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TO THR RIGHT HONORABLE
LADY WILLIAM BENTINCK

Mabpawm,

With very sincere grahtude I avail
myself of the permission so kindly grant-
ed to inscribe the accompanying volume
of Poems to your name. It is, I believe,
the first production of the kind, emanat-
ing from g female pen, which has issued
from the Calcutta Press; May I ven-.
ture to hail its 4ppearance under your
patronage, as an auspicious omen of the
advancement of literature in the East?
Recommended by the sanction of a Lady
eminently dlstmgmshed for the accom-
plishments and virtues which add lustre
to noble birth, it will, I hope, stimulate
my country women in India to cultivate
those intellectual pursunits whi¢h have
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raised so many female writers to emi-
nence at home: and should the perusal
of ‘< The Oriental Sketches” incite more
gifted pens to the illustration of the
scenery of this sunny land, I shall feel
highly' gratified in having pointed out a
_ mine ofrich materials to their notice. I
am most happy in the opportunity afford-
ed me 'to .offer a tribute of .gratitude,
however faint, to a country wherein T
have found so kind a welcome; and I

entertain a pleasing hope that the volame -
which - your Ladyship has honoured by
an ‘approval, will be acceptable to all
Who possess congenial minds:. - :

1 have the "honour to remain,
~ Your Ladyship"s, o
Most obedient Servant, .
EMMA ROBERTS

Agra, April 20th 1830. -



 ADVERTISEMENT. . @ -

IN glvmv this little volume to the pubﬁc
the author has a very pleasing task to fulfil in *
the assurance of -the vivid sense she entertains
of the honour conferred upon her by the pa-
tronage which has ushered her poems: into the
world, in a manner at-once so brilliant-and s
flattering. - For the support which she:hay
met with in  the Upper Provinees (which have
added apwards of three hundred names tc the
accompanying list of subscribers) she: feel§
most deeply indebted ;: the success is unparal.
lelied in the annals.of One-ntal thetature aad
demands her warmest thanks. - e

¢ ‘The author feels very pmud of the weloome
which her book his- received in a land where
she expeoted-to find strangers, but where she
has met: with' so' many- persons of taste and
talent by whom the former prodictions of her
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pen were not unknown nor unprized ; and
most gladly avails herself of so suitable an
occasion for the expression of her gratitude
to all those friends whose warm and zealous
support has ensured the success of her present
Wo"ko ' ‘ "

There is however ons person to Wth more
pamoular acknowledgments are due, .and: shs
with great pleasure mentions her abligations
to. Mr. H. L.V. Derozio, to whose-invaluable
assistance she is indebted for the snperinten-
dance of her volume through the Press;—a
task which: the distance of her residence from
Calcutta precluded her from performing, and
which non¢ save a poet could have executed
s¢ ably. The author must ever deem herself
fortunate in. procuring. for so- important ani
undertaking the aid of 2 gentleman whosb
well-earned : reputation: eonfers honour upon
the,pages which have experidnced his guard-
ing cave. from those typographical errors -
which they conld not otherwise have eacaped

. Agva;. April Q0th, ¥880. - i i
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ORIENTAL SCENES.

A SCENE IN THE DOAAB.
In tangled depthas the jungles spread
Around the sglitary scene,
The lurking penther’s sullen tread
Marks the wild paths of the ravine;

Here too the fierce hyena prowls,
Haunting the dark Jheel's broad lagoo,
And here, at eve, the wolf~cub howls,
And famished jackalls bay the moon.

Its scorching breath the hot wind pqurs
Along the arid waste; and loud,
The storm-fiend of the desert roars,
When bursts the sable thunder~cloud,
B
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A crumbling mosque—a ruined fort—
Hastening alike to swift decay,

Where owls and vampire bats resort,
And vultures hide them from the day,

Alone remain to tell the tale
Of Moslem power, and Moslem pride,
When shouts of conquest filled the gale
And swords in native blood were dyed. . :

They sleep—the slayer and the slain—
A lowly grave the victor shares
With the weak slave who wore the chain

None save a-craven spirit wears.

Yet had the deeds which they have done
Lived in the poet’s deathless song,

These nameless spahis would have won' -
All that to valoar’s hopes belong.
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They brought their faith from distant lands,
They reared the Moslem badge on high,
And swept away with reeking brands
The reliques of idolatry.

Where’er they spread their prophet’s creed
The guilty rites of Brama fled ;

No longer shrinking victims bleed,
Nor sleeps the living with the dead.

The frantic shrieks of widowed brides
From burning piles resound no more,
Nor Ganges® desecrated tides
Bear human offerings from its shore.

Their wreaths have faded—lizards bask
Upon ihe marble pavement, where,

*T'was erst the dark-eyed beauty’s task
To crown with flowers her raven hair.
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Unheeded now thé scorpion crawls,
And snakes unscathed in silence glide,
Where ouce the bright Zenana’s halls

To woman’s feet were sanctified.

No trace remains of those gay hours
When lamps, in golden radiance bright,

Streamed o’er these now deserted towers
The sunshine of their perfumed light.

The maiden’s song, the anklet’s bells
So sweetly ringing o’er the floor,
And eyes as soft as the gazelle’s
Are heard, and seen, and felt no more.

Now all is silent; the wild ery
Of savage beasts alone is heard,
Or wrathful tempest hurrying by,
Or moanings of some desert bird,
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THE BRAMIN.
It is a lovely solitude—the cliff,
Rich with embowering trees, and garlanded
With mantling creepers, towers above the skiff
Moored where the Ganges’ sacred waters spread
Their wastes below—and crowning that green height
In graceful beauty, with its marble dome,
And terraced stairs, descending flight by flight,
Appears the holy Bramin’s gorgeous home—
His temple, and his dwelling plate—and there
He ponders o’er the Vedas day by day,
Passing the silent hours in lonely. prayer,
Or shading from the sun’s too fervent ray
The flowers he tends to deck the holy shrine,
‘Or strew the bright pagoda’s granite floor;
And while his skilful hands the chaplets twine,
His thoughts above the world’s dark confines soar,
At eve he trims the lamp, the beacon light
That beams within the MAut’s rich sculptured cell,
And when the stars annownce approaching right,
With silvery sound awakes the vesper bell.
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The Bramin’s meals are frugal—some fair tree
Yields him its fruitage, and the precious grain
Springing around in rich fertility,
The few and simple wants of life sustain.
A scanty mat upon the pavement spread
Before the temple’s threshold, where the sky
Above the tranquil sleeper’s humble bed
Has flung its star-enamelled canopy,
Suflices for bis resting place—his dress
Betrays not splendour’s pomp, nor priestly pride,
Carclews, and free from aught of costliness,
The triple thread across the shoulder tied,
Around the waist the muslin’s ample fold
Reaching with graceful flow below the knee,
The snow-white:turban round the temples rolled *
Complete the unpretending drapery.
He asks nor gold nor gems—to him the lore
The Shaster’s venerated page affords, .
15 dearer far than all the glittering store
That worldly men have purchased with their swords,
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Yet is he wealthy—the pomegranate droops
Its ruby blossoms to his gathering hand,
Its richly loaded bough the mango stoops,
And sheds its living gold at his command.
While sweeping round him are a gorgeous train,
Herons, and peacocks, doves, and paroquets;
The bulbul breathes to him its sweetest strain,
And pigeons nestle on the minarets.
While his peculiar care, the mournfal bird,
Who when the sun has left the river’s breast,
With restless wing and wailing cry is heard
Calling his mate to her deserted nest,
With the bright tribe around him lives unharmed;
There too the moping ape securely dwells,
For the pagoda’s dome-crowned height is charmed,
And prayers are potent as magicians’ spells,
The Moosaulmaun the Bramin’s law reveres,
Nor dyes his weapon in forbidden blood,
And even the Christian, from his sport forbears,
Within the precints of the sacred wood.
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Courteous to all~~the stranger from the west,
Who moors his budgerow on the strand bepeath,
Is welcomed 4o the Bramin's honoured guest,
And for his hands are twined the brightest wreath.
Oh! whe that bas approached that holy fane
Can pass unhesding from the blessed spot,
Where peace, and hope, and sweet conteutment reign,
Nor sigh with emvy at the Bramin’s lot,
Who purified and free from worldly care,
In sacred duties all hie life employs,
And in earth's sorrows bearing little share,
The dearest, brightest bliss of Hearven emjoys?
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THE TAAJE MAHAL.
Empress of beauty! must those eyes of light,
Stars of my soul, that o'er hfe s paths have thrown
Rays than the sun’s beams more serenely brlght,
Be quenched m darkness has their lustre flown
For ever; and the vermeil of thy lips A

Sustained a last, immutable eclipse ¢

Oh! thou wert far more beautlful than those

Fau- forms of genn by poets sung, . .
More bloommg than thine own Cashmermn Tase,

O’er thy soft cheek a crimson tint was ﬁqng, N
Like morn’s first flushes, or. the blush that dyes )
The glowing sun-sets of our eastern skies.

Fair as thou wert, thy beauty’s light was dim
To the more holy radiance of thing heart,
For thou wert pure as heaven-born seraphim,
Thou wert my blessed one—thon art, thou art—.
Still dost thou live and breathe, and. I may strain, s
Thy form in rapture to my breast again.
c
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It may not be—the faint, the trembling pulse,
So like the flutterings of a wounded bird,
The painful throes which those pale lips convulse,
The sighs, like rose leaves in the night breeze stirred,
Tell me thy doom—and I—I see my fate—
Queen of my soul, thou leavest me desolate.

Oh! could the treasures of the world restore
Thy fading health, beloved one,—Shah Jehaii -
Countless as yon bright river’s sands would pour '
The pearls, and gems, and gold of Hindoostan, -
And yield his empire o’er the world to be o
Master of one poor strawathatched hut—with thee, -

But since, nor gems, nor pearls, nor gold can save
My peerless beauty, nor my fervent prayer )
Avail to snatch thee from an envious grave,
Since Heaven relents not to my deep despair,
And we—(be still, be still my throbbing heart!) -
We, my life’s dearest solace, we must part. -

P am
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As thy surpassing loveliness has 'shone
Transcendant over all of mortal birth,
As thy surpassing excelletice has won
The tribute homage of admiring earth,
So the world’s wonder, even as thou, divine,
Queen of my soul! shall be thy matchless shrine,

And there in rich and radiant pomp supreme,
Within the circle of each ample dome,
The gems of every Indian mine shall gleam,
And Art’s most gifted sons from Greece and Rome
The splendid fabric rear, whose gorgeous fanes
Hide from these weeping eyes thy loved remains.

And pilgrims there from many a distant clime
Pacing with wondéring steps the marble halls,
Shall as they gaze upon the work sublime,
The sculptured splendoutrs of the storied walls,
Dream of thy. beauty, and instinctive pay
The heart’s deep: homage to thy sainted clay.

* » * » » » » * *
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A hundered years have winged their flight
O’er princely Agra’s lofiy towers,
A hundred years of sunshise bright
Have revelled through its sammer bowers—
Those circling suns have seen the ray
Of Moslem glory fade away.
And where the crescent reared on high
Its badge of . golden blazonry, '
And turbaned monarchs:proudly gave
Their laws to each obedient slave, '
‘The warriors of ‘the western world
The red cross banner have unfurled.
Mingled with mosques and minarets,
O’er Christian spires the sun’s beam sets,
And strangers from a foreign strand’
Rule unopposed the conquered land. -
Yet still where:Jumna’s ehrystal tide
I many. a breeze~curled:wave meanders,
And where its sparkling cuzrents glide : -
Throygh clustering: tufis of Oleanders,
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Where yonder stately garden shews
The crimson beauty of the rose,
The glittering baubool drops its gold,
And baylas perfumed buds unfold
Their crests of snow,o’er the pink bed
With the broad lotus thickly spread.
Untouched by time, unscathed by war -
Lonely and bright as eve's first star,
The splendid mausoleum greets

The stranger’s rapt and dazzled eye,
And to his throbbing heart repeats

A tale of love’s idolatry, " "
Of precious marbles richly blent -
Shines the imperial sonument ;
A gorgeous fabric spreading ‘wide:

Its glittering pomp of -colounades,
Fit palace for the peerléss bride

Reposing in its hallowed shades.
Too beautiful for mortal ‘hands, -

Its clustering cupolas and: towera": -

o
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Seem the bright work of fairy wands,
And fashioned out of pearls and flowers,
And as o’er these fair spires and domes
The stranger’s eye enchatited roams,
Lost in delight, he almost deems.
That wrought by some fantastic spell, .
*Twill vanish like his summer dreams,
Or cloud-encircled citadel,
Floating along the moon-lit sky,

In evanescent pageantry, :

Beside the alabaster tomb :
All richly wreathed with ghttermg gems; .

And shining like the jewelled, plume
O’er eastern moparch’s diadems, ., .

B

Fond lovers kneel—and as they gaze .. . ...

Upon each ingot’s brilliant. blaze, .

The bright mosaic of the floor: . . . .. .
‘Where many coloured. ag‘amvm b

With onyx thickly scatteved o’er.
Turquoise, and lapis lazuli

- L
o
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They dash away the rising tear,
They fear no change nor falsehood here.
Oh! every flower-enamelled gem
Is worth a mine of gold to them;
It tells of love divinely pure—

The record that a monarch gave,
That strong affection may endure

In human hearts beyond the grave. *
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THE DYING HINDOO.
He lies beside the sacred river,
His heart has lost life’s ruddy glow,
His sighs are faint, his pulses quiver,
And death’s chill damps are on his brow.

Within yon green and bowery glade
‘Whose path the smile of sunshine wears,
Beneath the lofty palm tree’s shade

His loved though lowly hut appears.

And near him well known sounds arise
With joyous songs and laughter fraught,
And now his glazed and languid eyes
Are turned towards the village-ghaut.

There all is cheerful, as of yore,
When with the sun’s declining beam
He too had sought the Ganges’ shore,
And bathed within its hallowed stream.
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In crouds his early friends repair
To the chabouta’s esplanade,
Her graceful ghnrrah filling there, -
Stoops to the brink his dark-eyed maid, ... - ¢

They heed him not—no-fond farewells - .

Attest their grief, no tea¥s are shed,. - _
+ No sigh the heart’s deep anguish tells; ~ .° i - °
He to the living world is dead, - - -+ - -~ s

One pang has shot across his breast—
One human pang--but it is gone, -
And tranquilly he sinks te rest;:
As the eterndl ' wave flows on:, 0 o

His eye the blushing wreath has caught
Which floats along the sacred wave,
And to his parting soul has brought
Hopes of bright lands beyond the grave.
D
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Soon shall the form o’er that pure tide
Which now to earth so fondly clings,
Freed from each grovelling trammel glide,

And mingle with its holy springs.

The red crown of the lotus wreath
Upon the molten silver blushes,
And a dark, lifeless form beneath
With the stream’s headlong current rushes.

The corse, the flower are seen no more,
For ever lost in yon bright river,
The echoes of the lonely shore
In mournful tones repeat—for ever!



19

THE NORTH-WESTER.
Evening approaches, and the tropic sun
The western arch of ruddy heaven has won,
And yielding to the balmy close of day,
Its scorching heat, its most oppressive ray,
Now mid ten thousand swiftly fading dyes -
Looks smiling down from yonder roseate skies.
How beautiful, how placid, fair, and bright,
The gorgeous scene that greets its parting light!
The stately river’s calm and waveless tide
In its deep slumber scarce is seen to glide;
So tranquil is the stream, the lotus crown
By some fond maid, or anxious lover thrown—
A bark of hope—unstirred upon its breast
In lingering tenderness appears to rest;
The idle golier from his flower-wreathed prow
With careless eye surveys the flood below; * -
And all the hundred oars that proudly sweep
The polished surface of the glassy deep,
Mocked by the lazy currents, vainly seek
T o urge their shallops round yon woody creek.
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Its marble wipgs up springing from, the shade

By the dark peepul’s glossy, foliage made,

The waving niem, the willow-like. bamboo,

And shrubs of fragrant, scent and brilliant. hue, -
The Nazim’s regal palace proudly gleams

In pearl-like splendour in the evening beams;
While each surrounding crag and sun-kissed. slope
Crowned with the bright luxurignt mango.tope, -
Each vagrant creeper with its starry wreath,

Are softly mirrored in the stream bexeath,

Where’er the wandering eyes delighted roam
From groves embowering peeps the graceful dome
Of some small mosgue, or holy Bramin’s cell, -
Where the lamp glances, and the silvery bell
Makes gentle music in the balmy air;

No other sqﬁndp the, listening echoes hear

On this qglm,,e,ve,,save snatches of sweet song
Which rise at jpi;e_rvals, from yonder throng
Assembled o:_:_' ih,e tq;rpced ghaut, and; fling - .
O’er Ganges’ yave eagh flowery affering, - . -
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Sudden the fierce northwwest breaks-loese—and while
Half the bright landscape still -is seen-to smile,
The sultry air.grows thick, the skies are dark,

The river swells, and now the struggling bark

Along the rushing wave-is wildly driven,

And thunder bursts from every. gate of heaven;

O’er tower and palace, hut, and holy fane -

In frantic madness sweeps the hurricane;. -~/
And trees uprooted strew the earth; and air

Is filled with yells, and shrieks of wild despair. -

The sun sinks dowz in. splendour to-the west,

The skies are in-their richest. colouts drest; -

And where a blackened wreck was seen: to float, - -

A lamp within the palm nut’s fragile boat

Glides tranquilly—the stars shine forth—the vale

Is vocal with:the Bulbul’s sweetest tale; '

The air is gemmed with fireflies; and the breeze -

Is filled with perfume from the:lemon trees: - - -.°

The storm has passed—and now the sparkling river

Runs calm, and smooth, and beautiful as ever.
Moorshedabad, Aug. 1828.



THE RAJAH’S OBSEQUIES.
A fairer scene to spell-bound eyes
The smiling earth could scarce unfold—
There’s not a cloud o’er those blue skies;
And from its founts of living gold
The sun pours down a flood of light
Upon the river’s sparkling wave,
Where the swift current speeds its flight,
Or lingers wooingly to lave
Some bright pagoda’s jutting walls,
Or ripples on in gentle falls,
Where all of shining granite wrought
- Spreads the broad terrace of the ghaut.
And there majestic banians fling
Their green luxuriance beside
The lofty minarets that spring
With upward flight in towering pride;
As though to their bold spires *twere given
To pierce the azure vaults of heaven,
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The boast of India’s sunny land
Mid fertile plains and waving woods,
In shining pomp sublimely grand,
Where Ganges spreads its sacred floods—
The holy city’s temples glow
Reflected in the stream below.
A mass of cupolas and towers,
Arches, and pillared colonnades,
And flat-roofed palaces, where flowers
Are clust’ring round the balustrades.
And there from the Zenana’s halls,
Stealing when eve reveals its stars,
The dark-eyed maids hold festivals,
And listen to the soft sitars,
Hymning those sweet and gentle themes
Which young hearts picture in their dreams.

Oh bright, Benares! are thy domes,
And beautiful thy sacred groves,

Where ring-doves make their blissful homes
And the white bull unfettered roves ;
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Where with his frugal meal content, - - .
And hands of slaughter innocent,
Milk, and some vegétable réot,. - -
The golden dal, the silvery rice,
The plantain’s, or the manga's fruit,
The Hindoo’s simple wants suffice..
Oh! who that sees the meanest thing
Endued with life, the. Bramin’s care, .. _
Can fancy human euffering, L
And human sdcrificds; ‘'whiere
*Twould be a crime ¢o erush the gnake
That sheds its venorh o’er the brake ?
Yet here the river's crystal 'flood
With living victims is prophaned,
And here with stréams of human blood .
The terrple’s recking: courts are stained.
While blackening o’er the fair blue skies
The smoke’s polluted volames rise, -
From those impure, unhallowed ﬁres',

Where by a living -corse’s side, T
Ill ﬁerce and tmdg We‘l“fe'w 1 Bhl Ll

Untimely doomed, the shrinking bride.



The ghurrees chime the srarting ksuv,
O’er the red wess thic swtaboane glaudes,
And from each archswiy, gute; and sower;
In countless groups & croad sdivamech,
While upon every pintacle,
- Or temple’s roof; or piliaved screen;.
Each tower-embastiowed citadel,
To gaze upon the pasking scene
The people throng, like elast'ring beds
Swarming around. the abiord trees,
And all the baths and the Dasary
With many colowted efotlty ave’ hung,
And flowers as brigh¢ a4 shuoting sty
Are from the high veraidats flang;
While slowly througl¥ the: crowding thyorig
Which from the streetis:and tainples poms,

A stately pageant moves along;.
And winds ity way' to* Gangreat shere.
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Their silver maces waving high,
The Chobedar band in front appear;
And all around with shout and cry,
Tulwar, and scimitar, and spear,
Peons and Chuprassies clear the way,
Swelling the pomp and the parade,
Where shining in their bright array,
In files a glittering cavalcade
Of mounted nobles lead the van,
The flower and boast of Hindoostan,
Their chargers’ tails of scarlet dye,
Their silver housings ringing clear,
Flash on the gazer’s dazzled eye,
And strike in music on his ear.
Behind them in more humble guise,
Proud only of the triple thread,
"Gracing the Rajah’s obsequies,
The Bramins pace with solemn tread.
And next in mournful pageantry
All guarded by a troop of horse,

7
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Beneath a gilded canopy,

Appears the fast decaying corse.
And there the sultry air is stirred

With silver handled Chowries wrought
With the rich plume of some rare bird,

Or those more precious cow-tails brought
From glad Kathay’s far distant wall,
Or the steep hills of the Nepaul.

Behind, a thick promiscuous troop
Of veiled and turbaned heads is seen,

And in the centre of the group,
Each in an open palanquin

The Rajah’s wives are borne—a pair
Of brighter forms have never blest

The eye of man—both are so fair,
None can say which is loveliest—

She who so stately and so proud
With lofty mien and eyes of light,

Receives the homage of the croud
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First from her maiden’s circling arms
The youngest (and perchance the bride
Preferred for her retiring charms)
Has lightly sprung, and flang aside
Her ornaments—and those rich pearls,
The diamonds, and the ruby studs,
She showers among the weeping girls
Blithely, as when her garden’s buds
She scattered in those blissful hours,
When life itself seemed made of flowers,
The croud is hushed to silence—now
Her spirit soars on bird-like wings,
A slight flush lights her gentle brow,
And with a voice divine she sings.

I love, I love my native vales!

The sighing of their perfumed gales
To me is sweet, and sweeter still - -
The music of the bubbling rill.
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Few are my years, but they have fled
In joy and sunshine o’er my head,
Happy my transient life has been,
And happier still life’s closing scene,

Lord of my soul! I yield my breath

To snatch thee from the chains of death;,
I claim the privilege divine,

Which makes thee more than ever mine !

Yes, to my thrice blessed hands ’tis given
To ope the saffron gates of heaven;

1 bring beloved a boon to thee,

A pure and bright eternity.

Yon dazzling orb has golden courts,

And there the heaven-born loory sports,
And thou with spirits blessed shalt dwell
Mid fragrant fields of asphodel.
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Her troubled spirit nearly wrought

. To madness, finds relief in song,

~-And with her heart’s deep anguish fraught
The lay indignant bursts along.

 Think not, accursed priests, that I will lend
“ My sanction to these most unholy rites;
“ And though yon funeral pile I may ascend,
“ It is not that your stern command affrights -
“ My lofty soul—it is because these hands
"« Are all too weak to break my sex’s bfmds.

“ 1, from my earliest infancy, have bowed _
“ A helpless slave to lordly man’s controul,
¢ No hope of liberty, no choice allowed,
“ Unheeded all the struggles of my soul ;
% Compelled by brutal force to link my fate
“ With one wha best deserved my scorn and hate,



35

“ Oh! better far it is to monné’y(;n pile,
« And stretch my shuddenng form beside the dead,
“ Than with a torturing effort strive to smile; -
“ And hide the bitter tears in silence shed— - -
 That state of loathed existence now is o’er, '
“ And I shall shrink from his embtace no more.
Q., . ‘
“The tyrant Sleeps death’s last and endless sleep,
“ Yet does his power beyond the grave extend,
« And 1 this most unholy law inust keep, . -
“ And to the priest’s unrighteous mandate bend,
“ Or live an outcast—reft of queenly state— " * -
“ A beggar lost, despised, and' desolate.

% Daughter and heiress of a princely lin€,

% From my proud birth-right I disdain te stoop; .

“ Better it is to die, than inly pine,

 And feel the soul, the towering spirit, droop
“ Beneath the cruel toil, the years of pain,
“The lost, degraded widow must sustain.

g
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“ But could these weak:arms wield a soldier’s brand,
"¢ Could these too fraglle limbs sustain the fight,
« Even to the death, Mitala would withstand -
“ This ¢ruel custom, and uphold: the right’ -
“ Of woman to her share of gold and gems,
“ Sceptres and sway, and regal diadems.

% Oh!;is there none~-not one amid the throng
« Pressing to view a deed by Heaven abhorred,
“ Whose brave heart, burning to avenge the'wrong,’
« Will, at my* adjurat'ic;n draw the sword, - -
“ And god-lif;e in an injured Woman’s cause -
“ Crush at a blow foul superstition’s laws ?

