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ORIGINAL POETRY.

SONG.

Are other eves beguiling, Love ?

Are other rose-lips smiling, Love ?
Ah, heed them not ; yon will not find
Lip« more true, or eyes more Kind,
Than mine, Love.

Are other white arms wreathing, Love?
Are other fond sighs breathing, Love ?
Ah, heed them not; but eall to mind
The arms, the sighs, you leave hehind—
All thine, Love,

Then gaze not on other eves, Love;
Breathe not other sighs, Love ;

You may find many a brighter one
Than your own rose, but there are none
So true to thee, Love.

All thine own, mid giadness, Love ;
Fonder still, mid sadness, Love ;

Tho' changed from all that now thou art,
In shame, in sorrow, still thv heart

Would be the world to me, Love.—L.E. L.
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. ORIGINAL POETRY.

|
| POETIC SKETCHES,

[Sketeh the First. *“ A woman's whole Jife is
a history of the affections. ‘The heart is her
world. She sends forth her sympathies in
adventure ; she embarks her whole soul in the
traflic of love, and, if shipwrecked, her case
is hopeless ;5 it is a baukruptey of the heart.”)

** Who shall bring bealing to thy heart’s despair,

Thy whole rich sum of bappiness lies there.””

THere are dark yew-trees zathered round,
' beneath grass sods ;
‘Are the white tombstones, and the green
Noother sonnds are heard, save the low voice
(Of & brook wandering by, or the wild son
OF the sweet red-breast plaiving o'er the
' graves. [rest
- There is onc tomb, distinguished from the
By wild flowers braided round in curious
Of April beauty; the blue violet [wreathes
Bending with dewdrops, like to maiden tears,
Falling for love betrayed; the primrose wan,
' As sick with hope deecived ; the wild briar.
And honeysuckles fancitully linked,  [rose
While watching them with fond and patient
care,
A pale and wasted Girl leans by that grave.
She once was beauatiful, but the hot sun
Has left too rade a Kiss npon her cheek,
And she has lain on the damp zrass, the sky
'Her only cannpy ; while the dew hung
Amid her hair, and the hoarse night wind sung
Her lullaby ; and the nnwholesome moss
Has been her pillow; this has paled her brow,
And that worstsickness, sorrow—She has lain
Beside that grave, while some unholy star
‘Shed over her evil influence,
I marhed her plece the flowers round, then
simile;; [times ;
Oh, such a sweet sad smile!—she sang at
Her song had notes most musical, butstrange,
That thrilled the heart and wet the eye with
lears,
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These are tl'y bridal lowers
I am now wreathing ;
This is thy marriage hymu
I am now breathing.
Some one has been changin
The fresh buds I gathered ;
This is not my wreath,
Look how ‘i' “'iulchd H turned

And then she threw the flowers aside, and
An earnest gaze on heaven ; then sang again,

[ love thee, oh! thon bright star,

Now looking in light from atar,

Am [ not thy own love ¢ 1 see

Thy answer shine down npon me.

I love thee, thou glorious King,

[ook un the fair offering I bring.

There the summer rose blooms in its pride ;
Is it not a fit crown for thy bride ?

Oh! when will that time of joy be
When my spirit shall mingle with Thee!
Some day I shall séek thy bright shrine,
And be to cternity thine.—

They told me of her history; her Jove

Was a neglected flame which had consamed
The vase whereiu itkindied ; Oh,how franght
With bitteruess is anrequited love !

To know that we have cast life’s hope away
On a vain shadow. Her’s was gentle passion,
Quiect and deep, as woman's love should be,
All tenderness and silence, only known

By the soft meaning of a downcast eye,
W’hich almost fears to Jook its timid :zonglm
A sigh scarce beard, a blush scarce visible,

Alone may give it utterance. Love is

A beautitul feeling in a woman’s heart,

When felt as only woman love can feel ;

Pure as the snowfall, when its latest shower

Sinks on spring flowers; deep as a cave-
Jocked fountain,

And changeless as the cypress's green

For, like them sad, she nourished leaves,

Fond hopes and sweet anxieties, and fed

A passion unconfessed, till He she loved

Was wedded with another ; then she grew

Moody and melancholy. One alone

Had power to soothe her in her wanderings,

Her gentle sister, but that sister died,

And the unhappy girl was left alone—

A Maniac. She would wander far, and shunn'd

Her own accustomed dwelling; and her hanut

Was that dead sister’s grave, and that to her

Was as a home, L. E. L.
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TEN YEARS AGO.

“Ten years ago,” the world was then

A pleasant and a lovely dream;

Litc was a river banked by flowers,

With sunshine glancing o’er the stream;
The path was new, and there was thrown
A sweet veil over pleasure’s ray ;

But ignorance is happiness,

When young Hope is to show the way ;
And fair the scenes that hope wonld show
When youth was bright “ ten years ago.”

Ten years are past,—life is no more

The fairy land that once I knew~-
Pleasures have proved but falling stars,
And many a sweetest spell untrue:

But may I look on these dear oues,

Feel their soft smile, their rosy Kiss ;

Or may I turn, Beloved, to thee,

My own home-star of truth and bliss !
W{Aile love's sweet lights thus round me glow,
Can I regret *““ ten years ago?” L. E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETAY.

FOETIC SKETCHES.
Sketch Second.

“ Oh, l’ower‘nf love! so fearful, yet so fair'
Life of our lite on earth, yet kin to care !

IT lay mid trees, a little quict nest

Like to the stock dove’s, and the honeysuckle

Spread o'er the cottage roof, while the red rose

Grew round the casement, where the thick-leaved

Wove a luxuriant curtain, with a wreath, [vine

A bridal wreath of silver jessamine ;—

A soft turf lay before the door, o’erhung

With a hoge walnut-tree's green canopy,

Encircled round with flowenrs ; and, like a queen

Of the young roses, stood a bright-cheeked Gid,

With smile of Summer and with lips of Spring,

A shape of air, and footsteps of the wind.

She looked all hope and gladness ; bur her eyes,
'Her deep blue eyes, which seemed asthey did owe
Their tints to the first vi'let April brings,

'Had yet sad meanings in them ; “twas not grief,
‘Butasa ge of some ill to come.—
‘She aoor:;n the turf, while round her flew
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Her bright-hyed pigeons, feeding from her hand ;

And still she threw fresh flowers upon the cage,

‘Where two white doves were cooing ; and then ran |’

Light as the rose leaves falling, to her Sire,

To greet him, and to give a kind Good morrow, —

A blossom full of promise is Life’s Joy,

‘That never comes to fruit ; hope for a time

Suns the young floweret in its gladsome light,

And it looks flourishing—a little while,

"Tis past, we know not whither, but 'tis gone—

Some canker has consumed it, or some blight

Has nipt it unawares, some worm has preyed

Upon its life. or else some unkind blast

Has torn it from the stem ; and those who loved,

Who fondly cultured it, are left to weep

Over the ruins of their cherished flower.—

1 passed by that sweet cottage ; it was changed ;

The rose trees were all dead, the unpruned vine

Was trailing on the ground, the thick-grown weeds

Gave signs of desolation ;- one poor dove

Sat by a broken casement, while her wail

Was echo’d moumfully from the lone roof-—

Love, Oh fond Love ! betraying, beautiful,

How ¢an we trust the hope of life to thee ?

Is it not buildiag on the sands ? Fair girl,—

It was the darkness of thy destiny !

She loved one all unworthy of her love,

Alas, that still devoted confiJence

Should lead but unto ruin! He beguil'd

Her steps from home and happiness ; and when

She trusted but to him, his heart no more

Answered the beat of her's—then he could leave

The fond deceiv'd one lone and desolate !

She turned her to her Father, whom she left,

And knelt, and pray’d forgiveness : he might not

Look on her pale cheek, thin and wasted form,

And not weep o'er her kind and pardoning tears,

Her heart was broken-—and familiar scenes

Of happier days and childhood brought no charm

To one whose hope was yost away—She died.
Nov. L. E L
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ORIGINAL POETAY.

POETIC SKETCHES.
Sketch Third,

“ You must male
Your heart .F" and in it buu, decp
Its young and beautiful feehngs.”

"Tis hidden from the sun by the tall elms,

The noon has here no power, and the soft grass

Springs fresh and green, even in the summer’s heat.

There is deep stillness round, save when the gale

Talks to the willows that hang gracefully

Over the brook, whose broken murmurs are

An answer to the wind which brings then breaks

The bubbles on its surface ; here the dove

Coos in the noon day, and at evening tide

The woodlark sings his vesper symphony.—

This lime grove was the cherished haunt of one

Who loved it for its solitude ; to him

Silence was holicst language, and the leaves,

The birds, the clouds, were his familiar friends.

His soul was given to poesy, and crowds

And peopled cities were ne chains to him,

Where all was cold aod strange, where none could
feel

As he did ; and he loved to shrink away,

The deep woods his companions, and to live

Mid visions and wild songs. Oh, blessedness !

T'o see the fair creations of the thought

Assume a visible form ; sweet Poesy !

How witching is thy power upon the heart ;|

Enchiantment that does bind our scnses up

In one unutterable influence ;

A charmed spell set over every thoughe,

Till life's whole hope 1s cast upon the lyre.

Loved with a love mtense and passiouate,

A strange, a jealous, but devoted love.

It is not happiness, tho in the wreath

‘That binds the poet’s brow, there’s many a hue

Of pleasure and of beauty ; yet those Howers,

l.akc other blooms, are gua~ded round with lhonn.

And subject to the blight and canker-worm.
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Planet of bright but wayward destinies,

Thy votaries are thy victims ; he who seeks
The laurel must essay a weary path

Neglect will chill his best affections, or

Cold mockery will greet them.  There are given
Rich gifts unio the bard ; but, not content

W:th silent rapture, he must sun his wealth,
Shew his hid treasures to the world, and then
The canker will consume them, and the fame

He fondly sought be bitterness of heart.

"T'was thus with the young Minstrcl of this grove :
He sought to grasp an iris, beautiful

And of bright colours, but all formed of tears,
His memory lingers in this glen, for here

He caught the inspiration of the gale,

Singing its evening hymn, and worshipped

Like an idelater the morning star

He pass’d in early youth ; his heart was as

A delicate flower, too soft to blossom long.

He sleeps where yon pale willow leans, and wee
The morning dew above his quiet grave. L.E.L.
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SONG.
THRRE were sweet sounds waked from my harp ;
But see, its strings arc broken.
Alas® that touch so sweet should leave
So sad a token.
My harp and heart are both alike,
Their music is departed ;
The joy of song is gone from one
So broken hearted.
Love has past o'cr my harp
Like unto summer thunder,
And all the beaureous chords of hope |

Are rent asunder! L. E. Li
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ORIGINAL POETAY.

POETIC SKETCHES.
Sketeh Fourth,

I do love

These old remembrances—they are to me

The heart’s best intercourse; | love to feel

The griefs, the happiness, the wayward fates

Of those that bave been, for these memories

Hallow the spot whereon they linger, and

Waken our kindliest nympalhfu.
TuE shore was reefed with rocks, whose rugged

sides

Were venturous footing for the fowler's step :
They were shaped out in wild and curious forms,
'Above all jagged and :hrokeo,butbelow
The waves had worn the shaggy points 3
For there they rave incessantly. P?Vhen“laz ’
I past along the beach, it was at eve,
A summer’s eve, stormy, but beautiful ;
I could but look upon the western sky,
The rest was hidden from my view ; but there
The day had spent its glory. One rich light
Broke thro” the shadow of the tempest’s wing,
While the black clouds, with gold and purple edged,
Caught every moment warmer hues, uptil
"Twas all one sparkling arch, and, like 2 king
In triumph o'cr his foes, the Sun.god sought
The blue depths of the sea ;—the waters
Were rufficd with the storm, and the white foam
Yet floated on the billows, while the wind
Murmured at times like to an angry child,
Who sobs even in his slumber, id the rocks
That rose stern barriers to the rebel waves,
There was one spot less rugged than the rest :
Some firs had taken root there, and waved o'er
The entrance of a cave, where Grecian bards
Had said some Sea-maid. dwelr, and decked the

place
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With ocean treasures, for the walls were bright
With crystal spar: 1n sooth, it seemed just formed
For some fair daughter of the main ; at noon
Here she might bind her hair with shells, and wake
Her golden harp. But now a legend's told

Of human love and sorrow—it is called

The Cavern of the Pirate’s Love :—her fate

Is soon and sadly tald : she followed one,

A lawless wanderer of the deep, for whom

She left her father’s halls. A little while

She might know happiness—it is the heart

That gives the colour to our destiny.

But lovely things are fleeting—blushes, sighs,
The bours of youth, smiles, hopes, and minstrel

dreams,
ring days and blossoms, music's tones, are all

J fugtuve ; and swifter still than these

Will love dissolve into forgetfulness,

She was deserted.  For awhile this cave

Was her sad refuge ; for awhile the rocks
Echoed her wild complainings. | can deem

How she would gaze upon the sea, and think
Each passing cloud her lover’s bark, "till, hope
Sickened of its own vanity, and life.

Sickened with hope, she passed and left a tale,

A melancholy tale, just fit to tell
'On such an eve as this, when sky and sea
Are slecping in the mute and mournful calm

| Of passion sunk to rest. . I.E L
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

POETIC SKETCHES.
Sketch Fifth,
“ Glad meetings, tender partings, which upstay

The drooping mind of absewce.™

“ May never was the manth of love,
For May is full of flawers;
Tis rather April, wet by Lind,
For love i 1ull of showers.”

TuE palms flung down their shadow, and the air
Was rich with breathings of the citron bloom ;
All the so radiant childreen of the south,

The gold and silver jessamines, the rose

In crimeon glory, there were gathered —sounds
Of music too from waterfalls, the hymn

By bees sung to the sweet tlowers as they fed;
The earth scemed in its infaney, the sky,

The fair blue skv, was glowing as the hopes

Of childish happiness; it was a land

Of blossoming and sunshine.—One is here,

To whom the carth is colourlcss, the heaven
Clouded and cold : his heart is far away :

The palms have not to him the majesty

Of his own land's green oaks, the roses here
Are not 50 sweet as those wild ones that grow
In his own valley 3 he would rather have

One pale blue violet than all the buds

That Indian suns have kist: his heart is full

Of gentle recollections, and those thoughts

W hich can but hold communion with themselves,
The heart's best dreaming.  When the wanderer
Cails up those tender memories which are

So precious to absence, those dear links

That distance cannot sunder—come there not
Such visionings, young EvELIN, o'er thy soul?
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The dwelling of thy childhood, the dark hill
Above thy native valley, down whose side,

Like a swift arrow, shot the foaming stream,

The music of the lark, which every morn

Waked thy light slumpber, and a fairy shape,
Whose starry eyes are far too brighe for tears,
Tho' tears are in them, and whose coral lip
Wearsstill its spring-day snule? Altho™ Farewell,”
That saddest of sad sounds, is lingering there,

Arc not these present to thee ? ., | Evelinwas

A soldier, and he left his home with zll

The high romance of youth. Beloved, and well
His heart repaid that love ; but there were clouds,
Low worldly clouds, upon affection’s star:

He sought to clear them—what was toil, that led
To fame, to fortune, and ELizanern ! « = - [rose |
- = = There's music in that bower, where the wild |
Has clung about the ash,~such plaininyg tonces

As the winds waken: there a harp is breathing,
And o’er it leans its mistress, as she lived

Upon those melancholy sounds: her head

Is bent, as if in pain, upon those strings,

And the gold shadows of her long hair veil

The white hand which almost uiconsciously

In melody is wandering : that fair hand

Is not more snowy than the check it presses ;
That cheek does tell the history of the heart—
TFeils, that across the bright May hours of youth
Bleak clouds have past, and left behind a trace
Bordering on sadness, but withal 20 sweet

You scarce might call it sorrow ; and that smile
But of patient mild endurance, soft

And kind and gentle thoughts, which well become
A breaking heart, whese throbs will soon be still |
In the so lonely but x0 quict grave.

