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HEBREW MELODIES.

SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY.

| §
SHE WALKS IN BRAUTY, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that’s best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes :
Thus mellow’d to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.
) B2



JILBREW MELODIES.

IL
One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impair’d the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,
Or sofily lightens o’er ber face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet express
How pure, how dear their dwelling place.

IIL.
And on that cheek, and o’er that brow,
8o soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,
A mind at peace with all below,
A heart whose love is innocent !
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THE HARP THE MONARCH MINSTREL
SWEPT.

I

THE HARP THE MONARCH MINSTREL SWEPT,
The King of men, the loved of Heaven,
Which Music hallowed while she wept

O’er tones her heart of hearts had given,

Redoubled be her tears, its chords are riven!
It softened men of iron mould, '

It gave them virtues not their own;
No ear so dull, no soul so cold,

That felt not, fired not to the toue,

Till David’s Lyre grew mightier than his throge !



II.
It told the triumphs of our King,
It wafted glory to our God ;
It made our gladdened vallies ring,
The cedars bow, the mountains nod ;
Its sound aspired to Heaven and there abode!
Since then, though heard on earth no more,
Devotion and her daughter Love
Still bid the bursting spirit soar _
To sounds that seem as frpm above,
In dreams that day’s broad light caw not remove.

L 4




HEBREW MELODIES.

IF THAT HIGH WORLD.

L
Ir THAT HIGH WORLD, which lies beyond
Our own, surviving Love endears;
If there the cherish’d heart be fond,
The eye the camé, except in tears—
How welcome those untrodden spheres!
How sweet this very hour to die!
To soar from earth and find all fears
Lost in thy light—Eternity!

IL
It must be so: ’tis not for self
That we so tremble on the brink ;
And striving to o’erleap the gulph,
Yet cling to Being’s severing link.
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Oh! in that future let us think
To hold each heart the heart that shares,
With them the immortal waters drink,
And soul in soul grow deathless theirs!
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THE WILD GAZELL];'..

L
Tar wiLD GAZELLE on Judah’s hills
Exulting yet may bound,
And drink from all the living rills
That gush on holy ground ;
Its airy step and glorious eye
May glance in tameless transport by :—

II.
A étep as fleet, an eye more bright,
Hath Judah witness’d there;
And o’er her scenes of lost delight
Inhabitants more fair.
The cedars wave on Lebanon,
But Judah’s statelier maids are gone!
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HEBREW MELODIES,

111
More blest each palm that shades those plains
Than Israel’s scattered race;
For, taking root, it theré remains
In solitary grace :

It cannot quit its place of birth,

It will not live in other earth.

Iv.
But we must wander vﬁtﬁe'ririgl’y,'
In other lands to die;
And where our fathers® asheés be,
Our own may never lie :’
Our temple bath not left a stone,

" And Mockery sits on Saleni’s throne.
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OH! WEEP FOR THOSE.

I
Oa! WEEP POR THOSE that wept by Babel’s streans;
Whose shrines are:desolute, whiose land a dream;
Weep for the harp of Judah's Broken shelt;
Mourni—witere-their God hatl dwelt thie Godless dwell!

IL.
And where shall Israet Lirve her bleeding feet?
And when shall: Zion's-sorigs again sepmn sweet?
And Judah’s melody onod:niort rgjoice
The hearts that leap'd:baRsre its heavertly. voice?

11k
Tribes of. the wandering foot’ ahd’ weary' breast,
How shall ye fiee away and be at rest!
The wild-dove hatlt her'nest; the fox his cave,
Mankind their Country-TIsracl but the grave !
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ON,JORDAN’S BANKS.

. L
ON JorDAN's BANK$ the Arabs’ camels stray,
On Sion’s hill the False One’s votaries pray,
The Baal-adorer bows on Sinaf’s steep—
Yet there—even there—Oh God ! thy thunders sleep :

. 1L
There—where thy finger scorch’d the tablet stone!
There—where thy shadow to thy people shone !
Thy glory shrouded in its garb of fire:
Thyself—none living see and not expire !

IIL.
Oh! in the lightning let thy glance appear!
Sweep from his shiver'd hand the oppressor’s spear:
"How long by tyrants shall thy land be trod!
How long thy temple worshipless, Oh God!




HEBREW MELODIES.

JEPHTHA’S DAUGHTER.

L
Since our Country, our God—Oh, my Sire!
Demand that thy Daughter expire ;
Since thy triumph was bought by thy vow—
Strike the bosom thut’s bared for thee now !