¢ Silent and moveless all !—Oh craveh race' .
“ Not long' shall this fair land endure your sway’ ;

- « Shame and defeat, and: capture and disgrace -
“ Awalt the closing of a blood-stained day:

“ 1 see, I see the thickly gathering bands - °

% Crouding in conquering ranks from distant lands !
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»

% The Persian Satrap, andthe Tartar. Khan
“ The temples of -your gods shall overthrow, - .
“ And all the hundred thrones of Hindostan
¢ Before' the west’s palé warriors shall bow, -
¢ Crouching where’er the banners of the brave
. % The silver crescent, and the red cross wave !”

Her song has ceased—but that bright eye
Still with prophetic frenzy glares,
And struggling with her agony
~ Dries with its fires the springing tears.
She waves away the Bramin band
And mounts the funeral pile alone;
And the Mussaul’s enkindling brand
Is on the heaped-up fagots thrown—
One long wild shriek, amid the créish
Of gongs and drums and cymbals, drowned—
One burst of flame, a ruddy flash
Gilding the green hill’s distant mound—
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One smoky columﬁ, whose dark veil
Obscures the fast declining sup—

A cloud of ashes on the galé— .

s  And these unhallowed rites are done! -

t
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NIGHT: ON THE GANGES. 3

-

. How calm, how lovely is the soft repose

¥

Of nature sleeping in the summer night;
How sweet, how lullingly the current flows
Beneath the stream of melted chrysolite,
Where Ganges spreads its floods,—reflecting o’er
Its silvery surface, with those countless stars
The-ingot gems of Heaven’s cerulean floor,
Mosques, groves, and cliffs, and pinnacled minars,

The air is fresh, and ‘yet the evening breeze
Has died away ; so hushed, ’tis searcely heard
To breathe amid the elustering lemon trees, .
‘Whose snowy blossoms, by its faint sighs stirred,
Give out their perfume; and the bulbul’s notes -
. Awake the echoes of the balmy clime;
While from yon marble-domed pagvda floats
The music of its bell’s soft, silvery chime.
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Mildly, yet with resplendent beanty, shihes
. The scene around, although: the stars-alone,: - -
From the bright treasures of: their gleaming’ mines-
A tender radiance o’er the earth:have thrown. .
Oh! far more lovely are those gentle:rays:
With their undazzling lustre; thau:the beam
The sun: pours down in' his meridian blaze,
Lighting with diamond pomp the sparkling stream,

" Each tint its vivid colouring receives:

_ There is the:glogsy peepul —the.bamboo

Flings down its rich redundancy of leaves;: .. :.
And trailing plants their wandering course putsue,
In hues as bright as if the sun revealed - ¢

' The mantling foliage:of: the woody glade; . ...

Nor is yon lone: sequestered - hut- concealed: - -/
Sleeping: within the green:hill's deepest shade.
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With snowy vases crowned, the lily springs
In queen-like beauty by the river’s brink;
And o’er the wave the broad-leaved lotus flings
Its roseate flowers in many a knotted link. -
Oh! when the sultry sun has sunk to rest,
When evening’s soft and tender shadows rise; - -
How sweet the scene upon the river’s breast,
Beneath- the starlight of these tropic skies !
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. THE LAND STORM.
The heavens are cloudless, and the sumy plain
Rich with its fertile tracts of sugar~cane, ’
Its fleecy crops of cotton, corn, and oil,
And all the myriad plants:that gem the soil, .
Yielding their precious juice in costly dyes : .
Bright as the rain<bow tints of their own skies,
Smile in the golden light-—a: wide expanse
Of varied landscape where the sun-beams glance
O’er dotting mango topes, and snow white mhuts,
Which peep beside the peasants’ strawathatched huts.
Beyond, in eastern splendour beaming bright
The city stands upon a wooded height ;
Its tall pagodas, and its broad Serais,
Shining, like pearls amid the noon-tide, blaze ;
While from each terrace shooting up afar
Gleams the proud mosque, and pinnacled minar
Surmounted by those graceful coronals,
The palm tree flings above the sculptured walls
Its drooping foliage, beawtifully blent,
With tower and spire, and marble pediment.
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The air js still—there's not the faintest sigh. . : . ;.
Breathed from a vagrast zephyr wanderiog by;
The panting: buffalo, oppressed with heat, . .. .

Roams o’er the plain to seek some cool retreats .
The fainting bullocks drop upon the roads,: - - “:
And weary camels sink beneath their loads, .
The sultringss encreases—soaring high, .. . . n
Rending: the air with shriek and dolefal cry, |, »
The startled birds from jungle; jheel; and brake, *
Their native haunts instinctively forsakes..

Yet ove.sinall cloud.of darkest blue alope

Appears abqve the distant horizon; e T
And all around is calm—now rushing’ forth S
In billowy masses from the smoking earth, ‘
Volumes of sand in wild confusion rise . -
And lift their summits to the darkening skes; §

A lurid veil. the city’s pomp enshrouds, .
And now in wrathful guise the sable clquth S
Come relling on—yet still throughout the plajn.. .
No. breath. of air.precedes the huyricang, , ., . . . .{

.
VA
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. THE LAND STORM.
The heavens are cloudless, and the summy plain
Rich with-its fertile tracts of sugar-cane, ’
Its fleecy crops of cotton, corn, and oil,
And all the myriad plants that gem the soil, .
Yielding their precious juice in costly dyes : . .
Bright as the rain-bow tints of their own skies, - .’
Smile in the golden light-—a wide expanse
Of varied landscape where the sun-beams glance
O’er dotting mango topes, and snow white mhuts,
Which peep beside the peasants’ straw-thatched huts.
Beyond, in eastern splendour beaming bright
The city stands upon a wooded height ;
Its tall pagodas, and its broad Serais,
Shining, like pearls amid the noon«tide, blaze;
While from each terrace shooting up afar
Gleams the proud mosque, and pinnacled minar
Surmounted by those graceful coronals,
The palm tree flings above the sculptured walls
Its drooping foliage, beawsifully blent,
With tower and spire, and marble pediment.
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The air is still—there’s not the faintest sigh. ~. :

I
s

Breathed from a vagrant zephyr wandering by; | j
The panting buffalo, oppressed with heat, .

Roams o’er the plain to seek some cool retreat;. oo

The fainting bullocks drop upon the voads, :

The sultriness encreases—soaring high, . . .

The startled birds from jungle; ykeel; and brake, *
Their native haunts instinctively forsakes.. .. =~

Yet one.small cloud. of darkest hluealone - . . ¢:
Appears abqve the distant horigon; . . i

And all around is calmx—now rushing forth °1.
In billowy masses from the smoking earth, .
Volumes of sand in wild confusienrise . - . @ ;
And lift their summits to the darkening skies; . .
A lurid veil, the city’s pomp enshrouds, . ;- ..
And now in wrathful guise the sable clqu;h PRI

Come relling. on—yet still throughout the plajn, ¢
No breath,of air. procedes tho hurricane, . . ., ..
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v THE LAND STORM. -
The heavens ave cloudless, and the sunmy ph.u
Rich with-its:fertile tracts of sugarscane,
Its fleecy crops of: cotton, corn; and vil,
And all the:myriad: plants:that gem the soil,
Yielding' their precious juice in costly dyes .
Bright as the rain<bow tints of :their own skies, - .0
Smile in the golden light-—a wide expanse .
Of varied landscape where the sun-beams glance
O’er dotting mango topes, and snow white mhuts,
Which peep beside the peasants’ straw=thatched huts.
Beyond, in eastern splendour beaming bright
The city stands upon a wooded height ;
Its tall pagodas, and its broad Serais,
Shining, like pearls amid the noon-tide, blaze;
While from each terrace shooting up afar
Gleams the proud mosque, and pinnacled minar
Surmouated by those graceful coronals,
The palm tree flings above the sculptured walls
Its drooping foliage, beautifully blent,
With tower and spire, and marble pediment.
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=

The air js still—there's not the faintest sigh. . -
Breathed from a vagraat zephyr wandering by 3
The panting:buffalo, oppressed with heat, ..
Roams o’er the plain to'seek some cool retreat;. !
The fainting bullocks drop upon the roads,: = . -
And weary camels sink beneath their loads, . .
The sultriness encreases—soaning high, . . .
Rending: the air with shriek and dolefal cry, |, -
The startled birds from jungle, jkeel, and brake, *
Their native haunts instinctively forsake;.. . . :
Yet ono small cloud-of darkest blue alope = . . ;
Appears above the distant horizon "
Aund all around is calm—tiow rushing forth

In billowy masses from the smoking earth, - - .
Volumes of sand in wild confusionrise . -~
And lift their yummits to the darkening skies;. .

A lurid veil the city’s pomp enshrouds,

And now in wrathful guise the sable clouds - ' . :
Come relling on—yet still throughout the plain .
No. breath. of -air. precedes the hurricang, ;' . .. :

-
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And a thick darkness falls, and blinding dust,’

Till suddenly in one tempestuous gust -

The whirl-wind bursts—drowning the stunning aouml
Of pealing thunder crashing all around. '
Unheeded mid the horrid dissonance . :
And smothering sand, the forked lightnings dance; -
Yet the storm gathers strength, and each wild blast :
Seems armed with fiercer madness than the last. -
And still the raging elements contend ;

And urges on the strife the tempest fiend, -
Deepening the gloom, and yelling o’er the fanes
Where whirl-winds roar, and chaos madly reigns;
At length the darkness yields; an awful ray, .. :
Of fiery light denotes returning day.

And now in flashing torrents o’er the plain

Descends like ‘cataracts the tropic rain;

The air is cooled, by gentle breezes fanned—

The dust disperses, and a zephyr bland,

Where late the tempest raged, with wooing breath
Draws perfume from each freshly flowering wreath ;.
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Spreading theit plumes o’er diamond-dropping sprays
The birds are pouring forth their sweetest lays; - - -
The buffalo comes rushing from the wood, -
And snorts, and plunges in the welcome flood ;

And the parched earth rejoices—and the plain- -

Is rife with life and happiness again. - - o
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. THE MOOSULMAN’S GRAVE, '
Sweet is the shelter of yon verdant glade,
Where lofty palms and ‘waving mangos bloom, .
Where the tall peepul spreads its grateful shade
Above the pious Moslem’s lowly tomb.
Severe in chaste simplicity it stands
Bearing no record of the donor’s name,
To tell the world from whose all-bounteous hands
The smiling gifts of that fair valley came.

*T'was he who planted all those clustering topes,
And scooped the basin of the well-filled tank,
The pleasant haunt of playful antelopes, -
'Who leap rejoicing o’er the flowery bank ;
And there in flocks, beside its ample brim,
Unnumbered birds wheel round in airy rings;
And o’er its glassy surface wild fowls skim,
And stately herons plume their shining wings.
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There too in crouds the villagers repair, : -
And while the cdoling stream their temples tave,
From couiftless lips ié breathed the gratefal prayes, .
Blessini -the hand munificent that gave -
To the parched waste the precious element; -
Whose gushing waters all their lotas fill; - -
And many-a graceful female form is bent, : i ¢
Dipping the ghurrak in the crystal rill, *: ©* < ¥

Oh! where the noap-tide sun so fiercely glows, ' -~
Scorching the desert with its sultry beam, -«
How bland, how welcome, is the soft repose, ~:
Invited by the thiickly shaded stréam! - .’
_Beneath the boughs of some o’ersarching palm, :: - :

The toksy turf by weary: limbs is prest,
And blest by stambers most delicious balm, ' .
The pilgrim sinks at onoe to bliesful rest, =

'
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Beside the lakelet, with its modest dome,
Peeps forth between the trees a pillared mosque;
And there the wandring fakeer finds a home,
And chants the nuzzum from the high kiosk :
He feeds the lamp with palm-nut’s fragrant oil,
A lonely star upon the brow of night,
And plucks the fairy offsprings of the soil,
To crown: with votive wreaths the altar’s height.

Nature’s luxuriant and lavish hand, .
Forest and hill, steep cliff, and tangled wild,
With rich.profusion o'er the sunuy land,

A countless tribe of brilliant flowers has piled.
Upon the sandy plain fair lilies spring; -
And mid tha jungle, buds of rain-bow dyes . -
To the spiced.gale their balmy - perfume fling,
Or lift their towering garlands to the skies.



There the warm red of the pomegranate glows . "~ -
In ruby lustre; and acacias twine. -

Their manywcolored wreaths amid the rose;.
The yellow:champa and the jessamine;

Its mantling silver the clematis draws .. -~ -~ "7
O’er clustering oleanders pink dnd white; -

And the magnolia’s richly scented vase ~ - - '
Diroops o’er the Baubool's bells of golden light.

And India’s dark-browed natives dearly prize  *
The silken treasures of their forest howers;
They love to plait their fagrant rosaries;.
And heap each hioly shrine with wreaths of Aowers.
O’er the bright waters snowy chaplets float, -
With lotus crowns the pearly river glows,
And each proud shallop and each nut-shell boat
Bear a rich garland on their dainty prows. -
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Buds of all scents and every changeful hue, S
The gardens beautiful thoughi fragile gems, .

-Whate’er his creed, or Moslem.or Hindoo, = - '

The pilgriny twines in radiant diadems... - -
‘With votive offeriug® of a grateful bréast, - . :
Mosque or pagoda by his hands are wreathed, *

For where the tank: invites the fainting guest, - : - "

He asks not who the: precious boon bequeathed:,”

Oh! blessed work of charity—e ttee @
Planted for love of: hamen<kind—a well—
A mosque or mhut’s o’ershading canopy, < °
..€an make the heart with holy feelings swéll,
The wide. sera: within the city’s gate, - ' -
A pool iw some green dell beside the plain,
Cheet with: their piows gifts the desolate, . -
And lighe the fading beams of hope again.
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Blessed by the henstiss:of his fellow:em
The way-worn tvaveller who jourmneys o’er

The wide and sultry.realms of Hindostem, " .-~ -]
By deep ravine, papched. waste, or river’s shaye,”

Where’er his wandering footsteps.are addzest, . .i-rr
From steep Nepaul s sea~gist Juggunaut, - v

He finds a frequent place of welcome rest,, L
In some pagods, er some mosq-a-mwned ghaut.

4'{
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"NOUR JUFFEIR KHAN.:
" A TALE OF THE JUMNA, - -
How darkly ’gainst the:crithson sky
Those massy hédps of ruins frown, = - -
Whose domés, intowering majesty, -

The crags ‘with mourafal splendour crown,:

No more upoh' the lofty walls . - - :

At troops the wellzarmed vassalsétand; =~ -

No more within its stately halls
A gallant chieftain holds command.
But the fierce vulture builds her nest,
The hungry panther makes his lair,
And noisome beasts the courts infest,
And poisonous snakes are brooding there.
While o’er the silent strand below
The lowly river glides—so hushed,
So undisturbed its currents flow,
Where late a proud flotilla rushed,
That strangers deem the desert rude
In its impervious solitude,
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Had ever been the dreary haunt,-
Of prowling wolves and tigers gaumt; - -
And the soft wind had only.borne
Upon its fresh and balmy:wings, '
Of some lone bird the cry forlorn,
Or savage creature’s murmurings.’
For the bright sanda no foot-prints wear,
Save of the forest’s denizens—
The track of the gigantic bear,
Pacing its wild and dismal glem;
The fearful alligator’s tread, .
The steep and rugged paths, where dnne,
In slender spears profusely shed,. .-
Quills of the fretfnlapobcnpina’ '
Yet, on this now-deserted strand -~ ! :
In fleet carcer a warlike band . © .~ .
Flung the jerreed, or galloped o’er
In stately guise the echoing shore..: - -
And round each crag and-pinnacle . =~ . " .
Unnumbered - perfumed flowers were springing;

-
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And from the towers the merry bell .-

Or cittara’s softer sonnds were ringing, = - - '

The passing boatman wondéring gazed.
Where streaming o’er the midnight sky.

A thousand lamps and torches blaged, - -
And bursts of joyous revelry -

Cameoerthebreeu,ﬁpmd:meh'lghthﬂllf i

Where, twining their gay cordnals, .. .. :
Mid flowers, and lights, and eye-beams glanmng
Shining in gold and. gumudparls,

To music’s thrilling notes advancing,- " i.".
Aclnstariagﬁu’pofgupeﬁdgirb.; 0o
Displayed before a raptired ¢hiong - - i
The witcheries of dawee:and songy: ..« - :

Oh! not alone in festal houbs :: .. !
Pleasure illumed those lofiy towerss : : -

For there domestio bappigedd = : - - < i

In all its holy bemysuﬂa, -l
And love with innotest: coress -

Thes brighe ngedmyfdlytognﬂd--
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Yet ’twasnotm'ghtof foréignfoo:.»,z -
That laid yon rained fortrens low!
Our slender bark makes little way- .~ - -

Striving aghimst the cuivent’s flight, * - 77

And soon the sun’s fast fading ray’ - i
Will melt into the shades of night, - .. -]
Come—TI will tell the tale to theey * * - -
While our smell pinnave lazily . . ¢, . .15
Glides to its place of. destined rests. :
And while on.Jumna’s roseate breabt - .. ./

The beautiful reflection glows .. =~ - . !¢

Of turret tall and arching pobt, .. - -, -{:

And on its liquid mirror shews. ... ... '/ i)
The outlive of the crumbling foet.. ... . .. ..
Then winding through: yon steep.defile. .© "+ 1.:. ¢

We’ll leave these.lowly.acenes.a whilg, . . ..., 7
And wandering o’er the teoming-plaine - .. ... -
White with the. cotton’s bursting. pod, .- -
Or through the clustering sugar cames, ., - ..
The crested parrot’s swaet abods; - *+ - . -

M
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Mark where the nut-wreathed castors grow,
Or spreads the vagrant indigo, ‘ '
Those rich productions of the soil, -
‘Which yield their wealth with little toil.
But to my tale—with gentle hand
Nour Juffeir Khan the district swayed,
And plenty smiled upon the land
Which the mild Omrah’s rule obeyed.
From fierce ambition’s paths afar
No cares disturbed the hill-crowned fort,
And only waged in mimic war, '
Or flung in some adventurous sport,
’Gainst sylvan enemies alone
The sharp and well-aimed spears were thrown. =
And truly ’twas a gallant sight
When issued forth the hunter’s train,
Urging their coursers’ rapid flight,
Or wheeling round the rugged plain,
Or speeding to the lovely haunts =
The nyl ghau loves mid bushy dells,

7N
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Upon those trampling elephants, " -
Who to their silvery sounding' bells

Through jungles deep, with stdtely pace,

And step unerring, lead the chase.

Some are equipped with-howdahs, where
The lavish hand has richly wrought

Crimson and gold ; while others bear .
Encaged the spotted leopards, taught

With the majestic stag: to cope, -

Or spring upon the antelope.

Nor these alone the chief: enlists

To aid his sport; for on the wrists

Of falconers, with pride elate

The regal birds in hanghty state

Sit throned like kings$ or soaring high

O’er their devoted victims fly,

A single instant hovering;

Then stooping down with steady wing

Upon the quarry’s head alight;: = -
Who blinded, and with struggling weak,
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Not long sustains the dreadfal fight}..: s »-oili coa}

But sinks benedth'the éruel beak: i 0
Of his fierce foe; whe dvinks the bleod, ' ¢ -

Ere from the breast life’s pulses par¢, -~ = ™

And rushing in a crimbom flobd, - ;.
From the poon 'vietine’s ‘quivering heart.

And all around, the threnging rout .. - it
‘Whose motley groups om foot adwapce, : . .i

Filling the air with cry.and shout, - - - «
And armed with javelio-and lance, - /. - -

Or simpler spears of the bamboo, 1 il - il o

With reckless footsteps rushiiig dnough
The dark defiles of the rawine, - . -

Heighten the spirit of the seeme; - . .« - .-

Where gaily trapped, the fiery howe. <. ¢ >, viify %

With all his native ardour pants, : .- : - ©
Outstripping in his rapid couyee ... :.. '

The more majestic elbphmngs; - :t..c:is .0 - .»:4:, !
Aud chiefs in regal poosp atrayed; - . - o

Silver and silkyand. pold brovade;.... .i:.".. it

H
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The crimson shawl across the breast

Above the graceful shoulder hung,
Or sash-wise, round ‘the shining vest,

Or o’er the gemestarred turban fleng, - -

In all their glittering panoply,. -

The lofty port—the glearing, brand— :

Appear like those bright genii -
Who erst had ruled the sumsy land.
*Twas a fair pageant, and might seem

More like a poet’s noon.tide dream - - -~ .

Than cold reality—the throng

With whirl-wind speed who rush along '

The tangled wild, aronsing there

From copse, and dell, and fiekds of air'. '

The forest’s tenante—front the rocks
Uprising with a piercing cvy,.

The startled pea fow} soar in flocks, .
And spread like donds along the sky.

While the hyena and the ‘wolf,

Jackalls and bears; and bounding’ deer,”
ety ! e
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Seek shelter in some caverned gulf,
Or o’er the hill tops disappear. . '
Through jungle, brake, and brushwood crashing,
Still do the hunter train sweep on—
A dazzling meteor brightly flashing !
A moment’s space, and it is gone,
Leaving the forest’s deep recess °
In all its native loneliness.

When from the jovial chase returned

His tranquil home the Omrah sought,
For him the perfumed tapers burned,

And upon glittering trays were brought -
To spread the hospitable board,

The ample feast, whose dainty fare
Invited by their bounteous lord, SR

The Zumeendars and vassals share— =
Rose water, paan and spices prest
Profusely on each welcomed guest.
The Jumna’s finpy tribes appear
With quarters of the hunted deer;
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Pigeons and kids, and rich pillas,
And kaaries bright with golden glow ;
While from each sculptured. silver vase
The many coloured sherbets flow. -
Placked from the river’s sandy bed,
The gushing water melons shed
Their grateful streams; and.there in piles,
Heaped up the glossy mango smiles;
Citrons, pomegranates, and the bright
Pistachio nut from far Thibet ;
And grapes that gleam with topaz light, i
And sweetmeats in a glistehing net
Of frosted sugar heaped around, = .. -
And all with flower-wreathed garlands crowned.
Thus gaily sped the chieftain’s bours, -
Or still more happily, amid
The bright Zenana’s sacred bowers,
Where in her sweet seclusion hid,
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Like some fair lotus bendibg-deep ~:: .. .. .
Beneath the warve its roseate ‘bells ; L

Like those pure lily buds that keep
Their virgin court mid forest-cells;

Or jewel in a lovely mine;

Or image in a hallowed. shrine;, N

Above the Jumna's sparkling waters, . : .

The flower of Delhi's radiant daughters, . ' - - .=’

Blesses the undivided love - - S

Of one who never wished torove -~ -

From the faiz:creatare by -his side

His beautiful imperial bride.

And she—oh! in this earthly sphere,

Or heaven’s wide realm, no dream of bliss '

Is half so precious and so dear,
So cherished as ker infant’s kiss, =
And that loved husband’s fondhess shewn - -
For her bright form, and hér’s alone ! -
Her woman’s heart on earth has found' -
Its own domestic parardise ;

N
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She knows no happiness beyond -

The flowery fields and sunny skies, ¢ -
Where blessed and blessing she r¢joices,
And joins to her’s those chefub voices;-
Arising when the crimmon flush o

Is fading into twilight dim,

Or with the morning’s earliest blush,

In that souib-thriiling choral hymn,

Whose sweet and simple strain fmparts

The gratitude of guileless hearts, -~ " *

R (R

Dearest! I’ve lingered in my vong, ~ © ¢ oo

And fain would still the lay 'M; AR
In fond yet idle pleasure dwelling < " 1+ "
On bliss which cheuts the fisteningg ear,  ~ 7

With soothing softness only telling '~
What gentle spirits love to hear.

Yet I must hasten with the ta¥es = =<' - v

For when weveach yon woody cliff;
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Crouding to strike the flimsy sail,

The crew who guide our, fairy skiff, . . ... .

Will leave on deck no quiet spot
Where we may sit, and pensively, .
While musing o’er life’s changeful lot, .
Complete the Omrah’s history, = .

Spurned in disgrace from Scindia’s conrt.

To shelter his dishqnoured, bead,.. - ..
Indignant to his kinsman’s fort, -

An outcast younger brother fled ;

Bringing a fierce marauding. crew, . ..

Of Afghaun and, Mahratta hordes, - .. . = -

A reckless band, who oply knew .

The crimsop laws of.thein .own awords. . -
Eager for bloodshed and. far broil, .

And feeding their Juxurious tastes,

Insatiate, with the fearfud spedl :-.. . 0o
Of cities stormed, and burning wastes, . !. -

|
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Not long did Meer Jah Asiph view
Unmoved his brother’s blissful state;
Nor was it long ere envy grew,
And jealousy, and deadly hate,
In the dark soul where pity’s beam
Dwelled not—and soott the miscreant planned
With horrid craft a treachetous schenve ;- g
And, aided by his lawless band; - - i

He seized upon the'ill-watchied keep, -+ * v X

And slew its guardians in their sleep;
And then—but let me:dtaw aveil -+ - -
Before the horrors of thé tale. :

Nour Juffeir stabbed,: disarmed, and bound,
Beheld with glazed and phrenzied eyes
His wife and infaits falb around; - - -+ - ..

While on his heart the victim’s cries '
Entered like scorpion stings—o’er wrought,
That outraged heart epuld bear no more. .