Yes, she was dying! tho’ so young, so fair,

Her days were number'd : and if ¢’er her cheek
Wore the rich colour it once had, "t was but

The sad and lovely herald of desay,

The death rose, that but blossoms on the tomb.
Her's was a heart which, when it once had loved,
Could but ill brook the many trembling fears

That abscat love must know :—her fate was like
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A star, o'er which the clouds steal one

gone, = = - = =

- = = She is within his arms,and they
Evelin and his Elizabeth ! a flush

Of beauriful delight is on her face;

“ Elizabeth, my own love !"'—it was

by one,

Scarce seen, scarce noticed, till the sweet light's

have met,

He clasped her silently, and his dark eye

Is filled with tears. Ayh, tears like these are worth
A life of smiles,—at length he gently said,
heaven

To think that she again could hear him breathe
That dear dear name ; she answered not, but lay
Upon his bosom motionless. He looked

On her sweet face—'"twas fixed and pale in death’

L.E L.

ﬂ
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ORIGINAY FPOETAY.

-—

POETIC SKETCHES,
Sketch Sixth,

had no t from him apart,

idol d?;"bmnd heart, pt
of life's lone pilgrimage,

t, the blessing of r’:ge $

U

29799
{"8’

:

§

\n teass aud borg in alorm
And a/l must fee! what passing flawers
Are joys we desmed most truly oum.”

4 Alas, life 1s a weary voyage, made
Mid storms and roeks, with justa sun ray seat
To lure us oo and leaye us,

Dowxn mm gathered waters over rocks
Which at tmes the column’s foaming line ;
Darkening amid the snow-white froth, it swept
Like an all conquering army, and an arch
Of sparkling hues that in the sunbeams played
Seemed to unite it with the sky which hung
Above all calmness and repose : The blue
Ethereal, soft and stainless, well beseemed
A heaven we deem the dwelling-place of peace :
Downwards it rushed ; the tall green pines, that
Upon the cliffs beside, were covered o’er [hung
With silver spray : there stood those stately trees,
Braving the furious storm, as the proud sous
Of Greece, when Greece was glovious, stood and
The tyrant’s menace and defied the yoke. [braved
It reached the ‘hinbclo\q a crystal lake |
Became its dwelling, where the dimpling wave
Had Jost all memory of its former strife :
The willows grew around, and that pale flower
The water-lily floated on 1ts face,
The halcyon plumed his asure wings, nar feared
A coming storm, and in the midst'an isle
Rose like 2 blest shrine to the guardian power
Of that sweet scene, Tt was.a little
Shaded by gloomy firs and lighter birch :
Here the wild strawberry shed its first white blos-
And the dove built her nest, while the.soft gale,

ighing amid the graceful larches, gave

e only answer to her murmurings,—
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Fwo once dwelt here, 2 Mother and her Child :
She was a widow, and had deeply drank

The cup of bitterness. But voman bears

The storm man shrinks from vorepimingly.

At length the one to whom her love had been

A light mid darkness died, and she was left

In coldness and unkindness : but one link

Suill bound her to this earth ; there was a smile
Bore gladness to her wounded heart, 3 voice

Of joy and consolation, one who made

Life very precious to her—the young bird,
Her own sweet nestling, yet too young to know
What clouds hung o’er him.— Quiet came at last ;
The mourner found a little lone retreat

Where she might rest her weary fect—this isle
Became her home. Her child grew up

A hope asd blessng to her :—she was' proud

To hesr that when he ioined his young compeers,
No foot was flcet as his, no hand could send |
The arrow so unerringly, and none

8o lightly and se fearlessly could scale

The height whereon the eagle dwelt ; and, mure
Than all, to feel how she was leved ! Hé seemed
To live but for her. 'When with boyish pride
He dared the ventutous path the others feared,
If chance he saw his mother’s cheek grow pale,
The meed was left unwon. One morn he went
In his light skiffyand promised to return

As evening fell ; but when the sun sank down
The air was thick with cloads, and the fierce wind
Poured in its anger o'er the waters ; loud

The thunder rolled, and the red lightnings hurled
Their fiery wamnings. High upon a rock

She nuc? a fire :—the lightning struck the pile,
She marked it not—the rain beat on her head,

It was unfelt—but with the agony

Of hope expiring, still she fed the flame.

Day rolled the clouds away, and, sick at heart,
She looked towards the shore—he floated there,
Her own beloved Child !—With oae wild shriek
She threw herself towards him, and the waves
Closed on them undivided ! - - = L.E L
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SONG.
Listen to the tale
That on the night gale
Blends with the rose’s sigh ;
The moon shines o'er thy bower,
Yon star has marked the hour
When no step and no sound are nigh,

Like the nightbird’s lay
Which dares not
Tell of its hope and fear,
But awakens the flower
On the still moonlight hour,
When not another song is near.

Then ope those blue eyes,

The smile which there lies
Glancing of love, fond love ;

So like yon star’s sweet ray,

Whose brightness clears away
Each shadow that darkens above.

The pearls of the sea
Were worthless to me,
Earth’s gems in vain were mine;
They would not give the bliss
Of a moment like this
When 1 breathe that sweet sigh of thine.
L. E. L
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THE POET. ,

Oh say not that truth does not dwell with d\c}ym
That the Minstrel will feign what he never hasfeke ;
Oh say not his love is 2 fuigtive fire, [mek,
Thrown o'er the snow mountains, will sparkle, not

It is not the Alpine hills rich with the ray
%w&:ﬂmﬂhnﬂdﬂthohﬁ;
e li the evening around them s 1
But the fu:t.;:‘oci beneath is, tho’ bi;‘t, cold
and

"T'is the bumning volcano, that ceaselessly glows,

Where tthin:u may find his own semblance
tray'd ;

The ﬁmu!ct;lcamonthemitmthu

That first on his own inmost spisit have preyed.

Ah, deeply the Minstrel has fele all he sings,
Every passion he paints his own bosom has known |
No note of wild music is swept from the strings,
But first his own feelings have echoed the tone.

Then say not his love is 3 fugitive fire,

That the heart can be ice while the lip is of flame ;

Oh say not that troth does not dwell with the lyre ;

The pulse of the heart and the bapmt!nlr::e.
L.
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 ORIOINAL POETAY.
POETIC SKETCHES.

Second Series— Sketch the First.

Whose lyre the spirit of sweel song had hon

With myrtle and with laorel; on whose b

Geoius bad shed his starry glovies - - -

“. o - transcripts of woman's loving heart

And woman’s disappointment.” « « ~ -
She leant upon her harp, and thousands looked
On her in love and wonder—thousands knelt
And worshipp'd in her presence—burning. tears,
And words that died in utterance, and a pause
Of breathless, agitated cagerness,
"First gave the full heart's homage : then came forth
A shout that rose to heaven, and the hills,
The distant valleys, all rang with the name
‘Of the Eolian SAprHO—every heart
Found in itself some echo to her sone.
Low notes of love — hopes beautiful and fresh,
And some gone by for ever—glotious dreams,
High aspirations, those thrice gentle thoughts
That dwell upon the absent and the dead,
‘Were breathing in her music—-and theso are
Chords every bosom vibrates to. But she
Upon whose brow the laurel crown is placed,
Her colour s varying with deep emotion—
There is a softer blush than conscious pride
Upon her cheek), and in that tremulous smile
Is all 2 woman’s timid tenderness :
Her eye is vn a Youth, and other days |
And young warm feclings have rushed on her soul
With all their former influence,— thoughtsthatslept
Cold, calm ndmh,ha;:':‘keuedto new life—
Whole years® existence in that
She had once loved in very ::l.;ddays: pence
"That was a thing gone by : one had called forth
The music of her soul : he loved her too,
‘But oot as she did - she was unto him
As 3 young bird, whose early fight he trained,
Whaoﬁ:’:‘aldmpw«em«.fabchd

.

‘Those songs—but she looked up to him with all
Youth's deep and passionate idolatry:
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Love was her heart's sole universe—he was
To her, Hope, Genius, Energy, the God
Her inmost spirt wonshipped—in whose smile
Was all e"en minstrel pride held precious ; praise
Was prized but as the echo of his own,
But other times and other feelings came :
' is love's element, and love with her
Sickened of its own vanity....She lived
Mid bright realities and brighter dreams,
Those strange but exquisite imaginings [thoughts ;
That tinge with such sweet colours minstrel
And Fame, like sunlight, was upon her path;
And strangers heard her name, and eyesthat never
Had looked on SaPPuoO, yet had wept with her,
Her first love never wholly lost its power,
But, like rich incense shed, although no trace
‘Was of ita visible presence, yet its sweetness
Mingled with every feeling, and it gave
That soft and melancholy tenderness
Which was the magic of her song. . .. That Youth
Who knelt before her was so like the shape [eyes,
That haunted her spring dreams—the same dark
Whose light had once been as thelight of heaven!—
Others breathed winning flatteries — she turned
A careless hearing —but when Praon spoke,
Her heart beat quicker,and the crimson light
Upon her cheek gave a most tender answer., ..
She Joved with all the ardour of a heart )
Which lives but in stse!f : her life had passed
Amid the grand creations of the thought :
Love was to her a vision—it was now
Heightened into devotion. ... But a soul

So ﬁiﬁed and so passionate as her's ,

Will seck companionship in vain, and find

Its feelings solitary, . .. Puaox soon

Forgot the fondness of his Lesbian maid ;

And Sarrno knew that talents, riches, fume,

May not soothe slighted love, - - - -

- = « There is a dark rock Jooks on the blue sea;

“Twas there love's Jast song echoed—there She
slecps, (mame

Whase lyre was crowned with laurel, and whose

Will be remembered long as Love or Song

Are sacred—the devored Sareno! L. E.L,
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ONIGINAL PORTAY.
POETIC SKETCHES.
Second Series— Sketch the Second.
THE COXTRAST.

...... And this is love:
Can you then say that Jove is happiness ?

There were two Portraits: one was of a Girl
Just blushing into woman ; it was not

A face of perfect beauty, but it had

A most bewildering smile,~—there was 3 glapce
Of such arch playfulness and innocence,

That as you looked, a pleasant feeling came

Over the heart, as when you hear a sound

Of cheerful music, Rich and glossy curds .
Were bound with roses, and her sparkling eyes
Gleamed like Thalia's, when some quick device
Of mirth is in her laugh. Her lighs step seemed
Bounding upon the air with all the life, .
The buoyant life of one untouched by sorrow. « « «
= = = There was another, drawn in after years:
The face was young still ; but its happy look
Was gone, the cheek had lost its colour, and
The lip its smile,~the light that once had played
Like sunshine in those eyes, was quenched and dim,
For tears had wasted it: her long dark hair -
Floated her forehead in loose waves
Unbraided, and upon ber pale thin band

Her head was bent, as if in pain,~—no trace

Was left of that sweet gaiety which once
Seemed as grief could not darken it, as care
Would pass and leave behind no memory, - - «
There was one whom she loved undoubtingly,

As youth will ever love,~he sought her smile,
And said most gentle things, although he knew
Another had his vows.—Oh ! there are some

Can trifle, in cold vanity, with all

The warm soul’s precious throbs, to whom it is

A triumph that a fond devoted heart

Is breaking for them,—who can bear to call
Young flowers into beauty, and then crush them !
Affections trampled on, and hopes destroyed,
Tears wrung from very bitterness, and sighs

That waste the breath of lifes—these all were her's
Whose image is before me, She had given
Life's hope to 2 most fragile bark, to love !

*Twas wrecked—wrecked by love’s treachery : she

Yet spoke not of his falsehood ; but the charm
That bound her to existence was dispelled-—
Her days were numbered :—=She is nﬂr:u:z
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
POETIC SKETCHES.

Second Series— Sketch the Third,
ROSALIE.

The green grass, with a s lree abave,
hmhndwc‘nn.nd worm hath fed
Upon the lip I loved so - - -

We met in secret : mystery is to love
Like perfume to the flower ; the maiden's blush
Looks loveliest when her check is pale with fear,

And listened for the light feet, which like wind
Pass'd o'er the dewy turf.  Oh never can
_That dear step be forgotten—it is still
Familiar »s » sound of yesterday.—
Ow;btiudneuhg’v:uymvbkh
Hung o'er the rose, like Sorrow Lovg:
This was the temple where we called the Night
To witness gentle vows, and when each lip
Paused in the faloess of impassioned thoughts j—
Hearkened those moonlight melodies, which came
Somdﬂw(haﬂmﬁuc;

The light descending, shedding round
upon the blcoms,

to kiss their own fair images,
sparkling wave a mirror, and sighed forth
soul of odour as they caught the dew ;
lancholy music of that bird

gs but 1o the stars, and tells her tale
when, basomed by the mowy clouds,
ueen of Besuty lights her radiant lamp,
soft planet.—~And at times there came
echo, a faint murmur, when

aden ;
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Of such wild sweetness that it slmost seomed
’ll‘bchmhofm&m-‘l‘hqdd.
n s, when grove
Wa “F::ndmua e
And visioned creations, that 3 Nymgph
Once with unrequited love, and sighed
Awa sad existence. | could think
She left her last tene nﬁl{ giving soul
To the sad of that yre;
Orcht.pcuhanco.thoqmtdm&d,
Whaose life in life was music, wander'd o'er
The chords which once with him beld sympathy,
Likehﬁnmkaed.humhahiqu - .
..Whydwdllutbmm’Ab.
"nubunlwnhmo«duuh‘unlm
By joys departed.—"T'was one summer nighe,
our brief hour had pas’d ; | know not why,
Bmuymlbhdqohul'hhnmo.
And the next evening, when | sought the grove,
[ had a strange foreboding sadness—aone
Were there to welcome me, no silvery trace
Of fairy footsteps was upon the grass:
I waited long and anxicusly—none came—
lnndcnlou.nwuaotluduhnp
To mect my Rosarax; bot it was sweet
To look upon the stars, and think that they
Had witnessed oor love. At once a sound
Of music slowly rose, a sad low chant
Of maiden voices, and a faint light streamed
?meudnvn‘wvdadnpdm;
lkmk-cl—mchdmu-udn
patron saint, and Rosarix had said,
lfcmlnz:d-ubau-ybddo
of heaven, that altar should
Be where our vows were given. | entered in,
And heard a sound of weeping, and saw shapes
Bent down in angunsh : in the midst a bier
Was covered o'er with flowers—sad offerings made

The dead, in vain—and one lay sleeping there,
Whose face was veiled ;—1 mrwuk.
My heart was wild with fear,—1

Thhqvhmnnl—llublntb cheek
Of my so worshipped Rosatae! LE.L |
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POETIC SKETCHES.

Second Series— Sketeh the Fourth,
ST. GEORGE'S HOSPITAL, HYDE-PARK CORNER.