IL
~And the véice of my motirning s o’er,
And the mountains behold mtie no more :
If the hand that I lové lay me low,
There cannot be pam in the blow!

ur
And of this, oh, my Father! be sure—
That the blood of thy child is as pure
As the blessing T beg ere it flow,
And the last thought that soothes me below.

13
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Iv.
Though the virging of Splem lament,
Be the judge and the hero unbent!
I have won the great bautle for thee,
And iny Father snd ‘Country are free!

V.
Whea this blood of thy giving bath gueb’d, -
When the voice that thou lovest is hush’d,
Let my memory still be thy pride,
And forget not I smiled as I died!




HERREW MELODIES. 15

OH! SNATCHED AWAY IN BEAUTY’S
BLOOM.

L
OH! SNATCHED AWAY IN BEAUTY’S BLOOM,
On thee shall press no ponderous tomb ;
But on thy turf shall roses rear
Their leaves, the earliest of the year ;
And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom:

II.
And oft by yon blue gushing stream
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head,
And feed deep thought with many a dream,
And lingering pause and lightly tread ;
Fond wretch! as if her step disturb’d the dead!
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1II.
Away ; we know that tears are vain,
That deagh nor heods nor hears distress :
Will this uateach us to complain?
- Or make one mourner weep the less?
And thou—who tell’st me to forget,
Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet.
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-

MY SOUL IS DARK.

L
My souL 18 pARK—Oh ! quickly string”
The harp I yet can brook to hear ;
And let thy gentle fingers fling
Its melting murmurs o’er mine ear.
If in this heart a hope be dear,
That sound shall charm it forth again ;
If in these eyes there lurk a tear,
"T'will flow, and cease to burn my brain :

IL
But bid the strain be wild and deep,
Nor let thy notes of joy be first :
I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep,
Or else this heavy heart will burst ;
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For it hath been by sorrow nurst,
And ach’d in sleepless silence long ;
And now *tis do8tild's6/ ko idke weéret,
And break at once—or yield to song.
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-
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Lotam e Lyt
I SAW - THER WEER. & ... .
CETE U e s T e
L
I saw THEE WREP~—the big bright tear
Came o’er that eye of blue ;
And then methought it did abpear
A violet dropping dew :
I saw thee smile—the sapphire’s blaze
Beside thee ceased to shine; .

It could not match the living rays
That fill’d that glance of thine.

IL
As clouds from yonder sun receive
A deep and mellow dye,
Which scarce the shade of coming eve
Can banish from the sky,
c2
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Those smiles unto the moodiest mind
Their own pure joy impart;

Their sunshine leaves a glow behind
That lightens o’er the heart.
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THY DAYS ARE DONE.

L
THY DAYS ARE DONE, thy fame begun ;
Thy country’s strains record
The triumphs of her chosen Son,
The slaughters of his sword !
The deeds he did, the fields he won,
The freedom he restored !

IL.
Though thou art fall’'n, while we are free
Thou shalt not taste of death !
The generous blood that flowed from thee
Disdain’d to sink beneath :
Within our veins its currents be,
Thy spirit on our breath !

21
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. IIIL.
Thy name, our charging hosts along,
Shall be the battle-word !
Thy fall, the theme of, cheral qong |
From virgin voices poured!
To weep would do thy glory wrong ;
. Thou shalt not be deplored
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HER
N TRV YPI RISV PP
IT I'THE HOUR. *
DO 2 DUR 18X

IT 18 THE HOUR when from the boughs

The nightingale’s high note is heard ;
It is the hour when low;e'u’-vas

Seem sweet in every whiipeied word ;
And gentle winds and waters near
Make music to the lonely ear.
Each flower the dews have lightly wet,
And in the sky the stars are met ;
And on the wave is deeper blue,
And on the leaf a browner hue; °
And in the Heaven that clear obscure,
So softly dark, and darkly pure,
That follows the decline of day
As twilight melts beneath the moon away.
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T

SONG OF SAUL BEFORE HIS LAST
BATTLE.
L

Warriors and Chiefs| should the shaft or the sword
Pierce me in leading the host of the Lord,

Heed not the corse, though a king’s, in your path :
Bury your steel in the bosoms of Gath !

IL.
Thou who art bearing my buckler and bow,
Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the foe,
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet !
Mine be the doom which they dared not to meet.
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IIL
Farewell to others, but never we part,
Heir to my royalty, son of my heart!
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway,
Or kingly the death, which awaits us to-day !
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it
Lo v SR IE BT TR
£Ib ) ot "
oo SAUL“ 6o
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Fllade s Ly v e
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TrHou whose spell c?n ranse the deud
Bid the prophet s fonn appear i

% Samuel, raise: xhy burled head‘ e T
“ King, behold the Lﬁhantam seer » N\
Earth yawn'd ; he stood the centre of a cloud
Light changed 1ts hue, retmng from his shroud
Death stood all glassy in ‘his ﬁxed eye 5

His hand was‘mthered and his veins were dry 3
His foot, in bony whlteness, ghttered there, ) ‘
Shrunken and smewless, and ghastly bare :

From lips that moved not and unbreathing frame,
Like cavern'd winds, the hollow accents came.
Saul saw, and fell to earth, as falls the oak,

At once, and blasted by the thunder-stroke.




 vnew akeotires.

