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SUMMER SONGS BY MRS. HEMANS—No. V,

THE FALLEN LIME THEE,

O, joy of the peasant! O siately lime!
Thou art fallen in thy golden boney time.
Thou whose wavy shadows,

Loung and long ago,
Screen'd our grey forefuthers
From the noontide’s glow;
Thou, beneath whose branches,
Touch'd with moonlight gleams,
Lay our early poets
Wrapt in fairy dreams.
O wee of our fathers! O hallowed tree!
A glory is gooe from our home with thee.

Where shall now the weary
Rest thro’ summer eves ?
Or the bee find honey,
As on thy sweet leaves?
Where shall now the ring-dove
Build again her nest ?
She so long the inmate
Of thy fragrant breast ?
But the sons of the peasant have lost in thee
Far more than the ring-dove, far more than the bee!

These may yet find coverts,
Leafy and profound,
Full of dewy dimuess
Odour and soft sound :
But the gentle memories
Clinging all to thee,
When shall they be gathered
Round another tree?
O pride of our fathers! O, hallowed tree!
The crown of the hamlet is fallen in thee!
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SUMMER SONGS BY MRS. HEMANS —No. VI.

CAND 1 TOO IN ancapia'”

A eelebmated are, Poursin, represents & baod of youths and maidens raddenly comieg upean
pletom, :’m which bears the isscription * B2 in Arcadia egn."”

Tuxy have wandered in their glee

With the batterfly and bee,

They baveclimbed o'er heathe swells,

They bave wound thro' forest gellu.

Mountain moss hath felt their tread,

Woodland streams their way bave led;

Flowers in deepest Oread nooks,

Nunslings of the loneliest

oo tbcu';dhlne ielded up

F t an Cup;

cm are on ev:';raow. ’

What hath staid the wanderers now ?

Lo! agrey and rustic tomb

Bowered amidst the rich woud gloom,
Whence those words their stricken hosoms melt—
*“ I wo, shepherds! in Arcadia dwele !

There is many a summer sound

That pale sepulchre around 3

Thro' the shade young birds are glancing,

Tusect wings in sun-streaks dancing,

Glimpses of blue festal akies

Pousing in when soft winds rige ;

Violets oer the turf below

Shedding out their warmest glow ;

Yet a spirit not its own,

O'er the greeawood now is thrown |

Something of an under note

11\::).1: iu;udelnl«muo float,

So ing of a stillness grey

Creeps across the laughing day,
Something from those old words felt —
I too, shepberds, in Arcadia dwelt,”

Wassome gentle kindred maid

In that grave with dirges hud ?

Some fair creature, with the wne

OF whose voice a joy is gone,

Leaving melody and mink

Poorer on this altered Earth ?

Tsit thus? that so they stand,

Drupping flowers from every hand ;

Flowers, and Lyres, and guthered store

Of red wild-fruit, prized no more

No, from that hright band of morn

Not one link luux‘jet heen torn ;

"Iis the Shadaw of the Tomh,

Falling thus o'er Summer's loom,

Q'er the flush of Love and Life,

Passing with wsudden strife :

118 the low, hetic breath

Risiug from wne house of death,
Wiich thus whispers, those glad hearts to melt—
“1 wo, shepherds, in Arcadia duelt”
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SCENES FROM MANZONI'S TRAGEDY, « 1L CONTE DI
CARMAGNOLA.”

TRANKLATED 1Y ME4. NEMANS.

Tue hidlowiag scencs, distinguistad by & sirsgle pathos, which can be considernd no weual characteristic of
the brivant asd wiately 1alian mase, form the coec) oM e el 4 y.  His hero, Casr-
WAEToAR. The Vartumioms gesernd of the Vesetinn rrputlic, becomen as chject of susptcion B (ts eabas ulers,
wondd ks sarmreoned l«unlbelk‘-naaml.mmmdm-cl'a-mvﬁNchnm
than Sate yet boen awandol. i donm SAvIEZ becs previonsly saled, be bs aralgned amd cosveved to
|-nmm-tmtwudmm.hdlluwuhzﬂng“u,m-dﬂ'll"ﬂlﬂ"'“'ﬂ'
;:wu ueMMynphxnchmmuwh-.mm»uMﬂhmmd

Scene 1n the Venetian Senate-House.