These are familiar things, and yet how few,
Think of this misery !—

I-left the crowded street and the fresh day,
And entered the dark dwelling, where Death was
A daily visitant,—where sickness shed
fts weary languor o'er each fevered couch.
‘There was a sickly light, whose glimmer showed
Many a shape of misery : there lay
The victims of disease, writhing with pain ;
And low faint groans, and breathings short and deep,
Each gasp a heartfelt agony, were all [brow
That broke the stillness.—~There was one, whose
Dark with hot climates, and gashed o'er with scars,
Told of the toiling march, the battle-rush, .
‘Where sabres flashed, the red shots flew, and not
Ouae ball or blow but did destruction’s work :
But then his heart was high, and his pulse beat

, and fearlessly :—now he was worn |
With many a loog day’s suffering,—and death’s
A fearful thing when we must count its steps.
And was thiz, then, the end of those sweet dreams,
Of home, of happiness, of quiet years

in the little valley which had been

So long his land of promise > Farewell all
Gentle remembrances and cherished hopes !
His race-was run, but its goal was the grave.—
I looked upon another, wasted, pale,
With eyes all heavy in the sleep of death ;
Yet she was lovely still,—the cold damps hung
Upon a brow like marble, and her eyes,
Fhough dim, had yet their beautiful blue tinge,
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Neglected as it was, her long fair hair

Was like the plumage of the dove, and spread

Jes waving curls like gold upon her pillow.

Her face was 2 sweet ruin, She had loved,

Trusted, and been betrayed! 1n other days,

Had but her cheek looked pale, how tenderly ‘

Fond hearts had watched it ! They were far away, |

She was a stranger in her loneliness, - '

And sinking to the grave of that worst ill.

A broken heart.—And there was one, whose cheek

‘Was flushed with fever—"twas a tace that seemed |'

Familiar to mL'mmory.—'twa one

Whom I had loved in youth. In days long past,

How many glorious structures we had raised

Upon Hope's sandy basis !  Genius gave

To him its golden treasures: he could pour

His own impassioned soul upon the lyre;

Or, with a paioter’s skill, create such shapes.

Of loveliness, they were more like the hues

Of the rich evening shadows, than the work

Of human touch.. But he was wayward, wild ;

And hopes that in his heart’s warne summer clime

Flourished, weré quickly withered in the cold

And dull realities of life ; - -l;:!ewa':'

Too proud, too visionary for this wor

And feelings which, like waters unconfined,

Had carried with them freshness and green beauty,

Thrown back upon themselves, spread desolation

{On their own banks, He was a sacrifice,

And sank beneath neglect ; his glowing thoughts

Woere fires that preyed upon himself. Perhaps,

For he has left some high memorials, Fame

Will pour its sunlight o'er the picture, when

The Artist’s hand is mouldering in the dust,

And fling the laurel o'er a harp, whose chords

Are dumb for ever. But his eyes he raised

Mutely to mine—he knew my voice again,

And every vision of his boyhood rushed

Over his soul ; his lip was deadly pale,

'| But pride was yet upon its haughty curve ; - «.

He raised one hand contemptuously, and seemed

As he would bid me mark his fallen state,

And that it was upheeded. So he died

Without one struggle, and his brow in death
Wore its pale marble look of cold defiance.

. ‘L.E.L.
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ORIGINAL PORNTRY.
POETIC SKETCHES.

Second Series— Sketch the Fiftk.
MR. MARTIN'S PICTURE OF CLYTIE

=° - & ® & & " et = Gm'

' These are thy graceful memorics, the dreams
‘That hallowed thy groves, and over thiogs
Inanimate shed visionary life,

When everz flower had some romantic tale [strests
Linked with its sweetness, when the winds, the
Breathed poetry and love, - . -

It was 2 beautiful embaodied thoughe,

A dream of the fine painter, one of those

That pais by moonlight o'er the soul, and flit
"Mid !he dun shades of twilight, when the eye
Grows tearful with its ecstasy,  There stood

A dark haired Grecian girl, whose eyes were raised,
With that soft Jook lon teaches, to the '*7"'
One hand pressed to her brow, as she would gaze
Upon the sun undazzled —"twas that aw

The slighted Cryrie. May minstrel
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Upon the sweet creation, and not feel

Its influence on the heart 2 Now listen, love,
1'll rell thee of her history : she was

Amid those lovely ones that walk the earth
Like visions all of heaven, or but made

The mote divine by earthly tenderness ;

'One of the maiden choir, thet every mom,

From lips of dew ana odours, to the sun

Hymned early welcome. "Twas one summer eve,
And the white columns and the marble floor

In the proud temple of Day's deity

Were ed o'er with ¢crimson, and the air

Was rich with scents ; it was CLyTIE'S turn

To watch the perfumed flame ; she sat and waked
Her silver lute with one of those sweet songs
Breathed by young poets when their mistress’ kiss
Has been their inspiration, Suddenly

Some other music echoed her own,

Faint, but most exquisite, like those low tones
That winds of summer sigh in the sea shells ;

It died in melting cadences, but still

CLyTiE bent to hear it.—Could it be [Youth
A dream, a strange wild dream 2 There stood 2
More beautiful than summer by her side !

His bright hair floated down like Indian gold,

A lizht played in his curls, and his dark eyes
Flashed splendour too intense for humun gaze ;

A wreath of laurel was upon the lyre

His graceful hand sustained, and by his side

The spa-kling arrows hung. It was the god

That guides the sun’s blue race, the god of light,
Of song, who left his native heaven for one

More precious far—the heaven of woman’s love, - -
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= « They met no more,but still that glorious shape
Haunted her visions ; life to her was changed ;
Gaiety, hope, and happiness, were all

Centered in one deep thought, The time had been,
When never smile 'w#as sunnier than her's,

No step.more bueyant, and no song more glad :
All, all was changed ; she fled to solitude,

And poured her wild complainings to the groves,
And Echo answered—Echo, that, like her,

Had pined with ill.starced love! Oh never, never

Had love a temple like 2 woman's heart !

She will serve so devotedly, will give

Youth, beauty, health, in sacrifice ; will be

So very faithful !—without hope to cheer,

Or tenderness to soothe, her love yet will
Continue unto death, CryTiE dwelt

On that once cherished inemory ; she would gaze
For hours upon the sky, and watch the sun ;

And when the light faded from the west,
Would weep till morning. Is it not just thus

In that fine semblance, where the painter’s touch
Has bodied forth her beauty and her sorrow

That she is pictured with a sad soft smile,
Turned to the azure home of her heart's god ?

A fresh green landscape round, just like those groves,
The Grecian groves, where she was wont to roam.
- « = Look, dear, upon that flower—"tis hallowed
By the remembrance of unhappy love,

'lzn sacred to the slighted CLyTIE ;

Look, how it turns its bosom to the sun,

And when dark clouds have shadowed it, or night
Is on the sky, mark how it folds its leaves,
.And droops its head, and weeps sweet tears of dew,
The constant Sun-flower. L.E.L.

1
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
POETIC SKETCHES.

Second Series— Sketch the Sixth.
THE DESERTER.

Alas, for the bricht promise of our youth !

How soon the g Wen chords of hope are braken,
How soon we find that dreams we trusted most
Are veryshadows,

"Twas a sweet summer morn—the lark had just
Sprang from the clover bower around her nest,
And poured her blithe song to the clouds ; the sun
Shed his first crimson o'er the dark grey walls
' Of the old church, and stained the sparkling panes
'Of ivy-covered windows. The damp grass,
That waved in wild luxuriance round the graves,
Was white with dew, but carly steps had been,
And left a fresh green trace round yonder tomb :
“Twas a plain stone, but graven with a name
That many stopped to read—a Soldier's namo—
And two were knecling by it, one who had

Been weeping ; she was widow to the brave,
Upon whose quict bed her tears were falling.
From off ber cheek the rose of youth had fied,
But beauty still was there, that softened grief,
Whose bitterness is gone, but which was felt
Too deeply for forgetfulness ; her look,

Fraught with high feelings and intelligence,

And such as might beseem the Roman dama
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Whose children died for Liberty, was made

More soft and couching by the patient smile
Which pisty had given the unearthly brow,
Which Guido draws when he form 2 miat
Whose hopes are fixed on heaven, but who has yet
Some earthly feelings binding them to life.

Her arm was leant upon & gracefyl Youth,

The hope, the comfurt of her widowhood ;

He was departing from her, and she led

The youthful soldier to his futher’s tomb—

As in the visible presence of the dead

She gave her farewell bleming, and her voice
Lest ts 30 tremulous accents as she bade

Her child tread in that father's steps, and told
How brave, how honoured he had been. But when
She did cutreat him to remember all

Her hopes were ceatered in him, that he wa
The stay of her decliving years, that he

Might be the happioess of her old age,

Or bring her down with sorrow to the grave,
Her words grew inarticulate, and sobs

Alone found utterance ; and he whose cheek
Was flushed with eagerness, whose ardent eye
Gave animated promise of the fame

That would be his, whose ear already rang

With the loud trumpet’s war soog, feit these dreams
Fade for a moment, and almest renounced

The fields he panted for, since they must cost
Such tears as these.~The churchyard left, they

pawd
Down by a hawthorn bedge, where the sweet Nay
Had showered its white luxuriance,
With crimson clusters of the wilding rose,

| And linked with honeysuckle. O'er the path

Many an sncient cak and stately elm

Spread its green onq_‘ How Epw ARD's eve
Lingered on each familiar sight, as if
Even to things inaninate he would bwd

| A last farewell. They reached the cottage gate;
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His harse stood ready ; maay, 100, were there,

Who came to say Good by, and wah
To the young health and

It is o sueet, albeit most painful, fecls

To know we are regretted, “ F " sand

And oft repeated, one lat wild embrace

Given to his pele Mother, who stood there,

Her cold hands prest upon 2 brow as cold,

In all the bursting heart's full agony—

One Jast last kiss—he sprang upon his horse,

And urged his utmost speed with spur and rein.

Helspast « - ~outofsight. = =« =« =

The mufed drum is rolling, and the

N«admcbouh-mrchi’o:rt&'bd.

And stately steps are pacing that

With slow and measured tread ; but brow

Is darkened with emation, and stern eyes,

That looked unshrinking on the face of death,

When met in battle, are pow moist with tears.

The silent ring is formed, and in the mide

Stands the Descrter ! Can this be the same,

The young, the gallant EDWARD ? and are these

The&nnhpm'mdia his eadly dreams?

Thml'm«edha::n.thhdoa-o(open.hml

Alas, for young and passionate spirits ! Soon

hlnligb{sviﬂ dazsle. He hed madly {ood

The rebel banner! Oh "twas pnde to Iin "

v is fate with Emin's patriot , to fight

For liberty or the grave | Hut he was now

{ A prisoner——yet there he stood, 3s €rm

As tho' his feet were not upon the tomb:

~*Niu:h«hwaum!euwmbk.w‘aleoﬂ;

But his Jip trembled not, and his dark

Glanced proudly reund. But when n bared
his breast

For the death-shot, and took a portrait thence,

He clenched his hands, and gasped, and one deep b

Of agoary burst {rom him ; and he hid

His face awhile— his mother's look was there.

He could pot steed his sau) when be recalled
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The bitterness of her despair. It passed—
‘That moment of wild anguish ; he knelt down ;
'slm mpro\::: shed its glory over one,

oung, and brave, nerved in energy;
The next fell over cold and bloody cdl:;? - -
~—"There is a deep voiced sound from yonder vale
Which ill accords with the sweet music made
By the light bicds nestling by those green elms,
And a strange contrast to the blossomed thorns.
Dark plumes are waving, and a silent hearse
Is winding through that lane. They told it bore
A Widow, who died of a broken heart ;
Her child, her soul’s last treasure,—he had been
Shot for desertion ! L.E L.

[Tu the Fifth Sketch, last week, the first seven
Jives should have been printed as a head to the

poem.

The closing note refers back to the previous poem, on page 26
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SONGS,

1.
‘Ab, ook upom those withered flowens,

And look wpon that beoken Jute !
Why are those roses scentless, dead ?
are those gemle chords so0 mute ?

A sunbeam pas’d and kimed those flowers,
Waked the young bloces, 1he incenso sigh;
Bot darkiing came o'er that ray,
The rose was keft to droop, te die!

A wiad breathed by snd waked the lyre,
Oh mever had it such 3 sound

But scon the gale too rudely swepr—
The lote lay tecken ca the ground !

These thimgs sre emblems of my beart ;
And what has been thine iefuence there ?
You taught me fest love’s happiness,
How could you teach me love's despair !

A -
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2. LOVE'S LAST WORDS,

Light be arcund thee, hop: be thy guide;

Gay be thy bark, and smooch be the tide ;
5o the wind that beareth thee on,

Sweet be thy welcome, thy wanderlags done,

Brght be the bearth, may 152 eyes love best

Greet the long-sbeent apyin w.h’i: rm

He thy life like glad music which fosteth away

As the gale lingering over the rose-tree in May.

Bat yet while thy moments in melody roll,

Bemdakumenh-mlmou":?wnl.

Be the song of the evening thrice sad on thine ear—

Then think how your twilights were past away here.

And yet Jee the shadow of sorrowing be

Light as the dream of the morsing to thee !

One foud, faint recollection, one last sish of thine

May be granted to love wo devoced 38 mine !

|
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3. ryun qvsic,
Thou ant looking on the face of might, my love !
le not yon evenae star beighs, my love ?
Methinks & &
A world of bliss
For spirits a1l softness and lizht, my love !
This earth is so chilled with care, my dear !
Would we might wing our fight there, my dear!
For love to blage

With the cloodless rays
Tt would 2ave in a weeld so fair, my dear!

Hut my wish 10 vise that star, dear Jove!
Is vala & my other bopes are, dear bove!
For my beart’s wild sigh
Of idvianry
Bresthes with thee like that plance atar, dear love”
LEL
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Advertisement
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ORIGINAL FPOETAY.

Sketches from Drawings by Nie, Deogley.
s Sketeh !hct;”:m. e
TIME arresting the Carcer of PLEASURE,

His fron haod grasped o Bacchante™s arnm,

And at b touch the rose and vioe leaves died ;
He pointed to the cirele where the Hours

Held om Wielr visible conrse,

Stay thee on thy mad career,
Other sounds than Minth's are near;
Fling not those white arms in air ;
Cast those roses from thy hair;
g:xurhihthacghu'w‘ feet;
il thy golden cymbals” beat ;
Ring not thus thy joyous haugh ;
Cease that pusple cup to quaff;
Hear my voice of warniog, hear,—
Stay thee on thy wad career!
Ym:;hm N:;m is round thee now,
Roses thy brow;
Mmm:;nr;.mq eyes;
Spring is in the crimson dyes
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O’er which thy dimple-smile is wreathing ;
Incense on thy lip is breathing ;

Light and Love are round thy soul,~—

But thunder peals o"er June-skies roll ;
Even now the storm Is near—

Then stay thee co thy mad carcer !

Raise thine eyes 10 yonder sky,
There is writ thy destiny ;
Clouds have veiled the new moonlight
Stars have fallen from their height ;
These are emblems of the fate
That waits thee—dark and desolate!
All Morn’s lights are now thine own,
Soon their glories will be gone |
What remaios when they depart ?
Faded hope, and withered heart
Like a fiower with no perfome
To keep 2 memory of its bloom !
Look upon that hour-marked round,
Listen to that fateful sound ;
There my silent band is stealing,
My more silent course revcaling ;
Wild, devoted PLeasune, hearp—
Stay thee on thy mad career L. E L.
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
Sketches from Designs by Mr. Dazley.
Sketch the Second,
LovE touching the IHoms of a Sxa1L, which is
shrinking from his hand,

Love's feeling is more soft, and sensible,
Than are the tender horns of ceckled snails.

Oh, you have wronged me !—but, or e'er 1 tell
How deep I feel the injury, 1 will

One moment linger o’er the things which were
Precious as happiness ; I will just say,

For the last time, how I have loved you! All

My hopes in life dwelt with you, for you were
The centre of existence ; all | said,

Or did, or thought, had reference to you.

I would have shared the bleakest

With you, and only sorrowed for your sake 3

I would have given up all the world could give

Of pleasure for you—and your kiss, your smile
To me had been light, mirth, and revelry.

