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CANT X,

AMONG THE DEAD.
Lo
WitH even step and shaded eye
Florence the tombs now passes by.
While near the choir Fitzharding drew,’
Pausing, he points out to herryiew
Whero thethree nol"sle warriors lié,
With .high and solemn obsequy
Of sceches fixed and priestly ward,
And incense-cloud and herald-guard.
. I

By the first vier he tovk his stand,

‘And looked on great Northumberland,

" Kinsman of Hot' pur—him, who died
Figating agai. st the new-‘grown pride
{Of Bolingbroke, whose wiles and mi~ht
Usurped the serond Richard’s right ; °
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‘2 ST. ALBAN’S ABBEY.

Of Rxchard’ ath in Pomfret towr 'y
Defying the ltsurper’s Hwer

‘And now had Hotspur's kinsman (hed
Flgh?‘ng on that usurper s side p

K.‘nsmnn of h? who blnzed the. deed /

Yet for.,) rieck and blameless kirg,
To whem his unsounht Jonpurs brmg
The curse oy his progenitor,
Disputed right and givil war.
’ 1.

Bashing aside a s‘ohliw’s tear,
FitAuarding reached the centre bier ;
Portcullis yet was watchful here. ¢
ue ooked on his commander’y face,
And thouvgt wmhm how skort a space
Hé lm(l I(nmself obeycd his vmce,

Soon as tlle battle-llour lmgun,

. Flattered and honoured, by his choice,
With pbst of llauger in the vane
Then every limb with lif> was waint ;
¢ Now(heuvy death prcssed all his form,

Its sullen i;loom hung on hls brow,e
AnY tinged the hg!f-clmcd lid below,



* AMONG THE DYAD.

Dwelt in thq'hollow of his check,
And seemed, ‘,‘vitn breathless sign, t. speak
Of more than human ongue may dare—
Of the last pang, that lingered there.
Iv.
His dinted casqu ., that stoud beside,
{old whence had rushed thc‘ fz!tal tide;
Its high plume, that had wave:l 50 gay |
Beneath St. Alban’s tower this day,
Mantling like snowy swan, and danced . -
To every gtep his (,harg,er priuced
As Jorund ¢t the trumpet s air,
And proud the pomps of war to sha_e,—
Nowbroken, stained, and stiff with gora
r'el, as in horrots, bristled o'er.
The golden lions ir his shield
Glared o1, hi- pulseless breast ;
And every sign, that rank revealed
And royal race professed, '
feemed but t) mock bis rest,
His honours now—the pausing eye,
. The people’s tear, the warricr’ sigh;
’ s B2



4 ST. ALBAN’S ABBEY.

' For these alene his.virtues tell :—
Gandson of J. Ehn‘o’ Ghaunt, farew’e}l _

N Fitzharding,.%v-ith swift step, passed on
=To <he third%ier, which stood gléne ;
And hegeq-oh here! thé pausings ,e—
The suﬂden tmr—t}m bursting digh,
At onoe De Chﬂ"ord own.
Oh loyal heatt ! oh brave old man !
And hast thou closed thy mortal span,
' With youthful fire, exhaustless zeal
For thy good king and country{ weal !
And, scdrning %.ge and shadowy dayy,
gast with she eagle’s dnuntless gaze,
|St1ll soared in Glory’s keenest hhzve,
And won u GiTGier-uf her mys'
Awhile Fitzharding bént his head,
Ilii mindful sﬁilness, o’er the dead—
*Then turned upoft & his dreadful wax,
To seek if thus his father Jay : p ¢
\‘E.’hile.the 'deep' thunder;s mystie groan
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VL.
« With eage} ey!e. he sought aronnd.
Through the \)lacl' shades of this urear ground,
And, while the lightning quivering throws
It’s pale glancg, (:’er each warrior's hrows,
Catches each ~“ape and look of death
Extended on the graves bereath.
How sudden rose each liv%d';'a'ce
From forth the shadows of the place,
And, sudden sunk, was seen no more—
The vision with the blue g.li.mpse oer!
And often to his inxious view
Ths rose some form in death he “new:
(he who had close beside him fought.
While Richard's fiereest self he sought ;
Some who had near his father ' _en;
When in ‘he throny he lact was seen,
And when from battle he in vain
Had sought to join bis band again.
i
On 2 low stone, lit up by ray
Of single torch, a body lay

(2 4



6 ST. ALJAN’S ABBEY.

In ringed mail ; with umbered gleam
Full%n the face rdd fashes stream.
Fitzharding pauséd a\vkile‘ anc} goane'u,
Again his eye a%omrade owned ;
For whgm high danger he had,bravgd s
‘Whose Iife, thateday, he oné had savad.
His iron v:n-brnct. now ‘pould show «~
The very diirt of sabre Blow,
Aimed at the life he then preserved,
‘Alas! for speedy fate reserved.
VIIL
Wlu:,re spread each gra\;e'n brass, beyond,
Ab:we, belowg was death ; ‘
Abgve, scarce gold, a warrior’s hand,
"A monk’s luy 1id beneath, = .
:I'lmt had for, a¥res mmldcred’trhcre,
Since hehad left his cellof care,
"Suck*brass-seal] grave showed sculpture rude
Of monk, in lmeelmv attitude.
T'here lay the brave Sir ,Robert Vu'e,. ,
Wlpse words yet smote Fltzhardmgs ear,
« Wazwiék lzreak; up &he Barrier !I”
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]

With wing8d speed he urged his way;
. Then plu;Fed.in thickest of the fray:
w
And here, among the loyul slain,
Behold ! Sil" Richard Fortescue ;
There lay Sir Willin;n Chamberlain ;
There, Sir lialpb Ferrers, brave and t.ue;

\ With many a veterar? knghf and sqmrn !
Whose breast had flamed with pitriot fire ;
And humbler men, whose courage high
1lad taught them for their prince to die.
Who now shall wait at th&King’s gate,

o Fot, here lies faithful Chanselar ?*
Who urge the steed to utmost speed,
For Henry Ilawlint sleepeth here ?
Of all the wide land, he has traced
. Sia feet for him remain ;
Of all tue minutes of hjs haste

Not one to tell hi- pain!

* Richar’ Chanselar, purter o Henry VI,
+ Henry Hawlin, a messenger of *“ our lady, Dume Mar.
garett.” ’
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To other tongue he leaves to say
Txdngg of Alban’s plogdy fray;

To bear uuto Queén Margaret’s ears
The crowded talg of woes dnd fears—
Prissed into hours the fate of years !
His co:‘ise, his t::ilful bustle, done, *

Now lies ht: here—mis INN 18 WON.
L

~ oo -
And who shall to the dais bring,
WVith marshalled state before the King,
‘And train of HOUSEHOLD SQUIRES,
A1d blaze of YRUL-0RSUGH FIRFS,
The boar’s head at that merry tide,
When royal hulls are opened wide ?
N ot\.le 8o mute on yonder grave ;¢
‘.lhe ngs chlefﬁchr he;+—
“Never agam lus chaunted btn’le .
-.-.Sl}all join the .:.unstrelsy [N )
Nayer again his jocurd cye «
Simll glance where banners wave on hﬁgh,
And where plumed kmg,ht aﬁd ladies bnght
Are‘mnge\l‘ a‘round, in purple dight—"
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Knights, yho no more in gal.lant state
Shall answer to the minstrel’s call ;

Ladies, wlom. war and cl'?lel't hta
Have banished 1. 'm t"e'lighted hall.

XI.

But who is he? avithm the shade

Of Wulphst®h’s ancient altar laid r .

No funeral to?ch, with lgni.d ﬁlare,

Burns o’er the iron warrior there ;

Nor watch-monk sits in piteous care.

But twilight rays from distant tomb

Just shape his outline thipugh the gloom.-
Vhanee is the tremour Florence feely ?

Why does ¥itzharding grasp her arm,

Silent and shaking with alarm ?—

¢ He fears dread truth that bier corzcals.

In vain he bends upo . thevface,

Yat sermns his fatter’s form to trace.

He signed the monk, attendant st.l,
To hasten where yon glimmers lerd,
For the lone torch, his Jate to read.

Yet, while the monk obeyed his will,

B &

{
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He feared.lest sudden iightning-glance R
Might show his father’s countenance
Snnk"ghastly in the Helm’and drear.' !
He turned him from sx:cil awfu' vhance,
And dimly saw, Deside the bier,
A formein silence resting near,
In other‘ca{es_so' wrapped was he, -
He guessed not now of treachery.
x1n.

“ Oh! will these moments never fleet ?

Yet for this slow monk must I wait »”
He made some hasty steps to meet

liis lingering messenger of fate |

' And seized he sorch, with desperate hand,

And, took sgair his fearful stand.
The flame gla: ced o’er the golflen crest ;
And there th: ieopa'ru stood gonfessed !
The face!—he turned bitf, from the light,*

i V;:ilir.xg his eyes ‘rom the dread sight,
Tn'meet that pltered look afraid.
Sudden, strong hands the tor,;h invade; :
Anc hold it forth upon the corpse.
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He turnedto see what stranger’s force
Had seized it.. There, with I:enfling head,
A form lo‘,ked on the war.rio; dead ;
And, as he viewed ¥e corpse belov:,
The torch flashed full upon his brow,
And showed hie quiverjng lip, his éye,
Fixed as by ?oine dire phantasie.
Then, all his father’s look Q:a.g kndwn,
Reflecting terrors like his own
While that dead form he gazed upon,
And feared to find his slaughtered son !
The living voice beside him spoke !
The loms-fixed sI:ell at once was broke!
. XutL.
But who may tel] the feclings high *
Rising from fear to egstasy,
While gire an& son eath other'pressed,’
Anl cash in other's grasp.was blegsed.
Their joy was as the I\loming’.s snffic,
* With light®f hegvea upon its brow,
'1‘he. sable Yfeaths of Fglt, the while,
Frowning upon the ‘i"orld below,

11



12 ST. ALBAN’S ABBEY.

Till their dark host, in wide array,
Touqhed with the nsmg beams of day,
Rich tints of rose and yold display,
And form, as on _the sun tkey wat,
The pomp and triumph of his state.

xIv.,
Short triun.ph' here. In cloud of woe
Faded joy's high reflected (low-—
At D’Arcy’s Earl was aimed the blow.

 Fitzharding, quick as glance of light,

The poniard wrenched, with skilful might.

~Ar.d laid its ruffian meSter low.
He, lnstmt, knew the carl@ he v1ewed
Was one, who late his steps pursued,

And watched St. Scytha’s shrina.
Nz't with F1t7t1arqu was his ntrife ;
"His aif was ‘at Earl D Arcyfs life ; =

'But, led by kn chtly sign,
Hg traced the Baron on Ms yvay ;
. “The gilded Spur upon his heel

Did shrouded warrior 'rev'e;:l,
Anc marked him forth for prey.
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But, when Fitzharding left his shade,
Hastening to render Florence aid,
The cowl fe&l back, that veiled his face,

‘And his pursuer stay.d hi. pace,

Till, guided by strange sounds of joy,
He came the fafher to destroy.
xv.

»
,Short time had Florence tg tevive

From terror and dismay,

Support from tenderness derive,

Or tender tear repay ;

. Short time for speech had sivg and son,
®

Ere¢he good monk, her guide, came on.
He warmly uiged their instant flight ;
For comrades of the fallen were nigh,—

*Monks, 0o, who shelter ‘;'ould deny

When they migBt view his dismal sight

He would a hidden passage show,

To serve as screen from mennceq woe ;

Till day should send Duke Richard he.ce,

Hi‘s march for London tc commence,

And all his myrmidons of war,

Guarding thei~ captive King afar.

18



14 ST. ALBAN’s ABBEY. °

XVI.
‘Briefly the Knights their thanks repaid ;
And looked on him n, who bore their cest,
All lifeless on the marblg laidec—
Briefly for him their grief expressed :
“ Rituard Fitzharding—kincman dear !
On thee ill fill the future tear, =
When thought may paage upon thy bier
Swift on the southern aisle they went
By many a dim-seen monument;
And reached a little shaded door
That led the great west entrance o’er p
Where gallery, that ran between
The crowning battlement, unscen,
Received them in its silent spacs.l
» Vell knew tne Earl this lonely place,
l'ur,suren icre, at ‘curfew 1 our,
He refu«rc sought from Richar’s power ;,
Aml here rem!nned, till he in vain
~Searched for his son among the slaic.
XVIf. '
Gh! if by careand grief are told
The unscen steps'of Time;
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How many Bours—nay days—had rolled,
Since, lmgermg in this secret hold,
He heard ‘hnt curfew chime !
Since, on the northern gall.ry
His restless steps had strayed,
Where he had vi.ﬁwed, uqconsciously,
His son in rﬁ't'n:kish shade,
E‘Vho there ‘the vision of his.f?}ce.
Amid the shadows seemed to trace.
Now joy told forth the time so fast,
The present moment was the past,
Ere yet le marked it glide ateng,
Steakng tAe tale upon his tongue,
Full many an Rour had I)’Arcy passed,

Since o’cr the NouMAN Smrane

He& marked the sun its Tow beam cast,

And glogv with angry red ;
Since %he ]m:i heard Sc. Alban’s knell
Sound what had seemed his son’s farewell ;
Since from safe ~ook L2 turned away,

To seek where death and. danger lay.

}a;h’lshnﬂ Public Lib
".ﬂﬂ No 5‘2»¢-.\ Data.v.l.‘l. o ‘ 7!/
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16 ' ST. ALBAN'S ARBEY.

XvIir.
E(e now thhdrew ‘the monk, their gulde,
He bade the wamorp here abide
Till morning hour, whet. the" might hear
Drums and the nelgh of steeds draw near.
Theii soon as Richard’s hosts weré gone,
He woull rett'u'n, and lead their wdy
To chamber, where the Abbat lay:.
While grateful words the Knights repay,
Florence could only with a tear
Thank the good priest for service dear.
" Téme had not yet beew lent to tell
The acts, on which she fain would dwell :
The, kin(iness, ‘that restored her life
From grlea {"and horror’s mingled strife.
*Meekly he‘bowed his aged head,
Ané then’on soundless fobt he sped.
°They heard him bar the gallevy-door,
And soon, upén the paved floor,
Watched his dark shadow pess awny,
Where the high-tomBed ivarriors lay.
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XIX.

And now Fitghatding pressed toshear
From Florence all her tale of fdar. '
She told her sorrows, from the hour
When first she watche(l St. Alban’s vower ;
Of hier dark pagh of dread' andgricf

Through forest&shade ; of pllwnm frain,
#ind words exchanged ; .of wo!nﬂed chief,

She feared had been Fitzharding slain.
Told of her courser’s sudden flight
Through ruﬂian-troops fresh from the fight,
His htrength his cowrage and fns speed,
His dexterous gourse at utmost need;
Till, at St. Alban s warded gate,’
<hgugh courage, skill, nor st.rength abate,
They seized him as a prize of wa',
And l':lorczue for their prisorer.
But, erc they led her to close ward,
Heg pr(.)ffered gold to one on guard
Aided her threugh the bagrier, |
(Enfoldgd in her pilgrim-shroud)

Among an anxious, hurrying crowd,

AT
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. Seeking their friends within the town.
Words might not t:11 what she had known,
While, by the dying and,the dead,

She passed te gain this Abbey’s shade;
Nor, when she sunk, beside the bier
Of warrior, laid in chamber near.
XX,
*T'were vain to tell Fitzharding’s pain,
While listening to the fearful strain ;
How oft he shuddered, oft reproved,
And blamed her most, when most he loved.
For courage rash, for’ passage won,
And high exploits for his sake done.
Scarce might the Earl his wonder speak
That one sQ gentle and so weakl
The meed of hero:s thus {mght claim :
But greater fear the l¢ss o’ercame.
Then Sire and Son to other tell
«What each in yester fighi befell;
Of nobles slam and friends that fallt,fl
At utmost need, thongh horsed and mailed.
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But chief their indignation rose
*Gainst WeptWorth—traitor to his king,
Whose standard bas-ly did he fling
To ground, and fled before his foes !
¥XL
Earl D’Arcy then the story told
Of many a fugifive he met,,
Wounded and lorn, both young and old,
Seeking a home ere sun was set.
In a close wood near Alban’s town,
Laid in a .wretched cart, ulong,
Sore woum.ied Dorset, he, with pain,
Saw j})umgying to his domain—
Him must he never see again !
wstafford’s brave Farl on litter borne,
Whose hand by fatal shaft. was to.n,
Alread.y ou: his look was laid
Approaching Death’s first warning shrde.
Hig gallant father, too, wis near,
Whe tohis tosah the scarwonld hear
Received this day for Lancaster ;
Through vizor closed the arrow sped,
‘That sent him from his steed as dead,
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.And nearly had the life-blood quaffed :
Yt futal was not dsemed the shaft?
Ah! deeply must {he shaft of sorrow
Strike to his Jeart, when, on the morrow,
He o’er his orly son shall stand,
And Teel the death-dew o1 his hand !

