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SEBASTIAN OF PORTUGAL.
(From an unpublished Dramatic Poem.)

Senastian, King of Portugal,
after his fatal defcat at the battle of
Alcazar, in Africa, where he was ge-
nerally supposed to have perished
with his army, returns to Lisbon,
with Gonzalez, one of his few sur-
viving followers, and Zamor, & young
Arab, who had become attached to
him during his wanderings, on the
night when his subjects are celebra-
ting the triumphal entry of Philip T1.
of Spain, who had obtained posses-
sion of Portugal, in consequence of
the exhausted state to which that
country had been reduced.

SCENE.wedA Street in Lisbon illuminated.
MANY CITIZENS.
1st Cit.—In sooth, our city wears a
goodly mien |
With her far.blazing fancs, and festive
lamps "
Shining from all her marble palaces,
Countless as heaven's fair stars. The
humblest lattice
Sends forth its radiance. How the spark-
ling waves
Fling back the light !
2d Cit.—Aye, "tis a gallant shew,
And one which serves, like others, to con.
ceal
Things which must not be told.



122 Cideeme What wouldst tho say ?
24 Cit—That which may scarce, In

perilous times like these,
Be sid i safity.  MHost thou Jook'd
within

Tloee stately palicea? Were they dat

P .
With the high race of warlike nobles,
onee
Their geinely londs, think%t thoy, good
friend, that pow
They wersld be glittering with this hol.
low e,
To grect a ccoquere’s entrance ¥
- 3a Cit—Thou say'st well.
Nune but a land, foraken of its chicfs,
Had 0 been best aind won,
WA CiteemThe ot Is cot
We have but to yiedd. Huwh! for some
stranger comes.
Nuw, friends, bewnre |
1n Cideome I thee King pass this woy
At morning, with bis uin ¢
2 CilemAye; saw you not
The long and rich procession P

(Selastisn enters, with Cuovaalez ond
Zawos. )
Neb. €19 Gon, j==Thia should be
The mizht of swome high feuval, E'en
thus
My beautiful ity to the skies sent up,
Fromw her dlumin'd fares am<l towesa, a
volice
OF ghisdoess, welcoming our £rst retum
From Afric™s ocast,  Speak thew, Gooe
e ; ask
The cause of this rejolcng. To my heant
Duep fuchings rush, so mingisd and o
Fass,
My volee perchance mihs tremlie
GoeaaCitizens |
Wihat fomtal night is this thst all your
strocts
Are throng'd, and glittering thus ?
la2 Cit—I1lnat thou oot beard
OF the King's entry, in triumphal pomp,
This very moen ?
Gon—The Aing !~triumptal paup !
Thy words are dask,
Neb—Sprak yet 3zain | mine cars
Ring with straciee seunds bam Agin !
Taf Cif—1 saud tae king,
Phalip of 8puin, and cow of Portngl,
This marning ctter’d, with o conquerce’s
trany,
QOur city's reyal palace, and foe this
We hold eur festival,
Sehe=Thon il st the Kisg?
His name 21 heunl it pot.
Cite,=PLilip of Spain,
Nelu—Philip of $pain leWe slumber,
!l anuad
By th' carthqashe's burting shock 'ee
1Eath there nes l'n



A madden darkness ?—All thisgs seem 10
tloat
Obscurely tound me le=Now 'ts put
The strects
Are dazing with strange fire. Go, gench
those lampa 3
They glare upoa me, titl my very tesin
Grows dieey, and doth whirl,  How dar's
ye thas
Light up your shrioes far hin?
Gon—Away, away !
This is ro time, no scene,
Seb.Philip of Spmin !
Huw name ye this falr land 2.W3y, i
iz not
The free, the chivalroas Portugal 2—The
lazd,

By the jeoad raniem of hevole Mo,

Woea from the Moor of oid 7—Dhl that
Ted stream

Sink to the curth,and Leave no fSery csvent

1" the veins of nobile men, hat s its ik,

Pull swelling at the sound of hosule staps,

Might be a kingnloen™s barrier ?