You had my soul’s first incense, for my heart

Had never darkened with love's conscious shadow,
Till you did sct your image like a2 seal

Upon its every fibre. Oh, I could _

Have borne with open shame, with pain, with toil ;
Have drained the veriest dregs of bitterness—
But cannot bear unkindness and neglect.

Thrice venomed is the wound when "tis Love's hand
Inflicts the blow. Look on this picture —here
Are all my feclings imaged ! Mark how soon,
How sensitive that creature shrinks away

From Love’s rude touch, within its own calm home.
"Tis thus my soul’s revealings have been checked,
And forced to shrink within themselves again,
And I might envy even that % cockled ™ Snail;

It will find in its shell 2 quiet rest—

But when my feelings turn unto the heart |
That sent them forth, what will they find there but
A desert, where the too impassioned past

Has left deep fiery traces ! L.E.L,
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
Sketches from Designs by My, Dagley,

THE CUP OF CIRCE.
4 All have drank of the cap of the enchantress.”

She sat a crowned Queen—the ruby’s light
Gleamed like a red star on the dark midnight
Amid her curls ; but as they downward fell

To meet her ivory neck’s luxuriant swell,

Some roses twined around the flowing hair—
Fair roses—yet her neck was far more fair:

They were in summer perfume, and they gave
Fresh fragrance forth at each light tress’s wave,
Her cheek was crimson beauty, and her cye
Flashed light upon its varying brilliancy.

There was a spell in those dark eyes, and all
Bent joyfully beneath its radiant thrall:  [raised
Their power was on the heart.  One white hand
A sparkling vase, where gold and opals blazed
Only less glorious than her starry eyes ;

(How sweet the incensed breathings that arise
From that enchanted cup !) and she the while
Held the bright poison with a witching smile,

Al gathered round. 1 marked a fair child stop
And kiss the purple bubbles from the top 3

A white haired man, too, hung upon the brim—
Oh! that such pleasure should have charms for
And by hisside a girl, whose blue eyes, bent [him—
On the seducer, looked tuo innocent

For passion'smadness ;—but love's soul wasthere —
And for young Love what will not woman dare !
There was a warrior—ob, the chain was sweet
That bound him prisoner to the Circe's feet :

He knelt and gazed upon her beauty ; she
Smiled, and reccived his wild idolatry 5 {tone
Then sighed that low sweet sigh, whose tender
s witching, from its echo of our own,

The Painter's skill has seized 2 moment where
Her hand is wreathing mid his ravea hair ;




41

Literary Gazette, 10th August, 1822, Page 487 (cont.)

And he is bent in worship, as that touch,

That soft light touch, were ecstasy too much,

He is just turned from that bewildering face

To the fair arm that helds the magic vase—

The purple liquor is just sparkiing up—

The youth has pledged his heart’s truth on that
cup ! L.E. L
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ORIGINAL PORTAY.
POETICAL SKETCHES.

Third Series,—Sketch the First,
THE MINE.

A, he strange varieties of life!
We Nve "mvid perils and pleasures, Hie
Churacters ‘graven an the sand, or baes
Colouring the ratabow. Wild as a sick
And changefal xs a malden, s this drens,
This brietf desasn on enrth « « . .

Their doom was minery,

They were two lovers.—Oh how much is sald
In that brief phrase ; bow much of Fapps
Of all that makes life precious, is summed up
Tn telling they were lovers! In this world,
In 3l its many pleasures, all its dreams
Of riches, fame, ambition, there i nooght
Ndodubcligh!dgmg and passionate love.
Ah, its first sigh & worth all else on earth :
“That sigh may be most fugitive, may leave
A burning, broken, or 3 withered heart;
It may know many sorrows, may be crast
With many cares, and all its joys may be
But rainbow glimpses scen in clouds; yer nill
That sigh breathes paradise. — Love ! thoo Bast been
Our ruin and our beaven! Well, they loved —
Otave and his ELons ; from infancy
‘They had been playmates, and they over were
Each otber's shadow ; but when woman's Mush
Came o'er the cheek, and woman's tenderness
Shaded Erore's blue eyes, then Orave's heart
Caught decper feeling. It was just the time
When soft vm'htn been by and answered
blushes, gentle sighs, the eloquent signs
8’f maiden bashfulness and mama love,
Aod Urave Knew he was beloved, that when
The fresh spring leaves were oa the firs, Ecorg
‘Kwﬂ be b:‘m indeed. "Tis a sweet time,
i seas00 passion’s happiness !
The spiric revels in delicious dreams ;
“The future iosobumi!nl.fam
Is then all powerful. They would often sit
For hours by their bright hearth, and tell old tales |’
Of love, true as their own—aor talk of days
Of quiet joy 10 come. And when the Spring
hld’ in green beaaty, they would sweetly rosm

.




43

Literary Gazette, 7th September, 1822, Page 569 (cont.)

By the pale Moon, and in het tender light

Read the love written in each other’s eyes,

And call her for s witness. Ob "tis bliss

To wander thus, arm linked in arm !~ 2 look,

A sigh, & blush, the only anewers given

To the 50 witching rales fond lips are telling.—
One eve they paried even more tenderly

Than they were woat to do; but one day more
Acnd their fate would be linked in a tree bond
Of deep aflection ; hencefortls but one life !—
But the next morn he came not, and Evone
Watched down the vale in vam ! The evening closed,
Andbzh"lml‘omcnwunlhuk;

Mom td again, and found her still alone,
Thae pxﬁd morning, whose “fight should have

Gladness o'er the sweet bride, but shone on tesrs,
On lonelioess and terror ! Days pam’d by.
Hot OLave came not 3 none knew of his fate 3
It was all mystery and fear. They searched
The valleys and the mountaing, but no teace
Was left to tell of eicher 1ife or death :
He had departed like a shadow, Strange
 And dresr were now the many tales they told
In his oun village : some said the mow-pit
' Had beer his grave, snd some that still he lived;
| OF mertas loved by pavert pergs aho
ed beings, w
Bore thern from .z:fo:.'u OLAVE was 50 young,
| 8o beautiful, he might well be beloved
By mountsin-spirits, Bot alas for her,
is widowed Bride ! how soon she ¢ from all
The bevuty of ber youth—her long gold hair
| Lost its braght colour, 3nd her fuir Blue eyes
Forgot the sunshine of their smile, for pever
Her countenance was ened up again
By the heart's gladsome feelings.  So the lived
A solitary thing, to whom the world
Was nothing ; and shie shunned all intercourse,
| Shrunk even from the voice of soothing ; all
Her earthly ties were broken, and she could
Bat hrood o'er her great misery. « ~ «
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“Twasin Fahlun's deep mines & corse was found,

As the dark miners urged their tolsome way,
' Preserv'd from all decay ; the golden Jocks
Curl’d down in rich luxuriance o'er a face
Pale as 4 statue’s—cold and colourless,
But perfect every feature,—No one knew
:"hat youbt;\ it was. The dress was net the same

warn by miners, but of antique shape,
Such #s their fathens’, and they deemed it was
Some stranger who had curiouly e
The depths of Fablus, and the falling rock
Had cloced him from the face of day for ever,
Thnice fearful grave ! They took the bedy up
And bore it 10 the open air, and crowds
Soon gathered round to ook on the falr face
And graceful form, yer still pot one could tell
Aught of it history, But at length there came
An aged woman ; = - « down beside the youth
Trembling ahe knelt, and with her withered hands
Parted from off his face the thick bright haite
She sank upon his bosom, one wild shriek |
Rang with bis name,—My love, my lost Orave!
L.E.L,

Note: From The New Monthly, 1824 Volume Il (Vol.11) page 55, a note to the poem ‘The Swedish
Miner’, unsigned

+ The body of a young Swedish miner was lately discovered in one of the mines of Dalecarlia, fresh
and in a state of perfect preservation, from the action of the mineral waters in which it had been
immersed. No one could recognize the body save an old woman, who knew it to be that of her
lover : — he had perished fifty years before !
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ORIGINAL POETAY.
POETICAL SKETCHES.

GLADESMUIN.

“ There is 2o home like the home of our infancy, no
rememnbrances ke those of our youth; the old irees
nhose tepmest boughs we have climbed, the bedie
containing Dat prize A bied’s nest, the niry tale wo

heard Ly the dreside, nre things of deep and setious
teterest s santurity.  The heart, crushed or hardened
ey Mt Intercosrae with the world, turas with affectisnnt~
[ delicht 1o (s varly deeams.  How § pity these whnse
‘ehildboad bas been un'appy! to them one of (hn
sweetest springs of feedieg bas been eiteriy denled, the
most green and beastilel part of Nfe Inid wiste.  But
!

te thave whose spteng bas hern what spring sheuld ever
be, Iresh, buayant, and yisdsome, ':ou cup bas et
been prisemed at the Arst dranght, bow delicions is re.
collection’ they truly huow the pleasares of memory."

« = = « = =« Therelsnot

A valley of quict happiness,

Bosomed in greener trees, or with 2 river  [hills
Clearer than thire, Gladesmuir! There are huge
| Like barriers by thy side, where the tall pins
‘Stands stazcly as a warrior in his prime,

 Mited with low gnarled caks, whese yellow leaves
“Are bound with ruby tendnls, emerald shoots,

' And the wild No.mddnbm‘wtﬂc;

And even more impervious grows the brier,
Covored with thores and roses, mingled like
Pleasures and pains, but shedding richly forth
Its fragrance oa the air ; and by s side
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The wilding broom as sweer, which gracefully
Flings its long tresses like a maiden’s hair

Waving in yéllow beaaty. The red deer
Crouchet in safety in its secree lair ;

The sapphire, bird's-eye, and blue violets

Mix with white daisies 1 the grass beneath ;

Aud 10 the boughs sbore the woodlark builds,
And makes sweet music to the morming ; while
All day the stock-dove's melancholy notes

Wil plaiatively—the only scunds beside

The Lum of the wild bees around some trunk

Of »n old moss-clad cak, in which is reared

Their honey palace. Where the forest ends,
Stretches 2 wide brown heath, till the blue sky
Becomes its boundary ; there the only growth
Are straggling thickets of the white.flowered thom
And yellow furze ; beyond are the grass-fields,
And of yet fresher verdure the young whest ; —
These border the village, The bright river
Bounds like an arrow by, buoyant as youth
Rejoicing in its steength.  On the left side,

Hulf hidden by the aged trees thar time

Has spared u{zooouna; their sancrity,

The 3; grey church is seen @ its mossy walls
And ivy-covered windows tell bow Jong

It has sacred. There is a lone path
Winding beside yoa hill : vo neighb’ring height
Commands 5o wide 2 view ; the sncient spive,
‘The cotteres, their gerdens, and the heath,
Spread fur beyond, are in the seen !
By glimpses as the green waaj Kreen gives way. |
One is now tracing it, who gazes round |
Asx each look were bis list.  The anxious |
“That drinks the sir as every breath mmﬂh 3
The burried step, yet Lingering ot times,

As fearful all it felt were but 2 dream—

How much they tell of deep and iaward feeling !
"That stranger is worn down with toil 20d paia,
His sinewy frame is wasted, and his brow

Is datkened with long suffering: yet he is

Oh more than happy '—he has reached his home,
And RoNALD is a wanderer no more.




47

Literary Gazette, 14th September, 1822, Page 583-584 (cont.)

How often in that fuir romantic land

Where hre had been 2 soldier, he had turned
From the rich groves of Spuin, to think uvpon

The oek and pine ; turmed from the spicy air,
To sicken for his own fresh mountain $
And loved the night, for then familiar things,
The moon and stars, were visible, and looked

As they had always done, and shed sweet tcars
To think that he might see them shine again
Over his own Gladesmuir ! That silver mooo,

In all her perfect beauty, i now rising ;

The purple billows of the west have yet

A shadowy glory ; all beside is calm,

And teader and serene—a quiet light,

Which suited well the melancholy joy

Of Roxarn's heart, At every step the light
Played o'er some old remembrance ; now the ray
Dimpled the crystal river ; now the church

Fiad sl its windows glittering from beneath

The curtaining ivy. Near and more near he drew-—
His heart beat quick, for the nexc step will be
Upon his farher's threshold ! But he paused —
He beard 3 sweet and sacred sound —they joined
In the accustomed psalm, and then they wid

The words of God, and, last of all, a er
More solemn and more touching. He could hear
Low 30bs as it was uttered. They did pray

His safety, his return, his happiness ;

And ere they ended he was in their arms !

The wind rose up, and o’er the calm bive sky
The tempest gathered, and the heavy rain
Beat on the casement ; but thc{rm d them round
The blazing hearth, and sat while Roxarp spoke
Of the fierce battle ; 3ud all answered him

With wonder, and with telling how they wept
Duridg his absence, how they numbered o'er

The days foc his retura, Thrice hallowed sbirine

|

|
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Of the heart’s intercourse, our own freside !
| do remember in my early youth
I parted from its cirdle ; how 1 pined

ith happy recollections, they to me
Were sickness and deep sorrow ; how 1 thought
Of the strange tale, the laugh, the gentle smile
Breathing of lore, that wiled the night away. :
The hour of absence .lnnp?- !
With those who loved me. What a beauty dwelt|
In each accustomed face ! what music hung |
g: each familiar voice! We circledin ‘

r meeting ring of happioess, If ¢'er
Thhlihhafb.l‘i:,lkmudfckitdn.!— |
But there was one RoNALD remembered nox, .
Yet “twas a creature beautiful as . |
With oyes blue as the harebell when the dew
Sparkles upon its azure leaves ; a cheek |
Fresh & 2 mountain-rose, but delicate |
As rainbow colours, and as changeful too. |
“The orplian ELLEN, have you then forgot |
Your laughing playmate?" RonaLp would h-nl

cdaupd

The maziden to his heart, but she shrank back |
A crimson blush and tearful lids belied |
[Her light tone, as she bade him not forget |
So soon his former friends, Byt the next mom |
Were other tears than those sweet ones thet come |
Of the full heart’s o'erflowings, He was given,
The loved, the wanderer, to their prayers at last; |
But he was now so changed, there wis no trace |
Left of his former seif ; the glow of health, |
Of youth, was gone, and in his sallow cheek |
AJM«hycdeaymvi-‘bk;— |
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All felt that he was sinking to the grave,
He wandered like a ghost around ; would lean,
For hours, and watch the river, or would Le
Beneath some aged tree,and hear the birds
Singing so chieerfully, and with faint step
Would sometimes try the mountaio side, He loved
To look upon the setting sun, and mark
The twilight's dim 2 He said be was
Most happy that all thro” his life one wish
Had sl present on his soul—the wish
That he might breathe his native air again ;—
That prayer was granted, for he died at home.
One wept for him when other eyes were dry,
":'_rm«l his name in silence and in tears,

ill her young heart's impassioned solitude
Was Slled but with his image. She had scothed
And watched his last few hours—Dbut he was gooe !
The grave to her was now the goal of hope
She pass'd, but gently as the rose-leaves fall
Scattered by the spring gales. Two months had fed
Since Roxawn died; they threw the summer

flowers

Upoa his sod, and ere those Jeaves were tinged
With autuma’s yellow colours, they were twined
For the poor EviLex's death-wreaths! - « - .
~=They made her grave by Ronawv’s, L. E. L
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POETICAL SKETCHES.

Third Series.—Sketeh the Third.
THE MINSTREL OF PORTUGAL

Their path bad been a troubled one, each step
Had trod nid therns aud spongs of bitterness,
Bat they bad fed away from the cold world,

And fvund, in & teir valley, soltode .
And happiness in themselves. They oft woold rove
Thee' the dark forests when the go light

Of evening was apen the val, or cateh

The first wild bresth of .ﬂl‘ﬂl on the hill,

And in the hot nooa seck some grecawood shade,
Filled with the wasc of the hirds, the lraves,

Of the descending walery' divtant song.