CARMAGNOLA.
A rrarron!  7/—that pame of infamy
Reschies not me, Lt his the title bear,
Who best descrves sack meed--it is not mine.
Call me a dupe, and 1 may well submit,
For such my part is here; yet would I not
Exchange that name, for “tis the worthier still.
A traitor '—1 retrace in thought the time,
When for your cause T fought: "tis all one path
Strewod o'er with flowers.  Point out the day on whicn
A trsitor's deeds were mine; the day which passed
Unmark'd by thanks, and praise, and promises
Of high rewand! What more? Behold me here!
And when | came, to seeming honour called—
When in my heart moet deeply spoke the voice
Of love, and grateful zeal, and trusting faith-—
—Of trusting faith ! Oh! no—Doth be who comes
Th' invited guest of friendship, dream of fasth ¥
I came to be enspared | Well! it is dome,
And be it w! but sloce deceitful hate
Hath thrown st her smiling mask aside,
Praise be to heaven! an open fiedd at Jeast
Is spread before us.  Now “ths yours to speak,
Mine to defend my cause: declare ye then

My tressons !
DOGE,
By the Secret College soon
All shall be tobd thee.
CARMAGNOLA,
I sppeal not there.

What 1 have dove for you, kath all been done
Tn the bright poon-day, and its tale shall not
Be told in darkness. Of a warrior's deeds
Warriors alone should judge ; and such 1 choose
To be mine arbiters; my proud defence
Skall not be made in secret.  All shall hear,

DOGR,
The time for choice is past.

CARMAGNOLA.

What! is there force

Employed against me?—Guards! (rossng his voice.)



poar.

They are not nigh.
Soliliens!  ( Enter armed men.)
Thy guards are these,
CARMAGNOLA.
I am betrayed !
DOGE,

“Twas then a thought of wisdom to disperse
Thy followers. Well and justly was it deemned
That the bold traitor, in his plots surprised,
Mighst prove a rebel 100,

CARMAGNOLA.
Flen as ye list ;
Now be it yours to charge me.
DOGE.

Bear him hence,
Before the Secret College.

CARMAGNULA.
Hear me yet

One moment finst. That ye bave doomed my death
1 well perocive; but with that death ye doom
Your own eternal shame.  Far o'er those towers,
Beyond its ancient bounds, majestic floats
The banner of the Lion, in its pride
Of comquering power ; and well doth Europe know
1 bore it thus w empire.  Here, "tis true,
No vaice will speak men's thoughts ; bat far beyond
The limits of your sway, in other scenes
Where that stil), speechless terror hath not reached,
Which is your scepere’s attribute ; my deeds,
And your reward, will five in chronicles
For ever 0 endure.  Yet, yet
Your anpals and the future! Yo will nesd
A warrior soon, and who will then be yours |
Forget not, though your captive now [ stand,
1 was not bore your subject.  No! my birth
Was ‘mides & warlike people ; one in soul,
Ard watchful o'er its rights, snd used to deem
The bonour of each citizen its own.,
Think ye this cutrage will be fhere unheard ?
~There is some treachery here.  Our common foes
Have urged you on to this.  Full well ye know
I have been faithful still  There yet is time—

DOOK.
The time is past.  When thou didst meditate
Thy guilt, and, in thy pride of beart, defy
Those destined to chastise it, then the hour
Of faresight should have been,

CARMAGNOLA.

O mean in soul!
And dost thou dare to think & wasrios’s breast
For worthless (ife can tremble? Thou shalt soon
Learn bow w0 die. Go! when the hour of fate



On thy vile couch o'ertakes thee, thew wilt meet
Ite summons with far other mien than such
As | shall bear to ignominious desth,  (Fe o5 fed sut}

- ——

SCENE 11.—T%e Houre gf Cormagnola.
Asrosigrra, Matiuoa.

MATILDA.

The hours fy fast, the mom is ris'n, and yet
My father comes not !

