with me now,

That kiss has been kept like the leaves
Of the young rose, or ere the sun,
Like love, hus opened the sweet flower,

It fades while it is shining on.

That curl has waved amid the light
Of flashing steel and flying s‘['rnr—

That searf has been blood-dyed—1 fought
In honour of my maiden dear!

And never did I wake my harp

To any name but hers—that one
I taught the gales of Palestine,

I taught the groves of Lebanon.

Again I sought her bower, and bronght
A laurelled lute, a laurelled blade ;
It was the same sweet summer night,
Of fragrant gales and moonlight shade.
‘Fhe moon in the same beauty sailed,
The brook in liguid music ranged ;
There stood the old accustomed oak,
But every other thing was changed.
The roses drooped, neglected 5 dead
Upon the ground the jasmines lay ;
And little (my foreboding said, )
Has she thought ou me while away ;
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Or she had sacred kept the bower,
The temple of our parting kiss,

For well love cherishes each thing
That has a memory of its bliss.

I s%)od beneath the old :Ik':'ﬂ.‘t‘,|
] was on my shoulder slung

Wbc’l't mcnly a plm’;linf breeze, '
Like to a dirge, across it rung.

And almost, as in mockery,

Answered a light and cheerful sound—
Young voices singing to the flute,

And distant bells that pealed around.

I saw bright torches, and [ went, |
To gaze uson the gay parade—
It was a bridal pageantry,
And the bride was my faithless Zaoe!
Oh, worse than death ! 1 had not thought
'ﬁm such a thing could be : too wcﬁ
My heart had loved, to deem that aught
ke falschood could be possible. .

Farcwell then, Zaor, with that farewell
To all that bears a woman's name :

Heart, harp, and sword, were vowed to thee,
They'll never know another’s claim,

I take thy white scarf from my heart,
And fling it fragments on the air;

Thy bright curl—na, | cannot
With this one pledge—thy silken hair.
My heart is scared—I have lost all
y dreams of bliss, my golden store;

For, what is life when love ix gone ? '
And what is love when hope is o'er? L. E. L
o |

‘
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

It is a lovely lake, with waves as blue
As ¢'er were lighted by the morning ra
To topaz—crowded with an huudred sles,

There is the lsle of Violets, whose leaves,
Thick in their azure beauty, fill the air

Gives name to oue; the Lilies of the Valley,
Ringing with golden bells the fragrant

'pon a summer evening, whean the lake
Lies half in shadow, half in crimson light,
Like hope and fear holding within the heart
Divided empire, with alicht slack sail

To steer your little boat amid the isles,
Now gazing in the clonds like fiery halls
Till head and eyeare filled with gorgeous ti:onghts
Of golden palaces in fairyland ;
Or, Inoking through the clear, yet purple wave,
See the white pebbles, shining Jike the hearts
Pure and bright even in this darksome world ¢
There is one gloomy isle, quite overgrown
With weeping willows, green, yet qmdvol'y .
Sweep the long branches down to the tall grass;
And in the very middie of the place

Breaking at intervals through the sad boughs,
Yet without power to warm the ground below,
Would be so like the mockery of hope.
No flowers grow there—they would not suit

my tomb: T
It should be only strewed with withered leaves ;
And on a willow, near, my harp might havg,
Forgotten and forsaken, yet at times
Sending sweet music o'er the lake.

Each vamed from some peculiar flower it bears :

With most voluptuous breathings ; the Primrose
Like wreath'd pearls, toanother ; Cowslips glow,

Which the bees love so, in a fourth. How sweet

There stauds a large old yew—beneath its shade
I would my grave might be : the tremulous light,
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THE FAREWELL.

Yes, I am changed ; yes, much much chauged
Since first | sang to thee;

I marvel, knowing what I am,
At what [ once could be.

The trace of pleasure on my heart
Was like that of the wind,

And sorrow's self had not then left
A deeper trace behind.

My song was like the bursting forth
Of the first birds in spring ;

I had some thought of future flowers,
But none of withering,

1 thought of love, but of love as

o
trat , of happiness—
But ali mo':fmms are flown.

As sometimes on Italian shores
At dawn of day is scen
A fleeting show of fairy land,
' Just such my life bas been,

How I now loathe my dreams of song !
They have been so untrue ;

But more | loathe the dearer dream,
The one that dwelt with you!

Farewell to one,_farewell to all,
Both sobg and love are o'er;

The essence of their life is past,
For they deceive no more !
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SONG.

False as thou art, yet still faretwell!

With every wish that love can frame,
With fond | for mhappinm.

With blessings breathed upon thy name.

I loved, 1 may not say how well,

While that I thonght my heart might be
A thing of bliss;—now I can charm

No more, but I can die for thee !

Farewell, farewell! and [ will shroud
My wrongs in silence, for thy sake ;
Tho' still adored, henceforth my heart's

Sole proof of love shall be—to break.

L.E. L.
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ORIGINAL PORTAY.
SONGS.

Do you recall one autumn night
We stood by the sea-side,

And marked a little vessel tost
Upon the foamiug tide? .

The =hoals were rough, the winds were high,
Wiid was the billow’s roar

The little vessel reeled, yet still
Steered for, and gaiued the shore.

And thus my heart—however light
You deem that heart to be—

By all the storm and e of life
Cannot be turned from Thee!
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Youn'g Beauty once dwelt in a bower,

A fairy bower of rose, with Love;

There was a fragrant earth beneath,
There was a cloudless sky above,

And they were ha‘pp;: till one day
Beauty bethonghit her of Love's wings,
And watched hier moment—o'er his neck
A chain, a golden chain, she flings,
Alas, the folly of such care !
Alas, that e'er the chain was thrown!

For Beanty found Love dis
And that the fetters were grﬁ:)rs’vn! '
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They say, that when the oyster shell—
(Listen the tale, my own fair Girl)—
Is wounded, straif‘htumy it is closed
By ocean’s loveliest gem, a pearl.

My heart is wounded ;—with the eves,
ave thou the heart too of the dove?

Be not more cruel than the Sea,

But clo<e the wound up with thy love!
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Do any thing but doubt me, Love!
I cannot bear a doubt frow thee;
I wonder, loving as | do,
That such a thing as doabt can be.

I love you! life and love are one—
At least they seem but one 1o me :

I trace ‘your voice, | trace your look,
In all I hear, in all 1 see.

I have love's feelings—all, oh! all,
Save that I never learnt to doubt—

Is doubting, then, your proof of love ?
Oh, surely love can live without.

And feeling thus, it seems 8o strange
That you can d
I pray thee, Dearest! only trust

My faithtulpness—as [ trust thine, L. E, L.

oubt one vow of mine ;

|
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THE KNIGUT.

Farewell to thee, dearest! my banner is playing
Like a meteor of blood on the gale;

Impatient for battlc, my white steed is neighing,
And the trampet tells loud its war tale.

This brand must be red ere 1 mect thee again,
" Or it would not be worthy of thee;  [stain,
Ob, daughter of heroes, whose name has no
How gallant my bearing must be !

Around us the walls of our ancient hall wear
‘The pictures of warriors of yore : swear,

They look on me now! by each dark brow I
I will equal, or see them 1o more.

The scarf thou hast bound mast be dyed in the
My plume must be first io the line.  [field—
When the valiant sball fall, aud the coward shall
Oh, thea [ may claim Thee as mine! [yield,
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LOVE IN ABSENCE,

Oh, tell me not that this is life, -
The life that now I lead ;
The life that wauts the light of life
: Is syoi'.-;: lhl::nshdeath Ln !ced !ha .
Jove is life's light ; and, lost that
What star can rise on such a nlghlt?m'

I dread the pictures of my dreams,
For, then | gaze ou thee;
And thou art near, and thou art all
That | would have thee be.
And then 1 startle from my sleep,
And know all false, and wautch and weep.

I would I were upon a bark !
That bark before the wind ;—
I would sail o'er the sea, and leave
All thoughts of thee behind -
"~ How very vain! | counld not flee
- ‘I'he spell of passion set by Thee.
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THE REVENSE.
Farewcll, farewell, thou heartless one !
I marvel now how it could be,
‘That my heart’s deepest tenderuess
Was vowed so utterly to Thee.