And that youag maiden hong deligtiecly

Upon her misntre] Jover™s words, when he
Breathed some old melancholy verse, or told
LLove s grer-varying histoties | and her smile

, Thanked him so tenderly, that be forgol

Ty theught of het to scora the fatteries

He was 9o proud of once. 1 need not say

How happy Lis sweet mistress was—~Oh, all
Know love is woman's happiness,

Come, love, we'll rest us from cur wanderings :
The violets are fresh among the mows,

The dew is not yet on their purple lesves,
Warm with the sun’s kst kiss—«it here, dear love !
This chesnut be our canopy. Look up
Towsrds the beautiful heaven! the fair Mooa
Is shining timidly, like a young Queen

Who fears to claim her full authority :

The staps shine in her presence; o'er the sky
1A few light clouds are wandering, like the fears
That even happy love must know ; the air

Is full of perfume and most musicsl,
Altbough no other sounds are on the gale
Than the soft falling of the mountain nill,

Or waving of the leaves. "Tis just the time
For legend of romance, and, dearest, now

| 't have one framed for thee : it is of love,

{ Most perfect love, and of 3 faithful heart
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That was a sactifice upon the shrine

Itself had reared! 1 will begin it now,

Like an old tale :—There was a Princess once,
More beautiful than Spring, when the warm look
Of summer calls the blush upon her cheek,

The matchless Isaner of Portugal,

She moved in beauty, and where'er she went
Some heart did homage to her loveliness.—

But there was one—a youth of lowly birth—
Who worshipped her !-—1 have heard many say
Love lives on hope ; they knew not what they said :
Hope is Love's happinea, but not its life ;-

How many hearts have nourished a2 vain flame

In silence and in secret, though they knew [them !
They fed the scorching fire that would consume
Young JuaN loved in veriest hopelessness '

He saw the lady ooccamuuum,—-

Saw herwhen bent in mcek humility

Befure the altar ; she was then unveiled,

And Juax gozed upon the face which was
Thenceforth the world to him ! Awhile bhe locked
Upen the white hands clasped gracefully ;

The rose-bud lips, moving 1n uﬂ,t prayer;

The raven hair, that hong as 2 dork cloud

On the white brow of morniog © She arose,

And as she moved, her slender figure waved
Like the light cypress, whea the breese of
Wakes music in its boughs.  As Juan knele

It chanced her eyes met his, and all his soul
Maddened in that slight glance ! She left the place;
Yet still her shape scemed visible, and sill

He fel: the light through the long eyolash steal
And melt within his heart ! « « - -
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metmbfccummpdonddm:
He lingered on the spot which she had made
So sacred by her ce, and he thought

It happiness to oaly breathe the air

Her sigh had perfumed —but to press the Boor
Her faery ugludhdlwed He renounced
All projects of ambition, joyed no more |
lnpkmofhum.bothham
Confned to one peculiar spot, he strayed
Where st he saw the Princess ; and the court
Through which she pas'd o m:ha,mhmo
To lum a home ; and either he recalled
Foodly her mryloot of else embalmad

Her name in wild sweet song, - - - -

His love grew blazed abroad —a Poet's love

Is immortality ! The heart whose beat

Is echoed by the lyre, will have its griefs,

lts tenderness, remembered, when each pulse
Has loog been cold and anill, So-cplndhn.
And others marvelied, half in

They little knew what ide love ever has

In self devoteduess. ¢ Princess heard

Of her pale lover ; butmanh«
H«m:h«nhu she heard it silently,

It could not be but woman's heart mest

Such foad and faithful homage !— But some deemed
or . Theybd e yout

And the King sent him gold ; he tarned away,
Aad would not look upoa the glittering treasure —
And thea they banished im ! He heard them sy
He was an exle with a ghastly smile,

And murmured sot—but rose and left the dty.
' He went on silently, until he came

To where 2 little hill rose, covered o'er

With lemon shrubs and golden oranges;

‘The windows of the palace where she dwelt—
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His %0 loved lsAnEt—o eriooked tbcznc
There was some gorgeous féte there, he Hgbt
Streamed through the httces, and 2 far sound
Of lute, and dance, and song, came echomg,

The wanderer hid his face— but from his brow
His hands fell powerloss' Some gathered round
And raised him from the ground: his eyes were

closed,

His lip and cheek were colourless j—they told
l{nl::an-.bmhu? ..o

His Princess never knew an carthly love :

She vowed herself 10 heaven, and she died youug !
The evening of her death, 3 strange sweet sound
OFf music amo.dclooomnl dream :
| With that her spirit parted from this earth,

Many remembered that it was the hour

Her humble Lover perished ! L.E. L.
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POETICAL SKETCHES, |

Third Series.—Sketch the Fourth,
THE CASTILIAN NUPTIALS.,

A“ “ m. .‘: A
A cloul came o‘ernydz:lhy.' oWy
The dream of passion soon was past,

A summer’s day may never last— -
Yes, cverwo_t ng knew ‘ :
One only bope was left—revenge. ' ¥
He wedded un.l:‘:-qthr-m o Ae

Are very vain, and ae for fears

[ know them not~I deeply swore... . ... .
No lip should sigh where mine before .

Had sealod its vow, no heart should rest

Upon the bosom mine had prest.

Life bad no ili | would not lrave T
To claim him, even in the grave !

Fair is the form that in yon orange bower,
I&ke a lone spirit, benadt beside tcl'u lamp, .

hose silver light is flung o'er clustering o
And myrtle with pearl n:ﬁ. and clummi..
Green moss and azure violets have formed
The floor, and fragrant bloom the Re.
And perfumed shrubs the pillars, round _
The vine has crept, and mixed its purple Y
Amid the nch-hued blossoms ; citron tr b do ol
And beds of hyacinths, have sent their s ‘o
won the odorous dew of the night gale, PR

bich,phyingwi(ht,homuiblinglmx._ gs roun
A changeful light—now glancing on the flowers,

And brightening every hue—now lost in 3
Look out upon the night ! There is no star
In beauty visible—the Moon is still

Sojourning in her hall—the ciouds .
Are thickening round ; but though the tempest’s.

Will herald in the morning, all is still, .
And calm, and soothing now,—no rougher sounds
Than the low murmur of the mountain rill,
And the sweet music of the nightingale,
Are on the air, But a far darker storm,

"‘z"“;r"‘“lh‘hm.ﬁtﬁﬂm 233g e
Of m fast . ws3aad]
O’er that bright c::"mm head, y bower
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And fai breathe but of hippiness,

Agd iy e e b f b

That ¢'er with roselight dyed 3 summer coud,
Were pale beside her cheek ; her raven hair
Falls even to her feet, though fatened up

Ju many 2 eurl and braid with bands of pearl;
And that whize bosom and those rounded armi
Are perfect a2 statue’s, when the skill

Of jome Bne touch has moulded it to beauty.

Yet there are tears within those radiant eyes,
And that fair brow is troubled ! She is young;
But her heart s youth is gone, and innocence
And peace, and soft and gentle thoughts, have fled
A breast, the sanctuary of unhallowed fires,
That Jove bas led to gualt, At each light stir
Of but 2 waving beanch, 2 falling leaf,

A deeper crimson burnt upea her check,

Each pulso beat cagerly, for every sound

To her was FERNAxD's step, and then she mek
Pallid and tearful, with that sickening throb

Of sadoess caly love and fear can kaow,

The night yuss'd on—she touched the silver chords,
And aoswered with her voice her lone gustar,

It pleased her for 3 while :—it soothes the soul
To pour its thoughts in melanchely words,

And if aught can charm sorrow, music can,

The soug she chose was one her youth bad loved,
Ere yet she knew the bicterness of grief,

But thought tears luxory :—

Oh take thet starry wreath away,

pot those roses o'er my lute !
The brow that thou wouldst crown is pale,
The chords thou wouldst awaken mute,
Look on those broken gema that lie
Beside those flowers, withering there ;
Those leaves were blooming round my lute,
Those gems were bright amid my hair,
And they may be 2 to tell
Of all the ruin love will make:
He comes in beauty, and then leaves
The hope to fade, the heart to break !
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The song died in low sobs, = | ever fult

That it would come to this,~that 1 should be
Forsakcen and forgotten ! | would give

Life, more than hfe, those precious memories

Of ness and Fernasp ! 1'd forget

That been beloved, all | have known

Of raptwre, all the dreams that long have been

My sole existence, but to feel again

Ax ] felo ere | loved —ere | had given

My cvery hope as passion’s mcrifice.””

Her face was hiddea in her hands ; but tears
Trickled chrough her slight fingers—tezrs, those late
Vain trihutes to remorse ! At length she rose,
And paced with eager steps hee scented bower,
Then trimmed her lamp, and gethered flowers and

leaves, [(fully 3
Twined them in wreathes, and placed them grace.
Then felt the vanity of all her care,

And scattered them around. The morning broke,

‘And hastily she left the shade, to hide

From all her ansious heart—her misery! -

That day she knew her fate—heard that Feananp

“Was now betrothed to the high-born Brancue,

Hern1oNE wept not, although her heart

Swelled pigh to bursting ; but she hid her thoughes.

Nest morniog she was gane ! « - - « -

The palace was all lustre, like » dome,

A fairy dome ; the roofs were all one blare

With lamp and chandelier ; the mirrors shone

Like streams of light, and, waving gracefully,

The purple draperies hung festooned with wresths,

That shed their incense round. Hall after hall

gcoodilwlwmwlmdow. Prood the feam
Duke to-night gives for his peeriems child,

Aond Castile's noblest ure all met 10 greet

Braxcie and her lover : princely forom,

And ladies y whose footsteps fell
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Soft as the music which they echoed ; light, |
And melody, and perfume, and sweet shupes,
Mingled together s glorious dresm.—
HERMIONE is there ! She has forsskea
Her woman's garb, her long dark tresses foat
Like weeds wpon the Tagus, and no one

Can in that pale and melancholy boy
Recal the lovely woman, All in vain

She Jooked for him she sought ; but when coe past
With raven hair and tall, her beart beat high—
Then sank again, whea ber so eager glince

Fell on a strangec’s face. At length she reached
A stately room, richer than all the rest,

For there were loveliest things, thoogh not of life:
Canvas, to which the puinter’s soul had given

A heavenof buut’ ; and statues,w hich were touched
With art 90 exquaite, the marble seemed
Animate with emotion. It is strange,

Amid its deepast feelings, how the soul

Will cling to outward images, as thus

It could forget its sickness ! There she gazed,
And envied the sad amile, the patient hook,

Of a pale Magdalen : it told of grief,
:um‘ﬁmwulwmwm
y vases Slled with fragrant shrubs, were shapes
Of Grecian deities and nymphs : she drew

Sod paraliels with her of Cretes, who wep

O’er her Athenian lover's perjury.

She left the ball of paintings, and parsued

A corridor which opened to the air,

And entered in the garden : there awhile,

Beneath the shadow of 2 tree,
SMWWMWAMINM

Of those bright groves were Lidies lingering,

Who listened to most geatle thiogs, and then
Blushed like the roses near them ; apd light groops
Of gladsome dancers, gliding o'er the turf,

Like elfin revelling by the mocolight. f

—————

e —
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She looked up to the lovely face of heaven :—

It was unclouded, and the rolling moon

Past o'er the deep blue sky like happiness,
Leaving a trace of light ; she gared around,

And all was fair and gaily beautiful—

There was no gloom but that within her heart,
A, this is very loneliness to feel

So wholly destitute, without one thing

That has a portion in our wretchedness®

Then two came by——that voice to her was death—
It was her false Feunaxp's! A lovely girl

Hung on his arm, so soft, so delicate,

It seemed a breath might sweep her from the earth;
And FERNAND bent with so much renderness

To catch the music of the timid voice,

Which dared not breathe its love-vow audibly.
HermioXE rushed thence, as if her step

Had been upon the serpent’s Liir.  That night
She brooded o'er her wrongs, and bitterly

Prayed for revenge! - - - And this is Woman's fate :
All her affections are called into life

By winning flatteries, and then thrown back

Upon themselves to perish, and her heart,

Her trusiing heart, filled with weak tenderness,

Is left to bleed or break ! - - - =

The marriage feast was spread,the guests were round,
The halls were filled with mirth, and light, and song,
High o’er the rest the youthful pair were placed,
Beneath a canopy of fretted gold

And royal purple. With a shout they drank
Health and long blessedness to the fair bride !
And FERNAND called for wine, to pledge them back
His thanks. A slender Page approached, and held
The golden cup; = - - There is a marble look
In the dark countenance of that pale boy

Il suiting one so youthful. FERNAND drained |
The liquor to the dregs; yet while he drank
He felt the eagle glance of that strange Page
Fix on him like a spell. With a wild laugh
Of fearless taunting, he took back the cup—
That laugh rang like 2 demon's curse! The sounds |
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R R o
Muttered the words—* Vengeance !’ ‘ Herwione !’

Brancie broke the silence by ber shriek— Feg-
NAND

' Had f3llen from his seat, bis face was black
. With jnward sgeay—that draught bore fate !
| That Page had poisoned him !—Ju dread they turned
To where the murderer was: she had nee moved,
auuwd with fixed eyes; the clouds of death

ere on her face—she 100 had pledged that cup!

LEL
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| In the fond sacrifice—the cheek may Yose
| Tts summer crimson ; but at Jeast the rose
'| Has withered socretly—at least, the heart
| That has been victim to its tenderness,

| As wretched 25 itself. Bot to be loved

|| Wieh foelings deep, eternal as our own,

| And yet to know that we must quell those feelings
| With phantom shapes of prudence, worldly care—

| Wheoso caly stac i this dark workd s love !

Literary Gazette, 5th October, 1822, Pages 633-634

ONIGINAL PORTRY.
POETICAL SKETCHES.

Third Serier.—Stetch the Fifik.
THE LOVER'S ROCK,

Lile's dearest bands sntw }

“ON why should (ate such Em-n have,
Or why so sweet a flower as love

10{ :ﬁr"m “s‘:hl'huu ',
w - when ek o

I« prode and a° the lave on't; e
Fie, fle on silly cowanl man,

Thet he should e tha slave o0'L " e Burne.

Most beautifel, most happy ! must there be,
Ciouds on thy sky, and thorns upon thy path ?
Love, why art thou so wmhedrthu, s0 formed
To be the blessedness of life, the last

Sweet relic left of Edea! Yct an thee,

Even on thee, the curse is laid ! Thy cup

Has its full share of birterness. The heart [world,
Is chilled, crushed, and conscrained by the cold
Outraged aed undervalued ; the fine throbs

OF fecling turn to ministers of grief;

All is 50 false 2round, affection’s sell

Becomes suspected.  But of all drear lots

That love must draw from the dark umn of faze,
There is one deepest misery—when two hearcs,
Boen for each other, yet must beat .

Aye, this is misery, 1o check, m:-r“

That which should be our happiness and glory ;
To lave, to be beloved again, snd know

A gulf berween us :—~aye "tis misery!