II.
“ Why is my sleep disquieted ?
“ Who is he that calls the dead?
¢ JIs it thou, Oh ngf ’B,'ehold

* ¢ Bloodless are these limbs, and cold :

¢ Such are mine: and such shall be
¢ Thine, to-morrow, when with me :
¢ Ere the coming day is done, .

¢ Such shalt thou be, such thy ; son -

¢ Fare thee well, but for a day ;

“ Then we mix our mou]denng ciay
« Thou, thy race, lic pale and low,

« Pierced by shafts of many a bow ;o
« And the falchion by thy side,
“To thy heart, thy hand shall gmde
“ Crownless, breathless, headless fall,
¢ Son and slre, the house of Saul ”

21



28 BIBREW MEAODIES.

« ALL ‘IS VANITY; 'SAPTH "fHE
PREAC&E 10 3 bk oy s

KO B P L o

.. s
B PIE TR A AR I YR ];»" '

3 :
FaME, wisdom, love; antl powet were infie; '
And health and youth possess™ me; - i+ ¥ -
My goblets blusk’d from: every-vime, ' * ¢ i
And lovely forms-caress’d meg W

I sunn’d my heart in béauty’s eyes, ~ ' ¥
Anud felt my soul grow tender; ;
All earth can give, or mortal prize, "
Was mine of regal splendour. "'




II.
I strive to number o’er what days
Remembrance can discover,
Which all that life or earth displays

Would lure me to live over.

There yase po,day, these:rolld o bour . - -

Of pleasure unembittered;
And not a trapping deck’d my power
That gall'd not while it glittered.

111 :

The serpent.of the field, by art !
And spells, is won from harming ;

But that which coils around the beart,
Oh! who hath power of charming ?

It will not list to wisdom’s lore,
Nor music’s voice can lure it ;

But there it stings for evermore
The soul that must endure it.
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Iy e b KR

WHEN COLDNESS WRAPS ‘THIS -
SUPFRREING 'CLAY M d e o

THARL T T e tedy 'll; fv I‘

L RN S TR VI SNNPIFTRNT SIS RENTICR
WHEN COLDNESS, WRAFPS THIS, SUEFERING CIAY,
Ab, whnthpr strayy o the lmmortal mm?l?
It cannot die, it caqnot stay,

(NI B A ‘»lgl

But leaves its darken’d dust beh‘u;dﬂ 1 .
Then, unembodied, d9th it trace . "':‘:f f,‘,
By steps mh Ph?,et’s b“anly ey e ot
Or fill at once the realmsof'op't‘lce' dra o g L
A thing of eyes, that all survey? )
[ H SV E IS R

Eternal, boundless, undecay d,
A thought unseen, but seemg all

All, all in earth, or skxes dlsplay’d
Shall it survey, shail it recal:

X ¢ EPELER NI S DRI R
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Each fainter trace that memory holds -

So dakly of departed yeptnr 11y o1,
In one broad glancpsheyspubbaholds,.

And all, that was, at once appears. :

. IIL
Before Creation peopled earth
" Tts éye shall roll “through c“haos‘back
And where the f’urthest heaven had 'Bnrth,
The spirit trace lts nsmg “rack””
And where the futiure miars or ma"ces, Y

Tts glance dilate o’er an to “ b" s
While sun is quenéh’(i or system breaks, A
Fix'd in its own etermity. T
L T e L TR

IV.
Above or Love, Hope H}ate or Fear,

It lives all p”smnless and pure.r< TRIUTEN - Mol
An age shall fleet llke cafthl} yéar .
Tde YO i s

Its years as momenp shall e;ldure
m 1 AT PO
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Away, away, without 2 wing,

O’r all, through all, its thought shall fy;
A nameless and eternal thing,

Forgetting what it was to die.
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VISION OF BELSHAZZAR.

L
Tax King was on his throme,
The Satraps throng’d the hall;
A theusand bright lamps shone
O’er that high festival.
A thousand cups of gold,
In Judah deem’d divine—
Jehovah’s vessels hold
The godless Heathen's wine !
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IL,

In that same hour and hall,
The fingers of a hand ‘

Came forth against the wall, .
And wrote as if on sand;

The fingers of a man;r— ,
A solitary hand |

Along the letters ral;,

And tm&?dﬂwmltkemmmd. :

DAY

g

IIL..