Marvel, ah, no! I must not look
Upon that darkly arching brow,—

I must not meet that liquid eye,
Nor gaze upon that neck of svow,

Or | shall wmarvel at my hope,

My wish, my will, to break thy chain—
Watch thy sarpassing loveliness,

And be thy spell-bound slave again.

1 could have pardoned Thee, if love—
Some other love—had thwarted mine;
1 know too well his wildest power,
Not to have felt for it, if thine,

Bu: l:lno‘u art all o: vanity, "

And | may not forgive—forget ‘

That my hezn'a deepest pulse has been '
rified with by a light coquette. L. E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

RAPTIAEL SHOWING MIS MISTRESS HER PORTRAILT,
By Mr. Brockedon. (British Galiery.)

Rarely he imaged this from his own heart ?
He bad been wandering with some one e loveda
Bome dark-eyed beauty—when the sunset threw
In vain its crimson o’er 8 cheek, whicl blush
‘Tblt gentle answer to a lover’s look)

Iad Jied alrendy. Parted from ber side,
He thought upon her face, and painted this,
Bidding another's love breathe of bis own.

I've thouzht upon thy'bmw when Night
Threw o’er my pallet her summer moonlight,
Aund I have looked on the midnight sky
To catch the depth and light of thy cye;
I painted from t;me and from memory,
For I could not paint when I looked on thee.
1 saw thee one day—the bath had shed
Over thy cheek that loveliest red
I never saw matched by rosebud or rose,
By moruing’s risc, or by evening's close :
Around thy brow was a turban rolled,
The hair was veiled by its graceful fold,
8ave one or two rich curls that fell,
The beanty of the rest to tell ;
Thy neck and rounded anms were bare,
Marble statue was never so fair; [hand
Th{ zone was unbound, but one small white
Held thy robe while thy dark eye scanned
How it floated round in the glass beside,
With youth and woman and beauty's pride.
Now this be thy mirror'~Is thine cye bright ?
Curls that lip, blooms that cheek aright ?
Now this be tiny mirror, and it shall be
A dlass, my beauty ! worthy of thee—
A glass, the emblem of my heart,
From which thy image will not depart.
Perish the other \w:?., for whose fame
1 have wasted the light aud il of life's flame—
Let not one single fragment be

{ what they say is immortality.

Time will but'spare this loveliest trace
Of thy fairy form and tl:y radiaut face,
Just leave this record of my heart
To tell how lovely and loved thou art!

|
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MooNLwGHT. 7', C. Hofland.

A luxury of deep repose! the heart

Must surely beat in quict here. ‘The light
Is such as should be on the poet's harp
When he awakens his first song of love,
Fchoed but by the wind and nightingale.
There isa silver beaaty on the leaves—

The night has given it; and the green turf
Seems as just spread for fairy revelliog,

I will not iook on it—it is too fuir!

Its grees, moonlighted lovelivess but mocks
The hot and hurried seenes in which we live.

Gon! that this Earth should be so beautiful,
Aud yet so wretched !
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SONG.

I cannot bear to look on thee,

And think on all that thou hast zi
Of happiness and mise ','—u e aten
Alternately a hell! a heaven !

How can the merchant bear to gaze
Upon the deep blue ocean wave ?

The sea, in which his wealth was lost,

At first its source and then its grave!

. M{t\rc hope is wrecked for thee,

Iy life is clouded for thy sake ;
You taught my heart love's richest store,
Must its next lesson be to break? L. E, L.,
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

Farewell! for I have schooled my heart
At Jast to say farewell to thee!

Now I can bear to look on death,—
Its bitterness is past for me.

There was a time | should have wept
To look upoun my altered brow—

The lip, whence red and smile are fled—
But I am glad to see them now !

The faded brow, the pallid lip,
Proclaim what soon my fate will be;
And welcome is their tale of death,
* For I have said farewell 10 thee!

When first we met, | saw thee all
A girl's imagining could feign ;

I did not dream of loving thee,
Still less of being loved again.

I felt it not, till round my heart

Link after link the chain was wore;
Then burst at once upon my brain

The maddening thought—I love! | love!

‘We then were parting, others wept,
But I let not one teardrop fall;

_And when each kind Farewell was said,
Mine was the coldest of them all.

But mine the ear that strained to hear
I'hy latest atcg; and mine the eye
That watched thy distant shape, when none

But me its shadow could descry.

And when the circle in its mirth
Had quite forgot Farcwell and Thee,
I went to m{ own room, and wept
The tears I would not let thee see.
And time pass’d on ; but not with time
Did thoughts of thee and thine depart ;
The lesson of forgetfulness
Was what | could not teach my heart.
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We met again, and woman's pri(ie
Nerved me to what [ had to bear;

1 would not, tho' my heart had broke,
Have let thee thine image there.

I felt thine ng on mine;
| felt my ms\anltihfgu thine hold ;

I heard my name breathed by thy voice,
And 1 was calm, and | was cold.

“And then | heard you had a bride—

I know not how, | know not when—
For, still my brain swims round to think
On all, all that I suffered then!

I knew the day, the very hour,

‘I'hat you were wed, and heard your vow;
I heard the wedding bells—oh, Gon!

Mine ear rings with them even now!

I may not say that you were fal<e,
I never had oue vow from thee;
But | have often seen thine cye
Look as it loved to look on me.
And when you spoke to me, your voice
Would always take a softer tone;
And surely that last night your cheek
Was almost pallid as my own.

But this is worse than vain Farewell !
Of Heaven now [ only crave

For thee all of life's happiness,
And for myself an early grave ! L. E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

LOVE'S LAMENT.

Nay, pray thee, let me weep, for tears
Xreall thy love has left to me;
I love thee still! but dream no more
Of happiness in loving thee.
My heart has been too rudely crushed,
or its deep wounds to ever heal ;
My hopes have been too coldly checicd,
or me again such hopes to feel.

M soul is wrung ! it has
mﬁwtheeall( at it could bear,—

Two silent vibrate yet
In p‘.ln—mlf:e and iuy(elupair !
Love ! for, to loye so fond as mine
Onl? the mve an end can be
Despair! what is there that my ;!cart
Can hope from love, or life, or thee?
Upon my lute there is one string

en, the chords were drawn too fast,—

My heart is like that string—it tried
loo much, and snapt in twain at last!

‘Then, pray thee, let me weep, for tears
Are all thy Tove has left to me;

And they will fall less bitterly,
If that I think they fall for Thee.
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THE POET'S RETREAT.

Oh! not in stately halls, or gilded rooms,

Or crowded city, would I dwell with thee !

But in a lowly cottage, not so high

But that the jessamine eould reach the roof,

And in a lonely valley, paint thee, love !

A small white dwelling, in a paradise

Of many-coloured flowers : at the door

Should be a little Sorch of honeysuckle ;

The lattices should have no other blinds

Than branches of red roses. In the room

A lute be placed, whose mosic should be heard

Together with the woodlark’s evening song ;

Fresh flowers in n rush baskets; and some

O'cr which the srﬁ: of sweet Poesy  [books,

Had shed his soul of beauty and of passion ;

And landscapes on the walls—landscapes that
ve

The skies of other nations—rock, and storm,
And mgunﬁlindomnv—nnd black woods, where
we

The dark banditti ; o that we might prize
8till more the quiet of our own calm home,
Our garden should be beautiful—but ours
The only hands that made it beautiful.
We would be prondof it. Our crocuses .
g:w glden misers of April's wealth)

uld be the in Spring, and ours the rose
That bloomed the last in autumn. [n the shade
Of an old ash, whose boughs hung o'er a bed
Of purple violets, we’d place our hive
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Of hees, and plant a sweetbriar by the stand.
Around, the country shonld be pleasant fields,
Corn and n meadows, and their hedges rich
With the luxuriant May and wilding rose ;

And in the summer time woed strawberries,
Mixed with the azure bird’s-eye at their roots,
Away, yet still the village should be seen
Visible, pecping from the tall elm trees,

With its white church and sunset-gilded spire.
And there should be a little brook, o’erhung
With graceful willows, and the water lily

Upon its calm cold surface; and at noon

Its ripple would come musical and low

Mixed with the wood-dove’s plainin to her mate.
[ could be happy any where with thee!