Thas agony of passion, this wild faith,

Whase constancy is fmixla-‘.'zﬂ is kepe

loviolate j—to feel thac all Life’s hope,

Aod Lghe, and treasure, clings to one from whom
Our wayward doom divides us. Better fur

To weep o'er treachery or broken vows,—

Foc time may tesch their worthlessness: —or pine
With uarequited kwe j—there is 2 pride

Has sighed unechoed by some one a4 true,

For two who Jive but in each other's life,
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Alas, that circumstance had power 1o
The destiny of true loven! - it
Yonder rock '

Has a wild legend of untoward Jove, N
Foud, faithful and m\':r'py! There it standy’
By the blue Guadalquivir§ the green vines
Are like a girdle round the grinice pillars
Of its bare crags, and its durk shadow fulls
Ovwer an ancient castle at the base.
Its Lord had 2 fair Daughter, his sole child,.c -
Her pi is in the old galiery will ¢ A
The frame is shattered, but the lovely face
Looks out in all its beauty ; "tis 2 brow
Fresh, radiant as the spring,—a pencilled arch,
Oune soft dark shadow upon mountain snow; |
A small white hand fings back the raven curls
From off the Moe veined temples; an her cheek
There is 3 colour like the moss rose bud
When fiest it opens, ere the sin and wind
Have Kissed away its delicate st blush 3
And such 2 fairy shape, 23 those fioe moulds
Of sncicot Greece, whose perfoct grace has given
Eternity to besuty, It was drawn
By one who loved her—an Italim boy—
Thas wmh‘de the sweet Iz, He was ane -
Who had each great and glorious gift, save gold ;
_l!!; vmder::;om his native Yand :—to him

ere was deep happiness in patare’s -
And rich luxuniance, and he had the ;ui:.
The buoyant hope,that genius ever fedls
In dreamiog of the that it will carve
To immortality, A swecter dream
Soon filled che youog LEAnDROs heart: he loved,
And all around grew paradise,—INez
Became to him existence, and her heart
Soon yielded to his gemle constancy,

They hed roamed forth together : the bright dew
Was on the flowers that he knelt and gave,
Sweet tribute to his idol. A dark brow
Was beat upon them—"tis her father’s brow !
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And Ixgz flung her on his neck and wi o
He wat not one that prayers or tears might move ;
For he had never kpowa that passion’s powesz,

Aad could net pardon it in others. Love

To him was folly and a feverish dream,

A girl 5 30 vam romance—he did but mack

fes truth sod s devotion,  ** You shall win

Your lady love,” he said with seoraful smile,

“ If you cwn bear her, ere the sun is set,

To yooder suramit : "tis but a light burthen,

And 1 have heard that Jovers can do wonders! ™ .
He deemed it might oot bey but nha: bnlon
Eer found impossible ! ~ - .+ - -

LEANDKO took his noistress in his arme,

Crowde gathered round to Jook on the pale vouth'
And bis yet paler Innz; but she hid

Her fm upon his bosom, and her hair,
Wbmbacblxkcmwnm-id.
Was wet with tears! « « They paused to rest awhile
Beneath a mulberry’s cool sanctuary— .

{11l omened tree, two lovers met their desth
Beneath thy treacherousshade ! "T'was in old time
Evea as now:) it spread ies branches round,

The fruit hang lcke dark rubies 'mid the green

Of the thick Jeaves, and there l&e treasures shooe
Balls of bright gold, the ulk.worm’s summer palice.
LEANDRO spoke mont cheerfully, snd soothed
The weeping girl beside him ; but when next

He lotsed her from his army he did not cpeak,
And Invz wept in agony to look

Uypon his burning brow ! The veint were swelled,
The polished marble of those temyples now

Was turned to crimsan —the krge heavy drops
Rolled over his flushed chcek—-hh lips were parched
And moistensd bat with blood § cach breath he drew
Was 2 convulsive gasp ! She bathed his fage

With the cool stream, and liid her cheek to his—
Bade him renounce his perilous bttempe,

And ssid, ot lexst they now mughn die tosetier?
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ﬁc&mhcotoh«m&.huudnd

The reddening west—the sun was near the wave :

Hecaqbubaﬁhﬁngl:ninh’n.am—

Mainlumudbhud?mbhodhaw
The Life-blood from his heart ! 2 vein had burst. '

« = « And InEz was dead too! - L.E,

L.




Literary Gazette, 12th October, 1822, Pages 648-649

ORICINAL FOXTAY.
POETICAL SKETCHES,

Thurd Serves,—Sketeh the Sizth,
THE BASQUE GIRL AND HENRI QUATRE.

Love ! semmer fower, how soon thou art decayed *

Dpening ansd » paradise of sweels,

Dyipg with withered leaves and cankered stemg !

ﬂ. very memery of thy happiness

Departed with thy beaaty ; heenth and bloom

&qﬂ.n‘ thc“tu'-lh':. b:.m‘- b:;: u;. badst made
en, o losely, e ‘pince,

lamt 'y ML ' '

"Twas one of those sweet spots which seem just
For lovens' meeting, oc for minstrel haunt ; [ made
The Maiden's blush would look so beautiful

By those white roses, and the Poet’s dream
Would be 50 soothing, lulled by the low notes
The birds sing to the leaves, whose soft reply

Is murmured by the wind: the gras beneath

Is full of wild Sowers, and the cypress boughs
Have twined o'er head, graceful and close 3s love.
The sun i« shining cheerfully, though scarce

His rays may pierce through the dim shade, yet still
Seme golden bues are glinciag o'er the trees,

And the blue flood is gliding by, as bright

As Hope's first smile. All, liagering, stayed to gage
Upon this Eden of the painter's ar,

And looking on its los forgoe

The crowded world around them !—Bat 2 spell
’80»:« than the green landscape fxed the eye—
The spell of Weman's bnu? '—By a beech,
‘Whase loeg dark ahadow fell upao the stream,
‘There stood s radiant Girl !—her chesnut hair—
One bright gold tist was en it--loosely fell

In large rich curls upon a neck whose snow

And grace were like the swan's ; she wore the gurh
EOl’hu own village, and her small white feet

' And slender aacles, delicate as carved

‘From Indian ivory, were bare,—the turf [s100d!
Scemed scarce to feel their pressure,  There she
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Het bead leant :;‘:u“'n. the beech’s trunk
Supporung her sl re, and one hand
Prest to her heart, as if to still its throbs '
You never might forget that face,—so young,
So fair, yet traced with such deep charicters
Of inward wretchedoess! The eyes were dim,
With tears on the dark lashes ; still the lip
Could ot quite lose its own accustomed saile

Even by that cheek it its arch

And 1ender playfulness : ymdmdnu,
What can have shadowed such a sunny brow?
‘There is so much of natoral happiness

For spriog’s light sunbeams, or yet lighter dews.
You turned awxy—then c.xmc-!lnd ed again,
Watching the pale and silent lovelioem,

Tl even slecp was haunted by that image.
There was a severed chain upon the grovnd—

2F
4
¥
3
i

1
?Fﬁ

;
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|
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« = « Ilcarnt the history of the lovely picture :

It wasa Pu-utGid'gwhmoooulwzdnu

To one as far above her as the pume

Towers o'er the Jowly violet ; yet will

She loved, and was beloved yot

The many trammels of the world were flung

Around 3 beart, whose first and latest pulse

Throbbed but for beauty : him, the young, the hrave

Cluvalrous Prince, whose name in after years

A nation was to worship—that young heart

Beat with its first wild passion—that pure feeling

Life only once may koow, | will nct dwell

On how affection’s bark was lanched and Jost 1

Love, thou bast bopes like summers, short and
u'ﬁ'

Moments of y and maddening dreams,

lmﬂc%! Buhq‘m‘

Ls pot for thee, If ever thou hast

Gluiet, yet "tis or ere

We bow ws down in pesionate devotion

Vowed to thy altar, then the serpents wake

That coil around thy votaries—hopes that make

Fean burning arrows—lingenng jealousy, |

And b worst powoa of thy cup—neglect! « - &

« = = It matters little how she was forgotten, |

Or¢ what she felt——a woman can but

She prayed her lover but 1o sy Farewell—

To meet her by the river where such hours

Of happiness had paw’d, and said she knew

« « » He bt the —upon the beechen tree
Adwa, Ha:'?m.r:::.umhm

Felt cold within him! He turned to the wave,
And there the beautiful Peasant floated —-death
Hlad scaled bove's sacrifice ! - - & L.E L.
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SONGS ON ARSENCE.
M‘{:an i with thee, Love! though now
u'rt far awgy from me;
l envy even my owa thouglis,
For they may fly to thee,

1 dream of thee, and wake and weep
So sweet 3 decam should fiy;

I pray the winds to bear thee, Love !
An echo of my sigh.

I lock upon thy pictured face
And‘:?dn me.y.
The gentle things 1'd say to thee

If thow wert pot away,

I let no other share A
l.c:they M‘ l:’el g::'ue :

I'm jealous that another’s lip
Shoold only breathe thy name,

I nurse my silent thoughts of thee,
As misers hoard thesr gold,

Or as words of some powerful
Too sacred to be told, v

I read once of 2 magic glus
An Eastern Fairy made

All that was present to the thought
Was in that glass pourtrayed.

In oue thing changed, how | do wish
The magic mirror mise ;

All shapes were imaged there, but |
Would only wish for thipe !
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(SONGS ON ABSENCE)

Not whea plessure’s chain has bound thee,
Not when lighes of joy surround thee,
Not when April birds are singing,
Not when the May-rose is springing,
Not when sommer smiles above,
Think thou of thine sbsent Jove.
But when the green leaves are dying,
And the antuma gales are sighing
Like loce’s lingering forewell sigh, '
We have known that agony)

o fowcrs, ke our b Lie desd,
And cach rejoiciug sng is fled,
When there is nought on carth or sky
To charm the ear or win the eye,
When all is dead around, above —
Then think upon thy abscot love,
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(SONGS ON ABSENCE)

Dcm nudezwhm?oowill,
E:nwnhywum: -
and over s,

En thought will fellow thee,
g flaghits but ahvert as those
mm ‘bee takes from the rose,

Otlau-ai;bumtho-umt.
My heart will be where you are,
;;nmlychaqvbmlmﬂh

< Ye .dft‘cuw.....
\Vo-nqobnﬂ '* 2 fragile thing,
Born for svuch of sulfering :
Like a lute which has & tone
Secred to itself slone,—
However rude the hand that Mors
Jts touch upon the sentle
Music 'wakencd in that heart
Will not bot with life depart—
Even in ns latest sigh
Breathes that native melody,
Love is woman's life, the

MM ofswoal! « « «

m Ioﬂkht:‘:o';
T erough for me to bow,
Like 3 fower before the mum,
Blest but to be shone upon
Yet 1'd pray thee pot forget
The rose shade where fiest we met :
I would have thee somectimes dwell
that twilight howr s farewell.
thou faichful, ke 1o me
)oomdnmo!my,

omumuﬁ! LEL

95r9

Z
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ONICINAL PORETRY.
DRAMATIC SCENES,—1,

-—— .

The very life of love is confidence, 1‘

Agunes. Oh, never, never !

'] am vowed to the grave :—I have loved once,
And woman's heart cannot again expand

Like Scowers that close at eve, but 10 cach sense
Unfold their charms,

Julian (disguised, ) Oh, thou wilt break thy vow :
Theu art 100 young, too beautiful, to nurse ter.
Memory’s pale phantoms! Hope will suit thee
Trast me, fir giel, is the sun of spring.

Agves | do hope—hope most fondly, fernidly,

One last and only bng‘,nﬂm I shall die’
' Fot there are starry ey, where faithful hearts

| Shall mingle in their glory and their love.
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(1 have oft roamed in the blue summer night,
And wept with joy to lock upon the sars;
And as they shed their light upon me, felt
My Juian watched over bis earthly love:
| His voice has seemad to flout upon the winds,
&mu;onhg me to the lmmom:“ v
And 1 have sought my pillow, en happy
In the yweet dreams tylut visited my aleep
Julian, These are tick fancies :—love has power
This earth 21 fair a parsdise as ever [to make
Was fashioned yet in slumber. T have brought
From afar treasures that 2 king would own.
That simple Tute shall be new strung with gold,
And gems shall glisten on it ; delicute pearls,
Like those that ruby lip conceals, shall braid
Thase raven tresses ; and the diamond,
Pure, bright as thou are, all shall grace my queen:
Agnes, Thy offerings are but offerings to the
A fruitless an empty vanity, tomb 3
Why do | {i::tl::—-l carn,ever feel t
As | bave felt before ; yet seill a spell
Is in thy voice that soothes : it bas 2 tone
Like music long remembered—like a sound
Mine ear has treasured up most faithfully.
Julian (aside.) How true love's memory s !
(T her.) The hunter torns not
Despairing from the chase because the deer
Flies from his pursuit : every obstacle
Becomes a pleasure. 1 will win thee yer,
If wruest love can wing 111 wateh each ste
As the young mother watches ber first child :
Your feet shall tread o'er roses, from whose stems
The thorns are cleared anay; the 2ir around
Shall be so sweet, that every breath you draw
Will be enjoyment ; all your waking hours
Shall glide away like music; you shall sleep
To the soft lelling of the harp, your piliow
Upon a heart whose every beat s -
This is your native vill:g: ’s it de’:'?“.
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Aanes. Ob, very, very dear! 1 know fio more
Of the wide world than what we now can sce,
Bounded by the blue skz:ﬂ my heart has yet
Some things to cling to here: I do not fccl

’ Quite desolate amid the many ties '

| Affection here has sanctified, Look where

The silent city of the dead arises,

Its sole inhabitants the cy

Bending their weeping leaves to the black yews,

' And one huge cedar rearing gloomily

His giant height, the monarch of the shades;

The venerable church stands in the midst—

The solemn temple, where the dead and living
Together meet ; you cannot see the tombs,

Su close the trees spread their green canopy ;

But there my mother by my father’s side ‘
Sleeps sweetly—oh, most sweetly—for they dicd
Each in the other's arms ! They never knew
‘That agony of soul which prays for death

But yet lives on,  Oh, that my JuLian’s grave
Had been by theirs, our ashes would have mlud g
But now

Jufian, 1 will not let thee dwell upon thy gnef.
Look to yon vine-clad hill : the setting sun
Streams in full glory on the radiant leaves
And topaz clustersy—the rill, that at noon.day
Is bright and colourless like crystal, now
Flows red with crimson light ; just by that ynnp
Of those old chesnuts will | build 2 bower—

A magic bower, my fairy, for thy home. [sard

Agnes. Oh, no—oh, no—nat there ‘MyJurtas
'If ever he rctumed to claim his bride, .

‘ Our nest of love and happiness should be .
| Beneath that shade. ,
Julian (aside.) Ah why her truth
But one proof more, and [ will lay aside
Diszuise and pray forgiveness for my doubts,—
How sweet will be my e (T lm) I am
From India, and 1 doubt if "tis the grave [(bme_

That holds your JELIAN from your arms. ' -
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Agnes. Gracious heaven, he lives '—
never will be yours, then why traduce
‘The innocent—the absent. ] confide
Securely in his faith.
 Sudian, 1 would have spared
"This pang, but | must vindicate my truth ;
mhmh&hwﬁmlldfu—
Know you this silken this emerald ring ?
Agnes, It is my ring ! The braid of hair | gave !
All else but this, oh God! | could have borne,
Julian (discovering himself.)
Oh, my own AGNes, pardon me !—look up,
Te is thy Jurtan calls! He has not swerved
Even in thought from thee —thou bast still been
His his solace. Lie not thus, my Love,
oa my bosom ; but one look—
One word—to {acubﬂn
A:..‘;. 1 can die ha [revi
ULIAN, | can die Dappy. revive!
u‘:'-.ao-pu she is ! My life—my soul—

, Back to her cheek. Ob, God ! her lip is ice—
‘There is no breath it t
AGxes, thy Jupiay is thy murderer!  L.E.L.
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|

ORIGINAL POETAY.
DRAMATIC SCENES.~(1.