P
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Unarmed—unknowing where to fly,
Each half intoxicated slave
Sank borror stricken from the blaze
Of Juffeir Khan’s indignant gaze!
Deeming the rebel recreant crew
Too worthless for his righteous sword,
Upon his brother’s throat he flew,
And dragged him from the guilty board— -
Beneath the stern avenger’s grasp -
Meer Asiph for an instant quailed,; -
But struggling in the deadly clasp~ - -
His giant strength at length prevailed; -
_ His powerful hands were disengaged,
- And equally the combat raged.
In dumb suspense the vassals viewed
The progress of the mortal feud; -
Still in each other’s fierce embrace
Across the wide and slippery hall,
Without a moment’s breathing space
They reached the fort’s surrounding wall.
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See’st thou the cleft along the edge
Of yonder overhanging ledge ¢
Upon that dreadful precipice,
Burning to end the deadly strife,
By one avenging sacrifice,
Careless of safety or of life,
Nour Juffeir still with arms enrolled
Round his foe’s throat in snake-like fold,
A moment gazed upon the deep
With triumph flashing in his eye,
And springing to the fatal leap,
Entwined the mangled bodies lie,
And weltering in each other’s gore
Breathed their last sighs on Jumna’s shere.






DRAMATIC SKETCHES.

-——

CONSTANT INE THE GREAT

A DRAMATIC slua'ncn. o -

L Zozmms, a pagan that enned the honour of Conseantme the
Great, makes this tale o discredi¢ him in his history. "’ That Cén-
stantine had put his wife Faustina and:his son Crisptm to deagh ;
after which, being hmmted by an ill conscience tlmt gave him no
quiet, he sought amongst ‘tiie héathes priestd. for expﬁﬁén, ¥nd
they could give himno :pedoce; bat hefias sald that the religion
of Christians was so audacious as to pardon all sins, be they never
80 horrible. Is not this to'¢othhiiend thet Khiipdror' anid' s relfigion
unden: the  form - of ‘a dispraise; fov What. res§ could. 3/ rpubled
mind attain to from,the-ntes and surerat.mons of idol gods ?”

IR ’.fukurﬂm)n.

VI |

REFES i i .'E'?.E‘i‘l‘_.—rn‘ PRV .h)E S ’h’
Sdene..- A Tbnphqflupiteru. gl
CoXSTANTINE. . © .+ Lt i i
"Hieg PRIBST,.. " 0 ol iaius ofd
VAmmp;: T e e ae
- CONBTANTINE. : : . g
- Avaunt, ye g‘rmly phantons, ner. pmphane

The sacred. temple o, the godsl,. {!'b.oupale- o
L
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And bleedmg spectre, wilt thou never cease
fo haunt my steps, to fix thy glassy eyes - E
Upon thy murderer, and thh thy gaunt
And bony’ ﬁnger point to that ‘dréad shape
That steals behmd thee? Whlthgr shall I turn ¢
‘Where fly to scape these ghastly phantoms —Blood— ||
A sea of blood floats round me. If I raise -
' My burnmg eye-balls to the shrine where stands o
"The statue of the Thunderer in gnnd
" And gwful. mamm it disappears, o
" Andithe vindictive shade from Jdve’s lng'h thrbné
Glares on the suppliant;—to earth I turn
My conscious looks, and stretched upon the ground
Beneath my-feet, two mangled: corses:lié,
My wife, my son! why are ye silent -—why
Do you not charge me with my crinte? Thé deed
Accursed in the eyes of gods and mén -~ '
So nameless, foul, unnatumal;;(so black
That shuddering §ends disdain ‘me.~ Hesven tind Kell
Have shut their gat&,;ahd'!éaire me for the' prey
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Of these pale tenantsjof .the tomb! Away .- . . ¢
Distracting vision!:Oh! ye sacred band . . }"
Who, morn and eve, perfornx the holy rites - f
Before great Jove's high altar, give e hope, . ' !
Speak words of - comfort to. my tronbled aonl, i
Tomy.sadspmt.,peacey . ERTIT IR S
- Hiom'Prigsy,. . i 0
Sy i o The gods are just! i
v bl QONSTANTMINB) - | G b

I plead for nierey ! Justice.doems giy: crime -+ 1
To endless promislunent in ether worlds;: .- i1
And a.gony»in this ;. to:keeh remdrse, ... ¢ .y
The deadly pang: that- poisons.every joy.. s . o1 !
Amid the:aeclarhations, *mid!the shouts - .01 P
Of the throiyged multitude frdm east to-west;:.: i./.
The countléss hipsts of Rome’s wide empire, grodhs -
Burst on myp!startied ear! Fousting’y groans;: - o i
The dying'cryifof-ﬁ)rﬁpu,s! At-the feast 1. 0. v o
When the brimmed goblet sparkles; ind ebch. hand,/
Pours a libation to the gods, the wine
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Within my chalice tams to: purple:gore— - . -.: i

" *Tis on my soul!.it!stains my garments!. Earth .:
Refuses to absorb the guilty stream; ' - : ..

And the just gods with. leathing tum-awﬁay "
From thé unheailowed offering ! : Oh say:

How may I expiate the crime$ What nrayer, s
What costly gift, what: pompous sacrifice,

May make atopemént to offended Jove #

The milk-white bull.that roams,in freedom round
The base: of -lofty :Athok, crowned with flowars,. |
Blooming as thdse which fend Ewropa twined!- .
Around the monareh.of the plain, and léd: .o bt
By troops of nable virgins, mejsing high; . ‘biob adT
The choral strain, shall;kileed Mm:tbm‘;}m.!;
And the swart Indian, from: his richest mine.., ..-: W
Shall (ﬁgﬂl&lﬂlby..pll“*. the; orient pml~'='l.~.=0 . :.iﬂ'_
From ocean’s depths; and mould the golden ore .,
In votive offerings, such ay god&may,dpom“h;\i;; i
Mbet éo adorh: sheiv’ w& ant vt i eegd 8

v

G L, i ot ot WA oY
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- o Hign PRIESTy i d: o iy oo
o s il  Edipuay; 15000
The blind,dim'acteﬂ wandezer, whose'crime ...
Predestined and involuntary, seema .5t - .:'s i yii
Trivial compared to thine, from Bluto’s realss, i /.
Shall rend Olympua with his, thrilliog grogps, .. ,...17
His ibitter accusation, should, theigods. .. .- .5 ,.....:
Receive oblations from thy:gruilty hawd..-. -, ,..i-} 1l
Orestes lashed!byfnnea thallm e wriilaaspuiledl
To plead:-agaihst-thee: Justice armed. hishandy.os T
And blood demanded m&dlssb‘al.t}tbﬁ“ FBGRRet,. )%,
The indignationof the geds, unloose: G il
The sacred botids of  mature; and with bymns-: , -0
And sacrifice of bulln; and glittetting gems..» -..li o [’
Appease the outraged. deitieat—Despair! ... . viv9 2
St CoNseANTINE: i oqod s ot orul T
I will not.be denied. Where.ave: yonr vites..-.; (sI/.
Your deep enchantments.abd: mysterious spells,
The smoking incebsa. that ascends to heaven,
The magis: frenzy that compels tagagth, it 1.,:, -,:

gl B e U R TIH I EPTR TS

. am
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Descending deities ¢ My fierce remorse,

The unutterable:anguish of my soul

Demands relief! ‘Rid me efi those pale forms- @ i

That, mid the blaze'6f day, the gloom of mght,

Are fixed* ﬁmefel"im'n!y Durning eyés, "

Sleeping 'or wakiriglil can béer nousiord! -

Send Rome’s proud.Empéror !‘orth‘ib‘desertswild; .

Bid him resign’his regal diadem—~ ... .. .

Relinquishing the mistresy of the:-world;- - ' .- ..

To roatn a begigar through his own wide realm, . . "

Stand- 1ot so ‘mtite’; §our silent cold regardey. - . ..

Mocking my passionate grief,: will make. me mad! /| v

Pour curses on mes bid me strain-each neive .

To the endurance of stramgee. tortére, keen, . .- - i ./

Keen as my! agepy{bf-mind;: bat say. o ... . opd

There is a hope, a chancs, that.suffering

May pave-the way(tomercy!! b ol ion v
wtison vl Hpal - RRIEST 0 o by 1w

s o ar - haoses, s Gonstantined i - 1)
Be not deceived the gods have fised: thy: dopm !5
Nor prayer nor penance can avail. Depart,
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We have no balm to-givethee, -Festal rites, "'

And joyous ‘saerifice, the'seng, the datice, -~ ./

Performed in'praise and: hénour, form-alone - : - ...

The daties of our office. -Jupiter-:: '+« 't

Deigns not to give commission to his priests - -

To pardon criminals; ‘Seek bther shuined, i 1.:: :T

And bend the knee to foreigm deitied;’: .} dii’

Thou canst not move the gods-of Gieeco and Remd.

- OONSTANTINE.

Despite thyself’ thot giv’st me hope,—speak! say

Where shall I bend 'my stepd-~iwhere seck the fount

Whence metcy: gp:mggﬁ §ysnds sivo ALK |
Vit NALBEIOS: o3 s il

Turn to;thelivingnGod | =" = »

Forsake these idols made by human hands,

These dumb insensate marble images,

And seek redemption form that Holy One,

The wonderfal, the marvellous! whose name’s

Above all powers of magic, far above

The sorcerer’s nightly rites, Thessalian drugs,



60

The secret charms of Mamphis, or the deep,,, . .
Mysterious murmurs of the wise Chaldee.., ,.,; ..
Miraculoys, omnipotence: hath spatched . : .21
Dominion from the.evil powers, and gives . . ..y
Salvation to a fallen: world-radore ;. - - .. n.i.f
The sacred namé which devils have revered!;.. .
With fear and-trembling ! - Q’er the darkened learth
Behold a day-star sprivgs. - s ... . .o gad €
.CONSTARTINE.

i L nfr—g@qeil one 7 Say. on,-thy, vaice Wt [
Soerias to shp burthened.heart ordoulart ¢! .., r
Even at thy words those bleeditig ghastly:shades i/
Have melted into aix;:: ‘Blessed be God !

A sinner’s prayérsare hedrds « ...’
sbatdt el L bsns Bl ey
R S LRI TR ST IRV ITE SR A
R TR BTSN AR IE FYI R TR OOV 3 U (P Ty 2
P S TR I ER T RO ROV Y
e I e N e I LTI LY
Gt G

PREETY ERAN TERFERS] [N N B
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HTHE WITCH’S ORDEAL., = - .7

"o -t 'nik DRAMATIC. SKETCH. 11 o -
SceENE.—The outside of a hovel on the nga Qf a
common. A village in the distance. :A crowd: of

rustics assembled. SR A
Tae Rerurep: WrrcH, - - : #eo |l
ELLINOR, TnB SQUIRE’S DavenrEr. - |
ALICE.

}in.i,maps.

MARGARET.
A TRAVELLER. ... .. :
FAnamzens; PEAsaNTs, LABOURERS, &c. .0 ./ 7
i, First Rusrio, .oi: 0wy 4T
Off with the witch, I say we'll:try. the test<— .. .1~
I warrant me the hag will swirti.- - The fiend: .- ;. »
Will be at. hand; to help—comié, neighbiours;.come, "
Assist to bale her to the river’s brink, -  oc. o,
Then we shall,see how like a corli she floate. 1 . 1
Upon the rapid waters,. . . ..~ - -« 'tiere t0f
Seconp Rusric. .0 ok '
Down with her—
She has performed her wicked freaks too long ;



The mildew hangs upén the:corn; the earth

Teems with unwholesome. damps; whole flocks of

Are smitten with disease ; and she has wrought . . -

These deadly plagues. Beneath the waning moon

I saw her gather poisonous herbs, and heard

The spells she inly muttered—off with her!
Croup. | '

Aye to the river stmght——tl‘newﬁch shall swim.

EiriNor. - B

Nay, nay good people, hold your eager hands " -

The poor old dame is innocent—indeed

She cannot harm yoy if she would—so old,

So pressed by want—Oh ! if she had the power - - -

To werk forbidden spells, she would not starve

Upon a morsel wrung: from the cold hand

Of most reluctant charity. :- Then pause,

Nor for an idle prejudice commit -~ - - -, -

This cruel deed. '

— | e |
RIS I

S gy et by, e

of.

%
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Tuizp RusTic.

She hath been proved a witch,
A foul rank witch. *Twas but a fortnight since’
She passed our door, and out of wicked spite’
Because the silly children s¢tacur - -
A snarling on her heels, to verjuice turned - )
A cask of stout October. °Tis in vain-
We nail the guardian horse-shoe o’er the porch;
And place witch-straws. across the threshold,—still:
Our cattle die, and still the noisome blight
Destroys the labourer’s toil, the farmer’s hope.

" ALICE. S
1 drove the cankered beldam from my gate, . . . .
And straighta loathsome toad dragged itsfoul length,
And shed its yenom o’ef the rosemary; . ... -
The thyme, and sage, drying for winter’s store.. | .-

- . MARGARET., : .. .. .

The hens break all the eggs, ané we may churn
Until our arms drop off—no. butter comes.
Strange cats with glaring eyes; some of the brood
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She nurtures in her hovel roam abroad
And dart at people’s throats. She makes the owl
To hoot ardund our houses. ' Snakes and frogs ° /
And slimy reptiles, birds: of night, the bat,
The croaking raven and the hedgebog grimh, "
Creatures'who fly from man, are with this hag ~
Familiar, and in her spite she sends A
The will-o’wisp to guide the wandereron * = =
To some deep bog: our hind was lantern-led =
But yestermght, and came hottie seared ‘to deatb v
R Y %% () - s SR
She fears nor heaven nor earth, is never seen
At church or meeting : when she mumbles prayers,
- She says them backwards: she is heard'to talk ~ -
With mandrakes buried deep within the ground*
Who-do her bidding. Out tpon the Witch—" "’
Ay to the river, down with her I say.
C Tue Wircn.
You will not be content amtil you have

My life, you greedy blood hounds.* Can 1 stir
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A step without a gibe#- - Pitfalls are set

About my pith, and I am sorely bruised

By sticks and stones ¢ast by the village fry-

Whené’er I'wander forth; your brats are taught: -~

To maim my cats, I soon shall be without

A shed to screen me from the storms ;' the roof

Is pulled about my ears. The murrain take
"Your beasts, the red plague hang on all} = =+ -1

- ELLINOR.
Stay! stay!

Nay do not curse good mother ; you should strive

With meekness anid with gentleness to turn "

Their stubborn hearts, .- o 0 e

oo P Witen, 0 U
Turn stoties and rocks—'twould be "

A task as eéady. “Preach not peace to e, ¥
I hate the canting' vermin, and I'll spend "~~~ ' *
My latest breath in railing, Blisters be o
Upon yeur slanderous lips!* famine and pestilence *
Feed on your vitals!
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FirsT Rusrtic.
Peace thou foul-mouthed witch !
Shall we stay tamely by, and hear her curse? .
Seize her good neighbours, drag ber to the stream.
vt .. Croub.. :
Down with the witch! down with the wicked hag

Enter a Traveller on korseback. Ellmormmpp

and accosts him.

. ELLINOR.

Oh Sir!: for chauty arrest.the mad .
And murderous purpose of these credulous
Inhuman peasants. They will put to death.
A poor old harmless.creature, something given
In truth to evil speaking; but indeed
Most wrongfully accused. The charge they bring:
Would be a theme for: merriment alone, ~
Were they not bent upen a cruel test, .. .. .
They ’Il drown their wretched victim for a wntcb!

vt f
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TRAVELLER.

It were in ‘vain,
To reason with a crowd so obstinate e
And mischievous in their intentions—stand: dside
And I will strive to lead them to adopt - i
A better ordeal. My good friends restrain -+
This violence; there is no need to drag
Yon wretched creature to the river’s brink—
You have a surer test within your reacha
You all hgve Bibles? ~In a Christian land
*Twere sin to doubt it. Place within the séales
The sacred velume of the Seriptures,.and
However small, however light it be,* ' -
Nay should one leaf alone remain, *twill sink
Like lead to earth while the convicted witch
Shall fly above the beam: but should the book '
Be lightest in the scale, then be assared - ° o
That you have wronged this:'woman-—who shall say
That she is guilty if this-holy book -

By Heaven inspired and most infallible, -
Proclaim her innocent ¢
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Rusmics.
We'll try the test;
It must be true. : :
.i Firsr Rusric ( brmgwg a Bible) e
This Bible’s somewhat:large, ‘
*Twill weigh the beldam down, now ns:ghbour Gnles.
Your scales are handy— : »
They weigh the witch, who proves the heaviest.
Seconp Rustic. . O |
- We have been to blame; .- ... .
She has outweighed the sacred volume—see ¥
It seems a feather jn:the balance. '
- ..+  'TRAVELLER, e
Cohra Friends !
Go to your homes and ponder on the word - - -
Of Him who graciouely .vouchssfed to give -, . - -
That hely volume to asinfuk world.. - .. * .
Oh know ye not that when the blessed Son -
Of light and peace gave up his life.for us .

e, - . . . e
o eede mle L.
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The power of evil spirits was destroyed ¢
Live not in ignorance of Him who chained
The fiends of darkness, and to all. mmkmd
Offered a free redemption
Wircn. .
‘Has the Bible saved med’
TRAVELLER. ..° . . "
The word of God has saved you! Oh repent
And turn in humble thankfulness to Him
Who will preserve your soul. You now rejoice
Because your wretched body has escaped
From present peril, but a nobler boon
Courts your acceptance, Flee away from sin
And seek a blessed immortality,
ELLiNOR.
Thanks, thanks, good Sir; it was a happy thought.
TRAVELLER.
Lady, in this my pilgrimage I’ve learned
In every evil chance of my sad life
To seek for aid, for comfort, and for strength,
N
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From Holy Writ, Study with humble zeal
This blessed book, and you will never need
Another counsellor. Those rustics feared
The word of God: and lady, may I say
Your influence was weak, because they heard
Nothing save worldly wisdom to oppose
Their idle superstition.
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THE INCANTATION,
A DRAMATIC SKETCH. . ;
SceNE :—The Bergstrasse Hills at Midnight—
An Assembly of Witches. '
First Wiren.

For ever first at meeting ! - Sisters, where, . .
Where can ye linger on this lovely night¢ . ., . °
The moon is down, but in the clear blue sky
The stars are thick; as pale as silver some, - .-
Some bright awd. golden, some like burnished steel
Clustering in millions, trembling es they pierce .
The midnight ait. Oh! how my spirit-drinks. . .
Their influence. 'Come on ye tardy crew |— .
Bring me my wings ; I’'m tied to this dull earth; -
And yet ’tis beauntifal, The laughing Rhine
Rolls its bright azuve waves through yon wide plain
Washing the base of many a city’s walls:.
The gothic towers of spires... The lofty point
Stands boldly in the twilight, from the dark
Cathedral mass of Worms® most ancient.church; .. -
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And lower down beneath the brightest itar

Lies Mentz : the spirit of her Faust -

Beams'in that star, the mightiest master, he

Of our forbidden art.: Clothed in a silvery mist

Across the stretching. corn-fields, richly gemmed

With forests dark and rustic villages,

The Vosges inountains bound the distant view,

The fair and fertile hills of jocund France, -

And to the .east lies'our 6wn Odenwald,

Girt with- the granite ribs of mother darth, -

Steep cliffs vine-garlanded, and winding: vales,

And seas of tocks sublime, and woods of pine’ . .7

Mark the gay chaos, wild_fantastical, '

The sport of nature’s most capricious mood. .

Hark the owl hoots—'tis answered by the toad, .

With, her barsh croak—the signal-I ain here!. -

‘Where is our master ¢ ; .
-Seconp WircH, appearing.

He will .come anon.
This i owr jubilee ;- to-night we weave
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A spell more potent, deep,.and terrible, & .
Than ever yet hath broken the strict.laws .-

Which bind that frail worm, man. Where’ér we hst,

In sea or air, whatever element

The fancy charms, ’tis ours to revel in. . °
See from the depths below .the cauldrons risb:. .

Fling in your mystic gifts.

DY

Tmnn WarcH, and others. ;

* . A spotted snake, -

Choaked in the shifting sands of . Mogador— ~ :: -

The last life~blood of the expiring wrétch

Gored by a shaggy Andalusian: buil,

His native wildness maddened by the thrust

Of hostile spears—foam gathered from the lips"
Of a plague-smitten renegade—the beak -

Of a bald vulture, wet with human gore—

A moore deer’s heart, snatched in the deadly feud
Between a serpent monster and the fierce
Numidian tiger, mixed with kizard’s fat—

The mouldering. fleali of ‘mummées.torn from out

L}

4
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Is filled with'music as it gently woos

The waving clusters of the tamarisk,

Or whispers through the clove. carnation beds

In amorous sighs, lulling the soul to sleep,

Steeping the serises in delicious calm.

No dreams disturb our slumbers, we inhale -

Rich perfume:as-we breathe, and the raptear . :

Lists to the gush of: fountains; and theisong. - :'})

Of night’s most thrilling niinstrel - brought in swella;

By the: spwed g'ale from distant almond groves.
PR “Fremm: Wiron, .

I fly to oriental plams! but *tis : -

To wander amid ruins; and to share

His midnight meal with the huge vampire bat,

Nestling- all day within the marble halls

Of proud Petsepolis.. The jackal howls,”

The serpent hisses, and the eagle screams

As my adventurous spirit urges them

From their most secret haunts.’

“ .
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Sixtn Wircn!
The sport
I love to follow on Spitzbergen’s shore,
Beneath the frowning icebergs, floundering seals
Perform their clumsy gambols on deep beds
Of drifted snow. I trace the sullen bear
Home to his den, or join him as he prowls
Along the cold inhospitable coast,
List to his low deep growl, and see him tear
His prey in savage joy.
Seventn Wiren.
On the top

Of lofty €aucasus a hideous storm
Is brewing by the fieads of h&- the caves
Have let loose all their winds ; the sooty clouds
Are filled with sulphnr; in mere wantonness
The hurricane is batched; and it might spend
Its idle fary o’er Tartarian wastes ;

. But I'll bestride the dingy scud, and lead '
The tempest o’er the Euxine. There’s a bark

0
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Manned from the Odenwald—a dauntless crew

Who dream of the blue Rhine, and toast their wives
In Schirauz wine, yet, as they gaily quaff,

Scoff at the Persian vintage—they have drank
Their last, last drop crushed from the topaz grape
That gems their native river. We will swell

The ocean with our flood, let the wild winds

Rave o’er the waters, till the angry waves

Lashed into fury, climbing to the clouds,

Divide and combat. Mid the deadly crash ot
Of warring elements, the thunders peal,

And lightnings fierce illumination, I

Shall laugh to see the shattered vessel drive .-
Before the storm, wbeel round and round, théem sink
For ever in the fathomless abyss—

There will be music in the dying cry

Of one for whom therest are doomed. Von Karl,
Wilt thou remember when the sweeping surge
Comes rolling onward; her whom thy false vows
Have ruined, soul and body# What doth ail.
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The witch pot that it slowly simmers still ¢
We shall be late—how dost thou mean to ride?
i Eiears Witch.
T th’ tail of the comet, as it shoots across
From pole to pole the boundless fields of air,
I hold my rapid midnight course, and where
The last pearl-diver sank to rise no more,
Drop in the gulf and search for his white bones,
Apd plant my feet deep in the slimy ooze
Accumulations of a thousand years,
Unctuous and green, the. fat of the se3 wave,
And dare the ocean monsters as they gaze
With their round dull, yet, fiercely cruel eyes -
Stupid, untameable, I love to rouse
The only feeling of their brutishness,
Their horrid thirst for banqueting on blood ; _
Then mount a dolphin’s back, and swim away
Far, far beyond their reach.
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Ninte Wircn,
*Tis glorious sport!
Oh! who would sit beside the fire and spin,
When they can thread the ocean’s maze, or dance
Upon a star-beam ? My'fond mother weeps,
And looks upon me with beseeching eyes,
Whene’er she hears me murmur my witch songs,
And Leopold has brought me top-knots gay
From Strasburgh and from Mentz. They’ve trimmed
the green,
And planted flowers, and coaxed the little birds
To feed upon the window sill—they hope
To make me love these simple things. Old Paul,
The village pastor shakes his sili'ery locks,
Shudders and sighs, to see me reckless turn
From holy'shrines; they dread to know the truth,
Yet deeply fear. They’ve barred the outward door
And nailed a horse-shoe o’er the threshold, strewed
The chamber with fresh resemary ; but I
Repeated thrice the magic spell, and snapped
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Such britttle bonds, flew up the chimney swift
And gained high Melibeecus. See how sound
The village rustics sleep ;—the hamlet lies
In that small dell. How silent its repose!
The birds are mute, not even the watch-dog’s bark
Breaks the deep silence; and the evening breeze
Is hushed ; there’s not a leaf stirs. Haste away
To the deep forests and the boundless plains,
And chase a herd of buffaloes who spurn
The earth beneath them, as they course along
The wide savannahs and the prairies, where
The boldest hunter never yet hath dared
To track their footsteps.

Tentes WiTcH.