XXIL

As this sad image ros® to view,

Earl D’Arcy, as in sympathy,
Gazed on his son, whose living hue

Awoke his grateful fervency.
A silent tear stood in his eye, ¢
As passed his c#fered thanks on high.
Well read the son his father’s care ;
Rejoiced he in those thanks to share.
But hark ! § low w.nd measured chime
Speaks from the tower the Wartcu of Prime,
Scinding due summons to the knights
‘for some high pomp of funeral rites.
O’er that west gallery might they ber1
And trace nave, choir, from end to end.
The lofiy vista, crowned with shade,

In Qillars vast was reared,
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Where pointed arch, in far arcade,
Mixed with rtude Saxon was‘ﬂigpiayed,
And double tiers abov. arraved,
By superstition feared.
Broad rose the Nocmanoa:'ch on high,
That propped the central tower,
A forward led the wondeging cye*
O’er the choir roof’s bright canopy,
To the east window’s bower.
XXIL
How solesnn swept before their sight
« his Abbey’s inner gloom,

Thwarted ewitle gleams of streaming %ight

* And shade from pier and tomb,

Fing by lone torch, or by the ray

Of tapers,sickening at tue day.

For now, tl:e thundez-clouds o’erpast;

May’s crystal morn its dawging cast -

O every windo v’s untruced pane,

And touched it'with a cold, bluestain.

How peaceful dawned that living light
,O'er eyes for ever set in night :

21



22 ST. ALBAN’S ABBEY.

: O er eyes. that, but on yesterday,
Vlewed distant ye&rs ift Jong array,
And lovely gleams of shadedrjoy
Upon their eVening landscape lie.

XXIV.
In so\len";l thought, while Sire and Son
Beheld the fate of friends below,
Their hearts a vari:)ﬁé feeling own,
That, saved from every mortal blow,
For them another marning rose,
And brought their wegried limbs repose !
Then Pity shed a tender tear
For many a watrior sleeping here.
And thus, 2t the first dawn of day,
JTheir dutcos orisons they pay.L
The grateful thoughts ascand on high,
Like RMay’s first offerimgs, to the sky,
THat sweet and still and full arise

"Mid silent dews and peacefu{ mghs‘ ;
Even as the glad lark’s souring trilly &
Heatd when the thunder’s vuice is still
Rejmcmg in the breeth of May:—
But, oh ! thit sweet and jocuhd lay



AMONG THE DEAD, 123

Now yields to other sounds, and dread—
To bell that nwurns the slaug'htexgd dead !
XXV, . !
But see! a sudden radiance streams
From Alban’s chqir mld.shrined toml ;
The sable veil withdrawn, the beams,
Just kindling, bresk gpon.ti:. gloom,
From torch and taper lifted there,
*Mid burnished gold and image f-ir.
Wlhile through the choir the shrine-lights spread,
Gleamed quch t.).]l column’s bra.nclunw head,
Llr;i}ed with golden blazonry-—
The shicldgd arms of abbets dgad.
These shields, so small and close, like gems
Enelasped the columns’ clustered stems,
That rose in the rlbbed arch on lugh,
And spread, in fan-like tracery,
Upon the choir’s long canopy ;
Wltere visioned agels shed fheir light
Updh a‘vault of 'mimic.night. ;
XXVI.
Aud now the long perspective live
Extending through those arches three,
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- Of stately grace, above the shrine,
St. Mary’s Chapel they might see,
Distinct, yet stcalir‘lg feom tle sight ;
And high, beyond the altar there,
H‘er image, shrined in flowersdfair,
Lesseped afat in softer light,
While, miniattired. Lefore it glide
Her priests, who chaunt at morning-tide.
Again that bell, with solemn tongue,
Throngh vault and aisle and gallery rung ;
Till distant voices, drawing near,
Fell, deeply murmuring, on the ear.
This was'the Requicm-mass of Privse,
The Requiem, sung with honours due.
* Of torch a4ld incense, dirge and chime,
When“the whc;le convént, two and two,
And the Lord Abbot Stately ked,
In flowing vést, with mitred head—
' *T'was thefull mass for prinres sa>l,
When they repost anong the dead. '
XXViL.
'Twas th»n the agéd Abbot jcame,
" Obsient to the Monarch’s dalm
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. Beneath the cloister’s westward arch,
By the great poreh, he held kis rdarch,
With all the officéts of. state,

That on the Abbey’s greatness wait.
Of humbler servifugs twenty-one,

Bearing befome him eacl.l a torch,

Light the hlgl\-sweep‘mg N cr;nan porch
With dusky glare, like settmg sun,
When yester battle-day was done.

Then paced his monks in double row,
Bearing thieir hundred tapers,slow,
That beamgd upon edch baiinered saint
And pageayt blyzoned high and quaiit.
The Abbot came with ready zeal,

Fhough calledfrom short and needful rest,

And with pale age and Zrief oppressed,
To givg thg Requicm’s solemi. seal
And passport to a quiet grave ;

And weep the teer due tu the brave..
XXVAIL 3
A tear ! «does Glory claim.a. tear ?
Weeps he upon a Hero's bier ?
VOL. IV. c
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\The maid, as in the topb she fades ;
‘L'he youth, once l’\.:nnqed in Fancy s shades ;
The wedded pair, “vhoie hearts are one,
Who lived ench'other’s world alone ;
The infant, that had smileq' s0 fair,
Likeé cherub on its mother’s car; ;.
The long-love(} parent, smkmg slow
Beneath the welght “of winter’s snow—
O’er these, when in the grave they lie,
May fall the tears from Pity’s eye ;
But o’er the warrior’s tomb should glance
The lightning of a poet s tranc~.
Cold was the reverend Father’s mlm.I’,
By wisdom, or by age, refined
{I‘o simple truth, that scorns the prize,
For whichh tiie bar 1, the hgro, dies—
A shade, a sound, a pageant gay,
A morning cloud of golden M;y,
Glorious wn'.h beams of orient hue,
That, wlnle they flatter—melt it toq'
And, for such airy charm, ne gives
‘Lhe rea! world, in which he lives ;
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And, gazing on ghe lofty 'show,
Sinks in the dosigg tamb behw' .
And therefore fell the Abboys tear
O’er Glory and a Hefo's biér.

XX,
While these lagt ntes, from }Pny due,
The Abbot gave, you still nygh,t view
In his raised eye, the noble mmd
That suffered much, yet shone resigned :~
Calm and unbreathing was his look,
As though of all, save soul, fu'gook ;
And gll his form and'air conveyed
The aspecteof seme peaceful shade,
Contented tenant of.u cell,
Whto long had bade the, world farewell.
Still, as he;moved, the velse was sung
For crewds of dead they passéd among ;
And still the gliding tapers threw
A fleeting, gloom, , livid hue
On ;very face, ot every grave,'
Ranged ‘on each side the long wide nave.

c?2

“
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.Though slaughtered men his pathway bound,
- He shrunk not from tlfis dreadfnl grol.nd
¢ XXX., :
Now, where %round dead Somerset
High pomp of funeral-watch war dnet,
Where o’er his corpse twelye torches blazed,
Circle of light, by slxsmen raised,
And choristérs beyox;d attend ;
There, slow the Abbey-train ascend,
And, ranged in triple crescent-rows,
* Step above step, the fathers bend,

While requiem and blessed repose
Are sung, with long-resounding brerth,
For all in Dattle slain, beneath.

. How high a.ld full the orgaus swell

A ud roll along the (hatant aisle,
T 111 dy ing on the ear; they fdll,

“ Aud every' earthly thought beguile.
"While finc' y stole the softencd strain,

And stately moved-the' solerun march,
-’:I‘he Kpights and Florenc; view with pain -

The scene beneaih the Norman greh.
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Soon as the chaunted bymn was o'er,

PorrcuLLis, ofthe steps before /

Cried out with lofty voice of de'e,

“ Say for t;ne soul;-say for .he soul -

Of Somerset, high duke and prince,

And for each sout ;lepartad since

The onset of the .battle-frt-ly,

The wonted Requiem :s—sing *wogl say !”
XXXI

It was an awful thrilling sight,

Beneath this Abbey’s far-drawn flight,

To view Rer dark-robed sons %yranged,

In memory of those thus changed,

. Now seen 4n déath laid out below,
Evén while the Requiem’s tender woe
Did for each parted spirjt flow.

And first was seen a mourner pace,

His n!antk.bome with stately grace,,
His eyes veiled in his hood,

Bearing the prir cely cfering

of 'Henry, hi; sad lord and king,
Where high the Abbot stood—
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The sword of Somerset he bore :
2 berald stalked, With casque, before.
He stopped below tho Abbot’s feet,
With low-bowed head aidd gesture meet.
Each pious gift the Father took

With meekest grace and, downward eye ;

And gave it'to his Prior nigh,
Who held it, with a meterend-look,

At the bier’s head on high.

XXXIL

A second mourner pacing grave,

Attended by a herald-band,
For the mass-penny offering gave

An offering for Northumberland.
No por..p' appeared, when he bent down,
* of cushion, or of carpeting ;
Such-stately signs were given alone
- To greet the Sovereién’s oﬂ'e;“ing.
Last, for De Clifford offering came ;
And when the herald called his nanfe,
The Abbot, gazing on his bier, .

Glave bitter offering of a tear!
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And dignified the warrior’s grave,
With Virtue's tﬂmte to the bravf
Nearer thegged Father drew,
Where the chief mourners*wait,
And sprinkled there the drops held due
To Somerset’s ;‘a'd state
These valued fitey alike he paid
To Percy’s and De Clifford'#shide,
And then, with supplicating eye,
Stretched forth his hands upon the alr,
As if he would a blessing sigh
On all the dead and living Yhere.
XXXIII
As sunk tle service for the dead,
Deep sighs of grief and mournful dread,
of pious gratitude and .love,
In Florence. gentle bosom strove ;
While on his arm shé bowed her head,
For whom her thankful téars were shied.
Thg Knights had t;'atcheq the sad array,
Till now the rising beam. of JMa;v
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Paled even the torches’ yellow flame ;
« And on the vaugt high a.verhead,n
And on the far persnective, came
A purer light, a softer shade,
Harmonious, and of deep repose,
Sweet as the Requiem’s .d)ﬁng cloe !
When, sudden, on this calm profouna
The war-trump'sent. itsbrazon sound.
XXXIV.
Fiercely, though far without the wall, -
They heard ‘Duke Richard’s trumpet call
"The morning-watch, at’rising sun.
Then other startling sounds begun,
Voices and drums and trampling hoots,
In ppeparation of their way
+ To London with the King this day.
And thus, while all beneath these roofs
Were hushed by, hopes Religion lent, -
-'I'he brazen shriek of War’s fell brood
Even to tle sepulchre pursved* .
The victims she haa thither sent.
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. Profaning, wit} a ruthless tongue,
The holy anthem scarcely Jung.
XXXV.
Soon as the Requiem was said,
The Abbot sought the captive King ;
To mourn with him his wamors dead,
And his last sprrowing farewell bring.
In contemplation d¥ep, sind g:lgﬁ,
Meek Henry watched alone, *
Seeking his only sure relief
Before TaE HicuesT THRONE.
Soon as the Sire drew near, and told
Names of th’ unbunied dead,
King Henrx felt a withering cold
O’er all his senses spread :—
ocarce could he thank him for the rite
He had performed this dreadful night ;
For pious ctsurage, that pursued
And that the Victor had subdued,
So for as grant of sepulchre
«For those, who chanks could ne’er prefer—
ch
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He would have said,~but utterance fuled
To speak for thosq he now bewailed.
XXXVI.
Yet did he praise tpY fertitude
That Richard®s cruel claims withstood,
And held tha rights of snnctpary
For f?xends o’arcome by mlsery
Then for hlmse]_f he thanked him last,
For hospitable duty past ;
For sympathies of look and tone
While he had been a captive guest ;
.Such as the broken spirits own,
And treasure in the grateful Lreast.
He willed an A-niversary
Should of the fatal yesterday
e hela within this choir, for those,
\Vhose bodjes here find ;just repose.
He had'no treasures left to prove,
Hc ~ much this place deserved his love;
but with meek look he asked, and voice,
The Abbot would a gift receive,
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His only gift— he had no choice—

The offering wonld his heart relisve—
Certain rich robes which once he wore,
Fit clothing these for him no more !
Haply such robes might now aspire ‘

To Abbey-use ;—he would desire .

That, for his own sake, there should be

A day of Anniversary, .

To mark the memory of a friend—

The day when his poor life should end.
XXXVII.

The Abbot bent ; and bowed Pis head

To hide 1‘;he tears that dimmed his eye ;
Faltered the words he would have sajd— ,
Of reverence, love, and grief—and fled

In deep convulsive sigh.

Oh! had he viewed in tuture time

The vision of that ghastly crime
(Pointing the pathway to the tomb) )
Which marked the day ot'Henry’s doom,
His aged hear* at once hag failed, -
And he had died, while he bewailed.
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Henry one moment o’er him bung,
With look mor&gloquent than tongue—
Bri'ef moment of c‘xfmtign sweet! °*
Ere the King raised.him from his feet :
But hark! in Abbey-r;:ourt there rung

ST. 4LBAN'S ABBEX.

.

Flourish of trumpets, cheers of croyd,
Shril! steeds and drums all roarmg - oud.
XXXVIIL

The Abbot rose, bus "t;embled, too;

Yet calm his look of ashy hue.

He sighed, but spoke not. Steps are heard ;
A page and knight approach the King ;
iessage from Richard straight they bring,

That all things wait the royal word

For London 3 and the morning wore.

Famt smile of scorn the King’s f.ce bore

At mockery )f his princely v.ill,

While e. 1ptwe he to Rlchard still.

Jut the meek Henry was not born

T feel, or glvc, the sting o.” scorn ;

Soon did that smlle in sn.dness fade,

Tinged soft with remgnntlor. s shade—-
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The paleness of & weeping moon,
Which clouds and vapours rest wped.

XXXIX,
Again the trumpets bray ; agai.
Ring iron steps, and shouts of men.
In armour cased, Duke Richard came ;
Proudly his warlike form he held,
And looked the Sirit of the field,
Yet for King Henry’s royal naue
Feigned reverence due. With gentle blame
For lingering thus, he urged him hence,
Wihile mingled o’er his countenance
A milder feelin“g with his prid.e-
A pity he had fain denied—
As he that look of goodnesseviewed,
Reaming in dignity subdued.

4L,

Following uis steps came knight and lord,
And filled the royal chember broad ;
Yet came not Warwick in*the throng,

Smitten with consciousness of wrong.
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There was in Henry’s meekened look
A silent but a deetp rebuke,
That smote his hean, and almost dr‘ew.
His vast ambition fr:&h jts view.
But, when that look was seen no more,
The pang it caused too soon was o’ er
And rashly hig, career he held
’Gainst him in cpuncxl nnd in field ] !
And now was with thé vangunrd gone
To fix the triumph he had won.

. XLL
.By the King's side, mourning his fate,

The aged Abbot stept.

Through chamber, passage, hall, and gate,

Where steeds and squires’and lancemen wait,
The Al;bey’s pomp, the Warrior's’

Their fu]l.nppoiﬁtment kniat.
When the last portal they had gained,
‘Cldse marshallad bands withott were trained ;
Within, high state the C!mrchvman‘tamed.
The Abbot paused, and from his brow *
Dmmssed the darker cloud of woe,

* To bless Jhis partirg Lord ;



AMONG THE DEAD.

With arms ou.stretched, and look serene,
Pity and reverence were seen
A farewell to afford.
And thus the hundred monks around
Bestowed their blessings on his head,
While none of all the crowd was found,
Rude foes, stern soldiers, marshalled,
That did not say, or seem to say,
“ Blessings attend thee on thy way !”
XLII.
The farewell Benediction o’er,
Duke Richard willed such scefie no more,
And instant signal mn.de to par;:;

He scorned, yet feared, each trait of *eart.