Lesmardi, "Tis finished pow : look on my pic-
ture, Love ! ['::o
Alwine. Oh, that sweet ring of graceful fgures !
Flings her white arms on high, and gaily stokes
Her golden cymbals—1 can almost deem
I hear their beatings; one with glancing feet
Follows ber music, while her crimson chesk
Is flushed with exercise, till the red grape
"Mid the dark tressos of 2 sister nymph
Is scarcely brighter ; there another stands,
A dacker spinit yet, with joyous brow,
And holding a rich goblet ; oh, that child !
Wich eyes 23 blue as spring-days, sod those curls

Lemardi. No—oh no,
§ could not paiat Love as a careless boy,—
Thac passionate Diviaity, whose life
Is of such deep and intense fecling! No,
I am oo true, too earaest, and too bappy,
To ever image by & changefud chid
That which is so unchangeable. But mark
How sweet, how pale, the light that | bave thrown
Over the picture : it & just the time
When Dian's dewy kiss lights up the dreams
That make Endymion’s sleep 3o beautiful,
Lock ou the calm blae sky, so set with stars:
Is it not like some we can both recsll ?
Those ssure shadows of a summer pight,
That veiled the cautious Jutanist who waked
Thy slumbers with his soog. How more than fair,
How Lke 2 spiric of that starry hour,
I used to think you, as your timid hand
Uaharr'd the casement and you leant to hear,
‘our long bair floating loose amid the vines
Around your lattice ; and how very sweet
Your veice, scarce audidle, with the soft fear
That mingled in its low and tender tones!
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.-

Alvine. Nay, now 1 will not listen to the tales
' Our memory is so rich in. 1 have much
For question here, Who is this glorious shape,
That, placed on a bright chariot in the midst,
Stands radiant in his youth and loveliness ?
Around his sunny locks there is a wreath
| Of the green vine leaves, and his ivory brow
' Shines out like marble, when a golden ray
Of summer light is on 1t, and his step
Scarce seems to touch his pard-drawn car, but floats
Buoyant upon the air j—and who 1s she
On whom his ardent gaze is turned ? So pale,~—
Her dark hair gathered round her like a shroud,
Yet far more lovely than the sparkling nymphs
Dancing around that chariot. Yet how sweet,
Though dimmed with tears, those deep blue eyes,
Half turned and half averted timidly  [that smile
From the youth’s lightning glance. Oh tell me now
One of those legends that 1 love so well :
Has not this picture some old history ?

Lemardi, "Ths one of those bright fictions that

have made

The name of Greece only another word
For Jove and poctry; with a grech earth——
Groves of the graceful myrtle—summer skies,
Whose stars are mirror'd in ten thourand streams —
Winds thatr move but in perfume and in music,
And, more than all, the gift of womaa's beauty.

| What marvel that the earth, the sky, the sea,

Were filled with all those fine imaginings
That love creates, and that the lyze presesves!
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Aleine. But for the history of that pale girl
Who stands so desolate on the sea shore ?

Leonardi. She was the daughterof a Cretan King—
A tyrant. Hidden in the dark recess
Of 2 wide labyriath, 2 monster dwelt,

And every year was human tribute paid

By the Athenians, They had bowed 1a war,
And every Spring the flowers of all the cuty,
Young maids in their fine besuty—stately youths,
Were uicrificed to the fierce King ! They Jied ||
In the unfathomable den of want,

Or served the Minotaur for food. At length
There came a royal Youth, who vowed to slay
The monster or to perish | — Look, ALVINE,

That statue is young Theseus,

Alvine. Glorious '

How like 2 god he stands, one haughty hand
Raiscd in defiance ! T bave often looked
Upcn the marble, wondering it could give
Such truth to life and majesty.

Leowardi, You will not marvel Ariadne loved.
She gave the secret clue that led him safe
Through all the labyrinth, and she fled with him,

Alvine. Ah, now | know your tale: be proved

untrue,

This ever has been woman's fate,—to love,
To know one summer day of happinsas,
And then to be most wretched !

Leonardi. She was left

ber 30 heartless Jover while she slept. [him—

¢ woke from pleasant dreams—she dreamt of
Love's er is felt in slamber—woke, and found
Hersell deserted on the lonely shore ! '
The bark of the false Thescus was 2 speck
Scarce seen upon the waters, less and lem,
Like hope diminishing, 6ll wholly past.
1 will not say, for you can fancy well,
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Her desolate feelings as she roamed the beach,
Hutled from the highest heaven of happy love!
But evening crimsoacd the blue sea—a sound
Of music and of mirth came on the wind, |
And radiamt shapes and lauching nymphs danced by,
And he, the Theban God, looked on the mad,
And looked and loved, and was beloved again.
This is the moment that the picture gives:
He has just flung her starry crown on high,
And bade it there a long memorisl shine
How a god loved a mortal.  [le is springing
From ocut his golden car—3nother bovod —
Bacchus is by his Ariadne’s sidc ! a
Alrine, She loved sgain! Oh cold inconstancy. |
This s not woman's love ; her love should be
A feeling pure and holy as the flime
The vestal virgin kindles, fresh as flowers
The spring has but just colouced, innocent
Ax the young dave, sad changeless s the fuich
The martyr seals in blood. s beautifal
This picture, but it wakes no sympathy. [bt give
- Lewsardi, Nest time, ALVINE, my pencil shall
Eizstence to the memory of love’s truth,
Algine, Do you recall a tale you told me once,
Of the forsaken Nymph that Paris left
For new love and ambition ; at his death
He bade them bear him 10 Encone's arms.
She never had forgorten ham @ her hearr,
Which beat so farthfully, became his pallow 5
She closed bis eyes, and pardoned him and died *
Leowandi, Love, yes Ull paint their mecting:
the wan youth,
Dying. but yet so happy in forgiveness
The sweet s with her gentie team,
Filled with meek tenderness, ber pensive hrow
Arching so gracefully, with deep blue eyes
Half hidden by the shadowvy hsh—a look
8o patient, yet so fraught with tenderest focling,
Like 10 an ydol placed uguntlndwinc
Of faith, for all to She stall be,
Saviny thine own inimitabl: smile,
1o 3l like thee, Arvive! L.E. L.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

FRAGMENTS IN RHYME.

I.—The Soldier's Funeral,
And the mufiied drum rolled on the air,
Warriors with stately step were there;
On every arm was the black crape bound,
Every carbine was turned to the ground:
Solemn the sound of their measured tread,
As silent and slow they followed the dcad.
The riderless horse was led in the rear,
There were white plumes waving over the bier:
Helmet and sword were laid on the pall,
For it was a Soldier's funeral.—
That soldier had stood on the battle-plain,
'Where every step was over the slain;
'But the brand and the ball had pass’d him by,
| And he came to his native land to die.
| "Twas hard to come to that native land,
. And not clasp onc familiar hand !
| "T'was hard to be numbered amid the dead,
| Or ere he could hear his welcome said !
| But "twas something to see its clifis once more,
And to lay his bones on his own lov'd shore ;
|To think that the friends of his youth might weep
O'er the green grass turf of the soldier’s sleep!
The buzles ceased their wailing sound
As the coffin was lowered into the ground ;
A volley was fired, a blessing said,
One moment’s pause—and they left the dead '—

.11 saw a poor and an aged man,

His step was fecble, his lip was wan :
He knelt him down on the new raised mound,

| His face was bowed on the cold damp ground,
» | He raised his head, his tears were done,—

The Father had prayed o'er his only Son'!
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11— Lines written wnder a Picture of a Girl
burning ¢ Love-letter,
The lines were filled with gany & tender thing,
All the tmpassion’d heart's femd commualing.
1 tock the scroll @ 1 could not brook
An eye to gaze on it, save mine ;
1 could not bear another's look
Should dwell upon one thought of thine,
My hu‘s: was buming by my side,
1 held thy letter to Jun.

I marked the blaze swift o'er ic glide,
It ¢id not even spare thy name.
Scon the light from the embers past,

I felt s0 sud 1o see it die,
So bright at B, »0 dark at last,
I feared it was love's history,
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- HL.—=Ontlines for a Portruit,
"Tis a dark and Hushing eye,
Shadows, too, that tenderly,

With almost female softness, come
O’¢r its glance of flame and gloom,
His check is pale : or toil or care,
Or midnight study, has been there,
Making its young colours duil,

Yet leaving it most beautiful,

Such a lip! Oh, poured from thence,
Lava floods of elogquence

Come with fiery cnergy,

Like those words that cannot dic ;
Words the Grecian Warrior spoke
When the Pensian's chain he broke ;
Aud that low and honey tone,
Making woman's heart his own,
Such as should be heard at night

In the dim and sweet starlight ;
Sounds that baunt a beauty's sleep,
Treasures for her heart to kecp,
Suited for the citron shade,

Or the soft voiced serenade.

Ravean curls their shadows throw
Q’er 4 high and haughty brow,
Lighted by a smile, whose spell
Words are powerless to tell.—
Such the image in my heart,—
Painter, try thy glorious art ! L.E.L.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

FRAGMENTS IN RUYME.
IV —dArion,
Tug winds are high, the clouds are durk,
But stay not thou for storm, my bark
What is the song of love to me,
Unheard, my sweet Ecr, by thee ?
l’aitlipuy-\lk.nlcynmyduu;

‘But lip nor eye will be like thine,

nd every blush that mantles here
:mbqumwc ht and more dear.

make ity echo in music my own §
::n‘hlmbohuth smile divine,
Agsin 1 must see the red Sowers twine
Around my barp, enwreathed by.thnba-d,
And waken its chords 3t my love’s command, —
1 in a distant but lovely place,
many 3 radiant face ;
the flowers from the purple wine,

:
:

" Bat mmnnmumhi-dt?ae.
-1 have wandered o'er land, 1 lnve wandered o'er sea,

iz
it

But my heart has ne'er wandered, EoLx, from
And, .mymuyglamhd![tbn._
1 will take mo laurel but from thy hand.

. What Is the light of 2 Poet's npame, *

his country that hallows his fame ?
lm'kh“:aybhokzuguedwnm}
As the honour and praise that await him there?
His name will be lost and bis grave forgee,
If the tears of his country preserve them not® -

A e N
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He saw his native temples rise :

FEE
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7 77 He 1id him on the deck to sleep,
And pleasant was his rest, and deep;
He heard familisr voices speak,

« He felt his love’s bresth on his cheek ;

He looked upon his own blue
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.| Even his murderers paused and wept,

.| But looked on the gold and their purpose kept.
More proudly he swept the chords along,

' | "T'was the stirring burst of a battle song—

‘| And with the last close of his martial strain

' He plunzed with his lyre in the deep blue main!

!« < = The tempest has burst from its blackened

.! dwelling,

| The lightning is flashing, the waters are swelling

‘| In mountains crested with foam and with froth,

/i And the wind has rushed like & giant forth §

‘| The deck is all spray, the mast is shattered,

| The sails, like t{:e {nvu in the autumn, are scat-

The Mariner's pale with fear, for a grave [tered ;

Is in the dark bosom of every wave.

The billows rushed—one fearful cry

| Is heard of human agony !

Another swell —no trace is seen

Of what upon its breast has been! « « « &

But who is he, who o'er the sea

Rides like a god, triumphantly,

Upon a dolphin ? All is calm

Around—the air he breathes is balm,

And quiet as beneath the sky

Of his own flowery Arcady ;

And all grows peaceful, as he rides

Mis dolphin through the glasey tides ;

And ever as he music drew

From his sweet harp, a brightening hue,

Like rainbow tints, a gentle bound,

Told how the creature loved the sound.

Anton, some God has watched over thee,

And saved thee alike from man and the sea.

The night came on, a suminer night,

With snowy clouds and soft starlight ;

And glancing meteors, like the flash

A SR e B e b -
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Sent from a Greek girl's dark evelash
O’er a sky as blue as her own blue eyes,
Borne by winds as perfumed and light as her sighs,
The zenith Moon was shedding her light
In the silence and glory of deep midnight,
When the voice of singing was heard from afor,
Like the music that eﬁ:oes a falling star ;
And presently came gliding by
The Spirit of the mclody:
A radiant shape, her long gold hair
Flew like a banner on the air,
Save one or two bright curls that fell
Like gems upon a neck whose swell
Rose hike the duve's, when its mate's caress
Is smoothing the soft plumes in tenderness ;
And one arm, white as the sea spray,
Amid the chords of music lay.
She swept the strings, and fixed the while
Her dark eye's wild luxuriant smile
Upon ARi0N, and her lip,
Like the first spring rose that the bee can sip,
Curled half in the pride of its loveliness,
And half with a love-sigh's voluptuousness,
There is a voice of music swells
In the ocean’s coral groves;
Sweet is the harp in the pcat‘y cells,
Wihere the step of the sea.maid roves.
The angry storm when it rolls above,
At war with the foaming wave,
Is soft and low as the voics of love,
Ere it reach her sparry cave,
When the Sun secks his glorious rest,
And his beams o'er ocean fall;
The rold and the crimson, spread on the west,
Brighten her crystal hall.
The sands of amber breathe perfume,
Gemm'd with pearls like tears of snow,
Around in wreathes the white sea-flowen bloom,
The waves in music flow.
Child of the lyre ! is not thisa s
. That would suit a Minstrel well ?
Then haste thee and share the Sea-maid’s lot,
Her love and her spar- built cell,
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ORIGINAL PORTARY.

FRAGMENTS IN RAYNME,

V.The Happy Inle.

There was a Jight r‘ the stream,

Just one pale and silent bean

From the moon’s depaning car,

From the setting morning star,

Like Hope asking rimidly

Whether it must live or die ;

But that twilight paose is pase,

Crimson hues are colouring fast,

All the eastern clouds that fly,

Banners spread triumphantly,

The moon is but a speck Jvhho,

The sun has locked away her light §

Farewell, Night, thy shadowy gleams,

Dewy flowers, gentle dreams !

Be thy starry pinions furled,

Day bas blushed upon the world,

Never day-beam hath shone o'er

Lovelier or wilder shore !

Half was land, and balf was sea

Where the eye could only see

The blue sky for boundary,

From the green woods sounds are ringing,

For the wakened birds sre singing

To the blossoms where they slept,

Thanks for the sweet watch they kept.

Here stand tall and stately trees ;

Others, that the slightest breeze

Bows to earth, and from their Moom

Shakes and rifies the perfume:

Like woman, feeble but to hless,

Sweetest in weak loveliness!