d CitThat high hlood

Whichi sheeld have boen cur stengh
profusely shed

Dy the rash Ring Sebastian, Bah'd e

dain

|
Of futz) Alczzar.  Our moparch’s gvlt
Hath bruught this ruin down.
Kl Must thix be heurd,
Asd boene, snd unchastis'd ?—Mo!
dar'st thoa stard
Befure me fuce to Ince, and thus errsgs
Thy sovercign 7
Zawu (16 Sebastion, p—Shatt [ o
sword, my peince, -
Aguinst thy foes 7
Goxa-—Be 3171, or a7 38 It
24 Clt-1 drse speak that ehich &
men think and know.
*Tix to Schastian, and his waste of 1if
Al power, and tresure, that we vt
these boods,
8d Cit—Talk nt of bends !X
wrat new oomerch rule
The weary land in pence '—Buat w0 it
thoa 7
Whenee cam’st thom, haughty stneor,
that these things,
Koown to ali pations, should de new b
thee ? .
Scbs (wildiy, )l come frum nepes
where the cities lie
In reinx, not in chairs !
< [Exit Scloetion witk Zame
and Gonzzies,
2d Cit.—He wears the mien .
Of one that hath commanded, yet his
looks
And words were strangely wild.
1st Cit.—Mark’d you his fierce
And haughty gesture, and the flash that
broke



Feam b3 derk cye, when Ring Selas
tian's name
Becaioe aur theame ? )
28 (il.—<Trust tre, there's wmore in
this
Than mzy be lightly ssdd.  Those are no
times

To breathe men's thoughts i th® open
fuzz of Henven

Axd car of maltitedes.  Tlhey that wouskl
geak

Of monarehis and their deeds, shouwld kecp
within

Ther q2ict homes,  Come, Lt us hense,
and then

We'll commane of this stranger.

[Ezrunt.

Scexe—TAe Portico of'a Paiace.
SRBAIT [AN—=GON ZALL Z—Y AMOX.

SeheWithstand me not. 1 tel thee
that my sol,
Wah all its pasicnaic energies, is rous'd
Unto that feasfal strength which mast
have way,
E'e like the demients, in their stonoy
hour
(i mastery o'er creation.
e Bt they woi?
That bour in silence. Oh! be calm n
whilo;
Thine &4 not ccenee My Kinges
Sl om o0 king,
While, in the very palace of my sires,
Aye, where mine eyes first drank the gloe
ricus

b,
Where ny sel's thrilling echoes first
awcke
To the high sound cf carth's immoreal

nasnsa,
The asurper tves and reigus. 3 asm no
km.
Untd € caxt hiem thenen.
Zam.—=Shall net thy vuice
Be ax = trumpnt 10 th' awakening land ?
Will not the drighs awandt fiaxh like sune
buarsts (ooth,
When the brave hear their chied ?
Gonmml'iaace, Zamuz, preuco !
Child of the desart, whit haat thou to do
W2 the calin hour of counel 2
Munsreh, prse!
A kisgdom's destiny ehuvald not be the
hpoet
Of passion's recklew winde There is a
titme
When men, in viry weariness of beart,
And careless desolatca, tam'd W yicdd
By minery, rtrong o8 death, wll lay ther
© poula

E'm az the conquerar's e, 23 mature
sinks, ;
After lorg torture, inta colé, and dall,



r

And heavy slecp.  But comnes there not
sn hour

Of wtern ataneniest e Aye, the slamberer
wukes -

In gather'd streogth and vengrance 1
And the sense

And the remembrance of hle agonies

Arc in themowlves ne power, whow fears
fad path

Is like the path of ocean, when the
besvens

Take off its interdict {emWait thou the
hour

Of that high inzpolae !

Sobi—1s it mod the sun,

Whoes mdiant bursting through th' em-
Lattlnd elowds

Doth make it meen 2e=The hour of which
thou speak’st,

luself, with all itx pieey, is the work

Of some ecmnmandleg nature, which doth

. bd
‘The sulien abales dispeese l—Away! ¢'en
now
The land's kigh hearts, the Searless and
the true,
Shall know they have a Jeder losdn mot
this
The mansion of mine own, mine exrliest
Sylveirn ?
CowAye, its glittering lamps t00
well

Illame the stately vestiule, (o leave
QOur sight a moment’s douts. He over
lo"d
Such pageantsics |
Neb—2i s dweiting thus adarn’il
On such a night lemyct will 1 seck him
hex

e,

He must be faithful, and to him the first
My tale shall be revesi'd.<-A sodéen chill
Falls on my beart—and yot I will not

wrong
My friend with vile suspicion {—He hath
been

Link'd 2l too closrly with mine inmost
aul !
—And what have I.to lose ?
GotemT s t2eir Llood nought,
Who, without boge, will folkre whese
thou lead'st,
Ev'n unto demth ?
Sed—\Was thet a brave man's veice ?
Warrcr and friend ! how key®, then, hast
1haa Jemrn'd

Ta hold thy bload thyas dear?
";r.—Of mine, mine own,

Think’st thou I spoke >——When all is shed
: for thee,
Thou'lt know me better !
Seb.—-(entering  the Palace j—For
awhile, farewell. [Exit.
Gon.—~Thus princes read men’s hearts !
—Come, follow me,

-



And if a home is left 192 still, brave Za.
mor,
There will l' d thoe weltome.
[#acants

SCENT—A 1ol In the Pelote,
SEDUTIAN—=SYLVEIRA.