ANTONIETT A,

Ah! thou st not Jearn'dl
By sad experience, with how slow & pace
Joys ever come ; expected Jong, and oft
Decelving expectation ! while the steps
OFf grief o'ertake us, eve we dream them nigh.
But night is past, the Jong and lingering hours
OF bope deferred are o'er, and those of bliss
Must soon succoed. A few short moments more
And he s with us.  E'en from this delay
1 augur well. A council held so long
Must be to give us pesce.  He will be ours,
Perbaps for years, our own.

MATILDA.

O mether ! thus,

My hopes, too, whisper,  Nights enough in tesrs,
And days in all the sickness of suspense,
Our anxious love hath passed. 1t is full time
That esch sad moment, at each ramour'd tale,
Fach idle murmur of the people’s voice,
We should no looger tremble ; that po mere
This thought should heunt our souls—c'en now, perchance,
He, for whom thus your hesres are yearmning—dies !

ANTONIETTA.
Oh! fearful thought !—but vain and distant now !
Each joy, my daughter, must be boaght with grief.
Hast thou forgot the day, when, proudly led
In triumph, ‘midst the noble and the brave,

Thy gloricus father to the temple bore
The bnoers won in battle from his foes !

MATILDA.

A day to be remembered !
ANTONIRTTA
By his side

Fach seemod inferior.  Every breath of air
Swelled with his echeing name ; and we, the while,
Stationed on high, snd several from the throng,
Gazed on that one who drew the gaze of all ;
While, with the tide of rapture half o’'erwhelmed,
Ohar hearts beat high, and whispered—* We are his ™

MATILDA.
Moments of joy !



ANTONIETTA.

What have we done, my ¢hild,
To merit such! Heaven, for so high a fate,
Chese us from thousands, and upen thy brow
Inscrib'd a lofty nume; s name so bright,
That he to whom thou bear'st the gift, whate'er
His race, may boast it proudly. What & mark
For envy is the glory of our Jot !
And we shoald weigh its joys aguinet these hours
Of fear and sorrow,

MATILDA. .
They are passed ¢'en now.

Hark! “twas the sound of oars ! —it swells, —"tis hushed !
The gates unclose—O mother ! 1 behold
A warrior clad in mall—he comes—"tis he!

ANTONIETTA,
Whom should it be, if not himself?

~ My husband! (she comes forwand),
Enter Goxzaco, awd ofbers.

ANTONIETTA.

Gonzago !-—where is he we looked for! Where!
Thou answerest not !0 heaven ! thy looks are franght

With prophecies of woe!
OONEAGD,
Alas! too true
The omens they reveal! ’
MATILDA.
Of woe to whom !

GONEAGO.
Oh! whyhlbmhomlo(buwnm
Fail'n to my lot?
ANTONIRTTA.
Thou would'st be pitiful,
And thoa art cruel.  Close this dread suspense ;
Soeak ! 1 adjure thee, in the name of Ged!
Where is my hushand !
GONZAGO.
Heaven sustain your souls
With fertitude to bear the tale ! —my chief——
MATILDA,
Is he returned unto the field?
GONEAGD,
Alas!
Thither the warrior shall return no more,
The seaste’s wrath is on him.  ITe is now

A prisoner!
ANTONINTTA.
He a prisoner !—and for what*
GONEAGO,
He is accused of treason.



MATILDA.

Treason! Me
A traitor ' Oh! my father!
ANTONIETTA.
Haste! proceed,

And pause no more.  Our hearts sre nerved for all.
Say, what shall be his sentence?

GONEAGO,

From my lips
11 shall not be revealel.

ANTONIETTA.
Oh! be is dain !
QUNTAGO.
He lives, but yet his doom is fixed.