A smile, a tear, in Henry’s eye

Said more than words may e’er supply,

As from the portal slow he past .

And turned a long lock—and the last.

Loud blew the trumpets, as in scorn ‘
Of those they left behind

Strewched pale upon these zisles forlern ;
Loud blew they in the wind.

39



40 , ST. ALBAN’S ABBEY.

The fierce yet melancholy call,

Which died arouxg each sable pall,
Formed but the wiriop’s wonted Kkhell—
The solemn and the %t furewell !

me
This fearful summons was i‘;he last
Thtut shook the sainted Alban 8 shrme ;
While now the martial pageant patt,
Arrayed in many' awhttermg line,

From his pale choir and frowning tower,
Sad witness of the battle hour.
,And from that broad tower now was seen
“Thvse bands of war, ot May’s fipst green,
In gleaming pomp and long array . ’
Winding by meads and woods away ;
While Ll(.ment viewed them, whe, with dread.
ﬁad watched theist fires on hll outspread ;
Had $een thexr whitg tents, dawmng slow *
Onayester-momtng s crxmsoneo‘. brow ;
And thought how soon his garines mnght fall
Beneath this poorly-battled will.

He heard their trumpets in¢the gale
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Sink fainter ; as they seemed toswai;*
That Quiet did o’cr War prevail.
He heard the tramp of measuréq read,
The clattering hoofs, that forward sped ;
The numerous voice in sullen hum ;
And, last and lone, the holfow drum,
THll far its deadened beat decayed,
And fell upon the listening ear
Soft as the drop through leafy shade,
Then trembled into very air.
How still the following pause and sweet, *
While yet the air-pulse seemed £o beat !
XLIV.
Thus passed the warlike vision by ;
While Alban’s turrets, peering high
Upon the gold and purpled sky,
O'erlooked the way for many a mjle,
And, touched with May-beams, seemed to smile,
—~Smile on the flight of War’s sad care,
That left them to cheir sleep in air ;
And left the monks of gentie deed, ’
To blessed thanks from those theyl speed—
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Left the poor friend, who watched hi: lord
Wounded, unw:'jt‘;ng of reward,
To see him to his hgm‘e restored—
The saintly Abbot left*to close
His gathered years in due repose—
Theqdead unto their honored toibs ;
To peacé these aisle’s and transepi’s glooms !
_ 'xLv.
When Florence to her home' returned
The aged servant she had mourned
Received her at her gate ;
And, pawing on the ground again,
Behold her steed, who prison-;ein
Had snapped, :md homeward fled amuu,
And here did watchful wait ;
" And onwazd to his mistress went,
With playing pace and neck low bent.
'Opce more beneath her peacgful bower,
o Oh! how may words hexr feelings tell,
While now she wewed St. Albnn’s‘togver,
That, yesterday, even at f.h:s hour,
eShe wecched beneath dark Terror’s power P
Cue othgr day had broke Lis spel}!
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XLVI.

Farewell ! farewell ! thou Norman $hade !
The waning Moon slants o’er tl;y “ead ;
Thy humbler turrets, seen below,
Uplift the darkly-silvered brow,
And point where the broad :ransepts sweep,
Measuring thy gran-leur ; while they keep
In silent state thy watch of night,
Communing with each planet bright ;
And sad and reverendly they stand
Beneath thy look of high command.
Oh! Shadeof ages long gone poat,
Thoug: sunK their tumult like the blast,
8till steals its murmur on my ear ;
A;-d, once again, befeve mine eye,
The long-forgotten scenes sweep by .
Called from :heir trance, though hearsed in Tire,

Bursting their shroud, thy forms appear,
With d&rkened step and front sublime,

Sadness, that weeps nut—strength severe.
And still, in solemn ecstasy.
I hear afar thy Requiem die ;
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¢
Voices harmonjous through thy roofs aspire,
The high-soulel& organ breathes g seraph’s fire !
Peace be with alkz)eﬁeath thy presefice laid :

Peace and farewell !-& farewell, thou Norman Shade !

L]
END OF ST. ALBAN’S ABBKY.
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NOTES.

Bold is this Abbey's front, and pluin.~vol. iii. p.95.

_ALTHOUGH the history of the Abbey, in and near
which the scenes of this poem are laid, has been
given in several well-known publications, it will,
perhaps, nof be unaccel)table to.any rcader to have®
a few -dated and other particulars respecting it,
brought to his recbllection. B

Thes Abbey was founded in the year 793, by Nffa,
secord king of Mercia of that name ; 5 Whase power
was acknowledged in twmty-three provinces, or
districts, which are said to have been co-extemwe
with the same number of the shires, into which
Alfred afterwards divided England.

The spot, on which Si. Alban, the first English
martyr, suﬂ'ered; i supposed to be that, on which
the Abbe,-church stands; his bones having been
there found. The hill was then woody ; and its
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name (Holmh\kst) would seem to imply also, that
it was once, if not engirely in the‘mldst of water, so
nearly surroundedV b streams, as to be considered
insular. Materials for the earlier parts of the Mo-
nastery and Church were found in the ruins of the
city, which the Romans caMed Werulamium, or Vero-
lamiumg from: the British name for the stream, which
still flows m-*he 'meads below. In many parts of
the cxterior walls Jf the church Roman bricks may
be easily traced ; and, about twenty years since,
small fragments of these materials, readily known
by the fineness ahd bright redness of the baked
earth, were, not undvmmonly, found in the meadow
on the south-western side of the Chuach, fgrmerly
the site of tHe cloisters.

The Church exhibits the styles of architecture of
several a.gts, “.from earliest Saxon down to thpr of
the Tudpr construction.”y * Mr. Carter, in his « Plan
and Account of the North side of the Nave,” allots
#0 the Thu'.teenth Century ‘the first four divisions
(drches) from the Weste which are ¢fthe Pointed
order ; the next nine divisions (arches with three
sweeps—mouldings) m'e of the Siaon order ; as aré
the great piers and nrches of the Tower, rising
ngarly te the height of the N ave,—Just above which
is the gaflery, that runs alf round ‘the Tower ; then
follow, i in persptative,sthe five grand arches of the'
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Choir and Saint’s Chapel, apparentlf of the fftcenth
century, more poPnted and lofty than the first four
arches. On the south side of the /N ave, the Pointed
order includes ten arches fr8m west to east; the
style then becomes Saxon to the great &ast pillar of
the Tower, which *stands.far in the Chois ; and then
follow five arches of the Pointed order and of®the
fifteenth century, ﬁnswermg to those on’ the north
side.

That part, which Mr. Carter calls Saxon, the
previous ‘“ Observations” call Norman of the style
of Henry I.; but there are several undisputed re-
mains of the Saxon edifice. The eastern arches of
the Nave gre rounds with three mouldings ; and
their pillnrs, massive and irregular, gre of rubble-
work of Romun bricks, covered with Saxon plaster
B Othcr pillars, next in dute, of the Nave, were
bullt by Abbot Paul, a §orman, tke ﬁrsg abbot ap-
pointed by.Wlllmm the Cdnqueror. In one of these
is a staircase, the dopr of which is now filled up,,
communicating with thé galleries all reund. Thesc: ~
galleries thread the walls. The small arc'..s in the

tsecond story of ghe centre, tower light a gallery of
communication to each sice of that tower. Besides
the galferies here mentioned, was dne, which ran'
behind the open-work of the great screen*from 'le
to side of the Chon' *By a note in p. 399 ofsthé
VOL. IV, D’
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Rev. Mr. Newiomb’s ample History of the Abbey,
it appears, that this screen, whlch‘has been by some
attributed to Waﬂ‘\ngford and by others to Whet-
hamstede, was probably designed by the former,
whose arms appear upon it, and completed by the
latter. It «cost 1100 marks, agd is of the richest
Gothic style. A large curtain of cximson velvet, or
of gold tn,sue, was sometnnes suspended on it.
Whethumsted 'Was abbot, on his re-election, at
the time of the first battle of St. Alban’s. After
the battle, he begged of the Duke of York the dead
hodies of the Duke of Somerset and others, for in-
terment : none havirg dared to touch them, while
they were lying in the streets: .

n

()f the Ing/z vaulted porch beneath.-—p. 96.

This beautiful porch is of the style of the time ~f
Henry the Thirl. The nchly-cnrved oaken dfors
withip, Mr. Gough says, are of the fifjeenth cen-

tury

'3 “

s

Her.. forly abbots have ruled aad one.—p. 97.

Carter reckoned forty Abbots, of St. Alban’s ;
VVllhs and Newcomb forty-one :—the latter estimate
" includes the second presidency of Whethamstede,
\\'no was ,,re-elected after an interval of more than
twenty years, having resxgned in 1440.
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Freed from DPeler’s pence were tiffy.—p. 97.

Weaver says of tdis and the other privileges of the
Abbey,—* Betbre the Dissoluti £, such were the
privileges of this place, that tie King could make
no secular officer over them, but by their owne con-
sent; they were alone quite from paying that Apos-
tolical custome and rent, which was (‘:.lled. Roh-
scot, or Peter-pence’; whereas, nelther King, Arch-
bishop, Bishop, Abbot, Prior} ncﬁ".my one in the
kingdome, was freed from the payment thereof.
The Abbot also, (or Monke appointed Archdeacon
under him) had pontifical jurisdiction over all the
priests and Jaymen, of all the PﬂSh&SSlOllh belong,mg_,
to this Church, so as de ylelded subjection to no
Archbxshop, Ble.lmp, or Legate, save gnely to the
Pope of Rome. This Abbot had the fourth place
among the Abbots, which sate as Barons in the Par-
liament house. Howsocver, Pope Adsian *fw Fourth,
whose surname was Breakespeare, horn herely ar
Abbots-Inngley, granted this iudulgence to the Ab-
bots of this Monasterie : that, as St. Allnu was dis-*¢
tinctly knowne to he thn first Martyr of the inglish
ration : so the Abbot of this Monasteric should at
all times among other Abbo*s of England, in degree
of dignitie, be reputed first and principall. * The
Abbot and Covent of this house were acquittes

».2
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all toll throuigh England. They made Justices ad
audiendum et tcrmif_zandumi witBin themselves ; and
no other Justicéygould call them for any matter out
of their libertie. Yhey made Bayliffes and Coro-
ners; théy had the execution and returne of all
writs, the goods of all wutlawes, w1th gaole and
gaole gleliverie within themselves ca ereerraeenas This
Abbey was _surrendered up by the Abbot and
Moukes there ;" ; uy delivering the Covent seale into
the hands of T. Pope, D. Peter, Master Caven-
dish, and other the King’s visitors, the fifth day of
December, 1539. It was valued, at a farre under
rate, to bee worth of yearely revenue, two thousand
' five hundred and ten pounds, sixe shillings, penny-
halfpenny.”, .

, king.v and heroes here were guests.—p. Y8. .,

In the prosperous days of the Abbey, several
apagtments were built" exclusively for ‘the usc of
strangers. Chese adjoined. the Cloisters. * Beygnd
‘them, in 2 separate rfange of buildings, were the
King’swnd Queen’s apartmenty. Notwithstanding
this preparation for. visitors and thése indirect invi-
tations, it seems from Matthew Paris, that some of
the earlier Kings came too often, or, at least, with

“voe.cufbrous suites. In gtill easlier times, for the
purpose of lessening these visilts, an expensive purs
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chase had been made, of a temptatio:’ which had too
frequently drayn the Courts jnto this neighbour-
hood. ZElfric, the seventh Abbot, * bught of the King,
probably Edgar, tke great, ﬁshpool “ for,” says Mr.
Newcomb, from M Paris, it was a fishery belong-
ing to the King, w whose house, or palacg, was that
now called King.bury; and this pool, byseasen of its
vicinity to the Abf)ey, and the, pnd.e of the royal
servants, had been hurtful and *troublesome to the
réligious body. ZElfric, therefore, in order to prevent
the like inconvenience, cut a passage through the
head which banked up the waters, and, draining
them off, tirned it all into dry Bad ; preserving only
a small podd for the se of the Abbey. And M.
Paris, who wrotc -about 1240, says, ¢ ™ this day are
to be seen the banks and shores of the great lake,
aqjpining to the way which leads westward, and is
called Fishpool-street. The rest of the drhined land
was turned’into gardens.”

It is oné of the &rtymstances, which render the ¢
town of St. Alban’s so ricl: in antiquariin memoriafs”
and localities, tha: Fishpool Strcet still bears its an-

cient denominatiun, and is* thas, at this day, a re-
cord of a transaction, whfch dates from the tenth,
century. Whoever will take the trouble of gomg
upon the leads or the Albey will also percalve ih the
stite, or shape, of the land‘adjomvng the road ﬁ'-om
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St. Alban's t“ Hatficld, some symptoms of the
““ banks and shores,” which Mafthqw Paris speaks
of as visible in hi¥;time. At least, these symptoms
were perceivable abouit twenty years since.

But now, nor dais, nog hallssremain.—p. 98.

:I'lle elaiss or deis, was the high <able, which ran
athwart the upver gnsl of halls' in palaces and noble
mansions, in some of which, and in college-halls, it
remains at this day. It was frequently raised so
high, that the approach to it was by two or three
successive’ flights of steps, at the top of each of
which the servants, btinging up dishes, were allowed
to wait while some appointed versec was, sung.
Chaucer, deso-ibing the festivities of the Tartarian
King, Cambuscan, on his birth-day, says that the
King

« In réal vestiments sit o1t his deies,
With diademe, ful higfx in his paleis, -«
And holt his feste so solempne aud so ricke,
That, in‘ this world, n¢ whs ther none it liche.”
The Squire’s Tale.
e t

Gawin Douglas, in his yersion of, the Alneid,says «

of Dido at the feast, * Th2 Quecne was set at deis.”
~'What Matthew Paris says on this subjcctl may be
réndexrd, ' The Prior dining at the great table,

whieh is generally called deis :” and again, “ A cup
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with a foot is not allowed in the Rdfectory, except
at the great table,"which we call deis.” The word
occurs frequently in our older yriters. It some-
times meant the cloth of stat. placed on the high
table ; sbmetimes a canopy: Dr. Percy scems to
think the latter its-original meaning.

Spalre'daom to a;l his vassal throng.—p. 101.

The civil privileges and Poyer- of the Abbey,
which were always great, were confirmed und ex-
tended by a charter of Edward I'V. in poor compen-
sation of the losses it sustained during the civil
wars. This power was exercjssd in the towns of
St. Alban” 5, Watford qand Barnet, which were the
towns of thc Abbey, inthe hundred of Cashio, and
in a considerable space round St. Alban s, called its
Vherty. That the Abbey lands extended anciently
fa? to the south appears from the bunishment,
intlicted by William the Conqueror, who, in revenge
for the warlike resisjance mude'to him by * Abbot

Frederick, the Saxon,’ called Fre(ler)ck the Bo'd,
despoiled the Abbey ot all lands lyins  between
Barnet and London. Over the north gate of the
Abbey, which led into jhe grand court, was the
temporal prison for those’ judged by the Abot;
building still used as the town gdol. It umy, indead,
be supposed to have been used by several of tie
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AMbots, as a place of punishment for the towns-
people, who frequently rose a.gamgt the power of the
Abbey, and even l(lswged during ten days together,
the great gate of tBt Convent in Holywell-street,
of which there are not now any remains. Phis was
in the time. of Abbot Hugo de Jivetsden, about the
year 1326. | It was about six m othe gyening of
January 21st, that the townsmerf, some on foot and
some on horse, Begm to assault the gate, not only
with great tumult, but by setting fire to it. The
fire does not appear, however, to have done much
damage. The Abbot had foreseen this outrage, and
hnd prepared for dqfence, by summoning to the
Convent 200 of his dependants, who, with courage,

long watchingg and much fasting (for they were ill-
provided for a siege), kept the enemy at bay t111 the
King* sent an order to the Sheriff, who read a’ prev

clamation tb the assailangs, and dispersed thém.
They urged, in their deftnce, that the Abbot had
acted in an arbitrary manner, yelative to ssme privi-
letzes, which, ¢hey thought, remained to them. To
prove this they appealed to Domesday-book. In re-
ply, the Abbot’s council produced a grunt, by which
Henry II. granted to the church of St. Alban’s ““the
'Vill of 5t. Albin, with every liberty, or privilege
wakich, botvugh ouglt to have.”  Notwithstanding
this,the Abbot, by command of King Edward the

-
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Second, and to progure tranquillity, afterwards signed
a grant of pri%i'leg‘e, against which thé Archdeacon
and all the monks protested. T%is grant, however,
they afterwards signed, in awe of the King; and it
probably continued in force till Edward VI. in-
corporated the towr in the year 1553. For further
particulars see Vevgcomb’s History of $t. Alban.'