On swart Afric’s coast,

Swept by a keen east wind, a locust cloud
Were drowned in ocean ; the returning tide
Hath cast their loathsome bodies on the shore
To swell and putrify; that tainted air
I may breathe harmlessly. I’ll drink my fill
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Of the foul atmosphere; then hover o’er
A grove of chesnuts in Castilian shades,
Lured by the tinkling sound of the guitar
Tenderly sighing its fond serenade,
Hymning the praise of woman. There are eyes ..
In their dark languish soft and beautiful
As the black orbs of Yemen’s antelopes,
Which pay the minstrel, flashing through the bars
Of the closed lattice. Should the perfumed buds
Of orange, and the fragrance-weeping lime,
Or sweeter still, the honied voice of love,
Draw the veiled beauty from her coy retreat,
I’ll spread the foul contagion through the air,
Scatter the pestilence and sow the seeds
Of death in their embrace; the morning’s dawn
Shall find them lifeless on a bed of flowers.
First Wirch.

Enough! enough!
The cauldron boils. It is the witching hour ;
The mighty form of Odin strides the hill !
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And Thor’s and Freyga’s shadowy forms appear,
Filling the air with mist! :
Secoxp Wircn.
The rocked earth quakes.
He is amongst us; grim, and dark, and tall,
In awful gloomy majesty. Perform
The magic rites in silence,
Tuirp Wircn.

: They are done!—
Up and away! One blast, one rush of wind
To scare the sleeping villagers, and then
All will be calm upon the Bergstrasse hills;
No trace of witch or demon to betray
Our mid-night vigil to the eye of man.
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GERALDI SFORZA.
A DRAMATIC TALE, IN FOUR SCENES,
GERALDI SFORzA.
PRINCE ANGELo.
JuULIAN.
CarvroTTIL
VERONICA,
IsaBEL.
SceNe 1.—A Saloon in Prince Angelo’s Palace.
ANGELO AND CARrLOTTI
ANGELO.
Good day, Carlotti; this is kind, to leave
The splendid pantomime, the gaudy train,
To visit a recluse, whose waning health
Would sink beneath the sun’s meridian beams,—
The pageant has commenced ?
CARLOTTI.
Ay, a full hour, my lord ;
But is its progress slow. The people throng
In countless multitudes—their eager love
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Is not t0: be restrained+—~defying blows,
The prancing eharger’s hoofs, the sbirri’s staves,
They crowd arcund. the hero, fill the air
With shouts of . Sforza! Sforza! brave Geraldi}-—
Seize on His courser’s reins, and press their lips
Upon his flowing-mantle.
4 .. - ANGELO.
st Ab,tis likey—
Set up an image to thé populace,
Decked with a few vain trophies, they will fall
In mad idolatry to worship it.
Carrorri..
Modest and ‘mild, yet cheerfal, Sforza reins
His haughty steed, giving to all the crowd
Warm thanks, and Kinder smiles. - A gallant train,
The nobles of the Gity, ride behind, § '
Bearing the spoils of :Ttinis, all enwreathed
With laurel foliage » from she balconies, . = . .
Filled with the faWest-andi:the noblest dwmes, .
Are flung rich petfum’d scarves, chaplets, and crownsy

P

DL
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And sweet and thrilling voices make the breeze

Melodious with the envied name of Sforza!

Young Julian by his side, seems to enjoy

A second triumph, glorying in the friend

Who taught his arm to wield the sword, and pluck .

The never-fading laurels which he wears '

So proudly on his brow, from Austria’s plains.

They come ; I hear the long protracted shout.

Approach the lattice, good my lord, and view

The pageant as it passes. - - - . H

AngELo. o

No, no, no;

It is enough, that from my columned porch

Up to the pediment, green wreaths are hung, .

And gold-wrought flags, and silken streamers wave.

From every balcony. This will suffice—

I need not undergo a martyrdom~ - i

Expose my person to the mocking gaze - * -,

Of the vile rabble, as, in times of old,: . .~ = =

The conquered captive graced the chariot-wheels .

4
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Of fortane’s gilded minion, I confess
My want of fortitude,—I cannot gaze
On my triumphant rival, all unmoved,
Or view the contrast with a Stoic’s eye,
When baffled, beaten, chased by land and sea,
I brought the remnant of my soldiers home,
Mid hisses and disgrace. . :
: CARLoﬁl.
The chance of ‘'war,
Disease and famine, want and mutiny,
Were all combined against thee.,-
" ANGELO.
- Here I swear
By all the sacred attributes of heaven !
By all the much-loved honours I have lost!
What man could do I did, to stem the tide,
Which ran so strong against me:—I had died
Upon the field of war, but that I hoped
. Some future period would see me rise
From base defeat to glorious victory;
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Yet slander loudly hissed with plagubifratight breath
A thousand falsechoods ; told of Moorish gold, ' -
Of coward terrors, trifling, weak designs, < .
Blasted my name, and held me up to scom. o

. el

CarvLOTTIL
A poor return! *Tis an ungrateful wbrld-
Yet let not this depress you; soon, perchance,
A time may come that shall retrieve the ills
You labour under.

 ANe@ELO.
Never, Carlotti;

Never, whilst Julian and Geraldi live,
'They are my rival stars, and shine so bright,
I am eclipsed, o’erpowered, sunk in thick
Impenetrable darkness. By my birth

A prince;. in person—"tis poor vanity

To plume one’s self on mere exterior,

And chance advantages; yet I may boast
A form, cast in as grand and pure a mould
As Julian’s, or as Sforza’s; sud my mind— :
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By heaven, ’twas fired by wirtuouns itipalses! - -
What is the resson that I am o’erwhelmed:. - . .-
With diseppointnsent, obloquy, end wrengs; .. . -
By the base world misjudged, whilst others rise
On the broad wings of fame, and fortune smiles, .
And crowns them with her gold and roseate wreathn #
CaRrLoTTL .

Withdraw your mind from all its late pmmts;
Seek other channels—love, and politics :
The-sciences are open, they may bring
A sweet oblivious balm—at least excite
Strong interest,

ANGELO.
Pohtlcs and love?

What, if they both were tried, andbotbhadprovod
False to my hopes, bright meteors, to. invite .
My eager steps to drag me deeper down: .
The dark abyss of shame? Young Julian,
Even in his boyhood, has outstripped me far. . .
My late negociations, all my toil, TR
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The zeal I manifested to obtain

An honourable peace, deserved success.

Yet were they blighted, and a scornful laugh
Rang through the council, as with honest pride
I spoke of it as ratified; deceived,
O’er-reached by diplomatic wiles, the foe
Amused me with a hollow armistice,

And ravaged all the frontier; Julian,

Like a young lion rushing on his prey, :

Flew to avenge the wrong'. ’gainst fearful odds—~

So great, it seemed miraculous. He won-

A splendid victory ; wrote terms of peace: - :
With his own sword in blood. The emperor,
Amazed at such an unexpected stroke,
Grairted ‘at once to this wild, headstrong boy,
Conditions which I never dared propose.

Thou know’st the clamours of the multitude,—
The honours he received, but can’st not guess
My damning tortures; let it pass.—~You spoke
Of love—the beauteous Veronica, she -
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The princess Isabel’s chief confidantes— . : .

Dost thou, Carlotti, know her ¢ Sy
CarLorrr. 4

Lives there a man in Naples, be he high

Or low in his estate, who has not pressed,

’Mid whelming crowds on days of festival,

To gaze upon her wondrous loveliness ¢

She seems a being of another sphere ;

Form’d in the skies of those bright dazzling clouds

That hang mid-way in air on summer days,

Fleecy, and soft, and white, as plumage dropped

Fresh from the snowy breasts of those fair doves,

Which drew the car of Venus. The rich tint

Of warm celestial red that bathes the arch,

Morning and eve, of pure unclouded heaven,

Blooms on her cheek, and dyes her ruby hp

Her eyes, the colour of the firmament,

When in its darkest deepest blue, but far, -

Far brighter than its stars. Her glittering locks

Are threads of gold, stolen from.the radii

»
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That circle round the sun. Her matchless form,
Her faultless lineaments, fair and delicate, -
As sculptured goddesses, yet breathing life
In sighs of melting sweetness, charm the heart,
The eye, the soul of man. :
AxgELO.

True, true, Carlotta,—-
Thou hast described her well.
' CarroTTI.

To-day, my Lord. _
Beside the Pﬂneess Isabel, she stood -
Amid the fairest of the court, but far :
Surpassing all ; lavély, and young, and gay,
As the first Helen, when in mmnocence o
She dwelt beneatli ber father’s roof, nor dreamed ,
That charms have fatal influence, A rose,
But yielding in its beauty to herself,
Decked her white breast; and this, as Sforza paued,
She flung:to him, with suich a tender air, .
So sweet, so:delicate, bashful, yet proud, -



113

To give the hero of the.dey s prize
Beyond his hardiearned lturels; in his cap,
With fond deliglst, Gernldi placed the rose:

ANGELo. L
Would, like the flowers that grow on Alpine cliffs,
It had the power to blast him. Veronica!
Oh, Veronica!..in thy sunny smile
I had forgosten all my miseries! - - :
I loved her with a mad idolatry, =« - -
That would haye mexificed eternal life
To win & sweet-return; the cold, proud gidd, - :
With contumeligus scorn refused my sui¢, o )

Glanced a4 my Jate disgeaces, and to:gall i 1S
My rankling wound with venom sharp. - /il
As poison from the desert serpent’s tooth; .- i
Bestowed her fond affaction-+plédged her hand

To my detestest rival —ieAgony}

Geral-—-—Gemldi Sforza !———5 SR W L I ‘I'.Z':‘
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CaARLOTTI. -
- Oh, good my lord ! -
My early patron, thou hast rent my heart
+ By these sad tales. ‘
' AxgELO.
I am a man borne down
By lava floods; in vain I struggle; fate’
Pursues me; every bright and cheering hope *© ~
Whelmed in the burning cataract, my soul
Withers within me, This fair atmosphere,
The breeze, which-unto others britgs rich balm
And healing on its wings, to me is hot -
And suffocating ; cursed by heaven and man,
I hide my miserable.wasted form
Within my palace ﬁalh,
i annorﬂ. T

Can.ﬁuddnhlp isoothe
Thy deep-felt woes#- R ISR RIS
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» ' ANGRLO. : S
Yes, yes, Carlotti——give, . :
Give tomy longing soul the means to cxush ; , . .
My hated rivals—let me plant despair
In others’ hearts——Julian! Sforza!
And she, that young fair girl——Oh, it were bliss,
Maddening, ecstatic bliss, to see them writhe
In agony like mine!
: CARLOTTL
- -Young Julian stands
Upon the brink of ruin, he has spread . i
His new-fledged wings too near the fervid sun.

SR . ANGELO:
.What dost thou mean ¢
CARLOTTI. . oL
. By chance, a lucky change
I trust'it was, I learned that Julian oy

And the young Princess secretly w‘,ere Joined-
In wedlock’s. bonds; and yesternight, at court,
He dropped this billet, written by the hand. ;. ;.
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Of Veronica: the outward scroll explains

The reason why the Prmcesu onuld not pen
The fond effusioti———. < . . el ey
© CAmNemrO. - i)l
Reaﬂsttome,qmck—u-' o

Itglmngloimpromhe.——— SRR

P cCarterrr, . L
“ Loved treasure of my sonl;!

« My own Leander, lest thou nkeet’st the fate,

« The hapless fite of him whom thy fond breast

« Delights to imitate, forbear townight .. =~ .. .°;

“ To téihpt the perils that await thy steps.——we.

“ Oh, worse than wind$ and waves will rend apart

« Our tender intercourse: ’tis death to lose,

“ Even for one night, thy cherished company,

“ But still; stilf mere terrific are the fears

“ Which haunt my sonl.—I dread our secret known'

« To Sforza; his unyielding guarded breast,

“ So sternly virtuous, never could excuse

% Qur mutual frailty——is it frailty, sweet,



117

4 To Jove as we have loved D'l send thy child
% To visit thee till mora, and it will smile,
% Like her thou.lov’st, and twine its little hands
“ Amid thy raven ringlets.—Julian,

"It think upon ime through the long, long night ;
“ But do not come, the garden-gate is closed, )
“ And prying eyes are waking.”

ANGELO.
" This wide purse

Is filled with double ducats; take thém, friend,
And whatsoe’er thou see’st or hear’st, remain a0
Silent a8 death. This billet ia my hands .
Shall preve a talisman,——Thy sun is get—=. - *
Julian!- GeraMi ! not another day - .
Shall your bright triumphs mock my. agoniu.'
Away! away! I languish for thé hodt -
That bririgs me keen revenge. - g [Emmt,
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SOENE IL.—TRe Sea-shore. Naples illuminated is {
seen in the distance. = . ‘
Enter PRINCE ANGELO. . . . |
.. ANeELO. . ... !
3" Is not this place secure Theverymr ‘
Is drunk with joy, and goads my weary ear. :. ..
With the loud peal from every steeple’s point,
Commixed with human voices: happiness
Seems overflowing from the breasts of all.
The half-starved beggar in the streets forgets -, |
The pangs of, hunger, waves his ragged cap ... /.
Aloft, and shbuts, joy! joy! The song and dance
Go gaily round ; and mocking Heaven’s bright stars,
Comets and streams of . fire ascend from earth. ,'
Why, in the general felicity, ... -
Am I not also blest? I haye no friend :
To soothe my sorrows; no soft tender breast.
Whereon to rest my aching head; no smile
Greets my approach; no gentle voice essays
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To win me:into sweet forgetfalness, . -

1 am cut off;’abandoned, left to pine

In solitary misery. - Is there then :
No source, no spring of hope, to bring me bllss ?
This desolated bosom answers,—No! -

Then, like the demon of the air, the fiend

Who raises tempests, revels in the roar -

Of hurricanes and overwhelming waves,
Laughs.at the shipwreck, feels a wild delight
‘Whene’er'the furious avalanche descends

In ruin o’er bright nature’s fajrest works,

I will transform these: maddening shouts of joy
To bitter lamentations of despair,—

These festal dresses, splendid theatres, =

To mourning: robes, and seaffolds red with blood :—

My fevered lip shall never more repeat: - .-

A prayer, an unavailing prayer, to Heaven.- = ! - -

Spirit of Evil! wheresoe’er thou dwell’st—." i '

Or mid the torid zone, hatshing red plegites - :

And yellow. pestilence, heueath:the bieams .. .

C
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Of the fierce sun that shines to curse, not bless, -
The withered earth ; or in the frozen realms-
Around the northern pole, nursing bleak winds,
And arming tempests with their fury ; or

Deep, deep benesth the centre, flinging forth
Thy golden baits to win the souls of men;

Or gathering amid the elements :

Foul poison from dense vapours, forging darts -

And thunderbolis, and drawing up to Heaven . .

The billowy flood, sacked in by sable clouds,
In black gigantic columns, to give back' " . .

Their briny cataracts upon the deck - - = "/ ¢

Of some tall stately vessel ;—wheresoe’er, .
Spirit of Evil, thou delight’st to dwell,
Attend my summons;’ heart, and mind, and soul; -
I now devote to ' thee : mﬁmmem S
My devastating projects. —-Who goes therel e
Geraldi Sforza! to my wish he comés.— ' i
Whatcanhavebmnght&eemghham’poﬁ_t .
The hero of the m"""‘Expectmg cowds -

V|
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Await thy presence in the blazing strests, ;. -
Where: torches mimic the broad light of day, .
SFrorza.

I fly to rest in quiet solitude.
My spirits, weary of excess of bliss,
Here, in this glorious amphi-theatre,
Amid the grand imperishable works
Of Him, the architect of heaven, I feel
The littleness of man. The rolling sea,
Illimitable, fathomless, sublime,—
The lofty mountain, bearing on its breast
Eternal fire,—the green enamelled earth,
With all its silvery streams, its flowery vales,
And vast impervious forests,—that clear sky
Spangled with globes of fire, changeless, and bright,
For ever shining on in majesty
Upon the lovely world below, where man,
The frailest work of nature, bows his head
To unrelenting death, What is my fame,
Compared to those who, in the days of old,

R
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Spread their fierce lightnings to the éast and west, -
And made their shrieking fellow-creatures slives ¢
This scene, the theatre of great exploits,
Remains; but where ate they who lost and won
The crimson field? A tale involved in doubt,
A broken bust, a medal half defaced,
Alone are left; and therefore do I come,
Good Angelo, to teach my swelling heart "= :
A lesson of humility. ‘o
ANgGELO.
So young,
And so successful, yet endow’d
With such philosophy, you may defy
The frowns of fate. Misfortunes to a mind :
Guarded like yours would lose the power to wound.
Srorzo. co
Should storms arise, it may enable me
To bear them like a man; but I have now
A harder task, to check the rising pride
Which fills my soul ; blest far above my peers

A
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In love; in friendship, and in-war, I feel’
My bosom swell in wild tumultucus bliss.
AxgELo.

Enjoy the present. Happiness like thine
Falls seldom ‘to the lot of man, Alas!
Perchance even thou art standing on the brink
Of some deep precipice, the dark abyss
Concealed by smiling flowers, '

SroRrza.
With a friend
So true as Julian, a mistress so beloved,
So faithful, fond, as Veronica, I.
Can fear no evil, save the stroke of death;
Nought else can sever hearts so closely Jomed.
" ANGELO. -
Has Veropica then received your vows
Since-your return from Tunis ?
Srorza.
On the wings
Oflovelheﬁewwmeetmeerelmched
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The gates of Naples; one sweet hour we spent,
Renewing every promise, every oath
Of truth and constancy.
AxgEvo.
. Hast thou not heard
Aught to alarm thy fears? hast thou not seen
Aught to convince thee that a woman’s love
Is light, and friendship easily effaced
When strong temptation offers ¢
_ Srorza.
None have dared
To breathe one venomed slander on mine ear, -
One well-framed falsehood of my angel love,

Or my brave matchless friend ; and none will dare:

For whatsoe’er his rank, Prince Angelo,
I’d strike the base calumniator dead.
AngELo.

If thou wilt brand the truth with falsehood’s name,
Now draw thy sword, and sheathe it in my breast ;

For in my dying pangs, with honest zeal,

—
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I'll tell thee thou’rt deeeived; false Juliam . - =~
Now revels in the love of Veronica. Co
Thy long-protracted absence was a test
Too great for human nature; passion grew ; -
Youth, beauty, opportunity, combined
To snap the bonds of honour; rumour broached
The tale abroad ; there’s not a page at court
Who has not seen the pressure of the hand, -
The soft caress, the gentle whisper pass,
And Julian sigh, and Veroniea smile,

: Srorza. :

- - It may be possible, I sink so low

Beneath the worth of Julian; her eye -
Might note his form superior, her soul
Pay homage to the virtues which exceed,
Far, far exceed my efforts; and what man .
Could coldly turn from Veronica? Gods _
Have quitted heaven to woo less lovely maids;. .
Angels have fallen when strongly tempted ; then
Julian is blameless. I will yield her up; c
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Join at the holy altar kindred souls,

Though my torn heart should split in the attempt,

ANgGELo.
Young Julian will refuse the gift: his loye,

At least, has cooled; and dull satiety
Usurps the place of passion, To thine arms,
To hide her infamy, the false girl
Would gladly fly.

, Sromrza. .

Liar and fiend accursed!
My eager sword thirsts for thy blood; this earth
On which thou stand’st should be thy sepulchre,
But that I pant to drag’ thy dastard form
To open day, to force thy serpent tongue .
Before assembled multitudes to prove
Thine own dishonours, clear my injured fame, .
And give thee up to obloquy and scorn, ’
The most deceitful, desperate wretch would fear -
To cast a blot on. Veronica’s name. . -~ =
Securemvugmmnoeenceshe:tamb, ot
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"he stainless soul that never dreamed of sitr
tives the gay sparkle to her eye, the smile
'hat plays around her roseate lip,~—so pure,
lo careless, and so trusting ; though ingrained,
Jankered, and leperous sunk, immersed in guilt,
‘he heart that knows not virtue would confess
‘hat ’t was enshrin’d within her spotless breast,—
dke her of old, who, poets sing, could stray
lecurely through the desert wilderness
\mid the monsters of the wild, the fierce
\nd untamed lion, the insatiate wolf,
\nd ravening tiger, Veronica dwells,
Jnscathed by the licentious tongues of men,
And more abandoned women. In a court
¥ here foul corruption steals, dark guilt has shrunk
Abashed, and dared not touch her angel name.

ANeELO. o
lhis honest indignation binds thee still, -
itill closer to my heart. Unhappy friend !
#ould I could spare thee this calamity ;
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But honour, god-like honour, fires my soul, .
And will not be restrain’d. Read, read Geraldi;
I spoke not without proof. '
Srorza. .
S It is the band,
The seal of Veronica. : (Reads the letter.)
AxeEro. (‘aside)
. Ha! it works: B
The subtle poison steals through all his veins,
And with his lifé-blood mingles. How his eyes '
Drink up the fatal scroll. Paralyzed
And mute he stands. ‘Where is the hero now,
‘Who boldly fronted groves of hostile spears ¢
Stabbed to the heart by a few foolish words..
Why this is luxury my panting soul
Never imagin'd ; let me veil my joy;
If 1 betray my triumph, I shall mar
My well-constructed plot.
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Srorza.
Where are the fiends
Who have invaded Heaven, and stolen the forms
Of angels, to deceive my trusting heart?
Oh! false fair devil! shameless wanton! thou,
Thou whom I called my friend, couldst thou too heap
Dishonour on my head,—give to my arms,
My chaste embrace, thy spotted harlot 2 Heaven,
Lend me thy lightning ; ’t is not common death
~ That will suffice my vengeance. Angelo!
1 loved them both,—how dearly, these hot tears
Will witness'; from my burning eyes they burst’
Like drops of melted iron from the breast
Of yon volcano.——Oh ! my Veronica !—
Julian !—ye lovely phantoms of my brain !
Must, must I loose ye !
' AReELoO.

Such ingratitude,
Such base return for kindness, merits not
This tenderness.
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Srorza.
Rather, good Angelo,
Restrain my arm, than urge my gasping soul
To deeds of horror ; limb from limb I’ll tear
The dark apostate in her presence ; sate
My rav’nous eyes upon her agonies ;
Deface the beauty which has dared to cheat
The world with virtue’s se;nblance ; monuments
To future ages they shall stand, and leave
A dreadful-lesson to posterity.
: AnGELo.
The night is waning fast; ’t is now the hour
When from the palace-garden Julian glides,
Tearing himself from Veronica’s arms,
Mid fond complaints, sweet kisses, and hot tears,
SroRrza.
The palace-garden say’st thou # It shall be
To both a grave. Come on, Prince Angelo,
And witness my revenge. [Exeunt.
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SCENE II1.—The Palace Gardens.

JoLiaN, IsaBRL, VERONICA.

. Juriax.
Oh ! it is said, my Isabel, that Heaven
Hath closed the gates of Eden on mankind,
And Paradise no longer blooms; but we
Have found, that innocent and faithful hearts
Can make their own Elysium. Bounteous God
Still blesses his creation.—What a scene
Of glory is around us; not a cloud
O’ershades the radience of the summer sky—
Turquoise and gold, the multitudinous stars
Peep from the tender azure; Zephyr’s breath,
In gentlest sighs, scatters a silv’ry shower
From the rich blossoms of the orange-trees,
And wafts their precious odours on its wings.

. VERONICA,
The flowers drop balm, and trooping fairies haste-

To gather in their harvest, ere the bee
Hath roused his drowsy head. Soft music steals
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From yonder bubbling spring, for little elves
Float in the liquid diamond, singing strains
Of love, and hope, and joy. Oh, the broad day
Hath none of these delights; sweet Fancy shrinks
From the betraying sun, and chooses night
To smile upon her witchery.

IsABEL.

’Tis fair,

*Tis wondrous beautiful; but did the night
Come clothed in all its terrors, it must bring
Joy to thine Isabel, my Julian; we
By stern necessity divorced by day,
Breathe and exist but in the twilight hour. .

JuLiax,

My wild idolatry could wish that night
Should reign for ever, and these fairy bowers
Form all our universe. Amid the crush
Of dark tumultuous passions, which the soul
Must combat in its worldly intercourse,

I sigh and languish for the trenquil hour,
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That links me with celestial beings—souls
Who know nor sin, nor sorrow, but by name.
~ VERONICA.

Come, we will sit upon this mossy bank ;
And though ’t were easier ¢to count the stars
Than nnmber our perfections, thou wilt strive
To execute the task. Behold my lap
Is filled with flowers; Flora never owned
A richer treasure, and the prize shall be
The wreath that Isabel delights in. See
What deep bright tints dye these carnations ;
Are they too proud and gaudy for thy sweet
Simplicity ¥ Here is the delicate,

The pale pink rose, the gentle hyacinth,

Who, ere the sterile wintry winds are hush’d,
In pity opes her silken bells to chide

The lingering spring ; here is the jessamine,
Whose silver stars will suit thy dark loeks well s
The gay jonquil, Titania’s ample tent,

And violets, where Puck delights to hide,

C
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IsaBEL.
We must indulge her fancy, Julian.