ANTONIEITA.
He lives!
Weep not, my dsughter ! tis the time 10 M1
For pity's sake, Gonzago, be thou not
Wearied of our affictions.  Heaven to thee
Intrusts the care of two forsaken ones ;
He was thy friend —Ah! haste, theo, be our guide,
Conduct us to his judges. Come, my chilid,
Poar innocent, come with me.  There yet is left
Mercy upon the carth. Yes! they themselves
Are bushands, they are fathers!  When they signed
T'he fearful sentencr, they remembered not
Jle was a father, and a hashand too.
But when their eyes behiold the sgony
One word of theirs hath caused, their hearts will melt;
They will, they must revoke it.  Ob! the sight
Of mortal woe is terrible to man !
Perhags the warrior's lofty soul disdained
Teo vindicate his deeds, or to recal
His triumphs, won for them.  1¢is for va
To wake each high remembrance.  Ah! we know
That ke implored not ; but our knees shall bead,
And we will pray.
QUNEAGO.
Ob Hesven! that T cculd leave
Your hearts one ray of hope! There is no ear,
No place for prayers. The judges here are desf,
I ble, unknown. The thunderbolt
Falls heavy, and the hand by which tis laanched
Is weiled in clowds. There is coe comfort still,
The sole md comfort of a parting hour,
T come to bear.  Ye may behold him yet,
The moments fly,  Arowse your streagth of heart.
Oh ! fearful is the wial, but the Gad

Of mourners will be with you.
MATILDA.
Is there not
One bope?
ANTONTRTTA.

Alas! my child! [ Erewat



SCENE 1114 Prisce.

CARMAGNOLA.
They must bave heard it pow.—Oh! that at least
I might have disd far from them! Thougl their hearts
Had bled to bhear the tidings, yet the hour,
The solemnn hour of nature’s parting pangs,
Had then been paat. Tt meets us darkly now,
And we must deain its drsught of bitterness
Tegether, drop by drop. O ye wide flelds!
Yo plaing of fight, and thrilling scunds of arms !
O proud delights of danger ! Battlecries !
And thou, my war-steed ! and ye, trampet-notes
Kindling the soul! Midst your tumultuous joys
Death seeroed all beautiful —and must 1 then,
With shrinking cold reluctance, to my fute
Be 23 « felon dragg’d ; on the deaf winds
Pouring vain prayers and impotent complaints !
And Maroo! hath he not betrayed me too?
Vile doube! that 1 could cast it from my soul
Before [ die!—But no!  What boots it now
Thus o look back om life with eye that tures
To linger where my footstep may not tread ?
Now, Philip! theu wilt triumph! Beitso!
I oo have proved such valn and implous joys,
And know their value now. But oh ! again
To see those Joved ones, and to hear the last,
Last accents of their voices ! By those arms
Onee more to be encircled, and from thence
To tear myself for ever !—Hark! come !
O Ged of mercy, from thy throne down
Io pity oo their woes!

SCENE 1V.
Avronierea, Marieoa, Gozaaoo, axp Cansavsoua.
ANTONIETTA.
My hustand !
MATILIA.
Oh! my father!
ANTONIETTA.
Js it thus
That thoy returnest ! and is this the hour
Diesired so loog !
CARMAGNOLAL
O ye afflicted ones !

Heaven knows 1 dread its pangs for you alone.
Long have my theaghts been used to look on Death,
And calmly wait his time. For you alone

My soul hath need of firmness; will ye, then,
Deprive me of its aid '~ When the Most High
On virtee pours afflictions, he bestows

The courage to sustain them, Oh! et yours
Equal your sorrows!  Let us yet find joy

In this embeace, ‘tis still a gaft of Heaven,
Thou weep'ss, my chikd | and thou, beloved wife !
Ah! when I made thee mine, thy days fowed on
In peace and gladness ; T united thee

To my disastrous fate, and pow the thought



Embitters desth. Ohb ! that T had not seen
The woes 1 cause thee'’

ANTONTETTA.
Husbend of my yoath !
Of wy bright days, thou who didst make them bright.
Read thou my heart! the pangs of death are there,
And yet, ¢'en now 1 would not but be thise,

CARMAGNOLA.
Full wdl T know how much 1 lose in thee :
Oh! make me not too deeply feel it now.

MATILDA.
The bomicides !
CARMAGNOLA.

