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The Sprit and the Angel of Death
Song—I wrote my name upon the sand

The Lyrist



From a review in The Literary Gazette, 25th November 1826, page 741

“ The Spirit and the Angel of Death. By L. E. L.

‘" Spirit. 1 have been over the s carth,
When the bl morning gave daylight birth:
boughs and were sown with
Fastern queen ‘unbound her curls,
their treasures o'er leaf and flower:
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From a review in The Literary Gazette, 25th November 1826, page 741 (continued)

Then a young lover came beside its dwelling,
T'o a maiden his gentle love-tale telling 3

He pluck’d a rose from out pf the (;-
"T'was not bright as the on which it was laid
The tale was told in the sunny noou,

Yot the same was heard by the moon.

I have been where the azure violet dwells;

| have sang the sweet peal of the lily bells;

I have past on a diamond lake,

Where white swans summer pleasaunce take;

I saw the sun sink down In the sea,—

Blushes and bridal seem'd there to be.

Next, over a noble city I swept,—

Calm, In the moonlight, its proud towers alept,
And its stately columns arose on the alr

As cut from snow mountains—they were so falr.
Enter'd | next a stately hall;

The young and the m were at festival:

The cheek of rose flush’d a redder dye;

Flash'd the wild light from the full oyes
Laugh'd the sweet lip with a sunny glance,

As the beauty went t h the graceful dance.
And | saw the rich wine from the goblet spring,
Like the sudden flash of a t's wing.

Thence 1 went in the twilight dim,

I heard a convent's vesper hymn:



From a review in The Literary Gazette, 25th November 1826, page 741 (continued)
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As loath to set over what was 20 {air,
N

ow the moon rode on the alr,
Over towers tum-dll:ohl L
And gardens, that seem'd to ice In night ;
When the pealing thunder roll'd on the main,

town was awaked by the f rain,
mg: amm.ruu?mm“&m



Taken from The Ladies’ Companion (editor Edgar Allan Poe),
August 1835, page 167

I wrore my name upon the sand ;
I thought I wrote it on thine heart,

I bad notouch of fear, that words,
Such words, so graven, could depart.

The sands, thy heart, alike have lost
The name | trusted to their enre;

And passing waves, and worldly thoughts,
Effaced what once was written there.

Woe, for the false sands! and worse woe,
That thou art falsest of the twain '

I, yet, may write upon the sands,
But never on thine heart, again.



Typed out from Landon - Poems from Annuals by F. J. Sypher
THE LYRIST

The laurel-wreath is round thine hair,
Maid of the brow divine;

Immortal as the stars, how proud

A destiny is thine!

Thy thoughts are burning on thy cheek,
And to thine eye is given

The glory of that inward light

Which is direct from heaven.

Sweep, maiden, sweep thy glorious lyre,
And let its chords express

All that they dream,—of lofty deed,
And meekest tenderness.

"Tis noon: the Summer loveliness
Should speak unto my heart,—

The maiden bowed her laurelled head,
“In such I have no part;”

A while ago you might have said,

Joy in the sunlight hour;

As flowers, my feelings would have sprung,
Beneath such genial power.

But when those flowers have been checked,
By cold North wind and rain,

Oh, never more will they expand,

In light and bloom, again!

The poet’s is a doomed lot,

And heavy to be borne;—

When one half of his fame is won,
From mockery and scorn.

If right I read the poet’s mind,

’Tis delicate as wild,

Lovely, unreal, sensitive,

And simple as a child;

"Tis as a lute, which a light touch

Into sweet music wakes,

But whose fine chords are slight as fine;—
’Neath the rough hand, it breaks.

Or, if its native strength resists,

It catches the rude tone,

And, harsh and tuneless, loses all

The sweetness—once its own.

Aye, fame is glorious, while, starlike,
It shines in its far birth;

But, like that star, its glory fades,
When once it touches earth.



Oh! woe that e’er I sought to win

A poet’s gifted name!

What ever had my woman’s heart

To do with aught like fame?

My laurel—"’tis not at my will,

Or I would fling it down,

And weep, that ever brow of mine

Had won such fatal crown!

It does not fade; ’tis but the lot

Of every birth that springs

From our sad earth, her fair, her sweet;—
These are her fleeting things.

But deadly is the laurel; hence,
Freshly, its green wreath weaves;

It is immortal, for the sake

Of poison in its leaves.

When other trees put forth their bloom,
The laurel stands alone;

Little avail the changeless leaves;

And flowers,—it has none.

The plate for this is from W. Haines as artist and J. W. Cooke as engraver. It is not
currently visible on the internet. A contemporary review in Belle Assemblée states:

6. The Lyrist, engraved by J.W. Cook (sic), from a picture by W. Haines, is, on the
contrary, very firm, bold and spirited, as well in the engraving as in the design: the
former, however, is somewhat deficient in mellowness and tone.