Repose beside me on this turf; my head

Has sought its dearest pillow on thy breast;

My Veronica feasts her gentle eyes

Upon her fragile treasures: Come now, Love,

Tax thy invention, or thy memory,

With such a tale as suits this hour of bliss.
JuLiaw,

Shall it be framed of love, or war—the lay .
Of some soft Troubadour, or armed Knight?
Or shall I steal from Tasso’s fiowing verse
The story of the warrior maid, or sing
Armida’s Paradise less fair than this ¢
The tower of Ugolino were a tale
Too dark and horrible—

I know not why, but gloomy images

Alone present themselves, unnatural

And fierce revenge, and disappointed love—
But true love, sweet, is seldom fortunate,
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IsaBEL.
Are we not happy, Julian? My heart,

Swelled with the fullness of its bliss, beats high:
Thou’rt mine—I know thou’rt mine, Thy wedded
Oh! as 1 clasp thee in my arms, I feel [wife—
Earth hath no purer blessing in its gift.

JULIAN.
The early Christian, as he poured his soul
Before the holy altar, reared at night
Mid silent wildernesses, felt a pang
Steal through his breast ;—he longed in open day -
To worship at the shrine. My Isabel,
I hold thee next to Heaven. My love, my faith,
Disdains concealment: as the martyr died,
Acknowledging his God, I too would brave
All peril, to proclaim before the world
My title to thy love. The hallowed name
Of wife springs to my eager lips, mine arms
Are stretched to clasp thee, and my fond eyes gaze
In passionate ‘devotion :—I must check
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The tender impulse, play the hypocrite,

And school each guarded phrase to cold respect.
IsABEL.

Oh, whilst I hang upon the melody

Of thy loved voice, list to the tender vow,

And wreathe mry fingers in the crisped curls

That cluster o’er thy brow, no cankered care

Will dare intrude; and were there no restraint #

Upon my foolish fondness, thou woald’st soon

Grow weary, Julian, and mope, and pine,.

Like a caged turtle for thy liberty. | ’
JuLiaw. F4's

You wrong me by the thought, my beaut

I were unfit to share the joys of heaven,

If 1 could tire of Eden. Do not chide—

Thy meek lip knows not chidiag ; do not sigh

To hear thy Julian confess, even bliss

Like this is dearly purchased ; ’gainst my king'

I kave offended, and my conscious soul

Dares not to commsune with its dearest:friend,
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Geraldi Séorza; from his searching eye
I turn abashed ; our free uncumbered speech,
‘Where thought met thought, and every wish appeared,
Seems cramped and circomscribed,
- IsABEL.
. Thou art my world !
And whilst I hear thee speak, and spge thee smile
In fond approval, mry: dovoted soul
_ Israpt in bliss. Oh Julian} Julian{ -
It is not thus thou lov’st meevery day - -
1 bend my knee in impions mockery
Before my father, kiss his hallowed brow
With frvason on my lips, and force my fongue
To utter bollew woyds, mere sounding air.—
My heart subdned, aet hirdencd by:aiy leve,
Weeps o’er its filial disobedience, yet . :'..
I would not be vestored o that sweet stato
Of innocence that blessed my youths ’ti: joy
Even to suffpr for thee, so emtiva.;, =~ -+~
And perfect is my love.~wWVeroniom, :
T
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Help me to rail against this cold, proud man,
Geraldi Sforza, who usurps my place =~ =
Within my husband’s heart.
JuoLian.
.She is absorbed
In some sweet dream; dear Veronica wake,
Convince this wayward girl, that she hath wronged
Our gallant friend ; pour forth thine eloquence,
Or will thy timid modesty deny '
Thy love for brave Geraldi? .
VERONIOA. -

: . Thou hast loosed
My silent tongue, and ’twill now wanton. - - Praise—
Oh it must fall beneath his worth ; he stands -
Unmoved on glory’s pinnacle; no fierce - -
And mad ambition fires his even soul,
The meanest objects of creation share
His tenderness and bounty—far dbove -
His own renown he prized his country’s peace,
The happiness of others—human life, '

t



139

By heroes little valued, never fell
A useless sacrifice at his command. ‘ o
How beaautiful, and like a god he stood, S
Amid the gratefal people he had saved - - o
From war’s red scourge; -his éagle eye was bent
In gentle fondness o’er them. Chronicled
In brass and marble to a distant age,
His deeds shall proudly stand : but oh, above
Earth’s bright renown, for him the widow’s prayer "
The orphan’s blessing shall ascend to Heaven.
.JuLIAN.

The dearest meed of valour is the praise
That flows from pure unsullied female lips.
Fair Veronica, ’tis the proudest boast
Of brave Geraldi, that his deeds have won
Thy virtuous love. Kings may bestow rich gifts,
Honours, and titles; Fame may twine a wreath -
Of bright and fadeless laurels, and the soul
That covets immortality must prize .
The splendid trophies. Yet the human lieart:



140

Will sigh for something dearer.. ‘What'is life
Unblest by sweet affection? Isabel,

Can’st thou imagine aught that conld console
Thy Julian for the lobs of thy loved smile? - *°

IsAdEL, ~ '
Oh flatterer, as false as thou art fair,

I think thou dost not love me; what new oath -

Wilt thou invent ¢ I’ riot beliéve a vow

That I have heard before. L

Juryak. . e
Dear Isabel,

I can no longer loiter here, the morn

Is breaking, and this fond, fond kiss alone

Must speak my love. - Alas, thy silent tears.

Flow faster than my lip can dry them; sweet,

Our separation shall be brief,—at night
I will return. '
 VERONICA.
*Tis time that thou wert gone ;
The day is dawning fast; fly, Julisn ;

=l

=
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X must re-lock the gate;for Isabal et it - a¥
lsgrownwoearelas,mdwﬂlhtthalm P
Tllume the parting bour.: - S R A
. IBABEL. - o . i
*- Fatewell| Farewell !
Dear Julian, since it must be so; at night '
Remember fove: thy weeping Isabel.
The Gate-of the Garden.
VERONIGA.
Are they not sland’rous poets who have: sty!ed»
The god of éve a vagrant traant boy $us *
*Tis sixteen months, I thinky since thow hast played -
The faithful fond adoring lover; Fie,
What a bad fashion: dost.thou set at court.
Nay, nay,' oafes:thenuth,dxyiovulﬁgud.
JULIAN, . 0 g i A3
It is the very esseace of my being; life
Were valueless without:it 3 .Jove creates
A Paradise of blisg, and whe would wake
From dreains. delicious<to a dull vold world9- -«

OO
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Like the imperishable sun, my love -
Burns with a constant, inexhaustible
And ardent fire. Oh, sooner shall the orb -
Forsake its pillow on the western wave,
And seek angther breast; than 1 exchange
That snowy bosom : :

Sforza rushing forward, and stabbmg him.: .

Srorza.:
Traitor! false foul fiend!
Amid accursed spirits thy base soul -
Shall howl through dread otermty-—-—-DesPairl
For, tis Geraldl Sforza strikes!
VERONICA,
. Oh.heaven!
What dark: assassin has usurped that name!
Help, help, he dies.
. Enter Isabel.
- . IsABEL. -
- Tt is impossible,

Julian, awake; thou art net.dead; my life!.
My soul! my husband, speak to me!
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! SroRrza.
: Husband ¢

Thy husband, Princess Isabel? No, no
There stands his gmlty wretched paramour. .

x " Juriaw. :

Fly, Sforza, I am dying; thy rash hand -
Has slain thy truest friend. My Isabel,
Forgive him; life is ebbing fast.——My. wife,
Live for the sake of our unhappy child.
Clasp me again within thy sweet.embrace; -
1 die, my Isabel! . These rigid aris : ST
Cannot return thy pressure. Bless thee, Heaven!
Where is Geraldi Sforza? There were words
Still keener than thy sword ; my dying breath
Proclaims my unstained friendship.——Seek in flight
Thy safety.——Wipe these heavy,damps, my love, '
From off my brow. Oh, even thy fragrant breath :
Oppresséé me. My last, last prayers are——[ Dies.
IsaBEL.
Wretch!

Complete thy work ; bury within my breast
Thy fatal sword.
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Srorga.
Hell has again ingulfed

The demon who betrayed me to this deed.
I bave not murdered Julian, The fiend,
Though ravenous for blood, had felt a thrill
Of gentle pity in his fire-geared breast,
And staid mine arm.——My Veronioa, too,
How cold and pale she lies beside him ; soon, -
Sweet innocent, thow wilt awake to pangs
Of ceaseless tortare.——What wild shriek was there!
Am I the cause? Agsin it tears mine ears, '
Rings thoeugh my brain.——1t ip his wretched wife.

Bntev Prince Angelo and Attendants. -

e L Anemre, - :
i.. Hiere ik. the sceng of blood; bind fast his arms,
Drag the aseagin to o dungeon. ' We ' '
Have here a mowrnfl task, - [ Bxeunt.

[
.....
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SceNe THE LasT.—A Dungeon.
GEBALDI SFORZA.

The man I loved is dead—a second Cain,
For I have killed my brother. Shall I dare
Invoke 'Almighty mercy, pray to Héaven, '
And plead repentance, who denied my friend '
A moment’s pause: to prove his innocence,

Or make his peace with his offended God ¢
A mad and brutal fury urged my sword, . -
1 thirsted, panted for his blood, struck deep
The fatal blow, and quenched each spark of life. -
Excellent, virtuous, god-like, Julian!
Thou wert too geod for this base world, which I
And kindred murderers inhabit.—Dead, - .. . :.:
And mine the accursed hand that dealt the blow. -
Oh will no pitying ahgel strike me damb, . - . %
And paralyze my sdul;lést my. bold lip, - - -. :
Daring in crime with horrid blasphemy, = . . !
Arraign the justice of iny fate # . That deed . . .
Will make me reckless of :all fature sin—>: .. -
v
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Is not this horror written on my front
In hideous characters# . The gaping world
Will crowd to gaze upon the branded wretch
Who bears his guilt imprinted on his brow,
And less detested criminals will bruit -
Geraldi’s crimes to wondering multitudes.
Enter VERONICA.

Give me niy murdered friend, wash from my hands
These crimson spots—Oh why, why dest thou bok
So like an angel, and yet bear mthm
The seeds of mischief ? ‘

VERONIDA, . . 1

- Beloved Geraldi,
Look not upon mie with that cold, stern ghnoeg
I have no welcomb tidings to impart, ... -i:i. .
Nothing to soothe thee save my faithful lgve, : . . . .
The strong affeetion which ’mid bliss or. woe. . ! ::.
Still clings in gnouinfi tenderdoss, still twimes :
Like the fond ivy:round the blasted tree - ::. -
That boasts no other verdure, NN
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GzraLDI.
Triumph now,
Proud beauty. ' Thy supremacy o’er all
Thy lovely sex is stamped with blood; thy path
To fame is strewed with richer trophies than
Pale flowers and tender madrigals; thy name
Shall live for ever in the fatal scroll
Recording Julian’s death, and Sforza’s doom.
VERONICA.
My poor Geraldi—let me chase away
Those unkind thoughts, rising, like evil fiends,
To goad thy wounded spirit; this dark cell
Wherein hath pass’d thy lonely hours, the pangs
Of keen remorse have worked a fearful change;
*Tis not thy nature, Sforra—Oh, unbend
That strange contracted brow—my tears, my prayers,
Will they not melt thy much-endaring heart ¢
GERALDY.
Tell me that Julian lives,—Oh, beauteous cause *
Of man’s destruction, hence! Thou art not safe
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Within a murderer’s cell : Ildve thee not,

Inever loved thee, and this callous heart

Is deaf to all thy pleadings: :pleasure calls,. .

And pomp and glory wait thee : ’mid the joys "

The world has still to give thee, lose all care .

For one who with his dying breath denies

The passion that he lightly feigned, to win i

A toy that pleased him in his hour of bliss. ... -
VERONICA.

When pleasgre winged the frolic day, the yrorld
Seemed fresh and blooming, and my buoyant heart -
Looked smiling onwards.to suceeeding years ;.- .
As redolent with hope, and peace, and;jp);-—'-. :
‘When thou, a ;eonqnerér, singled from a group =
Of fairer, brighter, wiser beings, one ] .
Whose only ¢harm was her simplicity; - - ..
Steaiing her immost soul away with vows SR
Tender, and sweet, and winning, as the song
The siren sung of old; dazzling her eyes . = -
With glarious deeds, and seeming in her sight..... ..
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More than a mortal, whom it were no-sin. -+ * - ’
To worship with.such mad idolatry- sl
As Dana¥ felt, when bursting from the skies
The god descended in & shower of ‘gold-—
When with thy passionate, yet melting words - -
You won my: tremblirig lip to breathe my:love, ~ *
I did not dream of: this. But oh, Geraldi! - -
Changed as thou art, thewreckofthatpmudhour,f
A broken statue:and a fillen star; - :
Though all the world should scorn. thee, ".and : thine
False to thyself, disdain thy truest friend,: -’ fheatt,
I will not leave thee to thy misery, ' ’
Baut to the last sad moment, ofi thy life
Strive with myy humble skill .to ¢dmfort thee.
. GERAEDI, T ioov vt

Love me, my Veronica! dost thou still, ' - .2 &}
Still love me? : Oh! it is-impdssible ;.. .~ ~ 7/
To veil my feelings:in this odious mask !
I have not fortitude to sacrifide:: - .
Thy sweet aflection;‘even for thy dear sake. ~ ' -
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Angel of mercy! bright celestial saint! -
1 would have spared thee all the agony
Which thou wilt ssffer at my shameful death !
Forgive this weakness, or forget it, sweet, -
And think me still a hardened, heartless wretch—
A dark assassin, who could coldly frown :
Upon thy matehless tenderness: 'my crime
Hath mérited thy hate. - My Veronica,
I have involed thee in my ruin ; thou
Wils never taste of happiness again;
Thliweaka-dselﬁshspmtcouldnotbm
The trial. :
“VBRONICA,

'Blessed beyond imagination,
I feel thy gentle tears.bedew mry cheek.
O, Sforza! when I knelt before the king,
Vainly to sue thy pardon—when thy foes
Prevailed agdinst me, this devoted heart
Felt not such keen, such agonizing, psin.- .
As followed thy cdld looks, thy bitter words. -
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GeRALDI.

Come to my arms, and lay thy gentle head
Upon my beating heart—a stormy nest ’
For such a tender dove: safe from all ills -
Thou should’st repose, rocked calmly to thy rest,
A guardian angel bénding o’er thee; sounds
Of lulling sweetness, soft ambrosial airs,
Instead of these hot tears, these stifled sighs,
And the wild throbbing of my tortured breast., -
I shall be calmer soon; but thou, my love,
How wilt thou bear thy sorrows .1 have brought
This dreadful blight upon thee; tell me, sweet,
Is there redemption for a deed like mine ¢
Thy pure orison, Veronica, join, 2
And, mingled thus, my prayers may reach the lkna.
Canst thou, love, soothe me with the blessed hope,: ..
That even my crimes may be at last forgiven® - .

...VERONICA. .. . - <obed

Ob, 1tweresmtodoubt.1t,deebldi L

Look up. with confidence ; »unfeignedmom BT

(&
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And incense sweet of penitential tears
Are thrice-blessed offerings to the holy saints..
Thou dost accuse thyself too bitterly.
That base incendiary, fell Angelo,
Shall by Omnipotence be justly deemed
The guilty one;. like the accursed fiend,
Who gazed on Paradise and saw its bliss,
With unrelenting eye, his pitiless,
Inhuman heart, dealt the fell bolt that smote
To dust the fairy edifice that love
Had fondly reared." :
.. GERALDL ..

No, no, my Veronica, - -
1 suffered dreadful passions to invade:
The:breastiso proud of virtues. I despised -
My tembpler, and this arrogant, o
Perverted soul deéemed every sin against -~ - .
Its happiness too great to.be forgiven—
1 murdered  Julian, and it isT -~ =

Must answer for the deed—Oh, would: thedoss: ~
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Of all my much-prized honours, could recal
That blow, too justly aimed. It will not be—
The sacrifice of 'thyfdear‘prei:ions love
Could not bring back to life the friend I slew v

My only hope of pardon is the sense ° !

I feel of my transgression—I regret
Not all the promised joys that bloomed so falr, -
I do not wish to shun my pumshment- o '
It is my crime, my crime thiat 1 lament.
The God of mercy will fornge me ere
1 can forgive myself

VERONICA. - '

And must I part with thee,

Geraldi, dear Geraldi, never meet S

Thy fond impassioned glance? one only hope

To soothe me on my weary pilrimage,
Through this blesk desolated world, the thought

That we mayi ‘meet in’ Heaven; My Sforza, siy,
Dost thou intaginé in the Fealms of bli < v« i 7
That we shall kniow each sther® @ = =" . ©* * "

v

¢
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GeRALDI. -
My beloved,
The hour of my departure is at hand,
Oh, arm thy gentle bosom to endure
The dreaded moment; would thy faithful heart
Could learn a lesson of forgetfulness!
The sight of thy keen agony alone
Will bind me to this earth.
VERONICA.
My Geraldi,
I can endure an age of misery,
If 1 have hope that we shall meet in Heaven,
And love as we have loved on earth; my soul,
1 do conjure thee, tell me, dost thou think -
It will be so ? o
| GeRALDL
So near my death; my tongue
Dares uot equivocate, thouglh to mislead
Thy spirit with a false belief, wonld. spare“ X
Thy tender heart a pang, and give mejoy, ., ./
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To mitigate thy anguish.- Oh, T fear
Our parting is eternal. If in Heaven
The virtuous mother who had left on earth
A much-loved child, should seek it vainly ‘mid
The new-created angels, Veronica, where
Would be her Paradise ¢

VERONICA.

*Tis past, ’tis fled ;

My only hope is melted into air,
Expect not, ask me not to live, Geraldi,
I never can survive thee.

GERALDI.

Heaven avert
This frightful visitation of my crime,
For mine will be the sin, and at my hands
The souls that I to evil lead, be claimed—
VERONICA.
If they would let thee live, my own Geraldi,
Even in this gloomy dungeon, I would bless
My destiny, and never ask again
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To view the light of day; it is too much,
Too much of happiness to see thee pine
And wither in this poisonous dtmosphere? .
And will they, can they tedr thee'from ime, slake
Their hands in-thy warm blood ¢
GERALDL
My crime demands
The forfeit of my life, and I must bend
With meekness to the just decree—'tis hard, '
*Tis painful to rélinquish in my prime
The bliss that earth can give, to call thee wife-
To see my children hang about my knees—
Oh, Veronica, murderer as I am,
How dare I dream of such felicity ¢
VERONICA.

Alas! how pale and haggard is that brow,
So lofty once. Sorrow, my best beloved,
Has done the work of age: we should not long
Burthen this cruel world, our strieken hearts
Would break together. I could see thee die
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Upon a bed of straw by famine pinched, :
With nothing save my tears to quench thy thirst
And bless my fate: how very wretched then
Must be my lot since happinéss is shaped
By hopeless anguish in such horrid forms$?
GERALDIL

My Veronica, whenthe laurel wreath
Was twined around my brow, when at my-feet
The brilliant trophies of ‘successful war
Were laid by prostrate kings—in-thdt proud hour
Fancy portrayed thee as the hero’s bride,
Thy timid beauty-crowned with dazzling gems,
Thy chariot drawn by thronging multitudes
Eager to pay thee homage, *mid the sound
Of swelling instruments, but sweeter far
The music of a grateful people’s prayers—
A fearful change, my Veronica ! - barred
Within a noisome dungeon ; from thine arms
Dragged to a shameful death., My leve hath been
To thee a blighting curse; - that form of light,
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So like a seraph’s, stricken to the dust.
"Could I receive my punishment alone
And leave thee:happy, I could bear my fate
With decent foptitude—but thus, oh thus,—
My spirit sinks subdued.
Enter the JAILER.
! VERONICA.

Sforza, he comes !—Thou horrid minister
Of cruel laws, for once be merciful,
And kill me in these arms, Nay, nay, in vain
You strive to ﬁpgrate us, he is mine—
I will not leavé him, will not quit my grasp
Till my hewedilimbs are severed from their trunk.
In death’s convalsive agonies I’ll fold
My loved Gerildi in my strong embrace.

: ‘GERALDL

Dead! is my Veronica dead # Oh, no,
That blessing ® denied her. Must I leave -
Upon the cold®arth that pale lifeless form ¢
She’ll wake anl find me gone. Beseech ye, sirs,
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se her conveyed to some blest sisterhood
f holy nuns. One last, and precious kiss,
nd then we part for ever. My good friend,
end me thine arm; I’m weak, and dizzy : Heav’n,
ake to thy bosom that sweet sufféring saint !
will not hear a murderer’s prayer ! For me,
ly Veronica is accurs’d. Images
f horror rush upon my brain—lead on,

ead on to welcome death,——



160

THE FLORENTINES.
A DRAMATIC TALE,
GIOVANNI.
HELENA.
. RosMUNDA.
ScENE 1. — The Pleasure-grournds of a Villa
GI0VANNI returning from the Chase, HELENA
meeting him.
HEeLENA.
Giovanni, art thou safe, quite safe—the spoil
Thou bear’st so bravely on thy spear not won
By grisly wound ¢ How fierce the monster looks :
There’s blood upon his tusk ; not thine, Giovanni ¢
Dearest, it is not thine 2
GI0OVANKI.
Thou fearful girl,
I am unharmed ; thou see’st the boar is dead.
A noble savage, for he gave brave sport,
And struggled gallantly for life. *Twas scarce
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A just decree of fortune to secure
The hunters who had roused him from his lair.
He made a desperate stand at bay—but, sweet,
I must abridge my tale, since it doth blanch
The roses on thy cheek. Thou can’st not bear
To hear thy husband’s prowess ; I had hoped
To win thy plandits—
HEeLENA.
Why, why wilt thou rush
Upon such frightful danger? Is thy life
So little valued, or my happiness
So trifling in thine eyes.
G10oVANNI
Oh, Tyranny,
Thou hast usurped an angel’s form ; thy chains
Are made of roses ; who, who would be free
When slavery is so sweet ? L'l stay with thee
The live-long day, exchange my dangerous sword
For that slight spear that weaves thy magic webg,~
Give me thy distaff, Jove.

w
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HerExA.
Nay, now you mock me—
G10VANNL
I dare not, Helen, pretty, pouting girl—

What must I say, what do to be forgiven ¢
Thou know’st I love to kiss away thy tears, .
Yet would not cause them for the wealth of worlds,
Thine eye is moist, thy cheek is deadly pale,
Thou art not well, and I have grieved thee, sweet.
Come, come and rest thee in my arms ; thy young
And innocent heart hath felt no deeper ills -
Than those that love’s soft, soothing, melting voice,
Can charm away.

HEeLENA.

I've had a frightful dream.—
Methought we stood upon a mountain’s brow,
And watched the sinking sun-beams; all below -
Was calm and sweet, & smooth unruffled sea;
"The golden orb sunk down ; from out the sky -

Flashed forth effulgent planets: ‘'we were near; -
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So near to heaven, that we could see, amid

The brightness of the stars, soft angel-forms
Waving their snowy pinions, darting down

The milky way, and floating in the pure

Cerulean ether ; yet beneath our feet

Sprang flowers of such rare odour, and the earth
Looked so inviting with its bubbiing springs,

Its sweet variety of hill and dale,

Its peaceful villages and rural haunts,

And that unruffled ocean, that we deemed

Our world the fairest place: and then you threw
Your arms around me, and, as you are wont,

- Taught me to name the wonders of the sky,

Whilst they were sailing onwards.—Suddenly

You stooped to pluck a rose ; I gazed above,

And missed you from my side. On earth I looked,
Bat there you were not; then my eye sought heaven;
Alas! you were not there. Then all was changed—
The stars were globes of blood, the sea a gulf

Of pitchy blackness; tossed on the dark wave
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1 saw a livid corse—'twas thine, Giovanni,

I shrieked, and burst the bonds of sleep ; chill damps
Hung on my brow, a weight oppressed my heart,
And still my pulse beats quick, and wild alarms
Subdue my weakened spirits.

GIOVANKNI.
Hence! avaunt!

Ye baneful sprites! who, out of murky fogs,

Hatch shapeless monsters, black, unsightly forms,
' Chimeras gloomy, shadowy phantoms dim,

Away, swart fiends of earth! deep, deep in fens,
Suck the unwholesome dews; with bloated toads
And slimy reptiles gorge; but come not near

The chamber of my love, with visions dark

To mar her sweet repose. Thou fairy train

Of sprightly elves watch o’er her pillow ; bring
The pearl that hangs upon the cowslip’s cup, to lave
Her brow of snow; fan her soft roseate cheek

With feathers plucked from wings of butterflies;
Steal from the bee his honeyed store, and ;)lant

—

. — e
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The treasure on her lips; rear o’er her head
A canopy of gossamer, begemmed
With drops of glittering dew, and gathered fresh
From beds of new-blown daisies; breathe, amid
The honeysuckle’s winding horns, a sound
Of lulling sweetness ; strike your pearly shells
In unison with wings for ever fraught
With music; see that the dusky trumpeter,
The gnat, be stingless; lead her sleeping thoughts
To fairy land, and wreathe her in the dance
Which bright Titania threads! Helena, now
Smile on my invocation. Thou shalt ne’er
Again be tortured with dark phantasies,
- But, waking, sleeping, will thy husband’s care
Guard thee from evil.—Are thy fears dispelled,
Or must I weave a charm more potent, love #
HEeLENA.