For here the Pilgrim’s Lbdge urose.—~p. 103.

« Abbot Geoffry de Gonham built a large and
noble hall, with a double roof, to entertain strangers
in, near which he built a fair bed-chamber,” says
Willis. But Abbot John of ngtford did more ; he
raiseq chimgneys. * He built a noble hall for the
use of strangers. adding many parlougs, with an in-
ner chamber and a chimncy, and a noble picture, and
ki entry, and a smoll hall ; and a most noble entry, .
with a porch, or gallery, and many £lis bedcham-*
bers, with ¢heir inner chathbers and chimneys, ty re-
ceive strarfigers honouzably.”—Willis's Mitred Abbies.

There the Scriptorium spread its gloom.—p. 104.

Lvery great sbbey had p rgom where the monks,
and sometimes other persons not members of the
community, copied and illuminated ancient manuZ_ .
scripts, and trenscribed service-books fo2 the, chrir,
In some abbeys one side of the great cloistex wis

LS
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inclosed for a Scriptorium, as av'(Gloucester, where
the whole south side of the fine cloister was so ap-
propriated. The !gonks learned and practised not
only the art of illumihating books, but several other
ornamental ‘arts, by the exercise of which they deco-
rated their'churches and,converds. The porcelain
tiles, fop pavement of the high a'tar, were fre-
quently prepared by, them, as were the fresco-paint-
ings on the walls'of 'chapels and cloisters. Of their
performance -were also the armorial bearings pen-
cilled on windows and tombs, with scroll work and
“ painted imagery,” such as, Weaver says, Abbot
Jobn of Whethamstede  dressed up” this his
Monastery of St. Alban withat. That monks made
their own glovgs appears by a granj, whjch Charle-
mague delivered to those of St. Sithin, about the
_year 790, ¢ of unlimited right of huntmg, fo:
‘making their own gloves and girdles of the skins'of
she depr then killed, and covers for their books.”
See Warton’s History of Englisk Poetry.--The Scrip-
* teeium of St. s\lban’s was built about the year 1080,
by AbbotPaul, or Paulin, 'a Normgn, who ha'd many
“volumes trauscribed there, from copjes Yent by Asch-
bishop Lanfranc, his coumtryman, whose ix}ﬂuence
~With Willium the Conqueror had saved this Abbey
frem estruction. * Warton gays that more than
eighty books were transcribed at St. Alban’s, by
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order of Whethamstede, who, he adds, died about
1440 ; an error into which he was led by Weaver,
who was himself probably dece’red by the circum-
stance of that abbot havinf resigned his office
about that time, and having become a private monk
of the convent ; influencgd, perhaps, by the storm
which he saw impending over his frien angd patron,
Duke Humphrey.® On the death of his successor,
John Stoke, Whethamstede "wed Fe-elected abbot,
in the year 1451 ; which rank he held till his death,
in 1464, as is proved by a book in the library of the
Heraldy' College, mentioned by Willis, and entitled
‘“ Regist. Rob: Blakeney Capellan: Dom: JRam-
ridge.” The fine frested tomb, or rather shrine, of
Abbot Raxgridge, is near the altar ongthe right, and
opposite to that of Whethamstede; the ram'’s head,
i allusion to his nsme, appearing among the orna-
ments of the cornices, s do wheatshitafs on the
plainer and less elegant aRar-tomb of the latfer, ab-
bot, wluclr hie had cogstructed in his life-time, ai an,
expensc, as is recorded, of more thaa seventy-folr
pounds.

Round blessed Mary z;z her bower.—p. 104.
In a note to his «“ Travels in the Ibly Lan¥,” Dr.”
Clurke gives the following intefesting e%pl-paticn
of the custom of surrounding iluminated pictercd
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of the Virgin and other sacred repgesentations, with
lilies and wreaths of flowers. These were chosen
not merely as em ishments, but as allusions to
the city, the earthly risidence df our Saviour ; the
word Nazateth signifying, in Hebrew, a flower.
« Hence the cause, wherefoge, in.ancient paintings
used for flluminating mxssals, the roge and the lily,
:eparntely or combined, accompany pictures of the
Virgin. In old eagrivings, particularly those of
Albert Durer, the Virgin is rarely represented unac-
companied by the lily.”—vol. ii. p. 411. first edit.

Hzm, mhoce small penczl thus enshrined.—P. 105.

* Allan Strayder, an illumipator of this abbey,
painted, in the Golden Register here, portralts of
all the prmclpal benefactors of the Abbey. He is
also himsélf mentioned as a bepefactor, * for thgt

“he forgave turee shillings and fourpence of an éid
debt owmg to him for colwrs See Weavger’s Fune-
ral Monuments The art of painting on wellum was

of high nnthpty in Englartd. The most Splendid
ornaments and delicately* mmmtgred scenes from
scripture were painted on missals, ar.d sometimes
portraits of the owner, or of the pe'rson, to whom he
«designed to present the® book. Translations from
the olzssxm and chronicles were also, in later times,
t‘ms ornamented. Duke Humphrey of Gloucester
presented to the*{ibrary of the* Divinity-school at
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Oxford, several ﬁn‘aly-illuminuted NiSS. and some
to this Abbéy 9f St. Alban’s., But the most ex-
quisite illuminators were the Flfrentines; and the
most celebrated of th&e was Giulio Clovio, who thus
ornamented the ¢ Missal of Rafaelle,” now at Straw-
berry Hill. See Anecdstes of the Arts in Eng-
land. .

That stretched to learning a pre.vermng hand.—
p- 105.

This Abbey was the second in’ England in which
the press was used :—that of Westminster is well
known to bhave been the first.*,One of the carliest
works, printed at St. Alban’s was the book on hawk-
ing and hunting, translated by Julana Berners,
priorgss of the Nunnery of Sopewell, a neighpour-
ihg cell of this abBey. She was a sisfer of Lord
Berners, who fought in th.e first battle Mere. The
first book known to have been printed at St. Al
ban’s, beafs date 14&) that of Judiana DBerners,
1486. But Caxton, wlm hrought prmtmg into Eng—
land, and who p actised the art in the “Abbey at
Wescminster, about the yoar 1471, had types much
superior to those used at St. Alban’s.  The cgssation,
of printing here is lmputed to the power of Wolsey,
" who had been Abbot of St. Alban s, and whofs sald
to have expressed, in a convocatign in the Chap%er-
house of Sc. IPaul’s, his disapprobation of ¢he press,
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and his fear of its effects upon tfe interests of the
Romish Church.

The Royal lodging's std®ly pile.—p. 106.

The Royal apartments were sepurated by a long
clojster-walk from the rest*of tlr‘é'monastcry. They
extendell on*the brow, that overlookfed the valley of
the Ver. In theplar of the Royal‘lodgings still extant
are specified the Qlfeen's parlour and her chamber,
the Audience Chamber, the King's parlour, consider-
ably larger than the other rooms, and the Refecto-
ry. The chief part of the monastery was between
this range of buildings and the Abbey-Church. Sue
in Newcomb’s History, a plan of the *Monsstery,
as it existed ifi the time of Henry ML

LY

I\mgs .sccmcd their Windsor's groves to view.—p. 168

It has been often suppo&ed that the Gothic msle.
was, at first, an imitation of a superb”: “avenue of
trees, or, at least, that the drchitect of the edifice
}md the idea Of it suggestal to him by the effect of
that fine ‘arrangement of naturalt productlons of
this theory the best {llustration that can, perfaps,‘
e foupd in Epngland, is‘afforded by an avenue of
elms and .llmes, cylled King Charles’s Walk, in the '
I-,ower '"Pik at Windsor. Tthe treds are so planted
as to give a very ctnkmv represeutation of a Point- «
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ed Gothic windo}, with its mullions and Gothic
tracery ; but the resemblance is not perfect till you
have advanced a considerable w~j down the linden
part of the avenue.

His Lodge and Cloiséer of repose.—p. 108. .

The Abbot’s cloister lay within the gk of the
upper south aisle ‘and the tgansept.  There ap-
pears to have been a private door of communication
between this cloister and that aisle, which probably
was the abbot’s way to the choir, when he did not
go in the procession of the monks, on days of
festival. This door is opposit@&o one leading inte
the chancelp near thé altar, and close beside the
Abbot’s seat in the choir ; a situation orresponding
to that where the Bishop’s throne is now placgd in
a Uathedral. Over that door.is an anciegt painting
of skeletons ; meant, perlm‘)s, as a monitiTy record
to the hvmg abbot of hls departed brethren Iftid*in
the choir.”

He sat at the high duis Iilzce prince, alone.—p. 110.
In Gough’s British Topogeaphy, vol. i. p. 462, is a
note containing some partXulars of a very cprious
paper in the hand-writing of Mr, ‘hhmole, respect-
ing some customs of ¢he Abbey of btﬁfﬂﬁ‘m Sre
A Mr. Robert Shrimpton, who hgd been mayor of
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the town four times, and who l.'yed to the age of
103, remembered the, Abbey before the Dissolution ;
and would often djscourse of the manners of the
monastery and of the ceremonies and grand proces-
sions. He related that * in the great hall was an
ascent of fifteen steps to,tke ablot’s table, to which
the monks brought up the servige, in plate, staying
at every fifth step, which was ‘s landing place, to
sing o short hymn.' The abbot usually sat alone at
the middle of the table. When a nobleman, or am-
bassador, or stranger of eminent quality came thi-
ther, he sat, indeed, at the abbot’s table, but it was
towards the lower‘end. After the monks had
waited awhile on the abbot, *they sat down gt two
other tables, splaced at the other gides of the hall,
and had. their service brought in by the novices,
who, when the monks had dined, sat down to t]&(r
own dmnkr In the Abbe) was a large room, havmg
bedis set on each side, for the receiving strangers and
pllgnms, wheve they had lodging and diet for three
days, withobt question ,made from whence they
came.” Mr. Nichols, in the 6h Volume of his
Literary Aneccdetes, says « It aves at one *timé
. Mr. Gough's wish, that Mis remains should be placed
in the tomb of Whethamstede, abbot of St. Al-
:ban’s" This was an exquisite trak of an antiquary,
who published the most splendid work, that ever.
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appeared on the Fepulchral Monuments of Great
Britain. . .

The raised platform, supporting the high table,
which ran athwart the sides of great halls, is suppo-
sed to have been of eastern origin, and to have been
adopted in England’aboutethe time of the wars in
the Holy Land, together with the small pone]l;d
wainscot containing little cupboards, and the latticed
windows near the roof. The suspensxon of armorial
bearings and of instruments of the chace, on the
walls of such chambers, is also an Oriental custom.
In such a hall, it may be recollected, Dt. Clarke
was received at Turkmanlé on his journey from the
plain of Troy, See Clarke's Travels, vol. ii. p. 125.

The Abbcy's noble Seneschal.—p. 110.

£ir Richard Hastings, afterwards Lord I‘iasti:lgs,
was, in the time of Richagd III. Senescita Of this
Abbey. Hie office included that of Hundredqy, or
Judge of the Hundred Courts, with thgt of Steward
of the Abbey, who had thz'care of its esates. The®
Abbot, when he received from Henry 1. the original
grant- (which Edward IV. rgneyed) of the hundred
of Cashio, received, in fact, pnvﬂegea and authontlcs,
which invested him with degree of royal power
He appointed a: Hungredor, or Senesclle and®
confirmed the office by patent ut}(!er the Abbey *
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seal. The Court of the Hundrgd was beld in that
great Gate of the Abbey, wluch now remains.

There, causes even of life and death were decided
in after-times. The office of Equerry, or Mars]ml,
of the Abi)ey, was also granted by patent under its
seal.

.
e

There was the Prior’s delegaied sway.—p. 110.

This Abbey haa ' Prior and two Sub-Priors, one
of the latter of whom, assisted by threc monks, was
appointed to serve only at the shrine of the Martyr
Amphibalus, the friend and tutor of St. Alban.
Thomas..... whoge figure in brass, small, but fine
and still perfec., lies in the choir, thgugh pot over
his grave, wes once a Sub-prior hgre.

Bit all in copes most coslly and most gay.—p. J11.
In tne ‘time of Whethamstede many of the' an-
cient,rules of the monastery, which had been disused,
were revived ; among these, is an ordet, < that the
*monks and tfficiating pex;s’on should be clothed, for
the greater solemnity, in the most costly and,splen-
did garments,” gn gregt festivals. ¢ (Newcomb.)--
There was also an order,, directing that the younger
1non]£s, who Should prc;ceed with wax—ligints before
*the 4 hliot, should walk uprjght axd with regularity,
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There every rencher he assays—p. 113.

“ When the Marshall and the Sewer, with his dish,
had gone up the hall, and had inade obeisance, on
approaching the dais, the Sewer bent l):\side the
Carver, who received and uncovered every dish as
it came, and, dipping a® cornct of trenther bregd
into each, gave i? to the Sewer and to the bearer of
the dish to taste.” Leland Coll.

Witk due form and good countenance~—p. 114.

The Chaplain is directed to take up the Alms-
Dish, with  a good countenance,” and deliver it to
the Almoner.

Marched the huge Wassail-bowl the lagt.—p. 115.

Matthew Paris says, that the Wassail-bowl, in
gréa!t monasteries, was placed on the abbot's table,
at the upper end of the Refectory, or eatmg-fmll te
be circulated among the con.nmumt_v at his direetion.
It was called the Pocubim Caritatis, snd was filled
with wine, which, if sv?qetened and *spiced, was®
called Hypocras. Jometimes it contained the hum-
bler potion of Metheglin, or:Mepd.o This Wassail-
bowl came only on extraotdinary occasmns. The
“ Forme of Cury” céntains a list of the mgred:entq
of Hypocras.
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Here, with proud grace, did Wolsey stand.—p. 116.
Wolsey retained this Abbey after he was made
archbishop of Yorl\and a cardinal.
.

When Give-Ale and the Dole were o’er—p. 117.

.The Glve-Ale, so cabled, «was distributed on
annivessaries, often with bread and other Dole for
the poor, for w]nch purpose land had been left to the
church by the pe!son whose birth-day, or Saint’s
day, or burial-day, was to be commemorated. An-
niversaries were sometimes kept on the birth-day of
a donor, during his life-time, or on the Saint’s day
of the church where it was appointed. The doles
of money and bread were distributed at some altar
in the church, or at the tomb of a deceased bene-
factor., The Give-Ale, being chiefly allotted to ) great
festlvnls, was usually distributed in the chu!dl-
porch, * where the peoplp assembled ; who some-
times remained wassailing in the church-yard till
it became a scene of merriment and tuniult. Some
“of these anifiversaries, as ft is well known, gave rise
to Fairs, which were once most improperly held
in church-yards., )
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Here, too, the Minstrels’ chaunted song.—p. 117.

Minstrels were not only received into monasteries,
and paid for their performances, but the monks
sometimes wrote lays and ballads for the:n. War-
ton, in his History of English Poetry, mentions six
minstrels from Butkingbam, who were *paid fogr
shillings by the sreagurer of the priory ef Bicester,
in Oxfordshire, for singing n.leg.end in the refec-
tary. It was customary for the regular minstrels
of the nobility to attend, on festivals, at the ncigh-
bouring monasteries, and to be well rewarded on
such occasions. Even when minstrels canie in the
retinue of their lords, they were paid by the monks,
for their pepformances® Svme great monasteries
maintained minstrels of their own. eJeffrey, the
ha,rper, in the reign of Henry IL, recgived an
amnty from Hyde eAbbey, near Winchester; and
the -Abbies of Conway and Stratflur, ui’(\';alcs,
éMch maintained a bard, says Warton, who «adds,
that the Welsh monasteries, in general, were the
grand repositories of the }.)Qetry of the Btitish bards."
At the Jnstallatlon feast of Abbot Ralp, of St. Au-
fustine’s Monastu;y, in Canterbyry, twenty shillings
were given to minstrels, wi.m sang to. their Jarps;
while six thousand guests were entertained in and
‘about the hall of ¢he mgpastery.
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Witk tales of Chivalry's high state.—p. 117.