But this, dear love!—this would be anll‘u;‘ ! "
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ORIGINAL POETIY.
ANTINOUS.

The thick curls cluster round thy graceful head,
And over thy pale forehead, where the mind
Her visible temple hath; upon thy lip

Is throued a rich yet melancholy smile—

So sad, it seems prophetic of the doom  [wears
That hangs on thy young life; and thine eye
An in look, where outward things but
Unnoticed—thou dost hold communion wit
Thoughts dark and terrible. A blight hangs o'er
The spring flowers of thy morn, the seeds of
Are sown within ti:y bosom, and there is [death
Upon thee consciousness of fate. “I'he’light

"T'has lingers on thy face is as a star—

The last remaining one—a shadowy beam

Of those which have been, Ardent hopes were

)

And dreams of victories and high renown,

Ere health departed ; and on thy wan lip

And hope-forsaken cheek a spint burns,

Which will not wholly pass till in the grare.

I looked upon thee, young ANTiNous! thou

Wert like the lovely presence of a dream, [brain

Such shapes as come, when o'er the sleeper's

The memory floats of some wild maddening tale,

And he has slmia inmost. spirit filled

With sorrow’s tiful imaginings.

How often have I gazed on thee, and felt

An interest almost like to life in thee!

Thine influence is upon the heart ! around

Are many glorious forms—Kkings, heroes, fods

Bright queens and nymphs radiant in oveli-
ness—

Yet the eye turns to thee ; for thou hast power

To awaken such sweet pathies, We think

Of youth and beauty, gathered like the rose

On the first blushing of its purple morn;

We look on those with wonder and delight—

We look on thee, and weep! L. E. L.
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ORIGINAL PORETAY.

\ STANZAS.
“1 too am chaaged, I scarce know why,
Can feel each flagging pulse deeay,
And youth and health and visions high
Melt like n wreath of snow away.

Time cannot, sare, have wrowght the ill,
Tho' wora in this worid’s sickenlng strife ;
In soul, in form, I linger still
la the first summer month of life.
Yet journey on my path below,
Ab, how unlike ten years ago! ™
A. A. W.—Blackwood's May.

The moon is shining o'er the lake

We used to rove beside,

And, as they're wont to do, the swauns
Are sailing o'er the tide.

And there, beneath the willow tree,
Our little boat is laid ;

How pleasantly the moonbeam falls
Upon its quiet shade.

And there, too, is the red rose tree
Bending in its sweet grace,

A beauty o’er her mirror bowed,

her owu fair face.
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The deer are crouching on the sward,
Save two white fawns at play

As thgehad not enough of mirth
In long summer day.

There are our silver pheasants too,
I see their gleaming wings ;

And there the peacock 10 the moon
Spreads wide his glittering rings.

There is no change upon the lake,
No change on leaf or flower;

There the same deer, there the same birds,
The same moonlidmed hour;

As the last time when here we stood,
And looked our first farewell,
Looked as if things inanimate
Each inmost thought could tell.

E'en then my eyes with tears were wet,
But they were pleasant tears—

An offering to the memory
Of many happy vears.

My heart was light with Hopes, and these
Are Birds which never siug

With the same sweet familiar song
They utter in our Spring.

Blessed privilege of youth, to look
On time without regret;

To think that which has past was fair, .
That to come fairer yet. .

"I'is well for us there is no gift
of propbcra on earth,

Or how would every pleasure be
A rose crushed in the birth.



Literary Gazette, 5th June, 1824, Page 364

How would my inmost heart have shrank,
If then 1 could have known,

Pass a few years, and | should stand
Beside that lake alone!

That 1—so cherished, loved, carest—
Must learn to live apart,

Bear with unkindness, wrong, and all
That breaks a woman's heart.

I should have died ; and would that then
It had been mine to die!

I should have been but as the lute,
Broken by its first sigh.—

I sought the world, and for a while
Mine was a splendid dream—

OF lighted halls, of palaces,
Of music, bloom, and beam.

M{ soul was sick, my ear grew pal'ed 5

felt that pleasure’s gem .

Cou'd not be found in courtly scenes,
The heart was not with them.

But [ had yet the worst to learn :
There was one dream that still

Heid empire o'er my soul, that seemed
Above all chance of ill,

1 thought it—as [ thought the stars
All earthly change above ;

When that | say that dream was false,
I scarce need say—"twas love.

Aund thus could change avail to rend
Affection’s early band ;

Ah'! she who builds her hope on love,
Has built indeed on sand,

But see—the wind has swept a leal
From yonder willow tree,

And it is sailing down the lake;
Let that the emblem be.

As well you might hope that slight leaf,
With fts whhgeh ﬂowger, would sail

In safety down, as trust to love j—
Love's bark is yet more frail.

That flower will sink, and will not mark
A trace on wave or wind ;
But when love disa , it lcaves
A broken heart behind. L. E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETATX.
STANZAS.

Race of the rainbow wing, the deep blae eye
Whose palace was the bosom ol a lower ;
Who rode upon the breathing of the yose ;
Deank from the barebell ; made the moon the queen
OFf their gay revels ; and whose trumpets were
‘The pink-veinedhoneysackle ; and who rode
Upon the sumer butterfly ; who slept
Lulled in the sweetness ol the violet's leaves,—
Where are ye now ?  And ye of eastern tale,
With your bright palaces, your cmnerald halis;
Gnrdens whose fountuins were of liguid gold;
Trees with their ruby fruit and siiver leaves —
Where are ye now ?
Alas! alas! the times are fled

Of magic gift or spell 5
No Fairy aids true lovers now,

Let them love ne'er so well,

In vain the moon, in vain the stars,
Shine on the haunted ring ;

In vain the glow-worm’s lamp—it lights
No elfin revelling.

And even from their eastern halls
The mystic race of yore

Have fled 5 they build their palaces,
Give their rich gifts no more.

Would some Kind Spirit would arise,
And lead me to the shrine

Where is Aladdin's lamp, and make
The spell of power mine !

I would not bid its genii rear
Their glorions hall again ;

Oh, marble walls and jewelled throne
Make but a gilded chain.

But 1 would have a little ship,
In which 1'd cross the sea

How pleasant it would be, to sail
In storm, or shine, with thee!

And we shonld hear the silver tides
Make music to the moon,

And sce the waters turned to gold
Beneath the summer noon.

Then we would have an island made
Of Sumwmer and of Spring,

Aud every flower from east and west
My Spirits there should bring.

The tulip should spring up beside
The purple violet,
The carmalata’s crimson bloom
* Round the pale primrose set.

The pine should grow beside the palm;
And our sweet home should be
Where jasmine the green temple w
Of a Banana tree.
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And there should be the Indian birds,
With wings like their own sky;

And English songsters join with them
The music of their sigh.

“Aud we would have a fountain tuned
As if a lote were there,

Aud yielding forth, in sound, the sweets
Canght from the rose-filled air,

Aud there should be a coral cave
Close by the ocean side,

Lighted with spar, and just a home

‘or some young sea-god’s bride.

Here we would pass the noon : each shell
Upon the sea-beach thrown

Should send forth music, and each onc
Should have a differing tone.

Aund we would sometimes see the world—
Just see enough to bless,

Amid its tumalt, strife, and wrong,
Our own calm happioess.

But this is very vain to dream
Of what may never be ;

I have enow of spells, when Love
Has thrown his spell round me.

In truth, dear love! there's but one spell
That has a thought of mine—

That of affection’s gentlest charm,
To make aud keep me thine, L. E. L.
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ORIGINAXY. PORETRY,
STANZAS,

Is this the harp you used to wake,
The harp of other days?

Or is it that another hand
Amid its music strays ?

No! the same harp to the same hand
Yields up its melody— |
The song, 100, is the very same,
Yet they are changed for me. .
They arc the same—but, oh! how chan
Since last | heard their tone ;
The change I vainly seek in them
Is in my heart alone.

Nay, fling not back thy cloud of hair,
Its roses are vnbound;
See, LuiLa, see thy mmfemm.
They're scattered o'er the ground.
Yet, but an hour, when first the dew
Fell from the twill&l:t star,

How tcndcrlgolhene wers were culled,
And now how crushed they are!

And must I in those roses read
What my heart’s fate will be?