I am to blame to let this vision still
Hang round my heart ; I see that thou art safe,
I feel tit thou art mine. My rival lies
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Dead at my feet.—Nay, nay, you must confess
That grim and horrid savage had the power
To lure thee from these fond entwining arms.
I will not look upon it; it will feed
My sickly fancy with another dream.
G1ovANNL
Sweet infidel ! hast thou so soon forgot
My necromantic spells? or dost thou doubt
The power of the magician ¢
HEevLENA.
Alas! Giovanni,
Whilst timid apprehension will suggest
A cause for fear, our busy sleeping thoughts
Dwell upon dangers.
: Griovannt.
Say, my timid dove,
What dost thou fear ¢
HELENA.
Thou wilt laugh at me;
And that’s more painful than thy chiding frofr,
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That stern, cold look, which thou canst sometimes wear,
When I have chafed thee with an idle speech.
) GIOVANNIL

Thou shalt mould all my features to thy wish:
I will not arch my brow the breadth of one
Of those bright hairs clust’ring around thy neck:
My pliant lip, guiltless of irony
Shall curl as thou desirest, dearest girl,
T’Il press it on thy soft, white hand. Now ease
Thy burthened heart of all these heavy griefs.
If 1 should smile, thou can’st not see it, love.

HEeLENA.

When first we dwelt upon the Arno’s bank,
(Leaving the city to its gloomy pride)
Like a young bird just scap’d from his gilt cell,
I ranged abroad, soaring on untried wing,
Fearless and free. But now a narrow space
Confines my flights, my garden’s boundary,
I dare not pass its jasmine fence alone;
And though the dainty butter-cup looks fresh,
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Like fairy gold dropped on the distant hill ;
That pretty token of remembrance,
Forget-me-not, and violets more sweet
Than those my hands have planted, lure my steps;
1 must restrain the impulse—
Gi10ovANNI.
Why, my love?
HeLENA.
A sanke hath coiled its odious form amid
Those blooming wilds. Alas! my dear Giovanni,
Since thou hast given shelter to that man,
That dark, mysterious Garcia, he who begged
A lodging in the woodland hut, so long
Untenanted—1I dare not stir abroad,
GIOVANNI,
Is poverty a crime with thee, Helena $
HeLgNA.
Oh, no: I quarrel with his heary brow,
The sinister malicious looks he casts
On thee, my love, when taking from thy hand
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Thy lavish bounty. I have heard dark tales
Of his apostacy. A renegade
Amid the Turks, who, in a Christian land,
Can think him less than demon? On my soul
He hath imprinted such a dread, I ne’er
Can taste or peace or comfort whilst he haunts
Our Paradise. Giovanni, give him gold ;
Let him have all he asks, but send him hence.
GIOVANNI.
I do not laugh, Helena, at thy fears,
Though they are groundless.—Ask me not to play
A tyrant’s part, and exile from the shed
Which he hath called his home, that much-wronged
HELENA. [man.
He is thine enemy, Giovanni,
GI0VANNI.
No;
And if he were, his sufferings might excuse
A hostile feeling.
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HEeLENA.
Thou hast never wronged him,
GI10VANNI,
Willingly, my Helena, never yet
By word, or deed, or wish, did I e’er harm
A human being ; but by me and mine
Was Garcia deeply injured, Seek not now
To learn the story, and guard well your ears
From vulgar slanders; do not trust your eyes
To whisper to your heart an evil thought,
Because a cruel destiny hath marked
His form with haggard misery: he’d show
Not g0 unseemly in a velvet robe;
Bat tattered weeds, and scars, and sun-burnt brows,
Detract from outward beauty.
HEeLENA.
Why dost thou
Deny his history ¢ It is unjust,
For I shall doubt until I be convinced.

Come, come, Giovanni, hide it not from me.

%
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GIOVANNIL
The tale involves a subject which I fear
Would not unto thine ear sound musical ;
Not so melodious as thy husband’s voice
Is wont to be——
HELENA. ,
We have been wedded now two years, Giovanni,
And even thy chiding has to me seemed sweet ;
Thou art so gentle, when my wayward ﬁords
Provoke reproof. ’Tis the sarcastic smile,
Denoting keen contempt, which most I fear
And wounds me deepest. “ Pretty little fool,”
Though spoke in jest, seems half in earnest.
GIOVANNL
Nay,
I only call, I only think thee, love,
A little simpleton, when thou hast nursed
A viper in thy breast; when jealousy,
Too readily admitted, mars thy peace.
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HELENA.
It is my diffidence that makes me doubt;

And if thou dost deny thy confidence,
What can I deem myself, but a mere toy,
A plaything for thy idle moments —not
Thy bosom’s counsellor, and valued friend——

GiovaNNI.

Helena, thou shouldst see my inmost soul,
Read all my thoughts, but—
HEeLENA.
That thou fearest to trust me:

Though I lack wisdom, love, I’ll be discreet—
Why dost thou hesitate ¢

GI0VANNI

.When Eve had spoiled
The tree of knowledge with a daring hand,
She found the fruit was bitter—be advised—
Retain thy innocent simplicity ;
Revel in happy ignorance, nor seek
A theme for deeper meditation, than
Hath yet found entrance in thy youthful heart,
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HEeLENA.

Alas! henceforward all my joys are fled,
Vivid imagination will surround
Thy secret with a host of fears. My heart
Suggests some cruel motive for thy stern
Unyielding silence. Oh! my own Giovanni,
Why art thou so unkind ?

GiovaNNIL
Thou art my wife;
1 should have told this tale when I had won
Thy virgin love, and left thee to thy choice.
Forgive me, for I feared to lose thee, sweet;
Forgive me, that I tell the story now.
1t is to prove to thee, my love, my trust,
And that I deem thee wise as thou art fair.
HELENA.

I am a fool to let thee see how deep,
How ardent, tender, and how passionate,
My love hath grown. My husband, when I feel
- The pressure of thine arm, meet thy fond glance
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Bend kindly on me, hear the gentle sound
Of thy sweet voice—what would I not forgive #
GiovannI.

Read o’er my heart, I will not hide one thought.
The earliest sorrow, Helen, of my youth,
My father caused—a stern ambitious man :
Born a patrician, he had climbed to power,
And those who valued the Republic, feared
His giant strides would lead him to a throne.
All who opposed him sank beneath his feet ;
And one, who struggled hard to clip his wings,
Too boldly venturous, o’erstepped the law,
And fell its victim—in one person, judge!
Accuser! enemy !—his fate was sealed—
My father was implacable.

HeLENA,
Indeed!
And thou his son ¢
G10VANNI.
1 clung about his knees,

Besought, intreated, prayed him to relent ¢
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Writhed in the dust before him. My young heart :
Shrank at the sight of blood. The day arrived
That saw the sentence executed : throngs
Of heartless wiretches crowded in the streets,
| Eager to see a fellow=creature die.
The scaffold waved with black ; the dismal bell
Tolled forth a horrid sound. My striken soul
Gave to the mournful drapery a tongue;
And heard in that sepulchral clang, a voice
Proclaiming, Vengeance! Vengeance on the race,
‘Who tore a father from his children’s arms,
And made them orphans.
HEeLENA.
Oh, my poor Giovanni!
) G10VANNI,
The dark remembrance of that dreadful day
Will never be erased ; the air was hot
As burning sulphur. Blinded by my tears,
And all my senses steeped in agony,
Still, still I saw him, weak, and faint, and pale;
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His haggard eye glared wildly on the crowd—
But there were none to save him, and he died.
His wealth was forfeit to the state; his son,
Young Garcia, exiled from his native land: -
His only daughter, sunk in poverty,
Languished and pined.
HeLENA.

A convent’s walls, methinks,
Had proved a safe asylum. Charity
Left her not quite uncomforted #

GI10VANNIL
I sought

Her humble dweling, in a borrowed name,
And, like a guardian genius, supplied
Her father’s tender cares. From her fair cheek
The rose had fled ; but the rich pallidness,
The ivory brightness of her delicate
Pale brow, contrasted with the beaming eye,
Dark as the sable, silken, curls that waved
Around her polished temples, seemed, indeed,
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So perfect in its beauty—the bright tint,
The flush of red, had marred its loveliness,
HELENA.
So very fair, Giovanni ¢
GIOVANNIL
She is dead—
Disconsolate, deserted, pity first
Melted my youthful heart; then love’s quick flame
Arose. My father sternly had despoiled
Her life of hope; I felt a generous wish
To bid it bloom again. We fled away,
And married—
HELENA.
Married, my Giovanni?
" GIOVANNI.

Why dost thou start, and turn away thy head,
Struggling to quit my arms? I told thee, sweet,
That she was dead. Oh! do not envy her
The short brief gleam of sunshine that illumed
Her cheerless life. Sailing along the deep,

Y
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The treacherous ocean, suddenly a storm
Wrecked our frail bark ; within my arms I clasped
My hapless wife, and ploughed the weltering wave:
Stunned by a blow, all power forsook my limbs,
And she was lost; but, by a miracle,
A fishing vessel that outlived the gale,
Espied me ere the vital spark had fled,
And called me back to life. I sought my home,
And hid my secret in my breast—
HELENA.
Yet still
Cherished thine early love, thy first, first love?
Gr1ovANNIL
No—’twas a boyish fancy. I have learned
The lesson since. My Helen, whilst thine heart
Beats against mine, I feel that I adore
The mother of my child. Come, dry those tears,
Thou never had’st a rival. Garcia now
Will claim thy pity ; think what he hath lost,
What he hath suffered.
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HeLeNa.
Swear again thou lovest me!
GIOVANNI.
Come to thy chamber, thou art faint—my life,
My own Helena, doubt me not. All thine,
Dearest, all thine, for ever.
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SceNE II.—The Confines of a Wood.

G10VANNI enters prepared for the Chace.
- G10VANNI. |

From this bold eminence how beautiful
The earth appears; the blue and golden air,
Filled with the vital essence, to the soul
Brings such invigorating influence,
My buoyant spirit seems to rise on wings
That would transport me through the boundless space
Of glittering ether, did not that bright world
That blooms below, entwine around my heart,
And tempt my lingering. footsteps. Yon dark wood,
So deep, so silent, still bears sun-light paths,
Shining amid the gnarled and mossy track
Of giant trees, whose aged arms embrace,
And form a living canopy above :
And there the roebuck springs; the dusky boar
Lurks in his lair. Down, down, my gallant hounds,
A moment yet, ere I let slip the leash,
And rouse the quarry. I must gaze awhile




181

On thy pure glassy mirror, Arno, where,

From thy blue depths reflected, tower, and tree, .
The Roman ruin, garlanded with wreaths

Of flowing ivy, rests in calm repose.

Oh Italy ! thou bright, romantic land,

Fit scene for love, and peace, and brotherhood,
Why art thou so defiled by human deeds ?

Pride and ambition, hatred and revenge,

Have dyed thy crystal streams with crimson gore,
Tainted thy balmy air with corses strewed

Amid fair valleys redolent with bliss.

There, deep sequestered, bowered around with flowers,
Blooms the sweet nest of my felicity,

My joy-encircled home. Thou tender dove,

Like the white pinions of thy prototype,

Thy snowy garments flutter in the air.

Helena, blessings light upon thee, love,

Thou soft, thou gentle, stainless innocent 3

Brief absence gives affection new delights.

Now could I leap the space that separates
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Thee and thy infant from my longing arms,
And hold thee clasped for ever.—
Enter RosMUNDA.
Stranger, speed
Thy path in peace, fear not the fire-eyed brutes;
My dogs shall not molest thee.
Rosmunpa.
I have passed
Too many dangers, scaped from suffering
Too oft, to fear thy fierce and ravenous hounds,
My journey hath been long, and I am faint,
And somewhat apprehensive, lest, perchance,
I meet not such a welcome as my hopes
Have fondly painted.
G10VANNI.

Rest upon this bank :
The mountain-spring trickles from yonder rock—
I'll bring thee dainty beverage from the vase [fresh
Which nature’s hand hath scooped : drink, ’twill re=
Thy parched and fever’d lips, Nay, do not fear
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A cold reception from thy relatives,

Oh, there’s a germ in every buman breast,

That buds anew when absent friends return.

Thou ’It bring with thee blissful remembrances

Of times long past, of love, and hope, and joy ;

- And though a scorching sun, a blighting wind,

May have converted to an arid sand

The soil where flow’rets sprang, they ’11 bloom again,

A second spring of tender, calm delights.
Rosmunpa.

What, if whilst I have wander’d, sunk in grief,
Struggling with poverty, and wrinkled cares
Feeding upon my bloom, wasting my limbs
With premature decay, my friends have soared
To fortune’s topmost height; will they embrace
The squalid wretch that sues to them for bread,
Brings them no guerdon, save a broken heart,
Shrined in a tenement of withered clay $

G1ovaNNI.

Thou wilt be dearer for thy sufferings ;

They ’ll pour their golden treasures at thy feet,
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Hang o’er thy couch, relume thy grief-dulled eye
With the revivifying influence
Of faithful love. Oh, there are human breasts
So constant, so munificent, so blest
With god-like attributes, that, for their sakes,
Heaven withholds its fires from sinful men.

RosmMuNnDA.

Should, by misfortune’s blighting touch, my form
Be so much altered, that a single trace
Of former beauty doth not live, to wake
Remembrance in the breast; the silv’ry sound,
The music of my voice, be changed to harsh
And grating discord, dost thou, dost thou think
Those who bave loved me in my former pride,
Will gaze with kinduess now ¢
GIOVANNIL
If thou hast proof

That love existed strong, unsullied—

Rosmunpa.

Yes,

Oh yes, disinterested, passionate,
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And pure affection bless’d me once; dost think
That such attachment e’er could fade? My life
Hangs on thy answer: speak, Giovanni!
G10oVARNIL
A stranger, yet familiar with my name.  [Aside
Who, and what art thou ?
RosmMuxpa.
Ob, it chills my breast
To hear thee ask the question; to thy heart
Hath not a spirit whispered, ’tis the wreck
Of what was once thy precious, best beloved,
Thy cherished wife, Rosmunda ¢
GI0OVANNI,
Oh! no, no;
Her bones are whitening deep beneath the sea;
A fathomless abyss enshrines her form ;
Wave after wave rolls o’er her; she is dead—
Rosmunpa.
The locks that thou wert wont to call the plume -
Stolen from the raven’s wing, have lost their gloss; -
z
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The cheek, so snowy-tinctured, now is bronzed
With wintry storms, and summer’s heat ; yet still
Iam, I am Rosmunda! Ob, Giovanni,
’Scaped from the wave, released from slavery,
Wilt thou deny the haven of thine arms
To the poor shipwrecked wanderer ?
* GiovANNIL

Away!
*Tis mockery all; the grave must hold its dead,
Or tombs will gape, the denizens of earth
Be strangely mingled with the phantom forms
Of spirits. Most unnatural union; :
We'll not endure it.—Darkness, the cold cave
Of ocean is thy dwelling-place, not light,
And air, and sunshine—

RosMuNDA.
Oh, beloved Giovanni !

Speak not so wildly ; ’tis thy living wife,
Thy lost Rosmunda: by a miracle
We both were saved. It was a happier fate
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That led. thee to thy country, raised thee up,
It should appear, to rank and riches, 1
Suffered the cruel destiny that hangs
Upon my hapless race; was sold to chains, .
Dragged out an abject servitude, for long
And weary years, till the kind charity
Of pious Christians wrought my slow release,
_ . GIOVANNI,
And dost thou plead to me, stained and defiled
By the embrace of Infidels? I know
How sacred female purity would be
Within a barem’s walls. We are divorced
By Heaven’s own law. I pity thee; my wealth
Shal] shield thy fature life from misery,
But we must never meet again.
RosMunpa.

Before
The face of Heaven, I swear, a spotless bride,
A faithful, oh most faithful wife, hath dared 4
To call thee husband. We are one; the church,
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All laws, both human and divine, have boand,
Irrevocably bound us. Those bright charms
Which won thee, my Giovanni, were effaced,
At first, by sickness, by despair, by grief;
And, with returning health, my earliest care
Was to despoil my person of all power
To tempt the lawless libertine I served.
Too soon my pains were needless; thou, even thou,
Hast turned with loathing from the form which once
Thou gazed upon with rapturous delight,
Hung o’er enamoured, like the wooing bee
* Floating in air above the blushing rose,
G10oVANNI.

Forgive me, lost Rosmunda, oh, forgive me!
Unhappy victim of a cruel fate,
Thy bitter cup of sorrow is not drained :
The dregs remain; and I, even I, am doomed
To add to thy misfortune: that strong oath
1 swore to thee must be revoked; new ties,
New duties bind me: show thyself sapreme -
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In magnanimity above thy sex,
And seal our separation. 1 have now
" No heart, no love to give thee, Tear not then,
The bonds asunder that have linked my soul—
Dishonour not my children. At thy feet,
~ Low kneeling, I implore you to renounce
The right you claim: be kind, be merciful.
Hatred and gratitude are thine to choose.
Rosmunda, thou hast lived within my breast
Immaculate; change not thine image now.

' RosMUNDA.

I will not yield thee up thy plighted vows,
Consign my name to infamy and scorn,
Connive at thy adulterous intercourse,

And guard my rival’s peace. I will appeal

To Heaven, to man. Too long the sport of fate,
I will not bend to thy barbarity,

Drag out my life in some obscure retreat,

Bat share the fortunes of my wedded lord,
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.

GiovaNNL

If riches are thine object, here are gems
Would prove a monarch’s ransom; all my wealth
Is freely thine: in distant kingdoms blaze,.
With eastern splendor ; leave me a poor hut,
And the most precious treasures of my soul.

Rosmunpa.

Waste not the time in idle words—I sought
The fond protection.of my hushand’s arms.
He hath denied my suit; but Justice still
Reigns upon earth enthroned ; my cause is linked
With sacred attributes; an injured wife,
A helpless woman will not plead in vain,
Across the Arno, where Zenaldi's gate
Opes to the sufferer’s tale, I'll speed my way;
Unlike his cruel sire, who wrought the fall
Of my unhappy father, he will aid
The righteous cause.. My brother hath obtained
A safe asylum in his broad domains,
And I will rush amid his marble halls,

And tell my piercing wrongs.
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Groyanxs.
Not there! not there!

Invade not Eden; thou foul demon, back ;
Dare not advance a single footstep, lest
My madness, my despair prevail, my heart
Forget its natural impulse, and my hand
Rid me, at once, of all I fear and hate,

- RosMUNDA.

Thou shalt not fright me from my purposed way,
Even though the panﬁng brutes thy strength restrains
Glare not with fury more implacable
Than flashes from thine eyes. Insatiate,

Eager for blood, let slip the leash ; their fangs
Will excute the meditated deed,
And thou be free from murder.,

G10VANNIL

. . ‘Thou art wise,

Prudent in counsel; thou may’st tempt me far
Beyond forbearance: faithful ministers,
Pursue the chace alone; away! away!
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Freed from thy fears, Rosmunda, let my prayers,
My agony prevail.
Rosmunpa.
Restore me to my rights;
Cast off thy paramour; I am not now
The pliant girl, whose easy, yielding heart -
You moulded to your will. The slave of man,
Too long consigned to tyranny and wrong,
I know the value of the power I hold; -
And, taught a better lesson, will return
The evil I have suffered. Give me way;
I will proclaim my sorrows to the world,
And force thee to an act of justice.
G1ovANNL

Hold !
You pass not till I bind you with an oath,
That shall secure me from your frantic threats.
Trifle not, wretched woman, with your life—

[Exit RosMUNDA.

By Heaven, she has escaped me; she will kill
My gentle Helen with her tale. Away!
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Imust arrest ber footsteps.. Gracious Poway|

Send forth thy dews to ceol. my burning brain,

And leave me not to combat with the fiends,

Holding fell councils in my heart. . My stay - - .

Is fatal, and my path may lead, oh Heaven!

Iknow net where~ [ Exit, following RosMunpa
through the forest,

A2
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Scexe 1I1.—4 Garden on the Arno. HELENA solus.
HEeLENA.
How silv’ry bright the Arno flows, how calm
Its tranquil breast: the gentle waters steal
Through the fresh sedges noiselessly ; nor till
The bubbling spring that bursts from yonder cliff,
Bounds over rock and stone, in haste to blend
Its tributary streams, does the sweet sound,
The gurgling music of the rippling wave,
Break on the listening ear. The ruddy beam
Of the bright west hath made the waters blush,
As though they glided o’er a ruby bed,
And where the willow dips its graceful boughs,
Seems a rich mine of emerald. Beneath
The bow’ring trees that skirt the velvet lawn
Gambols a sportive kid, and turtle doves
Plume their bright wings, and murmur notes of love,
Where is Giovanni? I must prattle on
Without his kind response; ’tis past the hour
In which he should return: his eager steps
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That lion heaxt, that lithe:and atctive form, '
Could not be baffled by the'brutal strength

Of the grim monsters he delights to slay.
Armida’s art'could weave a flow’ry chain,
Which bound Rinaldo’s soul ; he never sighed,
In her fair bower, for battle, swords and spears ;
But my loved truant (like the cruel boy,
Whom beauty’s goddess could not hold within
Her snowy arms) spite of my smiles, my tears,
Will burst the gentle bondage. I have gazed
Upon the glowing canvass of our grand,

Ounr mightiest master, little fancying

It was my own sad tale. The eager dogs
Strain on the leash; the lovely hunter’s heart,
Though his strong arm reins in the panting hounds,
Is with the chase; and she, the queen of love,
With ineffectual pleading, supplicates

Her loved Adonis to forego his sport.

He breaks the links her intertwining arms
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Have fondly wreathed, and rushes on to death,—
He comes! now his blithe spirit will repel,
With joyous smiles, my apprehensive fears—
Enter G1OVANNI.
Oh, no! his brow is deadly pale! My life!
My busband, theu art wounded #
‘ GI0VANKNIL
In my soul,
" Helena, mortally, Look on me, sweet,
With those fair eyes, so full of tenderness,
" A last fond glance! We were too happy, love,
And we must part——
HEeLENA.
Oh! never has thy voice
Assumed so sad a tone. Tell me the worst—
A thousand horrors rush upon my brain;
Yet when I clasp thee in my eager arms,
And feel that thou art safe from outward wounds,
I’ll not despair. Cheer thee, my life! my love!
We shall be happy still—



197

Giovaxxi.
Yes, in the grave,
When this perturbed heart has ceased to beat, .
These throbbing pulses rest—Oh, no, not then:
Here and hereafier endless misery
Must be my lot—eternity of pain!
HELENA. - _
Shrink not, my husband, from my fond caress;
Sorrow shall not come nigh thee in my arms;
I'll chase away the fiend.—Oh ! thou hast sworn, .-
A thousand times, that I possessed the power
To sooth thee in thy direst woe, but now
You turn away.
Grovanni.
Grief bath bedimmed each sense— : .
A dull and torpid weight is on my beart, . -
HELENA, Lo
Alas! thop dost not love me.
GIOVANNI. .
" In the skies,
Upon the earth ’tis written, red with blood—
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Search through yon forest for my broken vow,
There ’tis recorded. Oh, I have given thee
My soul—my soul—my love hath been a flame,
Devouring, quenchless; and the life of one
Who sought to part us, wildly sacrificed—
A murderer stands before thee! She is dead—
My wife, Rosmunda ! and a stainless name

Is thine, thy child legitimized : for thee

I’ve plunged in crime—have sold myself to hell!
Do I not love thee? dost believe it now ?

HELENA. :

" Thy looks, thy words are wild; but oh, that deed—
Intensity of sorrow tells the tale

Thy lips have only glanced at. She is dead—
And I the fatal cause! Do not hate me—

Do not desert me: prayer and penitence

Shall win forgiveness for thee: we will seek,
Two weeping pilgrims, for each holy shrine;
Nor rest, nor taste of comfort, till we feel

That we are pardoned.
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G10VANNI.

She lies deep in earth—
The forest boughs wave o’er her; birds will sing
As blithely, and the fawn shall calmly sleep
Upon her unblest grave, as tho’ he stretched
His limbs on sod undrenched with human biood.
There is no witness of my crime; the world
Will call me good and virtuous, and my tomb
Be sculptured o’er with poets’ flatteries—
*Tis here, ’tis in my brain, that I am stamped
With deadly sin! What would my prayer avail ¢
Can I repent that I.have saved my child
And thee from shame? Were it to do again,
This arm is ready. I have murdered her—
A helpless woman, and my wedded wife;— - -
Could I repent of this, I had been. mad -
When I performed the deed. ' I knew the crime
Was hopeless, and I shrunk not fromr it; but.
Never, oh never, nor.on earth nor heaven. -
Shall I taste peace again, . .
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My father’s sins are visited on me,
And I am doomed—
HELENA.

Tears, bitter, passionate tears,
Are all 1 have to give; my tortured heart
Will not suggest one soothing word. 1Is’t true
That 1 stand by thee, hold thee in my arms,
Without the power to whisper peace; thet we
Are both alive, both love, and both despair #

Giovaxnr.

Live for thy child, Helena; live to pray »
For one who dares not mock the throne of heaven
With impions hopes. My life is waning fast,

My spirit sinks beneath the fearful weight,

The burthen of my sin. But yestermomn

I would have boldly dared the living world,

All evil spirits, the dark enemy

Of fallen man, to tempt me from the height,

The proud, the virtuous height on which I stood. .
What am I now? A wretch, my fellow.mea,
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The veckddal profiigated | imve despised,

Would execrate ! Clasp me again, my love,

Once more within the heaven of thine arms,

Ere I descend to expiate my crime -

In endless pangs.
- HevrExa.