The monks were fond of tnlgs of chivalry and of
metrical romances, with which * their libraries
abounded ; and solnetimes they turned prose his-
tories intS verse, to be sung by minstrels ; or, if
moulded into a dramatic form, to be represented by
themsejves, Even the story of Robin Hood was
not unfrequently exhibited to* the people on days
of festival. In'.oh ancient church-account of
St. Hel«zn’s in Abingdon, is a charge of eighteen
pence for setting up “ Robinhood’s Bower,” and an-
other of: one shilling for “ two dossin of morris
belles.” But these,mdecorous practlcea, and other%
‘till more blameable—the profane and (.ven bur-
lesque repregentations, for instance, wluch were per-
mitted during the processions of the boy-lnshop—
resulted from the Roman Catholic policy of mdnlg-
ing the people in every gratification, which, being
copngeted with the Rothish authority, wight attash
them to it.

[ -
Where the r(mcd platforin, near tllv Bay. —P- 120.

The projecting wmﬁow wluch wlftn it occurred
over a portico, was cylled an onel was called a
Bay window YWhen it opened at an end of ‘the Dais,
in aekall, or sta‘ce-chambel; ; and then the space’
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near it was called the Bay. But in this latter si-
tuation it was usuplly much larger than in the
former. Whether its name arose from the shelter
it afforded to the servants and sﬁle-bm\rds, or from
the circumstance of its having that degree of extent
which in old buildingg wasecplled a bay, let better
antiquaries determsine, That the word opce meanz
a certain portion of sface in buildings, and was used
as a term of measurcment by bullders, may be seen
in various old descriptions of houses, which are
there not said to be of so many feet in extent, but

of so many bays.

*Mid roial glass and, [reln'ork ?s-hmll.——p. 120.
“ Royal gla.ss ;"—painted windows are so called
in ancient poetry. *

¢ In her oryall, where she was
Closed with royall glas
Fulfylled yt was with ymagery.-

Th&® old romance of The Squire of Lunw Degree. o

In fronl, the velvet cugain, ﬁlmg.-—'}z. 120.

It was Abbot John of Whethamstede, whe re-
mltte(Lto mrd‘!hstmgs forty pounds of a desperate
debt for a very rich and (,unoua set of hangings.,
used only” on days of solethmty, and® which®had
adorned the great glmmber of that noblemnan-
slon, near the mouastery, durmg the sumnier monthg
only
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Leisurcly vead the rare Lent Book.—p. 122.

Among the laws given by Aréhbishop Lanfranc,
in the year 1072, to the monks of England, is an
injunction that, at the beginning of Lent, the li-
brarian of each convent shall give to every member
of it 2 bbok to be read dn the® course of the year,
and fetutned at the following elent, on pain of
humiliation before his superiof, and supplication for
indulgence.—Sed Warton.

In leonine, of Latin quaint.—p. 122.

Pasquier (Recherches de la France, p. 596,)
traces the origin, of rhymed Latin verse no farther
back than to Leoninus, or Leonius, opce n..monk of
St. Victos (at Marseilles) who wrote in Paris,
dyring the reign of Louis VII, about the year 1154.
The fashion of using this perversion of thes true
rhythutus became suchs about that time, that, says
Pagquier, those who ;oetised (poetisotent) in Latin,
thought their verses not praiseworthy unless they
were rhyrfed. But Wgtten clearly shows that the
practice should be dated mudi higher. JFle had
seen o poem of foyr hundred lins of rhyming-Latin,
written in t}:e time of Fustinian IL, in tlge year ﬂ)7
Some think that Pope Leo II, who made many
alfions in the chaunty of tWe church, was the
Inventor of this.'sort (:f verse, about the year 1680. ,
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Féow sainted Qsmwyn's shrine and tomb.—p. 123.
St Oswyn's: altar stood in thg, nave, near St.
*Cuthbert's screen.

or the good Abbot Delgmere.—p. 123.

Delamere, a Norn.sn, and Pnor of Tynemouth,
was made Abbot of St. Alben’s’ in the ysar 1349,
succeeding Abbot de Mentmore, who had died of
the plague, being the first of forty-eight members
of the house, who, in that year, died of the.same
disease. He was a.man of a more informed mind
and more elegant taste than many of the abbots
of.St. Alban’s, if we may judgedrom the rules he
inttoduced info his couvent, and the style of his
ornamental improvements there. A char+ry-chapel,
built in memory of him, was in a recess of the
sou:L transept; but his figure, very finely engraved
on a plate of brass, ten feet long, lies cver his

 grave in the hancel, very nedr the altar-steps; and
is, perbaps, the most boautiful gnd perfect monu-
mental brass remaining in fngland.

. B H -
The grod Dukg riumphrey’s mmdde{mg form.—p.123.
The magnificent tomb, or rathdr shrine, of Duke
Humphrey, is still adarned with seventeen gmall
figures of kings in brass, each in’ his niche. Tsher
VOL. 1V. . E -
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statues, of a larger size, once- stood on the oppdsite
side of the tomb. 'These were probably destroyed
by the republican soldiers, whom Cromwell atro--
ciously quartered in the church, and whose horses
stood in‘the aisles. .

In aemanuscript, daged 1450, is an account of
‘the qost of this t8mb, and of the yearly expenses
for services performed theré. The Abbot and
convent of the said monasterye have paid for
makyng the tumbe and sepulture of the said duke,
within the sald monasterye,,above the sum of
4331 6%, 84.” The Abbot and Prior, for attending
there on the day.of his anniversary only, received
a stipend of 10/ each. For their attendance on that
day also, fgrty monks, priests, received yearly 3s. 8d.
each ; and one hundred and twenty-two monks,
n‘é‘t“ priests, 3s. 4d. each. Thirteen poor menp wvho
held torches round the shrine on that occasion, had
each 25. 2d. Money was distributed to the poor in
the churchgp of St. Peter's and St. Michael's pa-
rishes. The yearly charge for torches and’ other
wax, burned oécasionarlly,, is 6L.135. 4d. Thelands,
left by Duke Humpbrey to defrdy these oharges,
were also to furnish .mxty pounds yearly for the
kitchen of ihe ahbey, “in relief of the grete decay
of lizshode of ‘the said monastery in the marches
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of Scotldnd, which beforetlme hath be appointed to
the said kechyn.” The priory of Tthh among
other far-stretched lands, belonged to the Abbey of
St. Alban’s.

The image of .a stotely Queen.—p. 124.

Margaret of ..njon was hgai‘rkxly suspe.ted of hav-
ing conspired with Beaufort and Suffolk, in the
death’ of Duke Humphrey. ItSs too certain, that
her unprincipled and short-sightgd policy led her
to violate the promise of pardon and life, made by
her hushand to the Lord Bonvil and Sir Thomas
Kiriel ; who, in reliance updh, it, had remained
with Rim inhis tent, After they had lost the battle,
and the other confederated lords had f.sd.

The sacred temple still endures.~p. 129,

When the abbey land: were se'iznd, the monas-
tery of St. Alban’s levelled with the ground and
the materials sold, the church wolld have shared
the same fate, had not the Corporation of the town
purct-«ed it, for socut 4007

Glanced on the Abbey-knight beside.—p. 138.,

This abbey had six nghté to whom =z pertain
"portion of the albey-land was islgned on ...,-ndmon
E2
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of their - attendance, gt the abbéy, in times of.:any
danger. "THy. were also the body-guard of the”
Abbot .on journeys, finding their own horses mnd
arms, but travelling at the expense of the convent.
Abbot. William of Trumpingten first required thse
attgndance*of, these knights instiavelling, during a
journey which he made, in the reiga of Henry IIL
to the priory.of Tynemouth. At that time, this
was ngt  merely a matter of pomp :—Dbands of rob-
bers then infested Jhe highways, and lurked within
the numerous forests of the kingdom; government
was so webkly administered that disorders of every
kind were committed. Military retinues became
general with all, who could Bupport them, and the
necessity, afier ceasing to be real, still operated
as a pretence, whenever ambition, or pride, chose to
exppl\oy‘ it., Tke powerful nobles came to the kinz’3
councils, with little armiea of retainers; Cardinal
Walsey, when he last went from Londoh te York,
.travelled with gitrain of one hundred and sixty horse.

Waiched mlwrc the far—oj‘ signals blaze.--p _139

The Greeks usqﬂ topehes for signgls, and expressed
the hppmch of friends, o enerhies, ‘by the manner
“in. whieh. they showed them,. tossing them for'. an
" yaemypalid holding them stijl-for friends. See.the
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Axchieologie, vol. f: where ZEschylus is refeived ‘to,

"a telling, that torches were lik¢wise made te ex-
press & more particular meaning—Clytemnestra
professing to have had the capture of Troy annoan-
oed to her by lights, exhibited, according to the or-
dezs of Agamemnoit; for Ler mformntmn, dt Mycene ;
bat it seems, taat R oommentator conuide.s this as
a mere possibility, to be aecounted for only by the
supposition that the lxghta tvere displayed on
Mount Ida, and seen from Mount Athos. *

-
An:i Gorhambury’s turrets pale.—p. 139.

The manor of Gorhambury®helonged to the Ab-
bey of St.eAlban's, Being part of their lands at
Westwick. Abbot Geoffry de Gorhium, who built
a hall there, granted it probably as a leasehold to a
resative of his own, from whom it received it’s ~ame
and to whom the grant v as confirmed by 4 succeed-
ing Abbot, also a relative. * Having been given by

Henry VIIL at the Dissolution, t&®ir Ralph Raw-
lett, it was sold by him %o the Lord Keeper Bacon,
frou. ~ham jt.descended to his:‘oel‘ebtated son.

. Qf studded gates, that. in ojd wars.—p. 142.
In wars, or, at least, v:olent& contentions mth the
' townsmen. The massive studded gates of the grem
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Gate-house, which led into the largest court of the
Abbey, may still be seen under that noble archway ;
but the chief entrance to the monastery was from
Holywell-street, nearly opposite to Sopewell-lane,
of which, however, there are not now any traces dn
the spot, libuses having been bitilt upon its site.

- Though, as they flashed from Julian's wood.—p. 154.
|}
~ St. Julian’s was “a cell of the Abbey of St. Al-
batt’s, as was likewise the Priory of Sopewell; of
which latter house the Duchess of Clarence, widow
of the brother of Henry V. had been prioress.

Portoullis-bars in gold were there.~p. 1G1.

The gold ¢portcullis was a deviee taken by the
first Duke of Somerset, John de Beaufort, in the
, year 1443 from his ancestor, John of Gaunt. ‘ﬂf
this devide Henry VIIL whs afterwards sufficiently
jealeus and ostentatious. Somerset’s Poursuivant
"was called Portdhlhs.

By roy Jal Banner-lcmghts a thong. - 162.
“In the time of the fourth Ed-vard the allbw-
.ance in his court for a¢Knight Bannerett, with
twenty-rfotr servnnts, was two hundred pounds
"a year; ;=for a nght of the FHous€hold, with six-
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teen servants, one hundred.”—Royal Household
Book. ’ )

Of Edmund Westby, th’ Hundredor.—p. 167.

Edmund Westby, the Hundredor of St. Alban’s,
whose house, in Ptter-street, the king .made his
head-quarters dering the battle. The -cy-l stan-
dard was planted beYore this "housé, on the Green,
which was then called Ouaefowe, and sometimes
Sandforth, in Peter-street.

And this was Lancaster’s reply—p. 172.

Stowe (edit. 1502) gives the following as the
king’s replyy:— .

“I King Ilenyy charge and commaunde, that
no manner person, of what degree, estate, or con-~
dition .soever hee hee, abide not, but they avoide
the fielde, and not bee so hardie to make resistaunce
against mee in mie owne realme. For I shall knowe
what traitour dare be so boulde to grise anie people

"in mine owne lande, where through Y am in grea.
dise~eo and heavdesse: by that faith I owe unto
8t. Edwarde, and unto the Crewne of Englande, I
shall destroie them, everie mother sonne..........
in example, to make all sich traytours,to beware for

" to make anie 1sing ‘of people within mire owne
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 lande, and so trayterously to abide their kirig and
governour: And for a conclusion, rather than they
shall have anie lorde that here is with mee, at this .
time, I shall this daie, for their sake, in this quar-
rell myselte live and die." p. 650.

*  Raisipg he“treachmus onset-cqll —p. 174.

The first battle of St.”Alban’s and the first of
that long series of battles between the houses of
York and Lancaster, which desolated so many fami-
lies, began between eleven and twelvdat noon, on
Thursday the 22d of May, 1455. An epitaph, co-
pied by Weaver from a grave-stone in St. Peter’s
Church, seems to settle the°disputed date of this
battle. It ig, on Ralph Babworth, an Esquire of
Henry the Sixth’s, and on his son, a Sewer to that

, who both fell in this first battle; and rps
tk;:g?a the' last day of their light was tbe t\::i-
tith two of May.” '

" The Knight, who flew to Richard’s need.—p. 180.

¢ He broke in on the gu-den-sxdet, mth a great ory
of <A Warwick! gWarvmk shouted around hita :
*Twas marvel to hear,” " gays Stowe. This gar-
cden-snis'i, as it was called, ran along Sopewell-lane,
“and seein to havé been pag of the ground be- '
longing to the late Dowager Countess Spencer.
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. Key’s Field, on which Richard Duke of York en-
camped, ran along the opposite side of the lane,
and spread beyond Holywell-street. A narrow slip
of it still bears the old name. In Sopewell-lane
Somerset was killed ; it was the barrier there, that
was defended by ¢he old Lord De Clifford. It was
thought to hava been a great oversight 1 Somerset
not to have occupied that-garden-ground with his

.troops, since the enemy, by seizing it, placed the
barrier, as it were, between two fires; the camp-
field of York being on one hand, and Warwick on
the other. Accordingly, when Warwick took pos-
session of it, he gained the barrier almost by the
salne onset, and drove back the kmg s troops through
the mn'row lane of Sopewell into the inner part of
the town, with d:eadful slaughter. There it was
bt De Clifford, Somerset, and several other persons
ot rank fell. This ground of the battie is closely
overlooked from the tower of the Abbey.

Why meel'st thou not the Rogged Staff #—p. 181.

The Bear and Ragg'ed'Smﬂ‘, the well-known
‘device ot michard Nevill, the great Earl of War-
wick, called the King-maker.

. Great Warwick’s hardiness to nrove~T. 187.

This potent lover and prometer of turmoil lies
interred ir the choir of Tewke.bury Abbey. On
Eb
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the roof-of the fine monument, raised over him by
his Countess, is his imagé in armour. His beaver
is up; and his face has a spectre-look, that harme-
nizes well with the gloom and the ancient story of
this venerable pile. The simplicity of the person,
who showed the church gbout.twenty years since,
and the affect of these circumstugces upon him,
were amusing. Pointing to the figure, he said a
stair led to the platform of the monument where it
was placed, and that ‘“he had once been up at him,
and that he looked very ghastly.” THis was said,
with a sert of shudder, by a man nearly six feet
high, with a bald hegd, and of a grave aspect.

But Buclcmgham s pale plume ke lcnew —p. 193.

The Duke of Buckingham’s vizor was plerced by
an arrow, but the wound was got mortal. He vas
sfain afterwards in the battle of Northampton, in
the year 1459, fighting ‘or King Henry, near his

_tent. His body was interred, in the Church of the
<Irey Friars jn that town. * e

But, f/ondcr, on St. I’etcr 0 way —ﬁ"’"ﬂ

The slnughter was verx great in this street, the

* breadth of wlhich permitted n more general contest ;
wand in Wwhich the Lnncastl;ians made their last’
stapd. A great number of those, “who fell there,
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werg buried in St. Peter’s church-yard. Stowe says
““it was stuffed full with their bodies.”

Not thus she ﬂcti, when second war.— p. 196.

The battle of Bernard-heath, where Margaret
of Anjou was victorious over the Yorkists.

And wounded, bl.eding, fainting, slow—~p. 197.

Henry was slightly wounced in the neck by an
arrow. He took refuge in a thatched cottage, a
baker's, where he was discovered and -surrounded
by the Duke of York’s party. The Duke, with
several 8f the Yorkist chiefs, soon after visited him
these, with much appearance *of sorrow for what
had }mssea and with a pretence, that the battle
had been brought on by a misapprehénsion. They
gven besought pu&on of Henry on their linces,
and received it, with a stipulatior, that .uey
should immediately put -~n end to the slaughter.
This done, the Duke conveyed the King to the
Avubey, and placed him in sanctuary, close to the
Shrine of St. Alban, whence he afterwards con-
dvcted mm to the rtoyal apartments of the mo-
nastery, there to remain in his custody, till the.
following day, when he showld Lc conducted to

London.
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Lay Gloucester in his grave—p. 208.