That when the prize is once possest,
How slight its worth to thee,

Oh, all in vain thy small snow haod
Awakes its wildering strain;

Thy dark eyes breathe the sonl of song,
To me they turn in vain.

I heard thee wake the deep harp chords
For other ears than mine,

I saw the light of thy soft eyes
Upon another shine,

The heart must speak or ever words
My depth of love can tell;

But eyes, hand, heart, must be all mine,
Or else, farewell, farewell!
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Have the dreams of thy vouth departed,
While the bloom of thy youth remains ?
Has the gilding worn off from thy pleasure,

And left thee only the chains ?

Thon art young, aud the world is before thee;
New pleasures will rise on the old ;

"Tis too soon for thy brow 1o be clouded,
Too soon for thy heart to be cold.

Has wealth been the dream that has vanished ?
PIGOlg &neddailmr ha;c :uuy a Iminc c‘

ouy seek the ous city,

And the wml'h of the E':tpumy be Jninc.
Has fame been the thing to allure thee ?

The blast which her trumpet has blown
To the name of another to-day,

To-morrow may be thine own.

Hast thom listened the song of the charmer,
Till pleasure has palled on thy soul ?
Has thy race been the race of ambition,
¢ others have reached the goal ?

Farall t still ::r: has a rainbow,
A fug remains to be done ;

The wonunds of thy heart may be healed—
There"s a cure for all sorrows but one,

..{"._f" , : m‘

e o O e
‘Theén' go to thy grave in thy sudness—
| m,belrayts?huqobopeol'amie?'
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
THE WITHERED FLOWERS,

There is a white Vase in my hall,

The sweetest, the saddest, the dearest of all;
"Iis a Gredan vase, and was brought by thee
From the shores of sunny Italy.

Well | remember the fanciful things

That floated in light imaginings,

OFf the Nymph that was wont to bear

The spowy urn on her raven hair

To a fountain near; and then to shed

The fresh cool wave o'er some rose’s head,

Its vse is changed, tis now flled 10 the hrim
With roses, whose colours are faded and dimn— |
With vielet leaves, which hiase not a shade
Of the purple in which they were once arrayed.
Yetnot a (Lm'cr has fadegd there, (hair;
That graced not my bosom, or bound not my
Exeryone was gathered by thee, |
lo the light of their April revelvie.— |
Their hlush is de'panul—)'cl feel how sweet, |
As you lean o'er the vase, is the air that you meet ! |

And 1s uot this Love, tho' the glorics may fall
OfF the light of his cerlier coronal 2
How sweet & memory linzers still,

Mid wreek and mid ruin, mid sorrow and ili!
Love's wings may pass, but stjll they fling

A scent from the fowers that bind cach wing;
And 1, tho' wronged aund slizhied, yet

Have been too happy to quite forcet :=Mowers,
I hang o'cr my thoughts, as | hang o'er these
Aud think what they have been in summer hours,
Farewell 1o love, and farewell to thee—

Bat not farewell o your memory !
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SONG.

This is enongh! this broken heart
Is fitting «aft for me ;

I would it haud the voice to speak
All it xhould say o ihee,

Last year | seut the brightest gems
T'o hail thy natal day ;

They told my love,~this broken heart
May speak as much as they.

And when it shall be thrown aside,
Unprized by thee or thive,

You will but only wasie this heart,

As you bave wasted wine! . E. L.
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- ORIGINAL POETRY.
POETIC SKETCHES,
Fifth Series.~Sketch the First.

A self.devoledness in Woman's neart
That has no place in Man’s. A man may love—
Aye, yield his life, his fortune, as the Homan
Once gave the world for his Egyptian Queen,
The dark-eyed beauty—hut not {lft the faith ;
Gentle, eonfiding, tried with chance and chaoge,
Yet still the same, vowed to the grave, the absent,
And to the false. ‘There is but one such Jove !
Yes—Man can leave his heart's religion, turn,
And kneel apostate to some novel ereed—
but Woman never, « « «
There is a low sweet sound of voice and lute
From younder casement, which the Provence rose
Hides with its thousand flowers ; a maiden there
Leans, with the roses clinging round her arms
And neck, as if they loved her; from her lute
Her haud is waking music, and her lips
Almost unconsciously repeat the wo
Of some old soug, by love and sorrow made
An echo of the heart, "Tis a fair scene:
Tuose silver plive trees, more silvery
A« the moonlight shines o'er them ; the blue sky,
Which seems to join the old dark wood, and make
The boundary of the quiet world; the vines
Girdling those distaut hills ; the river hun
With willows, whose green weeping only shows
Atintervals the diamond waters, st [towers;
With broad lcaved lilies and their snow white
Small islands, with their fairy palaces ;
And then the lute, the lattice, and the girl,
The white rose, and the melancholy song—

Oh, Night, thy reign is over lovely things !—
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A broader shadow is vpon the stream
Where yon old castle stands, and mclodz
Comes forth, rejoicing on the ear of night ;
Not one lone lute, but a full gush of =ound,
Heard from a thousand instruments : the harp
Sends its rich sweep of music, and wind-horns
Wake like deep voices of the element,
And there are rainbow lamps around the hall,
Shedding a rosy hue upon the pearls .
And purple glory on the diamonds
In the dark tresses of the high-born dames, [seen
Who move around like qneens; and there are
Vases, like silver clouds, whose glimmerings soft
Light alcoves, filled wita rare and costly flowers,
T'le Indian rose, the golden jessawmine,
And there the beautiful recline, whose arms
Look snow in the white ray. Around the walls
Haog purple draperies and gorgeous frames,
Fach one a pictare of long ancestry, dames;
Armed knights, and robed lords, and lovel
Aud, like their shadows, on the ground beuneat
Move knights and ladies, each as fair and proad.
Red wine and golden cups are on the board,
And their gay benison is AMIRALD'S health,
The castle’s younger lord. And many an eve
Shed its blue morning on the graceful vouth,
And many marvellea at the silent
In which he turned away from the bright dance
To listen to some minstrel.  Oh, the heart

Knows uot the power of music till it loves '—
$ And AMIRALD stood lost in gentle thoughts,
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Till, iike a sigh, the music ceased, and then

Turned softly to a window, and flung back

The crimson curtain, and saw the cold moon

Shine o'er the olive-crested plain beneath :

It was a window that he loved, it looked

_l#:con the coftage of the white rose tree—

cottage of his Love, But morning came

To end their revelling, Aud strange it was,

And something sad, to mark the sudden change =

The davcers gone,—the music, and the lamps

Dying before the cold gray glare of day,—

The silence, solitude, the withered flowers—

Oh ! moral of enjoyment !—scattered, crushed :—

The pale cheeks of the few that staid, like ghosts

Haunting the footsteps of departing mirth,

While the bright pictures over them looked down

Almost in mockery. Aud AMiRALD,

Like his guests, left the hall—was it to cool

His fevered brow with the fresh breath of morn ?—

His is a hurried step for that.  But sec,

A fair shape bonnds to meet him. "Tis his Love—

The same sweet spirit of the Jast night's lute,

Bright us a spring day, and as beautiful ;

‘T'he colour of the morning on her cheek,

Her auburn curls flung loose upon the air,

Their ounly Efarls a few clear dew drops, caught

In 'pming ro’ the roses. Her sweet face

Is lighted up with gladness, and her eyes

Are laughiog as her lips ; but in their bine,

Their deep, their changeful melancholy blue,

There is a passionate tenderuess, to like

Warning or omen of her destiny.

it is not happivess! ** See, AMIRALD, dear—

(She said, as, stretching forth her small white
hands, [have

She showed them full of flowers)—see, I too

A birth-day offering for you ; take my wreath,

"T'is bright as hope, and try if you can read

Its gentle meanings ; or—no, I will be

My flowers’ interpreter : This violet,

My AsiravLp, is like your Eva’s fate;

This rose—is it not summer-sweet as love ?

And this green myrtle is our constancy.™
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Within his bosom AmiraLD hid the buds,

And led the maiden to a little bank

Covered with violets—they were Spring’s last.
The chesuut overhead had kept the sun

From wasting their pure lives ; and by the side
‘I'here was a little brook, whose pebbjles shone
Like lodian stones—and there they past the noon.
And day by day thus past, till came a time

For tears, for 11, and fidelity. change,
And AMIRALD sought the court. Oh, then the
‘I'he contrast, in the spirit of their Jove!