Syl Whenee art thoa, eranger, snd

what womldst tiou with me ?

There iv 2 fory wildoess in thine eye,

Sartliog, and almost foarfal !

KeboFrom the ste2n,

Ard vast, and desclate wildernoss, whose
jord

1s the ferce lion, and whos: gentlest
wind

Breathes of the somdy and whose dark
chaldren ke

The bow e speear thoir law 3 men bear
not tack

That smilinzneas of aspect, wung to sk

The weercts of their spdeit, *midst the stiz

Of courts and citlos le=] have lock'd oo
squncs

Roundiss, and strange, and teitis; 1
have known

Sufferings, which srenot in the shadowy

b O
Qf wild imugiration ; and theso things
Have stamp’d e with Lidr improa
Man of Peace !
Thou 100k st om coe fumsliar with ' ex.
tremes
Of grardeur and of misery.
Syl—Stranger, speak
Thy name and purpose brietly, for the time
I1 suits these mystericss ) mues hencr 3
to-gight
7 feast the Lords of Sin,
Seb—la that & Uk
For King Schastian's friend ?
.\')'L—.‘i'lnﬂim'o m !
That pame hath lost (s mesning,  Will
the dend
Rise from heir silent dwellingy, 20 up-
tenid
The living for their misth PeThe gruve
st lousdly
Unta nll buman friendakip,
Sedheea the plsin
OF Alcazar, full many a staily flower,
The pride and crown «f some high howse,
was laid
Larw in thercust of Afric j—but of these
Sclusticn wis not one.
Siyl—1 am not skill'd
To desl with men of mystery, Tako
theu off
The strange dark =crutlny of thine cyes
frcan mine.
What mean'st theu 3 Speak !
w1 road ns joy in that cold doubting
.



Ix pot 1y rame——Sylvan ?
NpheeA e
St Why then
Be glad 1T tell thee that Schastian lirs !
Think thou ca this, he lives lSheld
he retam,
~=PFor he may yet retorn—and €04 tx
friend

In whom he trusted with such periect

st

As eld be Heaven's alante-zur'y.
thoa my wonds 2

Shoald he then find this man, not p
and arm'd,

Ard watching c'er the beritage of %3
ki,

But, reckless of high fame and loyal faih,
Holding Juxsrivas revels with his fee:
e=How would'st thou mees his gzue?
Syl—As 1 do thine,
Keen though it e, and provd
Seb.—\Why, thon dest qusil
Before it, e'cn ax if the barning eye
Of the el sun pursued thy shealayg
soul
Through 21 its degelin
SylnmAway lemle died not there?
He shouid have died, then, with the -
'“lfy’
And srength, and hooour of his kg
dom, lost
By kis imprisous rashiness
Netve—This from thee !
—Who hats giv'n power to fubctod,
that cue gaze,
At i3 wormask’d and withering
< aharald Llight
High souls ot coce 2eml wake.—And U3
from thee !
~There are, whose eves disoern 1he %

cret spmngs

Which lie i' th' Gesert's bosom, ad 1
Fod

Ard pams of earth's dim caverns, frle
Jow

The evelasting hills sembut whe b
dar'd

To dream that Heaven's most awfal &+
tribute

Invested hin martality, nd to boest

That throagh its inmont fulds i et
could read

One beurt, cse human beart 2=Wiv,
then, to love

Al trust is beat to lend o traiter o

OF Lecnt temper, end wnerriag Em,

Wherewith to picroe our sows LU=
thuu, bewarc !

~Sedastian lives! .

Syl—1If it be so, and thou

Art of his followers still, then bid kim
seck

Far in the wilds, which gave one sepulchre

Tohis proud hosts,a kingdom and & home,

For none is left him here.