Giovanni! my Giovanni !
Thy brow grows livid, and thy trembling Limbs
Are failing ; leave me not, my life! my soul!

My busband !
Grovasxi.
Search in the wood ; she lies
Beneath & blasted oak ; give to her corse
The rites of Christian burial. I fear
She needs thy pious aid ; ‘her soul, like mine,
Had lest its inmocence before she died— '
And place nte in thy fomb, my gentle love.
We ne’er shall meet in happiness, but still
"Fwill sootls me if our dust be mingled bere.—
B2 :



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.
ADDRESS,
Spoken at the Opening of the Cawnpore Theatre,*
October 20, 1829.

Where late a jungle spread its tangled dells,
And panthers lurked within the forest’s cells;
Where still in troops the famished jackalls prowl,
And the wolf bays the moon with dismal howl ;
Where mid barbaric pomp a Satrap bore
Tyrannic sway along the Ganges’ shore,

And the adjacent city only rang

With the deep dhole, or harsher cymbal’s clang,
And native crowds beheld with fierce delight
On the red plain the sanguinary fight -

Of savage beasts, whose worse than brutal sport
Formed the amusement of an Eastern Court ;

* An elegant building of t‘e Roman Doric order, erected by
subscription, from the design, and under the direction of Lieut.
Burt, Engineers.
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Mid reliques and remains of tall Kiosks,

Pagodas, minarets, and dome-crowned mosques;
Where towering palms and spreading banians rise,
A Doric structure meets the spell-bound eyes— -
Its fair proportions formed in every part

Just to the classic rules of Roman art,

And dedicated to those Nymphs divine,

The fairer sisters of the tuneful Nine—

Attendant on the Drama—a gay throng, -

Who weave the mingled web of dance and song, -
Where young Thalia laughs with mirthful eye,
And gorgeous Tragedy comes sweepigg by.

+ Say, what the magic.charm that thus has changed
The wild, where erst the forest-monster ranged,

To the gay Theatre, where wit’s bright rays

Pour forth the sparklings of its diamond blaze,
And the rapt ear delighted lists again.

The gifted poet’s most ennobling strain,
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And Satire lightly langhs at Folly’s cause,

And Virtue wins the heart to Virtue's laws?

*Tis woman’s smile !—She raised her potent wand, -
And this fair structure rose at her command ; - -
She blessed the wilderness, and each ravine -
Transformed at once, became a brilliant scene ¢
And the lone exiles from a distant ‘coast 4
No longer mourn for all that they have losty - -
But pleased, and pleasing, to this arid sand -

Have brought the treasures of their native land.
And never yet beneath the arch of heaven

To lovelier forgas was man's obedience given,

Nor homage ever paid to eyes more bright,

Than those which grace our Theatre to-night.

Oh! still vouchisafe the soft approving smile,
Still by your presence gild this honoured pile. . -
For when did radiant beauty ‘ever own f
A fairer realm, a maze appropriate throne,
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Than the arena where the Drama tries |

“To catch the manners living as they rise $”
From each expressive glance the Actor draws
The gentle censure, or the sweet applause ;
And as their various talents they unfold,

She cheers the timid or appals the bold :
Checks with a glance each free licentious speech,
And gives the lesson none save women teach—
Sanctions the good, directs the march of mind
To all that’s great, and beauteous, and refined,
Displays the witchery of the soft, the chaste,
And shews examples of the purest taste.

We bend before you—grateful—for we know
How much to female patronage we owe,

And fearless—for to woman’s generous breast
The modest suppliant never yet addrest

A prayer in vain——whatever our success,
The gentle smile of female loveliness,

Will soothe our failure, or our trinmph bless.
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Yet to the Drama’s sons be not alone
Your plausive glance, and soft indulgence shewn—
But be the well-earned meed of laurel shed
On the aspirant’s young and anxious head,
Who from a bold design, with taste correct,
Has reared this splended pile—the Architect.
Dreading no frown, no critic word severe,
He humbly waits for your approval—here.
Cawnpore, October 1829,
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THE NAIAD.
She comes to bless me like a dream, -
As with an arrow’s flight, .
1 see her gliding down the stream
Of melted chrysolite.

Her glittering hair of wavy gold
Is bound with lilies pale,

And wreathed in many a sunny fold,
Floats round her like a veil.

Her large and tender eyes of blue
Glance upwards, filled with love, A
Their sapphire beams come flashing through
The crystal wave above.

Blended with molten pearl, the rose
In all its warmest blush,

On her fair cheek enamoured glows
With ever-changing flush.



She wears a smile of heavenly birth,
As one untouched by care,

Who never felt the ills of “earth,
And knows not what they are.

And swiftly as she glides along
That wave so bright and clear,

Each breeze the sedgy banks among'
Makes music in ber ear.

“And thus she spends the summer day,

“

Rejoicing in its light ;
But oh! how fleetly melts away
When steals the shrouding night.

Beneath the moon’s soft silvery rays
1 watch the stream in vain,

But with the sun’s meridian blaize
She comes! she comes again!
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TWILIGHT WITH THE FAIRIES. : - ...
A fairy grot, and a fairy lute, « :
A fairy bark to float over the tide, - . . -/
When the winds are hushed, and the billows mute,
And the sun has sunk to his ocean-bride,

How joyous it is to sit within - .
That elfin cave with its crystal spars,
While the-glitering waves come dancing in,
As they catch the light of the gleaming stars,

How joyous to list to the fairy song

Which swells o’er that broad and tranquil sea—
While nereiad voices the notes prolong

Thrilling the soul with their minstrelsy.

Joyous it is in our fairy boat
When dolphins sport on the trackless main,
Like spirits of brighter spheres, to float

And steer to our sparry grot again,
o2
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Joyous it is with the fairy crew
To share the feast so daintily spread——
To quaff the honied and rainbowed dew,
And sip the perfume from roses shed.

- Oh! when will the twilight hour arrive,
With its mystic sounds and its mystic sightyee
And who in thia dull cold world would live, °
When fairy-land offers such rare delights ¢
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THE VOYAGE, OF:LOVE. °
Oh haste on board My gallent boat, -
While skies are bright and sun<beams smile,
Shall gaily o’er the waters float,
And steer for Pleasure’s fairy isle. -
"Tis summer’s prime; each bud and flower
Glows upon hill, and dale, and grove~—
Oh! seize the blest auspicious heur. =
And haste on board—and sail with Love!

Fair Hope my silken sail has wrought
To waft us o’er the silvery tides,
Young Enterprize the rudder brought,
Which his adventurous spirit guides.
Upon the deck Tl rear a light
And trelliced bower of myrtle woye—
The winds are hushed, the skies are bright,
Oh! haste on board, and sail with Love!
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The maiden heard the gentle song,
She saw the gaily painted bark ;
The path by Prudence urged was long,
And led through valleys drear and dark,
The silken sails, the pennons gay . .
Have lured her truant steps to rove, -

She leaves the rough and rugged .way
To sail o’er tranquil seas with Love.

Swiftly towards Pleasure’s flowery realm
Love’s fleet and buoyant vessel flies,
And still through sunny straits, the helm

Is boldly steered by Enterprize.
The fairy prow leaps dancing o’er
The rippling wave by cliff and cove—
Who would not quit the lonely shore
To sail to Pleasure’s Isle with Love?
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But soon tempestuous winds arise,’

Loud roars the surge, ‘descends the rain,
And vainly does young Enterprize-- -

His rudder urge to land again.:
He swims to shore—on pinions-gay, -

While with-the weltering wave he strove,
His wily patron speeds away,

But she was wrecked who salled with Love.

‘ .
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GENEVIEVE,
Bright as the summer’s golden beam
Thy smiles were wont to be,
And placid as the rosy dream
Of careless infancy., -
Then why that drooping downcast eye,
And wherefore dost thou grieve ;
Why art thoun struggling with a sigh |
My pretty Genevieve ¢

So young, so lovely, and so blest,
What evil canst thou fear—
'What thought disturbs thy guileless breast—
Why swells the starting tear ¢
Say, dost thou weep that there is woe
Thy tears may not relieve,
And do they for another flow,
My gentle Genevieve ?

'
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Oh! clear thy darkling bréw again,
And let the radiance shine, - '
Like san-beams chasing April rain, -
- In those sweet eyes of thine.
I swear to thee, and thou wilt still L
The fond, fond vow believe, o
To guard thee from each earthly ill,
My precious Genevieve!
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SPAIN.
Land of the forest, land of the mountain! " -
Land of the river, the hill, and the fountain !
Where the cork, and the citron, and olive trees
bloom—
Land where the vine wreathes its leaves into bowers,
Where orange and lemon shed gold ‘with their
flowers, '
As the summer gale woos them to yield their perfume,

Land, where of old, the cross and the crescent,
With hatred unquenched, and with fury incessant,
Their bright banners advanced o’er the red battle |
plain;
Where Araby poured forth its hordes like a flood,
Where the bright mountain-torrents ran crimson
with blood,
And the proud Moslem reigned o’er the Christian
domain,
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Land, where the conquering Saracen made
Tower and palace arise from the glade,
Giving records sublime of the day of his power—
Land, where the temple and minaret smiled
Mid gardens with purple and ruby buds piled,
The haunt of dark beauties in youth’s freshest hour.

Land, where the Moor proudly rode o’er the plain
With pomp and with cymbal and drum in his train,
To the tilt, where the knighthood of Christendom flung
Their pennons on high, and each chieftain’s advance
Was marked by the shock of the broad-sword and
lance, [rung.

While the lists, far and wide, with their martial deeds

Land, where love’s influence strongly displayed,
The yeuth of Castile and the dark Arab maid
Were oft linked in soft bands only broken by death—
Land, where the Moor in captivity sweet
Sighed his fond vows at some fair Spaniard’s feet,
As she bent o’er his forehead her rose-scented breath.
: p 2
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Land, where the shallop spread forth its broad sail,
And recklessly gave its career to the gale,

Secure of success—at the leader’s command,
Who, o’er the deep waters, beyond the wide skies,
Saw clustering islands and continents rise,

And the bold vessel steered with an unerring hand.,

Land, where the earth’s richest mines have unrolled
Their coveted treasures of silver and gold,

And half the new world as its vassals bowed down;
Land, where the pure priceless jewels that shohe
On Peru’s dazzling sceptre and Mexico’s throne,

Were wrested to gleam on thy proud monarch’s crown.

Land of the bull-fight, where hundreds engage
The brute in his fiereest and deadliest rage,

Till pierced by their weapons he sinks to the ground ;
‘Where beauty’s eye dwells on the perilous deed,
And woman can gaze as the combatants bleed,

And her sweet voice be heard as the plaudits resound.

BRI BT L
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Land of the convert, the shrine, and the cell,
Where the deep choral hymn, and the soft vesper bell
On the light breezes borne gently steal o’er the ear—
‘Where the soul’s pensive dream of some votary pale,
Some fond heart that pines neath the nun’s flowing
s chased by the song of the gay Muleteer.  [veil,

Land, where the church and the altar profaned
By dark superstitions and priestcraft are stained
By heretic blood to the ruthless flames given;
Land of the dungeon, the rack, and the chain,
Where man has appealed to his fellow in vain,
And the shriek of the martyrs ascended to heaven.

Land of the waltz and the gay masquerade,

The cloaked cavalier and the wild serenade,
Where fond lovers sigh o’er their tender guitars—

Land, where the fingers that held in their clasp

The maiden’s white hand the red dagger would grasp,
And assassins steal forth ’neath the light of the stars.
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Land, where the bandit infests each wild scene,
And the wolf bays the moon from the mountain .
ravine ;

Where the goatherds have loftier souls than their lords;
Where peasants by glory’s bright chronicles fired,
By their country’s renown and its thraldrom

inspired,

Its freedom have won at the point of their swords!
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A SKETCH.
The fretted pannels gleamed with gold,
And gorgeous shewed that stately room ;:
The silken curtain’s ample. fold
Shone with the dyes of Persia’s loom,
And there lay harp and lyre and lute,
To waken music’s sweetest strain,
But all in that sad hour were mute—'
Their witchery lost, their solace vain,

Without—the tall trees wooed the wind
" Shading a smooth and spacious lawn,
And where the shrubs their branches twined, -

Couched on the blossoms slept the fawn. -
The wide verandah’s colonnade .

With rare and precious flowers was filled,
And every breeze that round them played

Their odorous scents in showers distilled.
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The jasmines mantling wreaths were hung
Upon the trelliced arch, and high
The rose its rich red clusters flung
Mid that star-cinctured tapestry.
*T'was evening, and a silvery ray
Beamed from the bright and full orbed moon,
Which sailing on her heaven-ward way,
Shone broadly on that fair saloon.

The lattice wide, as if for air,

Was open thrown—and faint and weak,
A form was seen reposing there,

With eyelids closed and pallid cheek—
Upon a velvet couch she lay,

But not to her a couch of rest ;
Her long dark hair in disarray,

Her white arms folded o’er her breast.
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Amid the braided tresses shone
Pale flowers exhaling scented breath,
Like coronals we strew upon
The friend we lose by early death,
She was not dead who corse-like prest
Thiat couch of care; but the moon’s light
Ne’er could on one more heart-struck rest
Than her who caught the beam that night,

And there was one of gentle mood

Who watched that pale and prostrate form ;
And as in musing grief she stood

And marked the wreck of one wild storm,
She fancied that the moon looked down

With pitying eye upon the bed,
Where like a lily overthrown

The smitten mourner drooped her head.



224

It was an idle thought—ryet still
The dream the pensive mind beguiled,
But that same moon o’er yon green hill
Looked down on other scences and smiled,—
Oh! fair and false—a beam of light
On misery’s thorny couch she throws,
Then faithless turns a ray as bright
‘Where hope and joy and health repose.
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LIFE’S CHANGES.
Mid gay and crowded festivals,
In many a fair and glittering scene,
1 tread those bright and gilded halls
Wherein thy feet so oft-have been.
Familiar are the names to me
Which my new friends and flatterers bear,
Each sound comes linked with thoughts of thee;
But thou art———where ?

The busy throng which thou hast known
" In days gone by approach me now,
| And every word and every tone
Reminds me of thy plighted vow.
They name thee not, but fancy brings
Thy voice upon the passing air,
Thy form is borne upon her wings ;
But thou art————where ¢

E 2
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The wreath which, when my humble song
‘Was breathed to careless ears in vain,
Thou fondly said’st should soon belong
To my unprized unvalued strain,

Is twined for me—upon my brow

In many a knot and cluster fair

Its blooming buds and blossoms glow ;
And thou art———where ¢

Not thine the lips that whisper praise,
Not thine the bright and beaming eye
Turning on mine its ardent gaze,

Not thine the hope, not thine the sigh.
Another breathes a tender tale,
Another hovers round my chair,
Another trusts he may prevail,

For thou art where ?
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I know not if my once loved name

Now first before the world avowed,

As one who hopes her lay may claim

The homage of the busy crowd,

Though published wide, has reached thine ear,
Reviving thoughts which love will share—

I know not if it still be dear;

For thou art

where? -
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STANZAS.
Upon the Ganges regal stream
The suns bright splendours rest—
And gorgeously the noon-tide beam
Reposes on its breast.
Bat in a small secluded nook
Beyond the western sea,
There rippling glides a narrow brook

That’s dearer far to me.

The loory perches on my hand
Caressing to be fed—

And spreads its wings at my command,
And bends its purple head.

But where the robin—humble guest
Comes flying from the tree,

Which bears its unpretending nest,
Alas! I’d rather be.
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The fire-fly flashes through the sky,
A meteor swift and bright,
And all below, around, on liigh,
Gleams with its emerald light :
Though glory tracks that shooting star,
And bright its splendours shine,
The glowworm’s lamp is dearer far
To this sad heart of mine.

Throughout the summer year the flowers
In all the flush of bloom,

Clust’ring around the forest bowers,
Exhale their rich perfume;

The daisy and the primrose pale,
Though scentless they may be,

That gem a far, far distant vale,
Are much more prized by me.
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The lotus opes its chalices
Upon the tank’s broad lake,
Where India’s stately palaces
Their ample mirrors make;
But reckless of each tower and dome,
The splendid and the grand —
I languish for a cottage home
Within my native land,



231

STANZAS.
Land of Romance!
Fair and jocund France!
From thy green meads, and from thy sunny rills,
Thy laughing plains, and from thy vine~clad hills,
Thy dark-eyed maids advance;
And while the pipe its gentle music trills
They wreathe the graceful dance.

v

Land of Romance!
Fair and fertile France!
When music’s voice o’er hill and dell and plain
Had ceased, the minstrel harp, the vocal strain,
Waked from thein long long trance—
The Troubadour’s soft lay revived again
By thy bright wave, Durance !
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Land of the brave and free!
Imperial Germany !
By thy grape-clustered rocks, thy lofty towers,
Thy fair broad rivers, and thy princely bowers,
The warrior’s minstrelsy
Resounds—and mid the fairest sweetest flowers
Up springs the laurel tree,

Land of the brave and free!
Imperial Germany !
Deep in the bosom of thy dark pine woods,
Thy mountain mines, and o’er thy angry floods, .
Wild as the revelry
Of winds and waves, dwell the unhallowed broods
Of dreaming phantasy.



Land of melody !
Tunefal Italy!
To thy enchanting’ balmy vales belong
The spirit and the soul of melting song ;
They breathe, they dwell with thee—
Floating thy bowery myrtle groves among,
Echoes of long past poesy.

Land of melody!
Tuneful Italy!
Each ruined palace and each classic shrine,
~ Filled with man’s warks, yet more than half divine,
Swells the rapt heart with extasy.
The sculptor’s work, the painter’s bold deslgn
Were both inspired by thee.”

r2
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Fancy’s bright domain !
Chivalric Spain! :
Thy broad siertas, and thy dlive ghd@
The gentle music of thy serewades,
Thy fierce-and martial train—
Thy midnight ssaegquings, and thy falchien biades
Bring knighthood’s days again, - =~ -

Fancy’s bright domain!
Chivalric Spain!
From thy last words, the’ mﬂmh.nﬁw
The tinkling of the fond and wild gaiitar, = !
And lovers to the aueon.complaing - -
But at the fibst shrill trump of war, .
Each breaks his silken chain, . . .. .. T ...

/Y



o BAKEAD,
My castle towers on Severn’s side:
Smile in the. sumines’s sun, -
Not brighter flows the silvery tide.
Of thy fair strean, Garonne |
The wild bee murmurs in. tha hower,
The deer bounds through the wood,
And gaily blooms the primross: flower,
In that sweet solitude.

I’ll hang rich jewels in thine eax
If thou wilt be my bride ;

Pl trap thy robe with minever
And broidery beside.

My page shall at thy palfrey stand
And hold its silken rein,

If thou wilt quit thine own fair land
To cross the foaming main.



Your charms shall gifted minstrels sing
And vassals bend the knee,

Your welcome through my halls shall ring
With songs and revelry ;

And as the festal board you grace,
Or lead the joyous dance,

* The pleasures round you shall efface

The thoughts of distant France.

My lineage I will scorn to name
Though high its boast may be—

I leave the trumpet tongue of fame
To tell thee my degree;

For I have borne me in the fight
Through many a toilsome day;

As best becomes an English knight—
The foremost in the fray.

)
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St. George’s banner waves on high
O’er tower and citadel ;

The widow’s wail, the orphan’s ery,
The midnight breezes swell.

Then sweet, this scene of sadness leave
For merry England’s coast—

And in my arms forget to grieve
For all that you have lost.



BALLAD.
My rose! my rose! my Provence rose?
What can to thee compare® '

There’s not a single flower that blows

So sweet, so soft, so fair—

I’ve sought the hills of far Almaine
Beside the laughing Rhine, '

Rich with the red grape’s ruby stain
And wreathed with many a vine.

And stately dames of high degree
Their gracious looks have lent,

And beamed their blue eyes’ rays on me
At tilt and tournament,

But oh! my rose! my Provence rose !
‘What can to thee compare ¢

There’s not a single flower that blows,
So gentle, and so fair.

I’ve wandered o’er the fields of France

Through summer’s smiling hour—
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Wooed by the soug of yonng Ronsance
To beauty’s perfumed bower.

And Bretagne’s maids have witching arss,
Beguiling mortal men;

And starry eyes, and melting hearts
Are found in bright Guieane.

But my blush rose! my Provence reso}
What can to thee compare #

There’s not a single flower tliet blows,
So delicale, so fair!

There’s many a sweet and sunny glamee
Beyond the sparkling.Rhone,
And rose-lipped maidens lead the danco
Across the sun-kissed Sopne,
Oh! joyous are the festivals,
The mirth and minstrelsy,
With beauty smiling in the halls
Of tower-crowned Normandy.
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But my sweet rose, my Provence rose!
What can to thee compare ¢

There’s not a single flower that blows,
So graceful, or so fair.

D’ve listened in the orange groves,
The blossomed dells of Spain—

Beneath her moon-lit skies, to love’s
Soft, sweet, bewildering strain.

Through shrouding veils the flashes broke,

From eyes as bright as stars—

Whene’er the sweeping fingers woke
The notes of fond guitars.

But my wild rose, my Provence rose! -
What can to thee compare ?

There’s not a single flower that blows
So precious, or so fair.
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Then I my coat of mail will don,
And couch my trusty lance;
There’s many a castle to be won
In fair and jocund France.
My halls are empty—but I'll come,
St. George my weapon guide!
With laurel-crested basnet home
And the red gold beside,

The blue eyed maids of England scorn
My ruined house and me,

But there are brides as highly born
In stately Normandy; .. .-

And he who in the hattle field
Shall prove the stoytest knight,

Will ﬁnd the eye Ofbﬂlllty yuﬁ UPPRN “ T .
Its smile of sunniest light. ... i P
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And TI'll be first in bower and hall,
Andforemostinthe‘ring; . S

And bards at each gay festival S,
My knightly feats shall sing. ST

I’ll bear about the blazonry '
Of arms, in gold and pearl,

And every precious gem shall be
The ransom of an earl.

v
L

I’Il heap my board with costly plate
With this good sword of mine ;
And crowds of vassals at my gate
Shall drain the purple wine.
Each knave shall with his fellow vie
In silks, and gauds, and fars;
These towers shall ring with mirth, when I
Have won my golden spurs. :




214

STANZAS.::! o i
The greenwood ! the greenwood 1. - :-c

How pleasant it would be:. .
To build a little mossy hut ‘'

Beneath the forest tree. - . .5

To climb each green and ‘grassy knall, .

To pierce each leafy baunt, - .. . i, i
And listen with delighted ears .: .. i v, -

To every wild bird’s chaunt.

L . [
o e

The greenwood ! the greenwood! !.. -

How bright the sunbeams gleam, ., .:.!1:. -.°

Chequered by many a wavmg bough. ; -

Upon the dancing stream. : - .I:..c "0,

And there the dainty-harehells giow,. |
There roams thé vagrant bee, - "« . .

And every gale that stira the trees . - . .

Makes thrilling melody.
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The greenwood ! the greenwood !

How balmy is the air,

How sweet the morning breeze that fans
The roebuck in his lair.

Oh! would that from these hated walls
I too might roam as free,

And tread the turf with steps as light
And heart as full of glee.

The greenwood ! the greenwood !
How bright the dew-drops shine,
How gracefully the ivy wreaths
Around the old oaks twine.

Take all the feasts and festivals
This darksome city yields—

Give me the shade of forest bowers,
The sun-light of the fields.
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Those peréons- who htve truvemd the Donab nt' tbo
neighbouring district of Bundelkhund,  or.who haye
navigated the Jumna which separates these provinces of
Upper India, will acknowledge the fidelity of the fore-
going description, fortresses in the last stage of decay
being as plentiful as thie ruindd villages of which we read
in the Persisa tale. - Amid the almost -numberless. incur-
sions of the ‘Mooeaulmauns from the adjacent -epuntrics
into HMlindostan, many very gallant exploits remsin uhtold;
antl: others have obtaimed 80 alight a recoid, that we ard
loft t0-gwess at the extent of the invaders’ congnests biy
the - mouldering wrecks of temples and. fortified - phoea
whch tre seattered over the face of the mmy
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m Upper vaimuof Hlldouhnareubjmd toih
«xmund visitation of hos:winds; which, during the months of
Apri); Muy, “und June, blok.- mnﬂy‘tho‘ghod 1 the
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day. None save those who have experienced it can form
any idea of the heat, which is like that of a furnace.
Europeans contrive to keep the interior of their houses cool
by thick mats called tatties, made of kAuskhus, the root of
a fragrant grass, which being kept constantly wetted, miti-
gate the burning heat of the air as it passes through. The
wind generally blows from the westward, and the tatties
are fitted into the doors or windows toward that point:
they are of comparatively little use when the gale veers
to the east, as it then becomes damp as well as hot.