No, swoet Matihda, no!
Let no dsrk thought of rage or vengeance rise
To clowl thy gentle spirit, and disturb
These moments—they are sacral, Yes! my wroups
Are deep, but thou forgive them, and confess,
That, ¢en midst all the fulness of cur woe,
High, hely joy remains.——Death! Death !—our foes,
Our mest relentloss foes, can only speald
Th' inevitable bour, Oh! man hath vot
Tueented death for man ; it would be thes
Muddening and insupportable :—froen Heaven
“Tis sent, sod Heaven doth wwnper all its pangs
With such blest comfort, &8 no wortal power
Can give or take away. My wife! my child!
Hear my lsst words—they wring your bosoms now
With agony, but yet, some futare day,
“T'will soothe you to recal them, Live, my wife!
Sustain thy grief, and live! this ill-starred girl
Must vot be reft of all.  Fly swiftly hence,
Conduet her to thy Kindral, she is theirs,
OF their own blood—and they so loved thee once!
Then, w their foe united, thea becam'st
L ddear ; for feuds and wrongs made warring sounds
Of Carmagmola’s and Visconti's names.
But to their bosoms thou wilt now return
A mourner, snd the object of their hate
Will be no more—Oh! there is joy in death!
And thoe, my flower ! that "midst the din of arns,
Wert born to cheer my soul, thy lovely head
Drocps to the carth ! Alas! the tempest’s rage
Is oo thee now.  Thou tremblest, and thy heart
Can scarce contain the beavings of its woe.
I feel thy burning tears upon wy breast ;
1 feel, and cannot dry them.  Dost thou clsim
Pity from mee, Matilda? Oh ! thy sire
Hath now no power to aid thee, but thou know'st
That the forsaken have o Father still
On bigh.  Confide in him, and live to days
Of peace, if not of joy ; for sach to thee
He surely destines.  Wherefore hath he poured
The tarrent of afffiction ca thy youth,
If to thy future years be nol reserved
Al his benign compassion ! Live! and soothe
Thy suffering mother.  May shie to the arms



O no ignoble consort lead thee still l—
Gonzagu ! take the hand which thou hast pressed
Oft in the morn of Lattle, when our hearts

Had cause to doubs if we should meet a2 eve.

Wmlhouyupl-il.pldgingmd&fnilh

To guide and guand these mourners, till they join
Thelr friends and kindred !
GONZAGO,
Rest sssured, 1 will.
CANMAGNOLA.

I am content.  And if, when this is done,
Thou to the field returnest, there for me

Salute my brethren ; teil them that [ died
Guilthesss ; thou hast bees witness of my deals,
Hast resd my inmest thoughts—and know'st it well,
Tell them [ never, with & traitor’s shame,
Stained my bright sword. Oh! never -1 mywelf
Have been ensaared by treachery.  Think of me
When trumpet-notes are stirring every beart,
And banners prowdly waviog in the alr,

Think of thine ancient comrade! And the day
Follv'ililbe combat, when upen the field
Amidst the deep and solemn harmony

Of dirge and hymn, the priest of funeral rites,
With Jifted hands, is offering for the dead

His sacrifice to Heaven— forget me not!

For 1, wo, boped upon the battle plain

E'en »o 10 die.

ANTONTRETTA.

Have mercy on us, Heaven!
CARMAGNOLA.
My wife! Matilda! Now the hour is nigh,
And we must part.— Farewell !
MATILDA.
No, Father, no!

CARMAGNOLA.
Come to this breast yet, yet once more, and then
For pity's sake, depare!

ANTONIETTA.

No! force alone
Shall tear us thence.
[ A sownd of arme ir Aeard.
MATILDA.
Hark, what dread sound ?
ANTONIRTTA.
Great God!
. apened, armed mex enter, the chief of whom adeances fo the
(The doer s KT l’l:::vfradluguerfdlm&cgt.)
CARMAGNOLA.

0 Ged, 1 thank thee! O most merciful !
Thus to withdraw their senses from the pangs
O this dread moment's conflict.

Thou, my friend,
Assist thew, bear them from this seene of woe,
Aud tell them, when their eyes agnin unclose
To meet the day—that aought is left to fear.