The one went on his round of gaiety, [helm
The crown'd knight of the tournament, whose
Wore cvery lady’s colours as they came ;

The troubadour, with song to any vowed ;

The cavalicr, the gayest of the hall—

And this was Amiratp.  Now for his Love:
There is & pale girl on that violet bank—

Her bright curls have neglected, and her cheek—
Has sickness wasted thus its bloom away ?

Or is it the heart’s withering? She has pined

In that worst of all solitudes—the blank

“I'hat comes when love’s enchanted world decays
Into reality. She was forgotten—

But she could not forget, nor even reproach.
'His nawme still lingered on her lute, and still
The chain he gave was treasured uext her heart.

It was a summer noon—she had beguiled
Time with an old romance ; it told how once
'\ maiden had cut off her long dark hair,

' And as a page had with her lover goue
“T'o Palestine, and with her life saved his.
'And Eva pondered o'er and o'er the tale,
'And thought on the decp happiness, to see,
Perhaps to serve, her AMIRALD again.
All day she thought upon it, and at night
It was amid her dreams. At Jast she went
'Aud join'd her faithless love. He kuew her not ;
' But yet she was his favourite—none could tune
The lute with so wmuch tenderness, none sing
So soft alove lay. Twice the 8 had flung
Her gift of bloom and balm upon the wind
Since she was with him; aud sometimes she,
l thought .
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His heart still hers, although he counld not break
‘The chains that pleasure, habit,round him flung—
Perhaps false shame; for, that he would not sue
For n, tho' he knew that pardon were
‘The happiness of both. . . . But, fell at last

A deadly sickness on the city ; death

Came like a conqueror ; the lover died

By his bride at the altar; upon some

It'came down sudden, like the lightuing stroke;
On others, slow and wasting, not less deadly,
AMiIraLD sickened, but all fled his couch,

For their flight was from death—but Eva staid
And watched, and soothed, and solaced. "I'was

one night

For the first time she dared to hope—his hand
Lost its red heat, and he slept quietly.

At last he waked, and waked to consciousness.
With but a dim remembrance of his pain,

And some fair shadow that had by his couch
Watched like the spirit of health, he gazed
And saw a boy, a wan and sickly boy, {around,
Kueeling in silent tears hefore the cross—

And then he knew his Eva's decdp blue eyes,
And called upon her name ; and, with a cry
Of jozoand thankfuloess, she sprang beside,
And bowed her pale lips softlr on his brow-—
That kiss sealed his recovery

Again the lamps are bright in his old hall !
Again the feast is spread, and music heard !

It ix a marriage festival ! "The bride

Is Eva, and her long fidelity

Has won her AMiRALD ! L.E.L.
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ORIGINAXL POETAY.
POETIC SKETCHES,

Fifth Series.~—~Sketch the Second.

INFIDELITY.
And jn that Castle was a pictured ball,
Filled with all shapes of loveliness; and there, .
When the pale moon shone with her sweetest light,
I saw three telling the sawe tale of love—
I bave remembered it. - - -

‘There were three lovely pictures. In the first
}s age Italian sccnedof s:iammcr beauty :

n the back -ground a vineyard, poplar stems
Supporting the thick grapes which s?retch across
t‘)?sm cach tgecto the next in rilgh fg:mu(;la

u and purple drapery. Far
A r?::: loses itscﬁ'lamid green hills;
And on its banks there stands a hunter youth:
White plumes are in the cap, which only press
On one side his dark curls. The ful boy
Has ‘one hand raised to the blue sky aboveé,
As calling the fair sun to hear his words
And wituess to their truth; and his bright eyes
Are filled with passionate eloquence, and gaze
On the soft eyes that now are fixed on his
'Oh! so undonbtingly !—and there it seems
| As he had paused in his full tide of vows
To look upon her as she looks on him,
Until the very colour of their eyes
Blend together : her soft blue orbs catch
' The darkness of that youth’s, and his become
'Filled with the geotle hue and light of hers.
T'he girl is beautiful : hair, like the stream
Of sunshine flang o'er snow, is on her brow ;
Upon the cheek a blush shines, delicate
As the first break of morning; and the wind,
Amid a thousand roses, never kiss'd
One fresher than her lip. And there they stand—
Young, loved, and lovely. Surely there is truth
And happiness with them! - - -

Now for the second picture. She is there—
That .yg;n:g a'nd, iant beauty ! —but how
¢

Sorrow can do the work of years, and love

Is the heart's worst of sorrows ! On her brow

How much has misery graved! Her cheek is

flushed

With bitter weeping, and the tears yet shine

Upon the darkened lash!  She stands beneath

The shadow of a large old cedar-tree, [uight,

gmoseﬂbmml:hu ha?g above the stream like
tering a letter's fragments; yet one

Is in hgriand, that cannot let it’go— _ -
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There is his name upon that last dear line.

Her head is turned away from it. You feel
One moment more it be with the rest,
Around the cedar-tree are cypresses,

Making a solitude with their dark boughs,

Just fit for slighted love ;—there it might weep
With silence and with shade, iu unison

With its o’ershadowed hopes and wounded heart.
Oh, the deep penalty of happincss ! —

At ieast_ot woman's happiness. Young love, .
Alas! for the fond heart that yields to thee,
Borne on by feelings, gushing like sweet waters
Amid hope’s gardens of the rose, at first

Thro’ the green banks of confidence, to end

In the red desart, there to waste away,

And be no more remembered. 1s not this,
Bewitching and false Love, the destiny

Of those that trust in thee >—Beyond the shade
Of the dark cypress is the sclf-same scene

As in the other picture—the blue sky,

Glorious in sunlight ; the same green clad hills ;
And the bright river, which seems to rejoice

At having sas'd the black cedar. In the midst
Of the glad landscape is a gallant band—

A brida comgan . The bride is there: .. [hair,
White roses bind her veil and pearl-wreathed
Thro® which her changing colour, like a star
Upon the twilight nrgz. ﬂnmﬂtmnlmu.
And by her side there bunter youth—



Literary Gazette, 24th July, 1824, Pages 475

Is he the bride?'oom?—ah! that tells the tale!
I'he common history of trusting love—
Neglect and chapge. - - -

In the last picture is uo sunny ukx-
No lnadsape, with its grapes and leaves and

owers

Revelling in summer, bhut a convent cell—
With its dim mli% and its crucifix
Beside the skull an ‘\onr-glass. And here lies
Upon the paliet the false hunter’s love.
Death has most awfal lessons ! It is sad,
Aye, strange, to see even the aged die;
But about youth there is a confidence
In life, that makes it terrible. But here,
Fear is forgot in sorrow ; and the heart
Goes back to the fair girl aud her first dreams
Of hope and happiness, the purple flowers
Springing beneath the rainbow-light of love
Into such luxary ! Then comes the change—
From utter confidencr, to just a thought
There is a shade of coldness ; then the pulse,
Awakening to the torture of distrust,
The hope that clings to the least glimpse of blue
Amid a sky of murkiness ; the fear
That sickeus at itself; the fond deceit,
That will not see the truth ; the tenderness,
That only asks to trust ; and, at the Jast,
The knowledge we have known in vain so long
Cowes like a thunderbolt, and crushes. Then
Loses the blue eyce its full azare beauty,
For tears have darkeued it ; then the young check
Fades in the autumn of the heart—despair !
And brow and lip grow sunk and wan, just like
The pale inhabitant of this dim cell.
The sun is setting, and one last red gleam
1s on the sufferer’s forehead; and her cyes
Are lighted strangely by it, yet the lids
Droop heavily upon them ; and the cheek
Aund wasted arms wear the cold marble hue
Of parting life. The mnm‘ had just seized
The broken heart's last pulse, and look, and
breath., L. E. L.
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ORIGINAL PORTRY.
POETIC SKETCHES.

Fifth Series.—Sketch the Third.