The stately tomb of Duke Humphrey forms the
south side ‘of the Saint’s Chapel, now the Presby-
tery, behind the altar. There formerly stood the-
great shrine of the Martyr. The beautiful gallery,
once used Dy the monks, who wa,tched the shrine,
nerly fills up the north side of the chapel ; the
cast end was occupied: by the sg)rme and by three
tall, pointed arches, whose mouldings still ornament
the wall, that supports the east window above.
Athwart tNe western side stretches that lofty and
beautifully, carved screen, which separates it frem
the altar. On the pavement, near the sput where
the shrine stood, is & trap-door, somewhat in the
shape of a lozenge, which opens upon the *vault
under the monument of Duke Humphrey. The
clerky or sexton, unlocks and hfts this door; ..r;d
fi00F the ligh windows nbove, the light of tlus
world is let down at once, upon the open coffin and
the ‘bones of persecuted Gloucester. When you
'mover from ;he silent awe, mto which this sudden
spectacle of mortality has thrown you, you observe
only a few large, bones lymg within the=doge « and.
curled lead, in whichthe body was found, inclosed
*within & large waken coffir. The vault is nut deep,

«atd the coffin lieseclose at the foot of the five nar- .



_ NOTES, ) 85

row steps that descend into it; the light thus
slanting in a strong line, falls upon the head of the
coffin where the bones are placed. Thewkull is not
there. After these awful reliques, the stately mo-
nument above strikes you fordb!y, as ¢ vain and
melancholy pageant.

It was close to this tomb of his uacle and faithful
friend, that Henry V{. himself a prisoner, took refuge
after the battle, with the consent of his conqueror;
& battle, which had probably never been fought,
had Gloucester been alive to assist the-councils of
his.nephew. What must_have been the feelings of .
the venernble Abbot, while he stuod beside the cap-
tive King and his Victor over tie grave of the gooll
Duke,® ouce®his fellow-student and patron, whose
troubles he had foreseen and shared, and swhose vir~
tues he bad honoured with the magnificence Jf a
te.ab worthy a crowned head.- Glou-ester Lud
been a great benefactor to the Abbey. The manor
of Pembroke in South Wales was among his be-
quests. ‘

Ana jrom bis memory thregtened soon to sweep.—209.

Henry had already, from Octaber 1453, to De-
cember [n the following y-ar, been etlicted with a
Jotal loss of memory. He had been recovored oaly
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about five months before the battle A Iletter
published by Mr. Fenn, in the first volume
of his Coliection, signed Edmund Clare and ad-
dressed to John Paston, mentions the King's illness
and recovery, and conveys some interesting traits of
his character from an accouqt, given by himself.
His firgt gct after his recovery was a command to
his Almoner, to ride to Canté';rbury with his offer-
ing. When the Quten came to him, she brought
. the young Prince, his son, and he expressed much
joy and thankfulness, that he had been baptized,
and thag he had been named Edward. Hawing
asked who were thé sponsots, ““ the Queen told him
and he was well ‘apaid (content.) And she told
him that the Cardinal (John Kemp, Archbishop of
Cmterburys was dead ; and he said he knew never
theteof till that time ; and he said one of the wisest
fords in thés land was dead. And my lord of Win-
chester (William of Wainfleet, Bishop of Winches-
ter) and my lord of 8t. John's (Robert Botill, Lord
w»Prior of St. J ohn’s of Jcrusalem) were with him on
the morrow after Twelfth day, and he spake to
them as well as ever he did; and whelrthsy came
out they wept for" Jo} And he saith he is in
charity witheall the world, and so he Would all
the lords were.” « ) .
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The following extract from a letter in the same

Collections presents a curious picture of the times,
"ag well as of the anxiety of the Yorkists®to conceal

their real designs and to recover the King’s favour.

« And, Sir, as touching all* manner of new
ti'dings, I know well ye are avarous (eagerly de-
sirous) ; truly the day of making tnis letter there
were none new, bit such I heard of ye shall be
served withall.

“ As for the first, the King, our Sovereign Lord
and all his true Lords stand in health of their
bodtés, but not all at hearts-ease as we ara.

« Amongst other marvel, twg Jays afore the wm-
ting of this letter there was a language between my
Lords of Warwuzk and Cromwell, aforg the King;
insomuch as my Lord Cromwell would hbve excus-
ed himself of all the, stirring or moving of the male
journey (battle) of St. Alfian’s ; of the which excuse
making my Lord Warwick had knowledge, and in
haste was with the King, and swore by his oath,
tha the Lord Cromwell gpoke not trrth, but thai
he was the begiraer of all that journey at St.
Alban's; and so between my said two Lords of
Warwick and Cromwell there is at this day great
grudging, insomuch as my lord of Shrewshury
*hath lodged him at the Hospital of St. James (now
St. James's Palace) beside the Mews, by the Lord



88 ST. ALBAN'S ABBEY.

Cromwell's desire, for his safeguard. And also all
my Lord of Warwick’s men, my Lord of Yark's
men, and also my Lord of Salisbury’s men, go with
harness, and in’harness, with strange weapons ; and
have stufftd their Lord’s barges full of weapons
daily unta Westminster, , _

% Angl the da of making of t}us lgtter there was a
proclamation made in the ch:mcery on the King's
behalf ; that no man®should bear weapon nor wear
harness defensible. Also the day before the making
of this letter there passed a Bill both by, the King,
Lords, and Commons, putting Thorp, Joseph, dnd
my Lord of Somerset,in all the default ; by the which
Bill all menner of actions that should grow to any
person, or persons, for any oﬂ'enoes at that journey
done in ad‘y manner of wise, should be extinct and
void; aﬂirmmg all things done there, well done § end
nothing dofe there, never Bifter this time to be spo-
ken of ; to the which bil¥ many a man gzudged full
sore now it is passed. .

» ¢ Written,at London, orr Saint Margaret s Even,
in haste; and after this is read «ind understogd, I
pray you burn, or, break (tear) 1t, for I am loth td
write any thing ‘of any lord ; but I must needs,.
there is nothufg else to write.” The letter}s signed
¢ Henry “Windsor*” .' . ' .
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* Just chmierqd with kis crown of c-:are.—p. Ql(\
Henry VI. was crowned by Archbishop Chiéhely,
“at Westminster, in the year 1429, heing then not
quite eight years old. In the great pressure of the
crowd on that occaslon, a priest and a woman were
trampled to death.

And royal lodge, a stately ‘pilc.—p. 215.

The buildings called the Royal’ Lodging were se-
parated from the rest of the monastery, by a range
of cloisters running nearly the whole length of the
church, byg divided from it by the great square and
by all the principal buildings of *the convent. Thee
Royal spartments were quietly and pleasantly situa-
ted near the southern edge of the hillp gn which
the town stands, overlooking the valley of the Ver.

Audience of him they still call King.—y. 216.

In pursuahce of the policy, which masqued the
views of Richard and which dictated the pretence
of fignting for the King aéainat ‘his person and au-
thori., the Yorkists asserted, that a letter had been
desputched for the King, oa the torning of the
battle, and intercepted by wmerset, who never de-
liveted it to Henry. But they never produced the
bearer of this letter. It appears, hotvever, from the

eletter of Henry Windsor, quoted in 2 former note,
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that a sincere dispute did exist between some of the
chiefs of the party, as to their degrees of guilt in
bringing on the battle ; so that, if the propesal to
compromise was never really made, there probably
had been, at least, such a show of it as deceived
gany.

The* Burl of Warwick wag mdde Constable of
Calais, either on the evening after the battle, or on
the morning following ; the Duke of York, Consta-
ble of England ; Lord Bourchier, Treasurer of Eng-
land.

It was but hqriess, tI;ron;n aside.—p: 222,

« The Earl of Wiltshire, Thomas Thorpz, Lord
Chief Bayctu of the Exchequer, and many others fied,
angd cas¢ away their harness in ditches and woods.”
—Stowe. , ' “

There lay Earl Slaﬁ'er wounded sore.—p. 246.

Humphrey Stafford, Earl of Stafford, son and
heir of the Duke of Buckmgham, was woundell by
an arrow in the hand. Hewas oonveyed away from
St. Alban’s in e car¢, ag were several other wounded
nobles. He.died of tlfis wound a few days after-
wards. .

.
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Scarce word shall live, nor sign, to show.—p. 25567
Very few of the brasses remain, that adorned and
identified the numerous grave-stones of abbots,
monks and knights, who rest within the walls of
this Abbey, in choir or chancel. The indented
stone alone faintly shows tne image, where the re-
cording brass has once been. One of the largest
brasses was torn off, within memory, because it had
become unriveted at a corner, that turned up and
caught the shoes of passengers! There is not any
memorial left at St. Alban’s of Lord De Clifford, or
of any of she other nobles, who fell in the first
battle and who are elsewhere recotded to have been.s
buried Xere, ®in the Lady Chapel, or in the Nave.
See Weaver. The glaring white-wash, With which
the mest venerable walls of this church are disguiscd,
has effaced every memmorial inscription—~our only
excepted; one on Dike Mumphrey; one on Sir
John Mandeville, the traveller; a third on the
Hermits entombed near the gouth wall ; and a fourth
recording that the Parliamtent, during the Plague
of,....., sat within this Nave., The whitewash,
seizing on what Cromwell’s soldiers had suffered to
.escnpe, ha. spread oblivion over every thing, and
has destroyed the finest effect of thir ancient edifice,
in the gloom, that once wrapt its vaults and pillared »
‘arches. * s
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- On bier and shield while soldiers bore.—p. 259.
The Infirmary of the Abbey, with the garden
bearing its name, adjoined the south-west end of
the church, communicating with the cloister, which
opened to the south aisle by the beautifully-carved
goor, with a ganopy of tretworked stone, which:is
still sden’ there.

Some.mere in "bossed and damasked steel. p. 259.
And showed a casque of steel and gold.—p. 270.

Helmets were sometimes, at this period, stamped
with a scroll pattern, resembling that formerly used
o for fo]dmg'screens, and with which some chambers in
Holland are still hung instead of tapéstry.« A hel-
met, whicl still retains a few traces of the damask
pastern, stamped either on it; or on its leo.fhem
covering, is shown at St. A'tban’s, in St. Petor’s
Church. The leather, hiwevér, is entirely gone. It
was dug within the walls of the ancient chancel, now-
pulled down, and was found near the spot where
formerly the altar stood; a spot now part of the
church-yard, which is slightly penned round,“fike a
sheep-fold ! It is eaitiful to se& a place once'dedi-
cated to sacked purposed, once the site of a Christian
altar, preserve] with so little reverence. It wps
,many years since, but within the memory of some
old persons stili ‘l"iving((betWeen the years 1802 and’
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1808) in the town, that this helmet was dug up. It
had been probably interred with one of the victims
of the first battle, great numbers of whom were bu-
ried at St. Peter's. That this helmet belonged to
a person of some distinction is certain, from the si-
tuation, in which it Wis found—near the altar. The
clerk, who showeu it, eould give no information, as to
any epitaph, or circumstance, that might direct con-
jecture to the name of its late owndr. Weaver, who
mentions only such of the buried as had inscrifitions
remaining in his time, notices only three,~Sir Ber-
tin Entwisel of Lancashire, and the elder and young-
er Bapthorp, whose fall is thus roerded : — .

“ Ragh Bapthorpe, the father, and Raphe, the
sonne, of Bapthorpe, in the East Ridings of York-
shire ; which, for many descents, hath yielzlcd beth
name and reputation to that knightly familie ; fight-
ing in this towne under the banner of King Henry
the Sixth, ldst their lives, and here lye buried ty-
gether.” Weaver then gives their epitaph, but does
not suy in what part of the church they were buried.
The .smb of Sir Bertin, he tells us, was “ under the
plabse of the Lectorium in the quyre, whereas a me-
morial of hym ther yet remevneth.”,

As far, therefore, as we depend upon Weaver for
mstrwtxon, we have no rhoice but tp suppose, that
&his curious and interesting helmet blonged to oné
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of the former warriors. It is entire in all its parts
of head-piece, vizgr, béaver, and chin, or neck-piece ;
and that it is of proved iron was sufficiently, though
somewhat irreverently, shown by several hard blows
from the vestry poker, designed to move the bea-
Jyer, whith was beld fast by rusted rivets. This bea-
ver setmed never to have beep inttnded to be raised
with the vizor, but eould be lowered over the chin-
piece ; from whmh it might, perhaps, be a little
lifted to unite with the vizor, when that was worn
down. On the edge of the helmet is the very place
where the plume, or crest, had been fast.enedi This
. most curious relique showed no symptom of decay,
or weakness, from time ; but, within,it exhibited a
very integesting proof that its gwner had been in
more, t.l\;,n one battle. On the right side of thg head-
piece was the sign ‘of a violent blow, from tlfe full
effect of which it had saved its master for that time;
the helmet, it was pl.ain, had been repaircd after,
sustaining this blow, for tlee patch and its rivets are
distinctly visible on the iside, though, without$there
is no appearance of either. It'had been lined vith
green cloth on bgjze, as some.remains yet prove.
Thesvizor and beaver gre of the same sturdy and
gtill tough iron 2s the head-plece and neck pleco,

wluch lnst the nvets, that ence fhstened it on $o the
body-armouﬂ; gre thickly set and entire. The old
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persons, who remember this helmet in its earlier
state, tell that it was covered with gﬂt leather, of
which the stamped scroll lines seem to bear witness.
With this casjue were shown some large leg-bones,
which were handled just as Shakspeare’s gravedig-
ger turns about the «skulls ;—merriment wipon the
passive bones of those, who have been !—mesriment
of that short superiority—that .little “ brief autho-
rity,” some worse exercises of whieh  make the an-

gels weep !”

Darkh'ng, a watch-monk doth abide.—p, 322.

There is still in the wall an oven-hke arch, hold-
ing a small l)eneh, where one of the watch-monks
sat, who guarded the shrine in the south gransept.

Then onward, through the castern arch.—p. 32%.

'This last arch, which opgned upon a panted win-
dow, that once most beautifully terminated the long
vista of the south aisle,,is now bricked up; and all
beyo1d, consisting of the  ante-porch of the Lady
C};Ipel and the chupel iwself, is entirely excluded
fromw the church. In this ante-porch were scveral
dedicated altars and fine stained windows, whese
fretwork is either filled up with bricks, that darken
the place, or, being entirely deprived of glass, admits

. the swallows, whose nests are in the trefoil tracery..
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The floor is unpaved, and obstructed by the inequa-
lities of the graves, the summits of which are heaped
upon it. You shudder as you pass over this dark un-
even floor and that of the ante-chupél, which sinks
so much towards the centre, that it seems as if you
were stepping among andealmdst touching the bones
of the humerous dead buried there* It was in this
porch and in the adjpining chapel, that the warriors,
killed in the first battle of St. Alban’s, were mostly
buried ; not a single grave-stone now remains.

Theschantry of St. Blaize pass by.—p. 322.

. Bishop Blaize Jmd heen an early benefactor to
this Abbey. His chantry was in the ante-chapel of -
the Lady Q’mpel. -

Who, )"rom the roof, shall on {hec smile—p. .35'3

The portra.lt of Offu was painted on the. roof of
the upper north aisle.

Where Michacl and S¢ Patern bend.—p. 323.

An sltar dedicated (according’ to the pervenlu@s
and superstitions modes of tha Roman Cathol
ritual) to tlnese saints, stood in the transept, bear-"
ing then- lmnges, w}uch on the days of their several
festlvals, were carried ‘in Procession  through the )
‘town. .
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Of loftiest grace and beauly rare—p. 324.

Three lofty, pointed arches, behind the Saint’s
chapel and shrine, and which once opened upon the
porch and Lady-chapel, may still be traced upon. the
wall. They resemble the three fine arches in Sa~
lisbury Cathedral, ihea similar utuatmn, *opening
into St. Mary’®® Chgpel. Before *these of St.
Alban’s were filled wp, the perspective from the
western door of the nave must have been one of the
grandest in England. The effect must have been
heightened by the transverse lights, that fell from
the distant windows of the Ante-chapel, and by the
gradations ‘of marrower and lowgr arches there, |
withdrawing Keyond fhe tall ones of the shrine.