Muasic is upon the air,

Azure wings are waving there ;

Music is on er hill,

A low song its brighe rill,

Where the water lilies float,

And the Indian Cupid’s boat,

The red lotus ; while above
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Hang the Grecian flowers of love,
‘Ra‘l—lndin‘ soft and bﬁ,’;‘t,
Aves, half perfume and half Light ;

In their leaves the honcy bee ¢
Lulled to sleep voluptuously.
There are shades, which the red sun
Never yet has looked upon,
Where the moon has but the power
Of a cool and 1wilight hour,
By the sea are sparry caves,
Where the music of the waves
Never ceases, and the walls
Are hung with the coronals
Left by Seca-maids, when they wring
Poarls which in their wet hair cling.
"T's a land of fruit and flowers,
Silver waters, sunny hours ;
Humaa foot has never prest
Its 50 sweet and silent rest.
But 2 bark is on the sea,
And those in that bark will be
Soon upon the uland shore,
And ity loneliness is o'er !
Ob, if any dare intrude
Ou the lovely solitude §
If there be that need not fear

ing the sweet quict bere ;
If there should be those, for whom
Leaves expaad and flowers bloom,
Birds breathe song,—oh, if there be,
Surely, Love, it is for thee !
Lover's step would softly press
Flowers with its hight caress ;
Lover's wards would have a tone
With each song in unison ;
Lover’s smiles would be as fair
As the sunniest day-beam there ;
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Her arm round his neck was theown,
His was round her like a sone,
Guarding with such anxious fear
All it had in life most dear.
Pale her cheek, and the sea spray
Dashed upon it, as she lay
Pillowed on her Jover's arm
But her lip still kept the charm
g'raulyn'ndtobhtl:vhih)
its own peculiar smile,
As with him she had vo fear
Of the rushing waters near ;
And the ‘s dark flashiog eyve
Answered her's so tenderly,
S0 wildly, warm .rdu-u,
Mcho:nlywr:yhum.---
But Hope rises from her grave,
There is land upon the wave :
What are toils or perils ?
Reached is the bright nle at las,
Free from care or earthly thrall,
For love's own sweet festival ! L.E. L
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Item included in the Drama section of the magazine

SONNTT
To Mis Kxiry, on her Performance of Juliet,
"T'was the embodying of & lovely thought,
A living picture exquisitely wrought,
. With hues we think, but never lope to see
a all their beautiful realivy :
With somethiog more than fancy can create,
So full of life, 30 warm, so passionate,
Young Beauty ! sweetly didst thou peiat the decp
Intense sffection Woman's heart will keep
| More tenderly than life! 1 see thee now,
With thy white wreathed arms, thy pensive brow,
Standing 30 Jovely in thy sorrowing.
| V've sometimes read, and closed the paic. divine,
Dreaming what that [talian girl might be:
Yet never imaged look or tone more sweet than
thine! l.E.L,

el —
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FRAGMENTS IN RHYME.
V1. The Painter’s Love,

Your skies are blue, your sun is bright ;
Budymmhvuhumal ht

Which gleamed upon the summer sky

“Ti g sace | beve embed the i

Whadt. filled with odours, Soated thm,—
Sometimes in sleep a gale sweeps

Rich with the rose sod m nletug
"l"hlogahcclhnm:hevm
With Autuma’s topas clusters shine §
And watched the laden branches bending,
And heard the vintage songs secending ;
Th very long since 1 h»o seen

The iry'sdesth-wreath, cold and green,
Hung round the old and broken stone
Raised by the hands now dead and gone '
| do remember one lone spot,

By most uanoticed or forgat—

Would that I 1o recalled it not !

It was a little temple, gray,

With half its pillars worn away,

No roof left, but cae cypress tree
Flinging its branches .

In aucient days, this was 2 shrine

For Goddess or for Nymph divine ;

And sometimes | have dreamed 1 heard
A step soft as a Jover's word,

And caught a perfume oa the air,

And saw 3 shadow glidmg fair,

Ditn, sad as if it came to sigh

O'er thoughts, and things, and time pan'd by !
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On one side of the temple stood

A deep and solitary wood,

Where chesnuts reared their giant length,
And mocked the fallen columns’ strength ;
It was the lone wood-pigeon’s home,

And flocks of them would ofttimes come,
And, lighting on the temple, pour

A cooing dirge to days no more :

And by its side there was a lake,

With coly snow-white swans to break,
With eboa feet and silver wing,

The quiet watens’ glietcring,

And when sometimes, as eve closed ia,

[ waked my lonely mandolin,

The gentle birds came glidiag near,

Ax if they loved that song to hear.

“l\lp.t,‘t'.",mym
Was all to0 pare and :
I wiked from caltm and pleasant dreams
To watch the morning’s earliest gleams,

w with light feet ‘mid the dew
m&mkhmhu; '
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And when the bright eyed-moca,

[ sorrowed, Was done vo saon ;
Save that | loved the sweer starlight,
The soft, the happy sleep of night !
Time has changed since, and 1 have wep
The day away ; and when I slepr,
My ing cyes ce'ued not thelr teans;
And jealousies, griefs, hopes, and feary
Even in shumber held ther reign,
And gnawed my heart, and racked vy beain !
Oh much,—mast withering "tis to feal
:pn hours like guilty creatures steal,

o wish the we ¥ was post,
And yet to bv:’zobcp.ac last !
All's in that curse, aught else above
That fell on me—Dbdetrayod Jove ! - . -

There was 3 S¢ er sought our laad,
A IMho'hO'?::a painter's hand
Traced our sweet valleys and our vines,
The mooulight an the ruined shrines,
And vow and then the brow of pearl
And black ¢ ol'tbopoantJ;‘:

We met and loved— sk, even now

My polse throbs to recall that vow !
Our fine kiss sealed, we stood bemesth
The cypress tree's funereal wreath, ’
That temple’s roof.  But what thought 1
Of sught Like el sugury !

I only felt his burning sighs,

1 only looked withia his eyes,

I saw no dooming war shove,
There is soch happloess in love !

I left, with him, my sative shore,

Not as » bride who passes o'er

Her father's threshold with his essing,
With flowers strewn and friends

Kiad words, and parest hopes 1o cheer
The bashfulness of maiden fear ;

L..I L ] —
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But L—1I fled as culprics fy,
By night, watched caly :;m eye
Whase look was all the world to me,
And it met mine 1o tenderly,
] thought mot of the days to come,
| thought not of my own sweet home,
Nor of mine aged father's sorrow,—
Wild love takes no thought for to-mertow,
I left my home, and [ was left
A stranger in his land, bereft
Of even hope ; there wat not one
;'{‘m‘in face to look upoa,—

eir speech was strange.  This penalty
Was meet ; but wnly‘ad from thee,
False love—"twas not for thee to break
The heart but suilied for thy sake !

[ conld have wished once more to see

Thy uﬁm hills, Joveliest Traly !

I could bave wishicd yet to have Lung

Upon the music of thy toogue ; =

I could have wished thy flowers to bloom
cypress planted by my tomb!

This wish is vain, my grave must be

Far distant from my owa country !

I must rest here—Oh lay me then

By the whate church ia youder glea ;

Amid the darkening elms, it scems,

Thus silvered aver by the beams

Of the pale moon, a very shrine y il

For wouaded hearts—it shall be mine &

There is one corner, green and lone,

A dark yow over it has thrown .

Loog, might-lke boughs ; "tis thickly set

With primrose and with violet. 4

Their bloom 's now past ; byt in th.*

They will be sweet and gliening, . .

There is & bird, 1o, of your climey,

w his seog will be,

there are none to chant, save bew
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And let there be memorisl none,

No name upon the cold white stone
The only hearr where | would be
Rembmbered, Is now dead to me!

I would hidt even have him weep
O’er his Iralizn Love's tast slecp.

Oh, téars are a most worthless token

When heans they would have soothed are
broken ! L. E L
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e et S
ORIGINAYL POETRY.

FRAGMENTS IN RHYME.
VIL.—Manmadin, the Indian Cupid, floating

doun the Gunges.®

There is darkness on the sky,
And the troubled waves run high,
And the lightaing flash is breaking,
And the thunder peal is waking ;
Reddening meteors, strange and ‘sri‘ht.
Cross the rainbow’s timid light,
As if mingled hope and fear, : .
Storm and sunshine, shook the sphere.
Tempest winds rush fierce along
Bearing yet a sound of song ;
Music 's on the tempest's wing,
Wafting thee, young Manyanin !
Pillowed on a lotus flower,

- Gathered in a summer hour,
Rides he o'er the mountain wave
Which would be a tall ship's grave!
At his back his bow is slung,
Sugar cane, with wild bees strung,—
Bees born with the buds of spring,
Yet with each a deadly sting ;—

* Camdeo, or Manmadin, the Indian Cupid, is pie.
tared in Ackermann’s reity work on Hindostan in
another form. He is riSing & green parrot, his bow of
sugar cane, the cord of bees, and his arrows all sorts of
fluwers ; butone alone is headed, an | the head covered
with honey-comb.
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Grasping in his infent hand ~
Anw:,udwini_&cahal,

Just a frail and lovely thing,
For but one hour’s &m'-hinn
Orthers, on whose shaft there glows
The red beauty of the rose ;

Some in spring’s half folded bloom,
Some in summer’s full perfome ;
Some with withered leaves and sere,
Falling with the falling year;

Some bright with the runbow-dyes
Of the tulip’s vanitics ;

Some, bound with the lily"s bell,

" Breathe of love, that dares not tell
Its sweet feelings ; the dark leaves
Of the csignum, which gricves
Droopingly, round some were bound ;
Others were with tendnls wound
Of the green and laughing vine,—

~ And the bard was dipp'd in wine.

But all these are summer ills,

Like the trec whose stem distils
Balm beneath its pleasant shade

In the wounds its thorns have made,
Though <he fowers may fade and die,
"Tis but a light penalty.

All these bloom.clad darts are meant
Bt for a short-lived contert !—

Yet one arrow has a power

Lasting till kife’s latest hour—

Literary Gazette, 215 December, 1822, Pages 812

Erqct--;ln the Sketch of Manmadin last week,
for esignum, read ocynum,
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Wcafy day and sleepless nighr,

Lightoing gleams ol fierce dclglu.

l’ngmt and yet poisoned sighs,

gonies and costasies §

Ilo:u.hh fres amid the gloom,

H ting ouly to consume ! u;.h
appiness one hasty draughe,

And the hip has vcm quafed,

Douls, despairiog, crime and craft,

Are upcn that honcyed shalt !

It has made the mned king

Crouch beneath his suffering ;

Made the beauty’s cheek mare pale

Than the foldings of her veil ;

Like a chilMd, the soldier kneel

Who had mocked at flame or steel ;

Bade the fires of genius turn

On their own hu-u.w‘ there burmn ;

A wound, a blight, a carse, a doom,

Bowing young hearts to the tomb !

Well may storm be on the sky,

And the waters roll on bigh,

When MAxMADIN passes by,

Earth below and heaven adove

Well may bend to thee, ob Love !
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VUL —The Peri,
It was a bower of roses, linked by wreatas
Of the golden jasmine, loved by the bee
Whose summer home it is, the flower thar breathes
Upon the Indian girl’s dark hair, when she
Braids her long tresses for festivity.
Beside these sweet and sunny chaing, unclese
Soft leaves, some white as foam flakes of the sea,
Some veined with pink ; but more than all there glows
The hue-like maiden’s check, when love calls forth
Above the blossomns hung an airy form, [the rose.—
Upborne by pinioas of an azure dye,
Playing around Like light ; her check ix warm
With rich carnation, and that starry eve
Has the bright colour of the noon-tide sky.
Her look is passioniess : no deeper hue
Varies that blush, and as she floats, 2 sigh
Of odours, and s fresher fall of dew,
\'doo-:h:ln waving music from those " of
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ORICINAL FOETAY.
FRAGMENTS IN RHYME.

[ Sagrested by the interesting desenption in the Me.
molrs of John Nicol, mariaer, quoled in the Review
of the Literary Gozelte,)

She shrank from 31, and her silent mood
Made her wish only for solitude :

Her eye sought the ground, ss it could pot brook,
For innermost shame, on ancther's 1o Jook ;
And the cheerings of comfort fell on her ear
Like deadliest words, that were curses to hear ' —
She still was young, and she had been fair g

| But weather-stains, hanger, toil and care,
That frost and fever that wear the heant,

. Had made the colours of youth depart

| From the sallow cheek, save over it came
The buming flash of the spirit’s shame.

| They were sailing over the salt sea foam,

Far from her country, far from her home ;
And all she had lefe for her friends to keep
Was 2 name to hide, and a memory to weep !
And her future beld forth but the felon's lot,
To live formaken—10 dic forgon !

She could not w«r and she could not pray,
But she wasted and withered from day to Ly.
1 Till you might have counted each sunken vein
" When her wrist was prest by the iron chain ;
And sometimes T thought her large dark eye
Had the glisten of red insanity.
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She calied me once to her sleeping place;
A strange wild Jook was upoa her fice,
rl'lct eye flashed over her cheek so white,
Like a gravestone seen in the moonlight,
And she in a low unearthly tone—
The from miae ear hath never gone '
“ | had last night the loveliest dream :
My own land shone 1n the summer beam,
I he Selds of the golden grain,
[ heard the reaper’s harvest straio §
'l\onuoodo-thehlluhompmmo,

he thrush and the lark ssng merrily.
A long and 3 weary way | had come ;
Bot | stopp’d, methought, by mine own sweet home.

by beb.nh.udny Father sat there,
With pale thin face, and snow-white hair |
his knec,

hoclo-l:dyg:‘;ot”tonbunm
He led me next where my Mother lay,
And together we knelt by her grave 1o pray,
And heard a hymn it was heaven to hear,
For it echoed one to my young days dear.
This dream has waked teelings Iavz.‘lu; since fled,
And hopes which | deemed in my heart were dead !
~We have not spoken, but I bave hung
On the rorthern accents that dwell on thy toegue ;
' To me they are music, to me they recall
The things long hidden by memory’s pall!
Take this loag curl of ycllo' hair,
And give it my Father, and toll him my prayer,
My dying prayer, was for him. - . .*

Next day
Upon the deck a coffin lay 3
'l'hoynhodnw,ndlnha&m
The bheavy gale swept o'et the surge;
The corpse was cast to the wind and wave —
’ﬂnCoarkthnMutbcwm‘:go:
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2 ae

ORIGINAL FORTAY.

FRAGMENTS IN NHYME,

Xoe=The Eve of 81, Johm,
There is 3 flower, 2 magical flower,
On which love hath laid a fairy power ;
Gather it on the eve of St. Jobn,
When the clock of the village is tolling one ;
Lat no look be turned, no word be mid,
And lap the rose.Jeaves under your hesd ;
Your will be hight, and pleasant your res,
For your visions will be of the youth you Jove best.
Four days [ had not my own seen,—
Where, sighed 1, can my wanderer have been?
ll&boughtlmldgahnthl ical Sower,
And see him at least in my Povr !
St. Jobn's Eve campe : to the garden | flew,
Where the white roses shore with the slver dew;
The vightingale sang as [ passed aloag—
i I started to hear even her sweet sang ;
The sky was bright with moon and star-shine,
And the wind was sweet 34 3 whisper of thine,
Desr love ! for whose sake [ stripped the tree-rose,
And softly and silently stole 1o repuse.
No Jook 1 turned, and no word [ said,
But lad the white roses under my head.
Oh, sweet was the dresm that come to me then !
[ dreaot of » lonely snd lovely glen ;
There was a clear and beautifol sky,
' Such a8 is seen in the blue July;
I'To the porth was a forest of darkling pine ;
To the south were kkills all green with the vine,
Where the ruby clusters sparkled like gems
iScmvpon cely diadems ;

1 On the were goats a3 white as snow,

| And the sheep-bell was heard in the valley below ;
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And like a nest in the chesnunt's shade,
As just for Jove and contentment made,
A hittle cottage stood, and the tree
Shadowed in over most ;n«blly 3

A'b-«m grew the door,
wnhtbc“[lmmmcu(!ocr.

\!cthoughtawacymt-yoonn standing by :

You welcomed me, and I feh wgh

Warm oo my check, ao‘ourl::' met, -

On mine the touch is thulhing yet !

But, alas ! lwakcned.m‘dllmdo

Is to teil the sweet dream, my own Love, to you!

'
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XL—The Emerald Ring—a Superstition, .

It is 2 gem which hath the power to show
If plighited Jovers keep therr faith or no:

If faithful, it is like the leaves of spring ;

If faichless, like those leaves whea withering.

Take back again emerald gem,
There is no in the stoue ;
It might have graced a diadem,
But pow its bue and light are gose!
Take back your gift, sod give me mine—
The kiss that sezled our last Jove vow;
Ab, other lips have been on thine, -
My kiss is lost 20d sullied pow!
The gem is pale, the kiss forgor,
And, more than either, you are changed ;
But sy true love has altered not,
My heart is broken—notestranged ! L. E.L,
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