The monarch saw, andshpok, : . ;... A
And bade no more rejoice; - ... . v
All bloodless:waxid-his looky - -: :... .2 }{
And tremulous his-voice. . ;. - . .1}
¢ Let the men: of Jore appeary. .« ! by
¢ The wisest-of the-eaxth, . .. .i'{
¢ And expound the wards of feany 1, .\ 3}5
¢ Which mar qur royal up;th,,( T




AERHEW 'MEEODIES.
V.
Chaldea’s seers aré'goot, ™™~ "
But here they have no'skill; "
And the unknown letters stood
Untold and awful still,
And Babel’s men of age "~
Are wise and deep in lore;
But now they were not'sagé,
They saw-—but knew no ‘more.

V.: ‘
A captive in the'lund,” -+ .7

A stranger and-a youthy '

He heard the king’s commmand,
He saw that writing's truth.
The lamps arcund were bright, - -

The prophecy'it view;
He read it on that night,—
The morrow proved it true.”

p2
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VL
“ Belshazzar’s grave is made,
" ¢¢ His kingdom pasy’d away,

“ He in the balance weighed, - -

“ Is light and worthless clay.
¢ The shroud, his robe of state,

¢ His canopy, the stone ;
“ The Mede is'ut His gate! P

 The Pérsian on his thione!”
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SUN OF THE SLEEPLESS!

SuN oF THE SLEEPLESS ! melancholy star !

Whose tearful beam glows tremulously far,

That show’st the darkness thou canst not dispel,
How like art thou to joy remembered well !

So gleams the past, the light of other days,

Which shines, but warms not with its powerless rays ;
A night-beam Sorrow watcheth to behold,

Distinct, but distant—clear~—hat, gh how cold !



38 HEBREW, MELQRIGE

Voo e s e et b b e
' P AP TR ARSI NI RSO 1Y
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!““"'1!‘).

WERE MY BOSOM AS FALSE AS THOU
DEEMST IT TO BE.

L
WERE MY BOSOM AS FALSE AS THOU DEEM’ST IT
T0 BE,
I need not have wandered from far Galilee ; -
It was but abjuring my creed to efface

The curse which, thou say’st, is the crime of my race.

IL
If the bad never triumph, then God is with thee!
If the slave only sin, thou art spotless and free !
If the Exile on earth is an Outcast on high,
Live on in thy faith, but in mine I will die.
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IIL
I have lost for that faith more than thou tanst bestow,
As the God who permits thee to prosper doth know ;
In his hand is my heart and my hope—and in thine
The ;l'm;_d :n;‘d the hfe ‘wluch for ‘,lin'l Ia re?ign. .

L A U PR T L
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HEROD’S LAMENT FOR MARIAMNE.

I
OR, Mariamne ! now for thee
The heart for whlch thou bled’st is bleedmg ; .
Revenge is lost in agony, "
And wild remorse to rage succeeding. !
Oh, Mariamne ! where art thou ? ,
Thou canst not hear my bitter pleading:
Ah, could’st thou—thou would’st pardon now,
Though heaven were to my prayer unheeding.
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II.

And is she dead ?—and did they dare .

Obey my phrensy’s jealous raving ?
My wrath but doom’d my own despair :

The sword that smote her ’s o’er me waving.—
" Bat thou art cold, my murdered love!
" And this dark heart is vainly craving
For her.who saars alone above, ,

And leaves hxy soul unworthy sav};lg. A

111
She’s gone, who shared my disdem ;
She sunk, with her my joys entombiag ;
"I swept that flower from Judah’s stem
Whose leaves for me alone were blooming.
And mine’s the guilt, and mine the lielll
This bosom’s desolation dooming;
And I have earn’d those tortures well,
Which unconsumed are still consuming!

s

RS
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ON THE DAY OF THE DESTRUCTION OF
JERUSALEM BYX. HTUS: . v » - A

I'rom the last hill that looks on thy once holy dome

1 beheld thee, Oh S1on!.when rendered to Rome:

*Twas thy last.sén weiit dowi, ahd the flames’ omby: fall

Flash’d back on: the las{f glanbe I gave to thy wall.” ¢
et :;‘.fH. e n N ggetel WL

Ilook’d for thy temple, I look’d for my home,

And forgot for a moment my bondage to .come; -

I beheld but the death-fire that fed on thy fane,

And the fast-fettered hands that made vengeance in vain.
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II1.
On many an eve, the high spot whence I gazed
Had reflected the last beam of day as it blazed ;
‘While I stood on the height, and beheld the decline
Of the rays from the mountain that shone on thy shrine.