S5:%=This Is toiive
Az aze of wisdom in ore hourlenThe
man

Whase empire, 63 in scorm, o'crpaas’d the
bounds

E'en of the iafinite deep, whose orient
realms :

lay Bright benesth the mwening, while
the clonxls

Were lroodisg ta their sunsct glory i),

O'er his majostic regioes of the won ;

This heir of fir domsinion shall retern,

Azd, ins the very city of bis birth,

Sl find no bome f—Aye, [ will tell him
this,

And be wiil answer that the tale is false,

Fulse s a traitor’s hollow words of lovee=

And Bat the stntely dwelling, in whooe
halls

We commune now, a friend’s, 0 monarch's

Al
Uzt tbf“:}u-m of hix heart, Sylvers
Sdcald yield bim stli] a welcoms !
Syphea Fare thee weil !
1 may not peuse to hiar thoe, for thy

w
Are full of danger and of fmarcs, pet.
chance
Laid by sune Leack'rous oo, But all [
vamn,
1 mock thy wiles,
Setvee Ha ! balemThe grovelling snake
Doth pride himself ia his disteried cun-
ning,
Decrnizye it wislie lee Nay, thou gocst ot
thusd
Whst !ew Krow'st thoa not my spirit was
bexrny ta hold
Domindon over thine ? theu shalt not cast
Tiewe bonds thus lightly trom  thee.
Stand thou there,
Azd tremible in the peescsce of thy Jord !
NyleeThis s all madunss
Nelimme Maidress 1aaNo L] w1y
"Tis Hewson searting froe her adevp, o feel,
And see, and krow, tn all ther culd dis- -
UnCtoess,
Things which cxene 0'cr bhur, as a sense of
pain
0" 8 sudden wakes the dreamer. Sy
thee yet ! ‘
Bestill! thoa'et us'd w smile and o olxy,
Are, and to weeps | have scen 1hy tears
Bow frst,
As fram the fulnes of o hesrt o'erchurg’d
With loval love. Oh? never, never mure
Lt amiles or wears be trusted |—=When thy
king
Wene forth oo ha dicatrons eaterprier,
Upon thy bed of sickeess thou wert Juid,
And e stood c'er thee with the lock of
one
Who lcaves n dying beother, and bis eres
Were fi21'd with tears lixe thingeso ! nof
like thine !



Hisbosomy knew po fulschocd, and he
deem'd

Thire clear and stzinless 23 o wamricr's
shidd,

Wherein high deeds and noble foems elone,

Axe tegzhtly tmag'd feth

Sl What cow svail

Thew rwcvllections ?

Seh—mWhat !e] have seen thee shrink
As a mwarderer from the eye of Lght be.
fore me ! -

1 have cam'd, (how dearly end bow it
texly
It matsers not, bat 1 Asve carn'd at 1at,)
Deupt hoowladge, frarfal wishoon ' Now,
begone !
Hence to thy gaests, and fear not, theugh
aTizn'd .
ven of Belwatzan's frvndahip bmMake
hav weurn,
(For he will scomn theey as n arcuching
slave
By all high honrts 3 scom’d,) thy righs,
thy charus,
Unto wile safety '<Let the socret voioe,
Whase low ‘eplrnidingy will aot slep
within thee,
Be as 2 sign, a wken of thy claim
To all such guerduns ks wre shower’d on
traitory, )
When noble men are erush’d lewAnd fear
thou net !
*Tis but the Xirgly cedar whicls the storm
Rends from his nwantsinethrone i the
trnolle shrub,
Grovelling berreath, may live
Sylanlt is ghy purt
To uremtile fue thy life.
Seb=They that have look’d
Upon & heart like thine, should know too
wiil
The weerh of life to trembile fSuch
things make
Brave men, and reckless.  Aye, and they
whaen fate
© Would tample, slonld b thus It is
oagh.
Thim wayst depart
Splm-And thou, if thea dmt el
Thy safecy, speed thee unie.
[ K22 Sylovire,
Seh it 2lone, joum And this ishe
Who wus as ouno own sl lemiVlase
imeage ruse
Shadowing iy drams of glory with the
thought,
That ca the sick man's weary couch ke
Tayy
Pining to share my hattles
( Charus gf woices Aeord within, § masic.)
Ye winds that sweep
Thae conquer'd billews of the weslern
doepy



Or wander where the marn,
Diidst the deep glew of hulian hewvens 24

bren,
Waft o'er dright Tile and glericus werlds
the fanse
Of the crowned Speniurd’s pame ¢
Till in each radiant zane,
Tex mighe the pations own,
Anl bow to him the vasal-knee,
Whose sceprre shadows realins frum sea
w ” - '