THE KNIGHT'S TALE,
Oh, there are evil moments in our life,
When but a thought,a word, a Jook, has power
To dash the cup of bappiness aside,
And stammp us w :

And there are bitter tears in Arnorp's hall—
A wail of passionate lament! ‘The night

[s on the towers, but night has ot brought
Silence aud sleep. A sound is iv the courts,
Of arms and armed men ; the ring of spears,
| The tramp of iron feet, and voices, mixed

' In deep confusion, With the morning’s rise,
' Lord Ar~oLp leads these men to Palestine.
There were two fiqures on a terrace, raised

| O’er all the rest.  The moon was on its sweep,
 Lighting the laudscape’s midnight loveliness !

Below it, first were gardens set with flowers,

In beds of many shape and quaint device,

So very sweet they filled the air with scents ; [oaks

Beyond, the ground wassteep and rough ; dwarf |

Spring on the sides, but all the nobler growth

Of those proud trees was seen in yon dark wood,

Its world of leaves blent with the distant sky,

And sheltering a green park, where the smooth

Was fitting herbage for the gentle fawn, [grass

Which sported by its mother’s spotted side

And sowe so white that in the moon they shone

Like sitver. In the midst, a diamond sheet

Of clear bright water spread, and on its breast

‘There was a group of swans ; and there was one, |

Laid on a little island which the Jeaves

Of the wate had made ; and suddenly

A sound of music rose, and leaf and flower

Seemezli‘ hushed to hear the sweet and solemn
n

Sung bvyt':e dying swan. And then the two

Upon the terrace, who as yet had looked

But in each other's eyes, turned to the lake:

It was to them, even as if their love

Had made itself a voice to breathe Farewell -
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Ceased the unearthly song, and ApELINE [said
Threw her on ARNoLD'S breast, aud wept, and
1t was her warrior's dirge and hers—for never
Such sad sweet sounds had breathed on mortal
And yet no omen. But her ARNoLD Kiss'd [ear,
Her tears away ; and whispered "twas the song
Of some kind Spirit, who would gnard his love
While he was fighting for the Cross afar.

Oh, who can tell the broken-hearteduess

Of parting moments !—the fond words that gush
From the full heart, and lﬂ die in the throat,
Whose pulses are wo choked for utterance; |
The lingering look of eyes, half blind with tears;
The yet more lingering Kiss, as if it were

The last long breath ot life ! "T'hen the slow step,
Chunging anon to ope of hurried s R

As that the heart doubted its own resolve !

The fixed gaze of her, who, left behind,
Whatching till shadows grow reality!

Aund then the sudden and sick consciousness—
How drsolate we are !=Oh, misery ! (took
Thy watchword is, Farewell!—And ArNoLD
A f{ew sweet buds from off a myrtle tree,

And swore to ApgLINg, before the spring

Had covered twice that plant with its white
. flowers: '

He would return.  With the next morning's sun
Lord ArNoLp led his vassals to the war,

And ApELINE was left to solitude—

The worst of solitude, of home and heart.

If | must part from those whom [ have loved,
Let me, too, part from where they were beloved !
It wrings the heart to see each thing the same;
“I'read over the same steps ; and then to find
The difference in the heart. It is s0 sad—

So very lonely—to be the sole one
In whom there is a sign of change! - - -
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Tliere are two words to tell the warrior'scourse,
Valour and Victory. But fortune changed,
And ARNOLD was a prisoner at last.
And there he lay and pined, till hope grew tired,
Even of its sweet self ; and now despair
Reached its last stage, for it was grown familiar,
Clung‘e came, when there was not a thought

of chan .
But in his dgr:ama. Thanks to a pitying Slave
Whom he had spared in battle, he escaped !
And over sea and land the pilerim went.
It was a summer evening, when again

He stood before his castle, and he pansed
In the excess of happiness. The sun
Had set bebind the towers, whose square heights
Divided the red west; and on its verge,
Just where the crimson faded, was a star—
The 1wilight star—pale, like dew turned to light.
Aund on he went thro' his fair park, and past
The lake and its white swans ; at length he came
To his sweet garden and its thousand flowers.
The roses were in blossom, and the air
Oppressed him with its fragrance. On a walk,
As if just fallen from some beauty's hair, .
There lay a branch of myrtle—ARrRNOLD t
Its leaves; and kiss'd them!—Sure, 'twas Ape-
He stood now by a little alcove,mufc (LiNg's !
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Of flowers and green ADELINE is there—

But, woe for ARNoLD, she is not alone !—.

So lovely, and so false!—There, there she sat,

Her white arm round his neck, and her fair brow

Bowed h:‘n his shoulder, while her long ll:rhflk
ir still,

Streamed o'er his bosom—There they sat, =0

Like statues in that light; and ArNoLD thought

How often he had leant with ADELINE

in such sweet silence. But they rose to go ;

And then he marked how tenderly the youth

Drew }‘alh; cloak round her, lest the dew should

Upon her fragile beauty. They were gone—

Aud ArxoLp threw him on the tarf, which still

Retained the pressure of her fairy feet— '

Then started wildly from the ground, and fled

As life and death were on his speed.  His towers

Were but a little distant from the sea;

And cre the morning broke, ARNOLD was tossed

Far over the blue wave. He did not go,

As the young warrior goes, with hope and pride,

As he once went; but as a pilgrim, reamed

O'er other comntrics, an{ but his own,

At jast his steps sought pleasant laly.

It was one autuman evening that he reached

A little valley in the Apeunine :

It lay amid the heights—a resting place

Of guict and deep beauty. On once side

A forest of a thousaud pines arose,

Darkened with many winters; on the left

Stood the steep crags, where, even in July,

The white snow lay, carved into curious shapes

Of wrret, pinnacle, and battlement ;

And in the front, theopening mountains showed

The smiling plains of grape-clad Tuscany;

Aud farther still was canght the sky-like sweep

Of the blue ocean. Small white cottages

And olive trees filled up the dell.  But, hid

By the sole group of cypresses, whose boughs,

As the u weeping of the sea-weed, hung

Like grief or care around, atemple stood

Of purest marble, with its carved dome

And white corinthian pillars st ly wreathed

By the thick ivy leaves.  In other Elys. Lthere

Some nymph or goddess had been worship

Whose name was goue, gven from her own shrine.
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The cross stood on the ultar, and nbove

There hung the picture of Saint Valerie :

Its pale calm beauty suited well the maid, .
Who left the idol pleasures of the world

For solitude and heaven in early youth.

And ArxoLp kuelt 1o the sweet saint, and prayed
For pity and for pardon ; and his heart

Clung 1o the place, and thought upon repose,
He made himself a home in the same cave
Where once St. Valerie had dwelt : a rill,

‘That trickled from the rock above, his drink,
“The n}p:nel:ltain fruits his food. And there he
| ived :

Peasants, and one or two tired pilgrims, all
That ¢'er disturbed his hermit solitude.  [noon
Long months had passed away, when one hot
}\l ¢ ﬁa;y-i bv.-m.l-auxl the ';’vprcsscsa,’ca;:d' a:m'

A pilgrim slowly urging n ecight.

The san was on’ her head.p yet turned she not
To seek the shade; beside, the path was rough ;
Yet there she toiled, though the green turf was

near. (knew
At last she reached the shrine—and ARNoOLD
His ApeLiNg! Her slender frame was beat,
And her small feet left a red trace behind—
“The bl;:od ll!owed from them. And he saw her
| ineel,
'And heard her pray for him and his return,
¢ AperiNg ! art thou true ? V'—One moment more
' Her head is on his bosom, and his lips
Feeding on her pale cheek !—He heard it all—
How that youth was her brother, just returned
From fighting with the Infidels in Spain;
That he had gone to Palestine to see -
Some tidings of her ARNoLD ; and, meanwhile,
Herself had vowed a barefoot pilgrimage
To gray St. Valerie to bless the scarch !—
And she indecd had blessed it!—
There is that English castle once again,
With its green sweep of park and its clear lake;
Aud there that bower; and inits shadeis placed
‘A statue of St. Valerie ; and a shrine,
Graven with names of those who placed it heve, .
'Record and tribute of their happiness— :
'ArNoLD and ADELINE ! L. E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
CONSTANCY, A SONG.
Fo‘vm thee—or forget
hat my heart bath 0 dearly known?
Deemest tiiou that wholly from earth
All truth and faith are tlown?