TV LTI 0 IV ,
And now on'that ‘thoutithid T btbod-ohi thit day,
But I mark’d not the twilight beam melting away;
Oh! would that the lightning had glared in its stead,
"And the thunderbolt burst on the conqueror’s head!

But the Gods of the Pagan shall nevar profane
The shring where Jehpvah, disdain’d.not. to reign ;
And scattered and scorn’d as thy people may be,
Our worship, oh Father! is only for thee.
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BY THE RIVBRS OF BABYLON WE SA'F
DOWN AND WEPT. - - ’
! ‘1. | : | [ : | ‘, L

WE sate down and wepf by the waters
Of Babel, and thought of the day

When our foe, in the hue of his slaughters,
Made Salem’s high places his prey ;

. And ye, oh her desolate daughters!

Were scattered all weeping away.

1L
While sadly we gazed on the river
Which rolP'd on in freedoin below,
They demanded the song; but, oh never
That triumph the stranger shall know ! *
May this right hand be withered for ever,
Ere it string our high harp for the foe!
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1II.
On the willow that harp is suspended,
Oh Salem ! i sound. should be free; .
And the hour when thy glories were eaded
But left me that token of thee:
And pe’er shall its soft tones be blended
With the voice of the spoiler by me!

.
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THE DESTRUCTION OF SEMNACHERIB.

t

L

Trae Assynan came down like the wolf on the fold,
And his cohorts were gleammg in purple and gold
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

Ir. . A L

Like the leaves of the forest when Summet is gteen,
That host with their banners at sunset were séens’ -~ ’
Like the leaves of the forést-wheti’ Atiturnti'hath blown,*

That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.
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: I1I.
For the Angel of Death spread his wings-on the blast,’
And breathed in the face of the foe as he pass’d;
And the eyes of the sleepers wax’d deadly and chill,"
And thelr hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still !

n,r.t I LR A T S

IV.
And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,
But through it there roll’d not the breath of his pride:
And the foam of hls gaspmg lay wlute on the mrf
And cold as the spray of t.he rock-beatlng surf

LR
And there lay the rider distorted and pale,

With the dew on hig brow, and, the yust, an his mail ;
Aud the tepts were all silent, the hanpeys alone,
The lances ylifted, the trumpet.unhlomn,

L A R I T T AN T ]
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VI
Aud the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal ;
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!
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FROM JOB.

I.

A spIRIT pass’d before me: 1 beheld

The face of Immortality unveil'd—

Deep sleep came down on ev’ry eye save mine -
And there it stood,~—all formless—but divine :
Along my bones the creeping flesh did quake;
And as my damp hair stiffen’d, thus it spake:
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1L
*“ Is man more just than God ? Is man more pure
Than he who deems even Seraphs insecure ?
Creatures of clay—vain dwellers in the dast !
The moth survives you, and are ye more jﬁt?
Things of a day! you wither ere the night,
Heedless and blind to Wisdom’s wasted light !”




ON THE DEATH

oF

SIR PETER PARKER, BART.

THERE is a tear for all that die,

A mourner o'er the hwnblasg grave;
But nations swell the foneral cry,

And Triumph weeps above the brave.

For them is Sorrow’s purest sigh
O’er Ocean’s heaving bodom sent :
In vain their bones unburiod lie,
All earth becomes their mowument!
' 2
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A tomb is theirs on every page,
An epitaph on évery tongue :

The present hours, the: future age, ,* "
For them bewail, to them. belong.

For them the voice of festal mirth ,
Grows hushed, their name the only sonnd

While deep. Remembrance pours ‘to Worth
The goblet’s tnbutary round.

"A theme to crowds that knéw ‘thesi not, «:
Lamented by admmng foes, . . " -

Who would not share’tHeir glorious lot? -
Who would not die the death they chose ?

And, gallant Parker{ thub enshrined .
Thy life, thy fall, thy fame shall be; -
And early valour, glowing, fiad
A model in thy memary.




SIR PETER PARKER, BART. 53

But there are breasts that bleed with thee
In woe, that glory cannot quell ;

And shuddering hear of victory,
Where one so dear, so dauntless, fell.

Where shall they turn to mourn thee less ?
When cease to hear thy cherished name ?

Time cannot teach forgetfulness,
While Grief’s full heart is fed by Fame.

Alas! for them, though not for thee,
They cannot choose but weep the more;
Deep for the dead the grief mustbe
Who ne’er gave cause to moum before.

A

< THE, ENRD:
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