—

SebmAway, away l—this is no plice

for kim

Whese name hath thus resoumlbed, bat s
BOw

A el of desolatien ! [Exit

BCENE~Th¢ Gardens of u Hogal Vilhse
FRANCESCO, AN OLD IRIEST,

Froe—=Why should I finger thus? bow
strange the Les
Wherehy familir things, te which our

eye

Hath grown, unsil the decp sad thoughts
of years

Have quench’d its carly e, éo Unk theme.
when

Aroand mun’s heart and beain b As i
they beld

A socret and mystericus sympachy

Wah that invisible world lmAye, thus
we dream

Dat Natare is all joy '—She spams de-

oy -

And desolation from her, and doth make

All ehanges trat the minsters of her cup,

Crown'd high with youth and gleey. 1
shall sieep

Beneath the groen wwand of the wiranger’s
Land §

Axxl thes: fair trees, which I have terded
bong,

In the vain lepe that Ae might yet retum

Wha grew bencath their shade, to cuch
=oft mind,

As in bomnortal gladness, will be waviag

Alltheir laxuriant foligne tem Jlle theraghs!

Yot muet cur souls pat o ancther baivg,

Ere we cun rime above them §

{ Schiatiun cnlers. }

ScleHow my 1tcps

Turn 10 their well-known haunts le—and
yet 1 seck

A Eeene no longer, but o salitude,

Where a peoud hears, in its dark bear of
caniliet,

May find free seope to beeathe '—Who
cames 2—"tis he

Who Jov'il e oosceeeNo ! geeni 1o Sone
L1 U TN



L]

E'en esa sone T will not trust hizs sow;

He must have chang™d; fur are notal
meen chung'd ?

e sheuld be Like the rest !—Gond Fae
ther, =y

May one, a stranyger in his pative lad,

Eaplore these sovnes of beasty ?

FruNe— Ask not him,
Who, in the fulness of his years, g
fueth

An cuteaxt froen thelr shaden.
SebomeWhat ! art thoa not
The friend, th® instructor of Selausnin's
th
Who fims did'.t pous upen his sl e
light
Cf Jalty thought, and anto whoa be tade
Theze groves and dowers & calin svyhm
yicld
Tl Nis retura ¥
Fron—Ales ! how few the hearts
S1il) true ta hits who neser will return!
No voice of power sriseth from the de,
Where monarehs slecp fosgottean I o

c'en
As thos hust sald, and ghergfore T domt
With my white hairsy, lo exie, el
sk
A grave dn otdxs shores.
NebvaaThis s2i2l) not be !
Frope—Strunger, it snust be. T8
their willy who e
A weary axd @ wasted land, which asks
But rest, if ¢'en in desth. A land, whie
hearty
Onee lrave &nil free, la troken!
SedimeThink'st thou then
A naotion's spirit, nustur'd into power
By the majostic, deepr remuanlicsnos
Of elder titwe, can die ?2—0h, focble
thoaght !
Scbastian yei may coine, and thou sl
oY
The wakning of a people !
Frove=s] have watch'd
For his return, until, with hope deberrs,
My heart hath sicken'd.  Jt ks past- And
DOW =
Oh ! better far that with his kingly oo
He slumier'd, or that ce Lis lorely grave
The desartacrpent bask'd o Afric’s nag,
Than that he came to look on fxihiss
friends,
And kingpdoms lest fir ever !emNo! o7
sty
Now that the days of evil are upoa o
Ia, thet ke perish'd in the battie-dear,
Nearing his nature's taracdcss suyalty
About hima 10 the Lass !
Seb.~50 bright a fate
Was not for hinm. i
Fran.—What know’st thou of his lot *
There is a cadence in thy voice, which
thrills

My spirit as some well-remember’d strain



Which 2pesks of cther dzyafYet to
mioe cyv
Thive aspect is wnkoown. Say, wernt

thoa vee
Of his devoted s P
SedeOh !k 1o moer.
T s|aw the anclcnt baaness of the land
Hoene down 2t Alcuwar?
Froa—Bal didst 1o s
Our mwnared 1 7
Seb—Prancesco, he hatth livil
Through yearw of suliting sioce hag
faul day,
Free—On God ! my moble prinee '
bow mizht e bear
Scorn, 20d disgracr, and Lo capeivity ?
Aud, if he live, with what upleniding
‘!hw,mu .
Must his high sout be wrung !
Sebs—No Mottt moee !
Farewell |—Yet sy, where goest U ?
Pmo.-l e ene
To wisen all easth is bus 3 solitude,
And whose commanion & with ks
&nd waves,
Acd the freg mcenlains, and th' esoval
re.