Oh! write your love on the sand,
And the wave will wash it away ;

Or, place your trust in the flower
The next summer sun will decay !

But take an ecmerald ring,
And thereon grave your name ;
Thro' the and change of years
It still will be the same.

- And such my heart—if you fear

That aught like change will be shown
*Tis 7 that shall weep for the chauge,
For the falsehood must be thine owuL —




74

Literary Gazette, 4th September, 1824, Pages 572

ORIGINAL POETAY.
SONGS.

It is not for your cagle eye
Though bright its gl.mcc’may he—
It is not for your sunny smile,
That, ULnic, | love thee.

It is not for your marble brow,
Nor for your raven hair ;

It is pot that you ride the ring,
And wear my colours there.

It is not for your gifts of gold,
Not for your lute's sweet chords ;
It is'not for your lordly birth,
Nor for your honied words :—
But it is that I deem your heart
Is given quite to me:
You me, and can I do less,
Dear ULric, than Jove thee?
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Oh! no, no, this love is not love for me;
This fife and death love is too grave: [wings
Be mine like the flight of yon sea bird, whose
Just skim, but sink not in, the wave.

If but for one moment a chain I could bear,
It must be as light as the day;

Oh ! form it of opals, which change with the sky,
A fresh colour for every ray. L.E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.
THE PHANTOM BRIDE.

B e R s e e e

And over hill and over plain

He urged his steed with spur and rein,

Till the heat drops hung on his courser’s hide,

And the foam of his speed with blood wus dyed.

He saw a bird cut through the sky,

He longed for its wings as it fleeted by

He looked on the mountain-river ing,

He heard the wind of the forest rushing,

He saw a star from the heaveus fall, (=il

He thought on their swiftuess, and envied them
Well the yeung warrior may fiercely ride, =

For to-pight he must woo, and must win his

The maiden,whose colours his helmet has borne,
Whose picture has still next his heart been worn.

And then he thought on the myrtle grove
Where the villa stood be had built for his Love :
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With its pillars and marble colonnade,

Is bright fountain beneath the palm-tree's shade;

Fair statues and pictured porticos, - (rose
Where the air ameswmfromthegmlcuao?
Silver lamps ; and vases filled .

With med waters, from odours distilled ;
Audt tm‘ylm round each gorgeous room
Was the of Tyre's purple loom;
And all that his love, and all that his care,
Had had such gridc in making fair :
And then he thought how Jife would glide,
In such a home, aud with such a bride,
Like a glad tale told to the lute’s soft tone,—
Never hath happiness dwelt alone.
And swifter he urged his courser’s flight,
When he thought on who was waiting that night.
But once benvath a spreading shade,

He s his panting steed for breath g
And as a flickering moon-beam nlayed,

He saw it was a place of death,
‘The lonely cypress-tree was keeping
The watch of its eternal weeping ;
And at the head was a grey cross ;
And scattered o'er the covering moss
Lay withered flower and faded w reath,
That told some maiden slept beneath.
"l,‘he youth wokhonl:. or two g”n:d leaves—

erhaps, thought he, some lover grieves
Q’er her who rests, and now can know
No more of human joy or wo.
And avswered 1o his thought a sound,
A murmur from the plaining ground —
He started ! oh, it could but he
The wind that swept the cypress tree.

And almost midnight’s hour was come,
Ere he bad reached his maiden’s home.
All, saving one old slave, were sleeping—
Who, like some stealthy phantom creeping,
Silently and slowly led
The wondering stranger to his bed :
Just pointed to his supper fare,
And the piled wood, and left him there.
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It was a large and darksome room, |
With all the loneliness and gloom
‘That hang ronnd the neglected walls
O’er which the spidec’s net.work falls ;
And the murk air felt chill and damp, |
And dimly burnt the one pale lamp; - -
And faint gleams from the embers broke |
Thro' r dan covering of smoke,

And all felt desolate and drear—

And is this, he sighed, my welcome here?

** No—mine be thy welcome, from my lone home
To mthee, aud claim thee mine own, am |
He uo step, but still by his side [come,"”
He saw her stand—his betrothed bride !

Her face was fair, but from it was fled

Every trace of its beautiful red ;

And stains upon her bright hair lay
Like the dampness and earth-soil of cl:{ $

Her sanken eyes gleamed with that pale blue light,
Seen when meteors are flitting at night;

And the flow of her shadowy garments’ fall,
Was like the black sweep of a funeral

She sat ber down by his side at the s
Aud many a cup of the red wine poured ;
ﬁnd a;c:lic wim':'srei:;v;‘eard ight, brigh

er check grew and her eye right :—
“¢ In my father's house no more ‘ dwell,
But bid not, with them, to thee faewell.
They forced me to waste youth's hour of bloom
Ina cell and a convent’s gloom,
Bat came a Spirit and set me free,
And had given me rest but for love of thee—
There was fire in my heart, and fire in my brain,
And mine eyes could not sleep till they saw thee
My home is dark, my home is low, [again.
And cold the love I can offer now ;
Bat give me one curl of thy raven hair,
And, by all thy hopes in heaven, swear
“That, chance wint may, thou wilt claim thy bride,
And thou to-mortow shait lie by my side.”

He gave the curl, and wildly press’d -
Her cold brow to his throbbing breast ;
And kiss'd the lips, as his woald share
With hers their warmth and vital air—
As kiss and passionate caress

Could warm her wan chil Joveliness,
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And ulmnponlnhbooomnheh ¥s

Aund-a sun-beam thm' the cu
| As passes a shadow—the maiden was
‘That day the youth was told the tale,
How:behad ned beneath the veil

He knewthurypmugreen wave.—

The nest they laid him by her side.

Till the lark sang his morn n to the da

m‘dmmnc’ y ’
gone!
And died, then they show’d ber grave—
That night, aloue, he watched his bride—

L.E. L.
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ORIGINAX. POETRY.

LANDSCAPES.

' - « =« = And mnst
Such lovelinest as this be unto me
Butasa dream ?
The Glen.

Tt was a little glen—a solitude—
By Nature fashioned in her gayer mood :

re was so much of sunshive in its shade ;
Such pleasant music from the brook, that made
Its way o'er pebbles, shining white, like pearls
Amid »ome royal maiden’s raven carls,
It had no distaut prospect : “The blue sky
Closed like a dome o'er the sweet sanctuary ;
And forest trees, like pillars, girt it round,
Whose branches, summer tapestry, swept the
And then there was alittle open space, [ground ;
Enough to mirror on the water's face
A glimpse of the bright heaven. Upon its banks
Grew the sweet thousands of the harcbell’sranks,
Amid white daisies, that, like light avd air
Aund hope and love, are common every where ;
| Aud like a couch spread the voluptuous heath,
Scenting the air with its Arabian breath.
And all was silence.—save when the wild bees,
Intoxicate with their nooun revelries,
Murmuriug, kiss'd the blossoms where they lay;
Or when the breeze bore a green leaf away;
Or when the flutter of the cusha’s wing
F.choed its song of plaintive langnishing—
I'ne music of complaint it filled the grove,
A mingled tone of sorrow and of love.
On oue side of the brook a willow tree
Grew drouvpingly, as if foredoomed to be Y
For aye a moarner,—a< but made to wave
A sign and shadow o'er some maiden's grave
Who with some deep and inward secret ‘nc(i,
Till the pale beauty of her youth declined ;
And still her secret with her life was kept,
Till both together in the durk grave slept—
Aud then they said "twas love. But in this spot,
Whence care departed, and where grief came not,
[t drooped, but not in grief, but as it meant
To kiss the ripples over which it beat.
*I'was just a nook for happy love 10 dream
O'cr ull the many joys an that seem
T'o its fond vision like the bursting flowers,
Whose opening onl{, waits the summer hours;
And yet, with all it breathes and blooms of June,
Not this the spot that | would seck at noon—
It has too much of happiness.
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. The Lake. '
The last pale light was ou the sky, t
That comes when summer sunbeams die ;
Au amber wave, with just a surge