- THE BRAMIN. ..
- During a voyage up the Ganges’ ashxgbuAﬂahﬂmi
I was particularly attracted by the extreme. beauty of
the Pagodas which diversify the scenery on the river’s
banks, As it is the custom for boats to moor close to the
shore at sunset, I had frequent opportunities of visiting
these Hindoo ‘temples, usually the dwelling place of a
Bramin, who derives a frugal existence from the offerings
of grain or money left upon the altar by the pious. The
flowers which, plaited into wreaths and rosaries, decorate
the shrines and enamel the pavement, spring in rich lux-
uriance amid the vast variety of forest trees which clothe
‘every eminence; and upon our expressing our admiration
of their beauty, were pressed upon our acceptance with
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‘the utmost courtesy. These Mhuts, or Pagodas, are sur-
rounded by an immense number of animals, who, living in
complete security, are perfectly tame and domesticated.
The slaughter of a bird or quadruped under the protection
of d& Bramin, would arouse a whole village to avenge the

¢ While his peculiar care the mournful bird.”

'Chak savak, Brhamanee duck. The Hindoos imagine
that for sowne transgression committed in the human body,
the souls of the offending persons are condemned to animate
these animals, whe are compelled to part at sunset; the
male and female flying on different sides of the river, each
imagining that the other has voluntarily forsaken'the nest,
and inviting the supposed wanderer’s return with lamenta-
ble cries. The Bramins, compassionating the melancholy
condition of these birds, hold them sacred, and will not
allow them to be molested within the pmcmctsof their
Jjurisdiction.

THE TAAJE MAHAL.
It would be useless to attempt a prose description of the
superb edifice reared by the Emperor Shah Jehan, in
honour of his most beloved wife Moom Taza Mhal, 1t

”,
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.iu saigd that on the death-hed of the beputiful and. idolized
ipaskeen of his splendour, the imperial mourner promised te
.érect.a monunient to the expiring object of: his-affettions,
which .should be .as unrivalled in magnificence, s the
charms and virties which had distinguished her .above
the rest of her sex; and, faithful to his vow, engaged the
most celebrated artists from the western world to super-
intend the work. It is erected in e spacious garden-washed
by the Jumna, in the close vicinity of the city of Agra,
and -formed - of the most precious materials, . the 'outside
heing of white .marble, and the interior .inlaid with aa
iafinite variety of gems, opals, agatds, thoquoise, &c. &c.

no:less than fifty daﬁ'erem kinds .of cornellai beng ems

yrhmhm lofty arch.ways, erowned with cupola n”m.eh
in besuty aund splendour to the Taaje Mahal itself ; ‘the
uame interpreted signifies ‘¢ tomb” and “‘palace,” and
conveys in two words. the best.ides that caty be given of a

building, of . which there is no- pretetype -in th knowu
world.

THE DYING HINDOO.
. There are fow .things more shoeking to. Buropeaa eyes
than. the publigity- of death-bed scenes in India, 'and the
spathetical indifference displayed by the Hindoos -while
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attending the expiring moments of their :nearest relatives
or feienda. ' Froquently, only a few yards from & crowded
ghaat -thronged. by the inhabitants of some. neighbouring
village, who are laughing, singing, and following their or-
dinwry secupations with the utniost gaiety, a dying per-
asn.may be seen stretched upon a eharpoy (bedstead) close
to.the river’a brink, surrounded by a-groupe of thrée or
four individuals, who look upon the -sufferer without the
slightest appearance of interest. . As soon. da the breath
has left the body, the corse is thrown into the river, death
being often precipitated by stufling the mouth and nostrils
with mud. Strangers, attracted by some superb lotus
floatisg down: the stresm,. are disgusted by the sight of a
dend bady rapidly descending . with the tide, the ghastly
head. sppesrieg above the murface of the water.. Every
Hindoo. is auxious to draw his last.sigh on the banks of
the Gaages, or some equally sacred stream flowiag into its
holy waters; the relatives therefore of expiring persons
fulfil the last offices of humanity in the manner most de-
sirable 1o, them, by bringing a dying friend to the -edge of
the river, and consigning the. hody, when the.vital spark
has fled, to the hallowed stream. Like the Moosaulmauns,
the followsers of Brahma are'all predestinarians, and ke
up their'minds as easily to the endurance of eny.isevitable
misfortune : wherefore, however strong their affection may
be to the living, few, if any, ever think of grieving far
the dead.
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oy ¢. To-the chaboxta’s esplanade.”

4 Tbechbouuuamued terrace formed of chumam, a
‘pomposition of clay so well tempered as to take as fine a
polish as marble. From these chaboutas a flight of stone
ar chunam steps descend into the river; and compose the
gheuts or landing places, which are often extremely beau-
tiful, especially when they are shaded by a majestic banian
or tamarind tree, and accompanied byamosqueorpagodn,
wasenuofsmallwhxteﬂhm

“ Her yraooﬁsl ghurrak filling there.”

The ghurrah is a coarse earthen water-potof an elegant
shape. It appears in Mr. Westmacott’s (the celebrated
geulptor) marble statue of 2 Hindoo girl seated, and has
‘been very naturally mistaken for an urn. ‘The attitade of
the female figure of the groupe alluded to, is not that of
a native of Hmdoutn '

Freod ﬁ'om eachk grovelling trammel glide,
. And mingle with its holy springs.”

Sho-ldthepuhentvhohu been dedicated to the
sacred river, recover from his malady, he loses caste—none
of his tribe will associate with & man rejected by the
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THE NORTH-WESTER. .

The brief but devastating storms, denominated in India
North-Westers, are of frequent occurrence during the rainy
sesson, and commit dreadful ravages in the course of
their rapid progress, as they .sweep aver the plains, or
lash the waters of the Ganges into temporary madness:
they come on suddenly without . any ‘previous intimation.
The one described took place in the vicinity of Moorshe-
dabad, the residence of the Nizam. of Bengal, and it
dmpamedasplendxdﬂoulhofboau belongmgtothat
pnnce. .

LS and M
Gm“ wave mh Slowery offering.”

'l‘ho Hoogly moneof themonthsof the Ganges, from
which it branches a short distance above Moorshedabad s
it is esteemed equally sacred, and every wave brings down
the lotus-or beantifil - white or deep crimson flowers con-
signed by the natives to its silvery tides in honour of the
deity of the stream. At night it is also illuminated by
lamps burning in- fairy shallops of cocoa-nut shells, from
which the: Hindoos of either sexretd the. auguryof then'
future fortunw L N o
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THE RAJAN'S OBSEQUIES.

w.'The. city- of Benares is estecmned so holy, that the
pious suppose it to be a jewel or excrescence;, pliced.on,
and not a part of, the world. It ‘is situated on: the left
bank of the Ganges, and is covered with houses to
the ‘water’s edge;: the buildings being intermixed with
tress, and separated at:intervals by ghauts or landing
plsces, very handsemely. constructed of large: stones and
descondidg: by flights ‘of Broad steps into the water, which
In-inany places is. thirty feet below the level of the street.,
The celebrated minarets are attached to a mosque, erected
by the Empesor Aurungzebe upon the ruins of a pagoda,
and present a:proud trophy of Moosaulmaus conquest. The
view of Benares from the river is exceedingly picturesque
and .nmpomng, aﬂ'otdmg numberless sub;ecls for the artist’s
pncx! C i .

S % Wherenayq»dam m.kc ﬂmr b&ddlnﬂu
a And the white bull mgfctm'cd mm."

’mm whole snrface of . the streets of Benam. Wﬁn
with every voof, vartmdah and porch, are literally covexed
with an immense variety of pigeons and doves.., In, ad-
dition to other animals held nearly as sacred, the Brah-
manee bulls roam at large in vast numbers, obstructing the
narrow avenues, and helping themselves without ceremony
to all the eatables exposed in the bazars,



257

¢ The ghurrees chime the evening Kowr.”

Time is measured in India by a brass vessel perforated,
and placed in a pot containing water: the cup or bason
is so constructed as to fill and sink at the expiration of
an allotted period, when a person appointed for the pur-
pose strikes the hour on a ghurree or gong.

« Proud only of the triple thread.”

A string of three threads passed over the shoulder and
under the opposite arm, forms the distinguishing mark of
the Bramin caste.

¢ And with a voice divine she sings.”

The lest words uttered by the Suttee are supposed to
be oracular: they usually relate to the transmigrations
which the parting spirit is destined to undergo.

¢ And eager for prophetic strains
Amid the crowd deep silence reigns.”

Mr. Derozio, in his very beautiful and truly Oriental
Poem, “ The Fakeer of Jungheers,” has taken advantage
of the license to depast from the beaten track, universally
allowed, and has placed a highly poetical and spirited

i2
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effusion, relating to things of far diviner nature than the
transmigrations of the soul into the bodies of animals, in
the lips of his heroine. I have followed his example by
varying the parting address of Mitala from that of her
sister victim; but can make no pretensions to the eloquence
and harmony of Mr. Derozio’s verse.

¢ The Persian Satrap and the Tartar Khan
The temples of your Gods shall overthrow.”

This prediction relates to the outrages perpemteﬂ by
Aurengzebe, mentioned in a foregoing note. -

NIGHT ON THE GANGES.

The splendid beauty of the nights in India makes
amends for the shortness of the witching hour of twilight.
Every feature in the landscape, (and' every - prospect
which the Ganges presents is more or less lovely) is dis-
tinctly visible when illuminated by the innumerable stars
which come shining forth in a tropic sky.

THE LAND STORM.

The Poem thus entitled is an attempt-to describe a
storm which took place at the breaking up of the hot
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winds in 1829 in the Doaab. It was the most awful and
magnificent sight I ever witnessed : the whole earth seemed
to be torn up into billows, as the vast clouds of dust,
brought from the great desert, came rolling onwards,
spreading darkness as they approached. The tempest
lasted about an hour from its commencement, and I shall
never forget the joyful sensation which I experienced
when the tatties were removed, and we hastened into the
verandah and breathed cool air, instead of the streams of
gas which had been flowing outside the house for the
last three months. Our two Persian cats actually rolled
themselves in the wet, and walked. through the puddles
with the utmost complaceney, and all the other animals
seemed to derive new life from the refreshing change in
the atmosphere.

THE MOOSALMAUN’S GRAVE.
¢ He asks not who the precious boon bequeathed.”

T have been shewn in Bengal several temples whose
founders were equally venerated by Hindoos and Moo-
saulmauns: the latter, who are natives of this province, are
however esteemed a degenerate race, corrupted by the
example of the idolaters around them. Still the tanks and

oo
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wells by whomsoever dug (and the followers of both creeds
are alike emjoined by the precepts of their religion to
bequeath these, and similar benefits to posterity) are the
indiscriminate resort of the true believers and the disciples
of Brahma. In general some Hindoo Priest or Moo-
saulmaun Fakeer is established in the temples, which are
usually built by the side of a Ghaut or Tank, deriving a
frugal subsistence from the bounty of travellers and de-
votees, who leave a portion of grain or a small piece of
money for his use. The shade of a grove of trees and
the shelter of a Serai, whether planted or erected by Moo-
saulmaun or Hindoo, must be equally prized and fre-
quented by both.

NOUR JUFFEIR KHAN.

There is scarcely an eminence on the Bundelkhund
bank of the Jumna, between Allahabad and Etawah,
the limit of my veyage, that does not present the remains
of some fortified place. The country is supposed to be one
of the strongest in the werld, every hill being table land,
and from the great height and steepness of all, forming
natural fortresses. The excessive loneliness of the river, ex-
cepting in the close vicinity of Chilla Tarsh Ghaut, and a
few other populous places, affords a strong contrast to
the gaiety of the passing scene on the Ganges: the number
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of wild animals to be seen feeding in apparent security
on the shores of the Jumna, give also & savage air to the
landscape. The ravines on either side are the dwelling
places of hyenas, wolves, and other beasts of prey, while
porcupines perambulate the sands, alligators bask upon
the mud, and clouds of birds are to be seen in every
direction.

“ And wandering o’er the teeming plain
White with the cotton’s bursting pod.”

The country on both sides of the Jumna abounds in
cotton, sugar canes, millet and other kinds of grain in a
rude state of cultivation; shrubs covered with the nut
which produces castor-oil spring spontaneously, and fur-
nish food for lamps as well as the medicine so much
prized in Europe. The indigo, which grows wild in the
Doaab, is esteemed of as fine a quality as that which in
other places is produced by the utmost care and attention
of the planter.

¢ And truly ’twas a gallant sight
When issued forth the hunter train.

It is scarcely possible to imagine any thing more
picturesque than an Indian cavalcade, which presents &
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promiscuous throng, comprehending as many pedestrians
as equestrians, clad in the most gaudy colours, and glitter-
ing with silver and gold and burnished steel. The people
on foot frequently surpass the riders in ‘numbers, each
horseman being attended by a dismounted Syce or groom,
who, when there is a vast multitude of persons assembled,
carries a spear to prevent the collision of other chargers :
added to these syces are vast numbers of attendants of
various descriptions, who swell the trains of the great men
of the party, and they contrive to keep up with their

* mounted companions throughout the day’s journey or sport.
The variety of animals which are put into requisition on
these occasions, adds considerably to the singularity and-
gaiety of the scene—the stately elephant, with its: housings
of scarlet and gold, its gilded howdah, surmounted by a
glittering chattak, (umbrella) and its silver bells—the less
dignified camel, with its head nodding high in the air, a
strange kind of saddle on its arched back, whereon. per-
chance two men are perched, and a jingling necklace de-
corating its long neck—while every kind of steed, . from
the noble Arab to the shaggy tattoo or native pony, figures
off in the groupe, some of the former with their tails dyed
of bright scarlet, their saddles inlaid with gold, their
bridles and stirrups of silver, bearing riders attired in
rich gold brocade, sparkling with gems, and gleaming
with the many coloured shawls of Cashmere.

Van
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« Or speeding to the lovely haunts
The Nyl Ghau loves.”
The Nyl Ghau is-an inhabitant of these districts, which
abound in antelopes, deer, and every kind of game.

¢ While others bear
Encaged the spotted leopards, taught.”

Cheetaks, or hunting leopards, are still trained to the
chase in Hindostan: vast numbers are kept at Bhurtpore,
and at the courts of other native princes, for this purpose.
Hawking is still more common: even the Rajahs, who,
being Hindoos, are forbidden by their religion to shed
bleod, enjoy the sport with falcons taught to take the
prey alive.

¢ Fresh from the Jumna’s sandy bed
The gushing water-melons shed.”

The sands of the Jumna are famous for their water-
melons, Citrons, shaddocks, oranges, mangos, pomegra-
nates, plantains, custard apples, &c. &c. are the produc-
tions of the gardens; and preserved fruits of all kinds,
Pistachio nuts, fresh apples and grapes, are brought with
more costly articles of merchandize by the wandering
traders of Thibet, who traffic down the country as far as
Benares and Patna,
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Mowatt, Mrs. Cawnpore.

Murray, Lieut. Col. Benares,

Munro, Lieut. 39th N. I. :
Murray, N. Esq. Medl. Serv. Gth N I

Neave, R. Esq. C. 8. Shergatty.

Neave, J. Esq. C. 8. Ally Ghur.’

Neville, Captain, 11th Dragoons. - -

Nelson, H. Esq. Saharunpore.:

Nicolson, Captain M. Jubbalpore, - -
L2



-
Nicolson, T. J. Esq. 50th N. I.

Nisbet, Dr. M. Seetapore.
Nuwab Murtozar Obdoolah, Fattch Gurh.

Ogilvy, Wm. Esq. Colleétor, Bailah.
" O’Halloran, B. General, C. B. Saugor.
O’Halloran, Captain, A. D. C. Saugori
O’Halloran, Lieutenant, Wm. H. M, 38th Reg'uneat.
Q’Halloran, Ensign' N, 19th N. 1.
O’Neill, Captain, 2 Copns, H M. 44th Regt.
Ouseley, Mrs. J. Calcutta. ' :
Ouseley, Capatin, J. R. Pol. E. A. G. Gs ﬂ‘mngtbad

Patton, Bragadier, C. B. Lucknow.

Palmer, Major, 39th N. I,

Parry, R. B. Esq. 3rd Cavalry.

Parks, Wm. Esq. Allahabad.

Parker, Lieu. Col. Artillery, Cawnpare. '
Pemberton, Wm. Boileat, Esq. Siirv. Mnn-pore
Pemberton, Ensign, 62nd N. I

Penrose, Ensign, 30th N. I.

Pettingall, Captain, 39th N L. .

Playfair, Lieut. Col. 62nd N. L.

Prole, Captain, 3rd N. L

Proby, Rev. J. C. Meerut, .

" Prensep, James, Esq. Benares.



Xi

Ramsay, Lord, A. D. C. Calcutta,
Ramsay, Lieut. 8th N. I. 3 Copies.
Ramsay, Mrs, Captain, Hausie, . .
Ranken, James, Esq. Medl. Est. Delhie.
Ramsay, Wm. Lieut. Calcutta. . - -
Reade, Lieut. 1st Cavalry.

Revell, Lieut. Artillery.

Ready, Lieut. 11th Dragoons.
Richardson, Ensign, 2 Copies, 62nd N I
Richardson, D. L. Esq. Calcutts.
Ricketts, Miss, Lucknow..

Rice, Lieut. J. 6th N. I,

Rotton, Major, 11th Dragooas.
Robinson, Lieut. 65th N, 1.

Roberts, Lieut. Col. 2nd Cavalry.
Roberts, Captain, Horse Artillery.

Ross, Captain, 18th N. L. .
Roxburgh, Lieut. 39th N. L.

Russell, Ensign, 20th N. I. -
Rutherford, H. Esq. Assam:,

Salter, Captain, 2nd Cavalry.

Scott, — Esq. C. 8. Patns, -

Seiveright, Mrs. Cawnpore. . /. <

Shelton, Lieut. Col. 2 Copies, H. M. 44th Regt.
Shortreed, Lieut. Eurn. Regt.
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xii

Skinner, Lieut. 61st N. I,

Sleigh, Brigadier, C. B. Cawnpore. .
Sleaman, Captain, P. A. A. G. G. Jubbalpore.
8Sleaman, M. Lieut. J. A. A. G. G. Jubbalpore.
Sleaman, Lieut. 73rd N. I.

Smith, Lieut. 62nd N. L.

Smith, Captain Lucius, 6th Cavalry
Smithson, Mrs. Calcutta.

Smith, Lieut. Col. T. P. Jubbalpore.
Smith, Captain, H. M. 44th Regt.
Smythe, E. Esq. C. 8. Allahahad,

Spry, Lieut. 24th N. L. .

Spry, Henry, Esq. 3rd Cavah-y

Spiller, Major F. J. 8th Cavalry.

Stone, Lieut. H. 49th N. L.

Stuart, Lieut. H. M. 44th Regt.
Stevenson, Wm. Esq. Medl. Est.
Stirling, Edward, Esq. C. S. Calcutta. .
Stevenson, Wm. Esq. M. D. Lucknow.
Stockdale, W. H. Esq. Tirhoot.

Steel, Ensign, 61st N. 1.

Stewart, Dr. Howrah. ,

Stewart, Lieut. A. Eurn. Regiment.
Starke, Col. Horse Artillery. .
Sutherland, Captain, Calcutta.
Sutherland, Mrs. Calcutta,

Swetenham, Mrs, Shahjehanpore.



xiii

Taylor, J. Esq. Futteh Garh.

Talbot, Lieut. 61st N. I.

Tebbs, Ensign, 33rd N. 1.

Timins, Lieut. G. 34th N, I. - .
Torckler, Lieut. P. Artillery, 3 Copies.
Torckler, Lieut. W. Y. Calcutta, 3 Coples.
Tottenham, Lieut. 3rd Cavalry.

Troup, J. Rose, Esq. 36th N. I,

Tripp, C. M. Esq. 36th N. I.
Toulmin, Ensign T. 65th N. I.

Todd, Lieut. E. D. Horse Artillery. -
Todd, H. Esq. 21st N. I.
Tremenheare, Lieut. Engineers,

Turner, Lieut. 61st N. L.

Tucker, Ensign, 8th N. I.

Turner, Lieut. G. 38th N, I.

Urqubart, Lieut. 65th N, I,

Vetch, G. A. Esq. 54th N. L.
Vickars, Ensign, 52nd N. 1.

‘Walker, Lieut. Col. 65th N, I.
Watkins, Captaiu, 62nd N. I.
Watson, L. T. Esq. Ally Ghur,
Walker, A. Esq. Mel. Est, Etawah.




xiv

Walker, Richard, Esq. C. $. Ghazeepare..

Wade, Captain, Pl. A. A. G. G. Loodiana,

‘Warde, Lient. Col. T. 58th N, I.

‘Wallace, Lieut. 39th N, I. -
‘Watson, Ensign, H, Euwopean Ragunent. i

‘Wemyss, Mrs, Cawnpores: - - g
Wellesley, Gerald, Esq. Calcutta.

‘Whish, Lieut. Col. Artillery, ° .
Wilson, Lieut, 4th N. I. . S L e
Wilton, Captain, 4th N. L. .. oo 0o 0, 0
‘Wilkinson, Mrs, Tirboot. .~ ...

Wilcox, Rd. Esq. Berhampooter.

Whiteford, Lieut. 65th N. L. . . .». .-

‘Wight, Andrew, Esq. Calcutta..

‘Wymer, Major, 61st N. I.

Yates, Major, 2 Copies, 73rd N. I.
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SUPPLEMENTARY LIST.

Agar, S. D. Esq. 55tn N. 1.
Abans, Dunlop, Esq. Commercolly.
Alves, N. Esq.

Audry, Lieut. 55th N. I. v
Apperley, Lieut. 4th Cav.

Beatson, Major. - T

. Bourdien, Mrs. Benares.

Book Club, 9th N. 1.

Bracken, Wm. Esq. C. S. o
Brown, R. Esq. Surg. 1st N. L. Delhl
Brodie, Pat. Esq. H. M. 13th Regt.
Bryce, Rev. Dr. 2 Copies.

Campbell, Lieut. 1st Cav.

Caddy, Lieut. 70th N. I.

Campbell, Lieut. 43d N. I.

Christie, Lieut. Horse Artillery.
Corri, Lieut. 54th N. I.
Dacca Book Society.
Dickson, Capt. A. C. Art.
Dixon, Lieut. 43d N. I.
D’Oyly, Lady, Patna.
Duncan, Dr. Calpee,
Erskine, Hon. Mrs.
Finch, Mrs. Buxar:
French, Mrs, Dacca.



xvi

Freeth, Lieut. 55th N. 1.
Friend, A. 5 Copies.

Garbett, C. Esq. Baitoul
Garrett, Lieut. 9th Cav.

Hayes, Lady, Calcutta.
Hanmilton, Lieut. 9th Cav.
Heron, John, Esq.

Huish, Capt. Dep. Com. Gen. 2 Copies.
Jackson, C. Esq. C. S,

Jackson, J. Esq. o
Johnson, Lieut. H. 26th N. I. . .
J. N. Calcutta,

Lang, D. Esq.

Lang, A. Esq. 36th N. I.
Leyall, M. Esq.

Liston, David, Esq.

Library, 13th N, I,

Marks, J. Esq.

Macnaghten. Mrs. Calcutta.
Macgregor, Col. 8. A. Combe.
Martin, Lieut. Eng.

McGregor, Dr. Horse Art.
Melville, Wm. Esq.

Melville, Hon.—, C. S.

Mills, Mrs, Pubnah;

Mullins, Capt, 12th N, 1.



Xxvii,

Parker, H. M. Esq. Calcutta.
Pattle, Major, 1st Cav.

Plusker, Miss, 2 Copies.

Pogson, Capt. Pay. Fam. Pen. Barrackpore.
Ritchie, John, Esq.

Roberts, Major, Cawnpore.

Scott, A. Esq. 60th Regt.
Seymour, Major, 26th N. I.
Siddons, Cornet, 1st Cav,

Simpson, Capt. 55th N, 1.
Smythe, Lieut. Eng.

Smith, Mrs. Charles, Dacca.
Smith, 8. Esq. _

Spurgeon, A. C. Esq. Eur. Regt.
Streng, Ensign, H. M. 18th Regt.
Stewart, James, Esq. Calcutta.
Steinforth, Fred. Esq.

Thoresby, Capt. Benares.

Vibart, Mrs. Bauleah.

Warlow, Dr. Futtehpore, 3 Copies.
Wilson, H. Hayman, Esq. Calcutta.
Wright, Lieut. 26th N. I,

Young, Col.



ERRATA.

Paye 17, line 14, for moping ape read moppmg ape.

—_— 20, — 19, — and flin to fling.

—— 62, — 17, — lowly river lovely river.
—_— 55, — 16 — lowl scenes —— lovely scenes.
— 62, — 5, — lovely mioe —— lonely mine.
— 79, — 22, — night y rites —— mystic rites.
—— 80, — 13, — blessed be God —— blessed be thy Ged.
—— 93, — 17, — modre deer’s —— moose deer’s.
—— 94, — 5, — a murderous —— a murderer’s.
—_— 08, — 7, — ood———ﬂoods.

—126, — 16, — dish s — dish .
—129, — 16, — loose — lose.

——173, — 5, — suggests —— suggest.
175, — 7, — striken soul — stricken soul.
—— 180, — 14, — mossy tracks —— mossy trunks.
——192, — 10, — bett.r lesson —— bitter lesson.
——209, — 12, — nereiad —— Nereid.

—— 234, — 10, — last words —— cork woods.
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