~
Eastward Fitzh.arding cast his cye.—~p. 821,

Atethe south-cast corner of St. Mary’s Chapel is
the Oratory, which was allotted by the Abbey for
the observanee of masses for Yhe dead. It is now
called the Vestry : but is closely locked up, during
the ordinary days of the wedk, alghough, as appears,
scar:~ly ever used, except on Sundays, when the
boys of a Sunday school there peccive some useful
instruction. '

1}

o Where St. Amphibalus long sleptt—p. 332.

The rcliques of St. Amphibalus were so rever
VOL. IV. , ¢ F
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by the monks of St. Alban’s, that, in the year 1178,
they removed them hither from Redbourn, the
burial-place of St. Amphibalus after his martyrdom.
Abbot Thomas Delamere, in after-times, enriched
his shrifie, and decreed, -that a Prior and three
monks should be appointed to ghe care of his remai:s,
With 2 yearly Sllowance of twenty pounds.

And wheaten shcufs and roses spread.—p. 339.

The altar-screen, at St. Alban’s, though one of
the finest in England, is not comparalle to that at
Winchester for richness and beauty of workmanship.
The lightness of the latter gives it a fesemblance

“to fine lace, Not a statue rcmains to occupy the
highly ornamented large and small celld at St.
Albaus“’ This screen was begun in some of the
last yenrs of Abbog Wnethamstede, and finished
during vne time of Abbot Wallingford.  Doth
abbots contributed la.—gely towards it from their
f)rivate fortunes. The arms of Whethamstede are
carved over the left doorn of this fine screen.

Not then this beauteous screen appeared.—p. 3 1).

This very beawiful screen, Wwhich is said to have -
been brought to St. Juthbert’s ¢hapely once near
the Abbot’s cloister, is of the style of the fourteerth
century, and in fine preser¥ation. It was, perhaps,
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of a more beautiful proportion originally, than the
great altar-screen, fhough Jess stately. In few in-
stances can there be found a greater richness than
that of the spiry canopies of its fourteen largest
niches, or a better ]ighthess than that of the douhle
open-work parapef,” that runs along it8 summit.
Twenty smaller Yretted tabernacles cxtend it a line,
below the large ones; now all ajike deprived of their
images. Two finely carved dobrs under pointed
arches open, on each side of the Iilaco. where St.
Cuthbert’s altar stood, into that part of the choir,
which is pow called his Chapel. The irtegularity
of its design was probably occasianed by a necessity
for adaptinge it to a situation, for which it was not
originally intendod.

And they to organs’ solemn flow.—p, 350.

Abbot Whethamstede gave a  set of organs” to
the choir, tvhich cost him above fifty pounds-ra
lurge sum in those days. At present, there is not
any organ in this venerable Abbey-church. A
siugle oboe, playediin the south transept, where it
leads the singing of the boys of the Sundux school,
is the only instrument, that now sounds within these
walls. This simple oboe, however, swells sweetly,
and even solemnl y, along the high roofs ; and some-
times a little robin, verched out of sight, is heard co

r 2
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accompany it. The wild and solitary notes of this
little bird, breaking upon such a scene of ancient
story, where once the highest pomp of choral min-
strelsy filled every vault and gallery with prayer
and praise from beings, whiké bones now rest below,
awaken ideas, whlch cannot be deseribed, but which
seem like recollections. .

Of Rickard's death in Pomfrel tower.—vol. 1v. p. 2.

In the sixteenth volume of the Archzologia, pp.
140, 141, 142, is a curious extract from a manu-
stript copy of Hardyng’s Chronicle, preserved in
the Harleian Collection in the British Museum,
which copy contains the letter of Defiuace, smt by
the indignant lords to Henry the Fourth, immedi-
ately before the battle of Shrewsbury. .

1Iardyngxprefaces~ the letter by an explanatioy,
in which he says, “ Truly I, the maker of this boke,
wgse brought up fro twelve yere of age in sir
Henry Percy house to the bataill of Shrewsbury,
wher I wase with hym arred of xxv yere of age, s I
had been aforc at Homyldon, Cokelawe, and Mt
divers rodes and feeldes with hym and knewe his
entent and hade it wretvn Wherfore I have titled
in this booke tha.t for trouth the cause why they
rose ayenst him may evermore be xnowe.”

' Hardyng then says, that the cause was approved by
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several persons of rank, who did not afterwards sup-
port it, ““ though they wer bounde to hym be theire
lettres and sealls, which I saw and hade in kepynge

*whiles I wase with hym, and all theire quarell they
sent to kynge Henry in_the felde, writen' under the
sealless of their thsee Arps (the Earls of Northum-
berland and Worcester and Sir Henry Percy) be
Thomas Knayton and Roger Salvayns quers of Sir
Henry Percy ; which quarell flowe followeth nexte
after.”

The Defiance (which is too long for this note)
opens with an accusation, made in vesy solemn
terms, adainst Henry Duke of, Lancaﬁter, that he,
ufter swearmo to ¢hem at Doncaster to claim no-
thmg in the kmgdom but his mherltance and that of
his wife, had lmpnsoncd his and their 15ing in the
Tower of London, until, under fear of death, he aad
renounced all his rights in England, France, and
elsewhere ; by colour of much resignation, he l:.ul
crowned himself, he'apd his accomplices having col-
lected, at Westminster, axrowd of the common peo-
p': to salute him  yith their vociferations ;—That,
at the same place (Doncaster) and time, he had
sworn, not to levy any tenths from the (Jlergy, or
fifteenths from the people, or any other taxes, with-
out the consent of the three estutes of tae king-
dom in Parliament—notwithstanding#which he hud
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levied many taxes bylhis own authority ;—That
although he had also sworn, atvthe same place and
time, that King Richard should reign and enjoy his
full prerogatives, during his life, he (Henry) had
imprisoned his sovereign in the castle of Pontefract,
and caused him to perish hy means horrid to relate
—by hunger, thirst, and cold. (

The letter contains some other charges ; and there
is a solemn eloquence in several parts of it, each
head of charge commencing witb—We declare ‘and
will prove; and each concluding with—Thercfore
are you perjured and false.

It must be admitted however, that the letter
proves against the writers them.elves an mtentmn
of asustmg, or, at least, of permlttmg Bolmt'broke
to obtain Ly force an influence over the exercise of
the* royal authority ; for why, otherwise, should they
receive his' promise not to levy tenths, or othér
taxes, without the content of the threc estates?
The quarrel seems to be another instance of a truth,
‘which cannot be too often inculeated, that the con-
trivers of wrong, generally beegune curses to e h
other, and have the evils they suffer nggmvntcd by
the consciousness, that they prmeul from causes
least npprehended by them—the ingratitude, or
treachery of each ‘wther. ‘
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Who to his tomb the scar will bear.—p. 1Y.

Stowe (edit. 1592) says, “And at that battle
were wounded lords of name. The King was shot in
the neck with an arrowe: Humfrey Duke of Buck-
ingham, and the Lord‘Budley, in the visages with
arrowes ; Humfrey*Earle of Stafforde, in ghe right
hand, with an _&rrow,; the Earle ot Dorset was %0
sore hurt, that he maght not go, but was faine to be
caried home in a cart; and iz John Wenlocke,
knight, in like wise hurt, and caried from thence

in a chair.”

Certaif rich robes, which once he wore—~yp. 35.

On a subgequent®occasion, whe;l King Henry had
passed his Easter at the Abbey, he gave, at his de-
parture, his best robe, which he had wu-n only at
thi. festival, and which his treasurer, knowing i. *n
be the only one he had suitable for his appeurance
on high ceremonies, re-purchased for fifty murks,
before he left the Abbey. This sum the King,
however, directed to be Jaid out in gold cloth, ol ‘
g.2at value, called crimesyne thissue, and to be
mede up in one cope, a chasuble, and two tunics.
It was, in fact, on this occasion, that he also begged
of the Abbot and monks one favour,—* that they
would appoint an anniversary to remember him
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their benefactor ; and that they would fix it by
the day of his death.” This Obit was to be ob-
served “for ever.” Little did he conjecture, when
he ade this affecting request, that the day from
which hé'would have it take effect, would be that
of his murder; and that the*“for ever” of this
memoréal would never commenc{, but the me-
mory of him be forbidden, and- his kingdom wrested
from his descendants. Even when it was won back
by a collateral branch of the Lancastrian line, it
does not appear, that this anniversary was ever re-
membered by his relative, though Henry the Se-
venth, by his will, appointed that an a'xmiversary
should be observed for himself fa this very Abbey ;
for which purpose he left an annual stipend of « an
hundreth"éhelyngs." This will, besides showing the
Jontrast between the characters of the two .;f.)v.e.
reigns, affords throughout one of the most striking
and humiliating combifiations of worldly vanity
and of a superstitious pervercion of Religion, which
“the weakness and inconsittency of the human ind
ever exhibited ; and that too frofn a man of shre‘al\:d
perception and dextrous faculties, ifi-temporary par-
suits. Henry the Sixth, who would have been con-
teuted with a simple Obit, shows more good sense, on
many octasions, if you closely obscrve his conduct.
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Henry the Seventh, not indeed in this place, but at
Westminster carefully stipulates for every circum-
stance of the ceremonies, that are to honour his
memory in the sepulchral palace, which he endows
with rich revenues, as if to console himself for the
loss of his earthly.authgrity by a prospget of the
shadowy reignPthe pageant power, that migkt exist
for him, after death. should have put a seal upon his
worldly passions. Even the “astments, which he
bequeaths “to the Abbot, Prior, and Convent” of
Westminster, are to be thus ornamented—* the
whole suite of vestiments and coopes of clothe of
gold tissdc, wrought with our badgics of rede roses
and portecullm/s', tife which we of late, at our proper
costs md charges, caused to be made and provided,
at Florence in Italie, that is to saie, the oole vesti-
maonts for the priegt, the deacon, and subdeau,. ,
and twenty-nine Coopes, of the ssmie clothe and
work.” T is curious to dbserve how carefully the
white rose is excluded, and how duly the port-
cullis, the Lancastrian badge descending to him
ffom John of Gaut, appears in every thing. Hav-
ing directed that “ un ymage of a King, representing
our owen pérson,” shall be placed upon dt. Ed-
mund’s shrine ; he speaks of his crown as having been
‘obtained ¢ with the victorie of our enncmey, at our
Fb +
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first felde.”* Then, with his usual minuteness, he
‘¢ adds, wo woll that our said ymage be above the kne
of the hight of thre fote, soe that the hide and
“half the breste of our said ymage may clierly
appere abeve and over the said Crowne; and that
upon booth sides of the said table. be a conve-
nient brogde boruer, and the same t¢ be graven and
written with large letters, blake enamelled, these
words, Rex Henrieps Septimus.”—Will of K. Hen.
7th.

END OF NOTES ON ST. ALBAN'S ABRBEY.
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SALISBURY PLAINS!.

STONEHENGE.

1.

WnosE were the hands, that upheaved these stones
Standing, like spectres, undgr the moon,
Stczadfasg and sofemn and strar.lge and alone,

As raised by a Wizard—a king of bones !

Am'i whose was the mind, that willed thein reign,

. 'The wonder of ages, simply sublime ?

The purpose is lost in the midnight of time

And shad:)w ¥ gucssings alone remain.

n

Yet a tale is told of these vast"plaina

.“Hﬁch thus the raysterious truth explains

"Tis set forth in a secret 1-gend old,

Whose leaves none iiving did e’er =nfold.

Quaint is the measure, and hard to follow-,

Yet somet.imes it flies, like the crcling swz:llow
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b o O

Near unto the western strand,

Lies a ﬁmt of sullelxrl Ial'ld,

Spreading ‘neath the setting light,
Spreading, miles and miles around,
Whicl: for ages still has frowned :’

Be the sun all wintry white,

Or glowing in his summer ray,

Comes he with morning smile so bright,
Or sinks in evening peace away,

Yet still that land shows no delight !

1v.

There no forest leaves are seen,

Yellow corn, nor meadow green,

(;I:mcing cpsement, grey-mossed roof,

Rain and hail and tempert proof ;

Nor, peering o’er that dreary ground,

is spied along the horizon's bound

The distant vane of village spire,

Nor far-off smoke from lone inn fire,

Where weary traveller m°ght rest

W:th blezing hea~th and brown ale blest,

Phtent the long night to beguile,

While loud withkout raves the bleak wind ;
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No: his dark way he there must shivering find ;
No signs of rest upon the wide waste smile.
v. -
But the land lies in grievous sweep
Of hills not lofty, vglgs not deep,
Or endless plains where t]xe traveller’feurs
No human voice shalloreach his ears ;
Where faintest peal of un]mown.bells
Never along the lone gule swells ;
Till, folding his flock, some shepherd appear,
And Salisbury steeple it’s crest u.prear ;
But that S0 er milessyet many to tell,
Oer m:my a hollow.v, many a swell ;
And that shepherd sees it, now here now there.
Li.kt.':.x Will o’-the wisp in the evening air,'
As his way :vinds over eack .hill and dell,
+Where once vhe bun of the Wizard fell !
) Vs
Would you know way this.counﬁ'y so desolate lies?
W}g no sound but the tempest's is heard, as it
ﬂles, ,

Or the cmak of the raven, or bqgtard'b cries ?

Why the corn doeb not pring nor a cottage rise
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Why no village-Church is here to raise

The blest hymn of humble heart-felt praise,

Nor ring for the passing soul a knell,

Nor give,to the dead a hallowed cell,

Nor in wedlock-bonds unite a,pair, -

Nor sound one merry peal through ihe air ?

All this and much more would you know? And

why,

And how, Salisbury spire was built so high,

As fairies had meant it to prop the sky ?

Then listen and watch, and you soon sha!l hear
'What never till now hath met nortal car!

VIL .

It wag. fur, far back in the dusky time,

Before Church-bells had learns to chime,

That a Sorcerer ruled these gloomy lands

Far as old Ocean’s southern sands.
- He lived under oaks of s th;usand years,

Where now not the root of an vuk appears !

On each high bough a dark fiend dwelt, .
Ready to go, when his Jame was spelt,

Down, down tg the caves where the Earthquake
»” slept, " ' .

Or up to the cloyds, where the whirlwind swept.
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viIIL

The Sorcerer never knew joy;:or. peacé,

For still with his power did pride increase.

He could ride on a wolf from the North ta, South,
With a bridle of serpgnts held fast by the mouth;
Aud he minded no more the glare of‘his eyesy

That flashed about asethe lightning flies,

Than the red darting tongue of* the snake, that

coil’'d

Round his bridling hand, and for liberty toil'd.

He could sail on the clouds from East to W"est,

He rested not, he ! wor let other; Tost;

And evil he \.vrought, wherever he went,

* For, he worked, :vitlx Hela’s and Loke’s cunsent.

b Thl.nmncn of speeTRES she gave for l:is wand,
And nine ht.mdred imps were at his command !
*He could call up a storm from the vast sea-wuve, ®
And, when ships were v.vredted, not a man would he

savg! -
He gould call a thunder-bolt down from a cloud,

And wrap a whole town in a fiery shroud !

e 2 b See the Notes at the conclusion of this Poctn.
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IX.
He could chase a ghost down'the road of the dead,
Through valley; of darkness, by snakes’ eyes
shown, : )
And pass o'er the bridge, that o Hela led,
Where afar off was heard the wolf Fenris’ groan,
While it guarded her halls of pain and grief,
Where she nursed her children—Famine and Fear ;
He could follow a spectre, even here,
With the dauntless eye of a Wizard-chief.
He could chase a ghost down the road of the dead,
*Ill it passed the halls of Helasthe dread.
He could chase a ghost down the road of the dead,
Till it ghme where the northern lights flash red.
Then the‘ ghost wouid vanish emid their glow,‘ :
But the Wizard's bold steps could no farther go!
And whether those lights were weal, or woe,
+The Sorcerer’s self migh* never know.
All this and more he full often had doneg
And changed to an ice-ball the flaming Sun'!
' . , X
Now Qdin had watched from his halls of light
This dark Wizard’s fell and incréasing might ;
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And clearly he knew, that his craft he drew
¢ From the Witch of Death and the Evil Sprite,*
Who, though chain’d in darkness, and far below,
Sexnt his shadows on earth, to work it woe. |
This Wizard had even,defied his power,
For once, in the dim ar'ld lonely hour,*
When Odin had seen him riding ;clne air,
And bid him with his bright glancesforbear,
Great Odin’s look he would not obey,
But went, on his cloud, his evil way !
11e had dared to usurp, when invoking u sto;m,
The likeness of Odin’s shadowy f(:n.n R )
And, when Odin sang his famed song of Peace,
That hushes and bids the wild winds cease,**
Whilt'.it died the slecpy woods amnong
And the moon-light vale bad owned the song,
The Wizard called back the btormv gust,
O’er the spell-struck vule, ayd bade it burst!