€13
I stand alone, and "swis my thought to
Innr

T crows In patient asd devotnd fuith,
Threugh the derk foeeats ard Juimeval
wids

Of the great western world.
Sebo1¢ thou manse find,
I all thy futher’s land, & shelter seill,
Oh ! leave it not | for Leighter days e'en
yee
Mey dawn upon cer mountsina,
Frog—Little ks
The stranger, Zraiing ca cur sanny bese
H e
ow man's depoading hears may Enk
and i,
Betesth e glorious lght wherein car
vines
Are jrarpling o Juzmriace ' ant
Paow

The time for bope, bt patisroe. Yot if
still

Sebastian bves, T will not b farewel]
Unto his rein'd land.

—
’

(Voice heard singing. )

They mis'a retrophy o'er his grave,
ung no dirge of wor,
And what i left 0 tel] 12e brase,
Thas a warrior slzeps below 7
A ahatter'd Iance, & broken whledd,

A beln with its white crest torn,
And a bkedatin'd tof oo the luitle.

Where the cdicf 1o his rest wiilome |



He lios 72t wheey his fazhers sloen,
But who bath & tmb move jwond 2
F«thobonndlmti}dahhmomlwp,
And & banner s hixshroed !

Sh. What straing are these, somourne
ful, yet w gweet,
And wild as music of e winds 2
Frose Al !
Th-tmthwrbsnﬁgst bot kok wpos 1he
carty,
Tramplad beneath Ambition's chariote
whecls,
When rusking to renomm teFull well I
know
Thist voice, once joyous 25 the gadden.
ing sounds
Lpad wming's young levens e
Hut its tones
Now 2 & common histury, "Tis the tale
Of & beight spirle, shadow'd with despair,
Ard wandering in it darkness. She
that wngs,
Ozev, with the sunshine of Ber brow and

€ye,
Made all things leugh around ker, 204
aall’d up
Light to 2 hewrta. Dzt tuis was traa.
siemt. Joy,
Ard Hope, amd Beouty, every fdower
whirvwith
Nature hax gifted youth, with him she
low'd,
As by coe death-blighe, perish'd; and
her scul
Iy now a world of decanse,
Setiwe And who was he
She 1ov'd 20 fazally #
Fraee A polile youth,
To whose Righ spicit life semn'd but the

Jrice
Hequir'd fur glocy. Bat his grmerony
Ihood
Waon him ro fime, e diod a8 Alcrzar,
Sthoalemering Lisfoce. ) Leave e,
old man ! for [ can ear no meoe,
Pasewelde farewell §
Fran—What have I said, that thus
Thine aspect should be darken’d ?
St'b.—ASk me not.
Fran.—Peace to thy spirit, stranger,
and farewell ! [Exiz.
Seb—( alone. ) All men upbraid me ;
E’en the few, that still
Cling to the old allegiance of their hearts,
Do breathe my name in sad half-mingled
tones
Of pity and reproach.—What ! shall I
bow
My spirit unto fate, and own my woes
The just and heaven-sent chastening of
my guilt ?
What is my guilt ?—Why, Kings, with
tenfold waste



Of life, have march'd 10 comqwesty and 2

voice

Hath sais'd itscry ageiast then l—=Aye,
but this

Might te, perchance, becatise the trum.
ot notes

Of victory, swelling like the temipesty
érown'd

The moen of breaking bearts I pever
paus'd

Oa ruch & thought till pow l—mAnd hath
It o

My cﬂnx.mymin,wlwnunot

e

in mhwp‘uné..eck'd cereer F==l will DO

think !

Nature is round me, and is dnely milsy |

And will not mock my woos la=(h, nie
tive groves |

Alceg whose graasy path and light are
cdes

My chaldhood Wwusded lee Founts, which,

teight as shen,

Are sporkling in the wany ad rending
furth

Unchang'd your voicosemwicee wild ca-
dence blends

With the deep whisper of the lezrel-
bce; Zhas,

Ard the glad bénd.rotss, and the wind's
Jow sigh,

Tlrongh mize own bowers of dtron e
Take ye back

The heurtaick wanderes 1o your solis

' tudes,

Acsd chart his spurity if but for one a3
boar, |

With all your mingling Fammer-aelds
i,

To brlef forgetfuliuza | [ £it Silustion
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