Of crimson on its utmost verge ;
And, spread beneath, like a green ocean,
With pot ope single wave in motion,
Stood a thick wood ; then far away,
Dark oatlined in the sky’s clear zray,
Rose mountain-heights, till, to the eye,
Ther gloomed like storm-clouds piled on high.
gpon t:u- ‘cinl'!'cr castern shorvl:he

rew, iu light groups, the sycamore—
Gay with the bright tints that recall
How antumu and ambition fall;
Alike dcpar:i&g in their hour,
Of riches, ¢, and sgmp. and power.
And in their shadow the red deer
Grazed as they had no hour of fear;
As never here a bow was drawn,
Nor hunter’s cry rose with the dawn,
Near, like a wilderness of bloom,
| Waved the gold banners of the broomes

' Light as the graceful maiden's shape,
' And sunny as the curls that "scape
' From the blue snood with which her care
Has had such pride to braid her bair.
The Lake was that deep blue, which night
With pebbles iubng thro's Hke gems
'With es shining thro', like gems
Li hlgf sultana’s dfadcma :
A little isle laid on its breast,
A fairy gift in its sweet rest.
There stood a convent once—bright eyes
| Wasted their light, soft lips their siehs.
'Oh ! who cau say how much each cell
Has known of youth and hope's tarewell—
Of midoight’s vigil, when cach prayer
Laid all the burning bosom bare,
Of those who bowed not down to sleep,
Of those whowm they alone saw weep ?
Or it might tell of those who sought
fulness of holy thought—
The broken heart, the bleeding breast,
That turned them to a place of rest,
Allis forgotten : There is not
More than trace to mark the
%o lioly ouuc:l.- ;wjiui:t a staived stone,-
roken, a th gray moss o'ergrown ;
A fragment of a shattered wall 5
One falien arch ; and these are all.
Wild roses, with their summer glow,
Are tenants of the island now
Perbaps thus springing fresh and fair .
Upon the graves of those who were
Ouce lovely as themselves. L. E. L.

b
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ORIGINAL POETRY.
SONG.
Farewell to all! ] shall not gaze
Again on the blue sea:
As flits the shadow o'er the wave,
So flits my life from me.

Farewell, then, to the glorious main,
The beauty of yon sky ;

The memory of the orange groves
Where dream like time pass’ ﬁy.

1 bid farewell to cach, to all—
But bid it not to thee—

Oh! surely even in the tomb
Some sigu of love way be.

When thou art mourning o'er my grave,
My.spirit may be near

Come on the breeze to catch thy sigh,
T'o kiss away the tear.

And should avother ever claim
The heart once only mine ;

What comfort! that the heart is still
Which could but beat to thine., L.E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
THE STARS.

Last night I by my casement leant,
And looked on the bright finmament;
And marked a group of stars, which wet,
Almost as if on purpose set
Together for their loveliness,—
As sisters round each other press,
I thought how fair they had seemed to me,
i1 had gazed on them with thee :
Never do [ so wish thee near,
As when somewhat of fair aud dear
Is by me—when the night wind, sighing,
Awmid a thousand flowers is dying ;
When the young roscbud I have nurst,
%u its crimsou beauty first ;-
n the sweet bird that | have cherished,
0 near in the snow it perished,
to the violetx of May

The music of its carliest I;L;;
When [ have pansed upon thought
Found in the minstrel page, and fraught
With Love's aroma—how my heart
'l:u treasured up p'i‘mlgr a h':.-e“‘

its rejoicing— thee,
To share in its felicity.

Alas ! my lalrit sinks to-night;
Oh, absence is as love's twilight !
the sees, or thinks it sees,
In the grey boughs, the waving trees,
Ten thousand flitting shapes pass by,
Yet noue perhaps reality :
Aod thus, in absence, will the lover
Tea thousand feverish shapes discover ;
And not » care, and not a paia,
But fills the heart and racks the brain.
mﬂmtmm! !n‘ c;ﬂmays
's might our s
And m of m“e;r‘ strange cn-’ul, -
Of warfare, and of warning seut.
I would not wish to know the fate
Of purple crown or roval state.
The stars might show to other cyes
Their deep and mighty mysterics—
Eoough for me to know them fair, '
Aud read iy lover’s safety there. L.E. L.
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‘ORIGINAL POETRY.
C ONSTANCY.

----- Can the heart change
When it hath made unto itself a home
And place of worship, sanctified by all
Those gentle ties that are as chains of gold—
Affection of long years, and faith, like wine,
Made bright 35 ure by keeping ?=Js not this
The Paradise of Love? . . .
Aye, let us look on all around, |
Aud sce how all have changed. |
This jasmine, with its amber shower,
How its green stems have ranged !
This mountain-ash, whose flower-fill'd boughs
Spread like a clond at noon—
Whose shade is as a haunted place
For the sweet airs of June:

*T'was but a little shrub when first
I wreathed amid thy hair

Its berries, like the coral crown
That the sea-maidens wear,

One of my earliest gifts of love '
Were a from yon tree;
And then the red frait of its boughs
Might well be offered thee.

Now it stands, a deserted thing,
The gty tons Wit ine round the boughs
moss with'ring ro
And 80t & leaf is there. . ’
A Amad win&whm there once was seen
steep green ascent
And not a willow s lcft,of:hote
That o’er the rill once bent,
Aye, look, there are the foot-prints mark'd
Of on every side;
How much has altered since the bells
First kail'd thee as my bride.
And in this dream of chance and change,
Tn yeure 2o Tace it Pt ace chang'd,
n n t, have !
n all,’exccpt the heart., ’
But there at least there is no change ;
There Love is burning still 5
As copstant as the sun at noon
On yonder southern hill. L.E.L.
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FADED FLOWERS,
Lingers yet a perfam’d breath
Even mid these flowers' death ?
Ounce on these dry leaves was red,
Like that o'er the ruby shed;
Yellow, like the serpentine
Of the raiubow’s softest line ;
Blue, like that of April's sky ;
Parple, like the Tyrian dye
Not one hue is left, of
T'hat lighted up this coronal !
Were it not for the perfume,
Haunting, like a ghost, their tomb,
Who would dream that they had been
Fairies of a summer scene !
Passing thug with time away,
The sweet gifts of youth decay
Fleet their blooms, thus one by one,
"I'il] their very form is gone;
Memory left but to declare
How beauntiful and sweet they were!
In the first blue noon of Spring,
Who can think on withering ?
Sear’d leal and scentless flower
Seem’d but made for Autnmn’s hour ;
Yet how much of blight and doom
Mingles with May's breath and bloom!
Aud the faded blossoms fall
As Noveinher ruled them all.
Youth and spring are both alike 3
Flowers rise and pleasures strike—
These to fade, and those to be
Nothing in reality—
"Il the heart is like a bed,
Bat with yellow leaves o’erspread ;
With the faintest odour lelt,
As to make them more hereft ;
By recalling what they were,
And yet being what they are |
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SONGS,
Farewell! and soou between us bath
Will roll the trackless sea
I would that it could wash away
All thought of thine and thee !

Fast flies the white sail o’er the wave;
I wonld 1 too could part,

As | part from the sand and rock,
With all that wrings my heart !

But what can | see that will not
Still bring thee to my miod ?

Thy smile is in the clear glad light,

‘hy voice in the soft wind.

And even if I could forget,
The blank that then were mine

Were worse than all, O, better far,
Be wretched, and yet thine!
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The sun was setting o'er the sea,
A beautiful and summer san,
Crimson and warm, as if not night,
But rather day were just begun ;—
That lighted sky, that lighted sca,
They spoke of love aud hope to me !

I thought how love, I thonght how hope,
O’er the Lorizon of my heart

Had poured their glory, like yon sun,
Like yon sun, only to d

Alas! that suns should ever set,

Or Hope grow pale, or Love forget.
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My heart is filled with bitter thoughts,
y eyes with bitter tears; |
I have been thinking on the past, |
And upon future years.

Years past—how sad they all have been,
And how long too they seem !

And years that are as yet to come, |
Of them | dare net dream.

The past is as a battle-field,
Where many a hope lies dead,

Haunted by ghosts of pleasures past, |
Aud feelings long since fled. |

|

The fature is a desert waste
Unknown, and dark and drear, [dread,
Where my thonghts know not what they|
They only know they fear.
Are there not stars whose cvil light
Iz given but for ill ? I
Oue such is mine—go where I may,
That star shines o'er me still! LEL |
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