¢ Hela. a Loke. ’

< Odin boasts of possessing such a song.  Had Milton seen
the Ldast of it in the Edda, when We wmote ¥—

¢ He, with his soft pipe and smgpoth-dittied spng, . '

Well knew to still the wild waves, when they roar.
¢ And hush the waging w oods
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The woods their murmuring branches tossed,
And the song—the song of Peace—was lost—
Then Odin heard the groan of thrilling Fear
Ascend from all the region, far and near,
And, as it slowly gained upon the skies,
He heard the olemn call of Pity rise!
XL
Then O(iin swore,

By the hour that is no more!

By the twilight hour to come !

By the darkness of the tomb !

By the flying warrior’s doom !

Then Odin swore,

By~the storm-light’s lurid glare !

By the shape, vhat watches there !

By the battle’s deadly field!
L By his terrible sword and snow-white shield,

»The Sorcerer’s might to, his'might should yield.
xI. .
While Odin spoke, the clouds were furled,
Anq_thosg beneath, a8 stories say,

- I The shield of Odin was said to be white as snow.
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Lost the sight

Of our earthly light,
And caught a gli;xtpse above the world !
But the phantasma did not stay :
It passed in the growipg gloom away !
And from that hour these stories daté
The fateful strife we now relate,

XIII. *

Now, there was a Hermit, an ancient man,
Who oft lay deep in solemn trance, '
Watching bright dreams of bliss .admnce;

And marvellous thingseof him there‘rnn;

He had Lived alnost since the world began !

The people feared him, day and night, *
A:xd'ioved him, too, for they kriew that h(a.
Abhorred their wizard-enem.v,

And wished and hoped to do them right.

He owNED THE SPELI: OFeMINBTRELSY !

And in the hour of de"*pest s.hade,

When he would seek, Ius forest-glade,

(It was of grey oaks in 8 gloomy hollow

Where never footsteps dared to follow,)
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And called from his harp a certain sound,
Pale shadows would stand in his presence "round !
How this could be known, without a spell,
I must driefly own I never could tell.
—But, be that as it mav—on that note’s swell.
Whether they sleeping were in halls of light,
Or followed the stars down tne deeps of night.
Or watched the‘wounded Warrior’s mortal sigh.
Or after some ill-doing Sprite did fly,
On that note’s swell they to the Hermit hie;
And heed his questions, wait on his coramand ;
These were the Spirits whiterof Odin’s band.
Xiv, | v
Odin tad marked this renowned old Seer,
And to him, at times, his favour lent ;
He was the first of the Druids Liere ;
" And did all their laws and rites invent.
Some stories say a Eruid never bent
At Odin’s shrine ; and others'may have told
The self-same tale, that here for truth I hold -
H¢' was the first of all the Druid race:
Ovwmin} the spell serene of Minstrelsy !
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But though ke oft the Runic rhyme did trace,
No wizard he!

No fiend he called, no fiend he served,

And never had from justice swerved.

From mystic learning same his power,

His name was from hig oaken-bower,*

HEe was THE FIRST oF ALL THE DRUID RACE !

xv.

And Odin had marked this renowned old Seer,
And, when the solemn call for pity rose,
This goodly man to do his biddjn.g chose,

A sage like whom was found not far or near :

Upon h?s thea(.l the snows of ages Iay,

Hung o’er his glowing eyes and waving bberd,

To.uc.‘:ed every wrinkle with a paler grey, |
And made him marvelleﬂ.at, and sliunned, aud.

feared ;
Yet, with this awe, love,.qs I said, appeared.
XVI. \
He yas gone to his home of osk ;;
Starlight ‘twas and midnight nigh ;
Not one wi:;tful word he spoke,
But his magic hdrp steung high ;
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As be touched the calling string,
Hear it through the branches ring,
Till on lower clouds it broke.
Straight jn his bower dim shapes were seen
By the fitful light, that rose within,
And reddened the dark boughs above,
‘And chequered all f.he shadowy grove,
And tinged his robe and his beard of snow,
And waked in his eyes their early glow !
While, as alternate rose and sunk the gleam,
The tteé itself a bower or cave would seem !
' " xvn
=I'he Druid, wrapt in silence, lay ;
No geed of words ; his thoughlts were known
“ Odin has heard -his people’s groan,” ‘
?poke a loud voice and Jassed away.
Another rose, of milder tone !
<" The mighty task is nqy thine own,
To free the land from wxzard-g.ule
If thou hast w:sdom to obey,
And courage to fultil the toil, &
. Odin, for ages, to thy sway
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Gives each lagg plain and every sloping dell,
Now suffering by the sinful Sorcerer’s spell.”
XVIIL
A third voice spoke, and thus it said—
“ Listen and wa.tch ] for thou must brave
The wily Wizard’s mmost cave ;
And, while he sleeps,:around his head
Bind a charm, that shall help th;e-draw
Each fang from his enormous jaw ;
There lies the force of all his spells.
Hundred apd forty teeth are there
In triple rows ; his grt they share.”
Hundred and forty thou must draw,
From upper and from under jaw.
Qulck must thou be ;, for, if thc charm
Brenk and his bond of skeep is o'er,
. Ere yet thy task is done, no power
Can save thee from his ;rengeﬁxl arm.
Thence from his cav , at m'agic's our,
Speed thou ; and close beneath hif bower
Bur.y the fangs nine fathom deep,:
Or ere thine eyelids close in sleep
*voL. 1v. ¢



122 SALISBURY PLAINS.

With them his guile for ever laid, ..
Thine is the land, which late he swayed.”
XIX. .
The voi'e"e is passed, and once more,stillness reigns :
The Druid’s trance is o’ex ; yet he retains
A wildered and o haggard look,
As pondering still the urgent word,
And wonderous call he just had heard.
Aud sure instruction from that call he took !
xx.
And from this hour he was not seen,
Neithe:r on hili, nor yet in dale ;
By the brown heath, nor forest green,
Nor by the rills, where waters wail ;'
B3" sun-light, nor, by moonheam pale. ‘
But his shape was seen,oby star-light sheen ;
‘o Or so the carle dreaint, who thus told the tale!
XXIL
For many a night and many a uay,
Close within his bower he lay,
For many a day anid many a méht,
Hld from sxght, and lud from light,
’lrymg the force of his mystic might ;
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Working the charm should shield him from harm,
When he in the Wizard's cave should be,
To set the wretched country free.
HF OWNED THE SPELL OF Mms'mni,sr
. . XXIL
It boots not that I here should say
What arts the Druidedid essay 2
How with the misletoe he wrouwght,
That twined upon his oldest oak,
How midnight dew he careful ceught
From, nightshade, nor the words ke spoke,
When he mwed thescharm thh a moonbeam cold,
To form a web, th.at should fast enfold
The Sorcerer’s eyes—vast Warwolf the bold.
.I\R.)r boots it, that T here shoald sny
The dangers and chanhges, that him befcli
*On his muri(y course to Warwolf’s cell ;—
For, circled safe with n.mngi a subtle charm,
Was his dark path ulong.,: the forest-way ;

* The lamp he bore' sent, forth its little ray,
Andsometimes showed around strange shapes of harm
G:liding beneath the trees, now close beside ;

. @®2 .
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Now distant they would stand, obscurely seen’
Among the old osks’ deep-withdrawing green.
% XXIII.

But the ¢alm Druid touched th’ according string
Of the small harp he bore, with skill so true
That straight they left their shape and faithless

hue! . "

Then voices stranie would in the tempest sing,

Calling along the wind, now loud, now low,

And now, far off, would into silence go:

Seeming the very fiends of wail and woe!

'Again th’ encham';ing chord the'Druid woke,

("Twas as the seraph Peace herse)f had spoke,)

And hnshed to silence every wizard-foe.

. XXiv. ' ‘ .

The story could untold much more,

That the daring wanderer bore,

O’er valley and roc and starless wood,

Ere at the Sorcerer’s cave ‘l'xe stood.

There come, he pagsed; for even he, I ween, . ‘

Confessed the secret horrors of the scene.

A plaee like this in all the spreading bound
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Of these low plains can nowhere now be found.
And scarcely will it be, I fear, believed
That beetling cliffs did ever rear the head
O’er lands as wavy now as ocean’s bed. ‘\
But these huge rockson recks by might extinct were
heaved.
XXV.
It was where the high trees withdrew their boughs,
And let the midnight-moon behold the scene,
That hoary cliffs unlocked their marble jawa;,
And shewed a melancholy ca\;e.between,
With deadly, nightshade hung and aconite,
And every plant qnd shrub, that worketh spite ;
Upoy their shuddering leaves the moenlight fell
But'left no silver tinjges there to tell
The winning power of simpje Beauty’s spell ;
*  Nor touched the rocks, that hupg in air,
With glimpse of lustre, passing fair ;
1} dull and dismal tinge it'shed,
Sugh a8 might glecm on buried dead !
And led, as with a harbingrring ray,
"The Druid’s steps, where ;he grim Wizerd Luy.
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XXVI.
It led his steps ; but he, in silent theught,

Stood long before th’ expected cave ;

For he beheld what none could brave,
Who haqd not yet with magic weapon fought ;
He stood, the unknown cave before ;

High shot the little flame he bore,
Then sunk as low, then spired again,
And gleamed throughout the Warwolf’s den ;
It glanced on the harp at the Druid’s breast ;
It brightened the folds of his gathered vest !
A.nd chased the shade, that hung o’er hi's brow,
Bound with the sacred misletoe; .
It silvered thc snow of his wavy beard,
It showed the strong lines of 4ge and care,
,But the lines of Virtuqx'mingled there,'
Aud wisdom benignaet, yet stern, appeared.
’ XX¥[I.
Long before that cave he stood,
For, hovering .nen;-,.
‘Dark shapes of fear .
Among the nightshade seemed to brood,
And watchful eyes, betweer the ienves,

“
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Now here, now there, portentcus glare,
Direful to-him, who fears and grieves, .
As meteors fly
Through a troubled sky,
Wlen the autumn shunder-storm is near-
XXVIIIL.
And thrice he turned *him to the,cast,
And sprinkled the juice of the misletoe ;
And thrice he turned him to the east,
And the flame he bore then changed it’s glow :
And thricerhe turned him to the,e?st, T
And the ﬂyﬁe he bore burned high, burned lotwv.
Then a solemn strgin from his harp arose ;
'Mong the leaves the watching eyes "gan clos= ;
an%y one, they were closed in night,
Till sunk i in sleep was the Wizard’s might.
¥or, by his art, the Druid knew,
That Warwolf, thougl:he lay unseen.
His deepest, darkest cave within,
» Closed his eyes, when these eyes closed,
And now in death-like swoon repeed.
. And the Druid knew, that hither‘o
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'The spell of Minstrelsy was true

But the Druid knéw, that he must rue,

If the magic sound of his harping ceased
Ere hie terrible task was fully done ;

For Wgrwolf would wake, and, from spell released,
Call from their slumber the fiends it had won.

¢ XXX

The Druid knew this ; and he knew morev’er,
Thqt, the moment he trod in the Wiz:u'd&" s den,
Other fiends would spring from their sleep within,
To clamour und' curse, with a horriple Gin,

If he left not his harp at the cave’s diiu'r .

If he left it there, and the winds should deign

To call out it’s sweet and magic strain, ,

The strain of his harp would with theirs contend ;¢

And if theirs were bafﬂe"l, his toil woulq end ;

If their's should triumph, his life was o'er.

Yet he left his harp at ti cavern door ;

But he traced a just circle where it hung,

And high in an palgg green branches swung.

XXX, .

As nowethe Druid took bis way
I, the untried cave, where tht Wizard lay,
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Often he lingered and listened oft,

Still the distant harp was swelling soft ;
And he paced up the cave, without dismay,
Under scowling rocks, between shaggy walls, .
Where the gleam of his lamp, as it faintly falls.
Shows a frowning fac.e, or'a beckoning hand,
Or a gliding foot, or the glance of a wand.
Yet oft at u distance he sweetly' hears
The joy of his harp, and he nothing fears,
Till he comes, where a light now flashed and fled.
Which darted, he knew, from the Wizard’s bed.
There opex.led the w;:ll to a lofty” Irall,

And ht viewed what must mortal heart appal.
: XXXI.

Outgtretched and gnm on his stony bed,

Al g ;,hastly pale, like giant dead,

With eyes half closed the V/izard lay,

‘His half-shut mouth his fangs display.

‘The skin of a drago unscaled was his shroud ;
A rock was his bier ; his watcher was Fear,

A:#l the winds wete his mourne¥s skrill and loud,
And the caverns groaneéd their echoes severe.
¢ b
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At his couch’s foot lay a wolf at length,

But harmless in sleep was his sinewy strength,

*T'was the wolf he had ridden from north to south ;

All uncurled were the serpents, that bridled his

mou;:h,

Aud the black,, clotted stains x.r\light yet be seen

Of his yesterday’s peey the teeth between.

XXXIL

The Druid approached, with caution and dread ;

The Wizard was pale ; but, was he dead .,

Iere waited the Druid his harp’s sweet §ound.

It’s note was now cnanged ; like a deep-drawn sigh,

He heard it’s faint swell, and he heard' it dic’;

Then knew he full well, that danger was nigh.

He often and steadfastly looked around : '

No spectire appé"ﬁed in the dim-seen bound !

‘The Druid appmached,"\.vith cantion and dread ;

The Wizard was pale ; Qbui:,r was he dead ?

As the Druid bent o'er that gidut form,
While his lamp glared pale on the haggard bruvv,
Apnd showul the' hug,e teeth in a triple row,:

Hc mnttcred the words, that will still a storm,

That can struggle with Loke and all his swarm.
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XXXIII.

The mou;'nin winds o’er vast Warwolf were still ;
No breath from the Wizard’s pale lips bodes ill,
Yet could net the Druid those fangs onee view,
And know the task he was bidden to do,

Without fecling his.very heart-blood chill.

He hung his lamp orf a sharp rock near,

He bent again o'er v:;st Warwoir' '§ bier,

And he touched one fang, with prudent fear.

XXXIV,

But, wily does he start, and why does he stand

As tlwugll'he saw Ilela’s shadowy hand ?

He has heard the shriek of his hurp afar!

He has felt the glance of his evil star !

Andshe hastens to fo}d~ his charmed band

“Rouud the cold damp brows of his foe

But not all ¢he strength of nis magic might
.Can lift the head from s stony bed,

Or the strong barlage ph;s below,
Ty press the Wizard's forchead tight ;
« %0 he laid it loosely on the brow.
éxkv.
Then he took from the rock his faithful lamp,
.Aud sprinkled tﬁe flame on the forehead damp.
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Straight the head uprose, and the lips unclosed.
And each of the terrible fangs exposed. -
And now he hastened to pass the band ;
He tied the knot with a shaking hand,
But tied it firm—he tied it fast,
That it Taight well and sute outlast
The struggle of every mighty pang.
And then he seized bne hideous fang.
And threw it on the ground !
No bleod escaped the wound.
Hark, to the harp’s now rising sound !
He knew the fiends*were fighting round it,
But he knew that his charmed circle boand it
XXXVI.

And when he had seized the second tooth,

He thosght that he heard the Wizard sigh!
The third required the dirength of youth,

, But he won it, and the Wizard unclosed an eye !

Senseless and dim, at ﬁr;t, it shywed,

But quickly a livid glare outspread,

Which changed te a light of enraged red,
And strongly‘- as a furnade glowed.
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But the giow died away in the livid ray ;
And, touched by the spell, the eyelid fell,
Like a storm~cloud over the setting day. '
XXXVIL
At the ninth drawn fang, the Wizard’s hair
Rose up and begar.l to twine and twist,
Like serpents, and 1i_'ke to serpents hissed !
Till it curled all vn fire, |
In many a spire,
And the bridle-snakes, that lay on the ground,
Began to stir, and to coil them around ;
And the wolf reared up his grisly head,
A fiereely bris.tled his watchful ears ;
His foamy jaws grinned close and red,
. 4nd a rolling fire it his eye, appears,
?As he looks back o’er the Wizard’s bed.
' RXXVIIL.
pIs that the harp? or i§ it the wind,
Murmuring from t.e ceve behind ?
It is the wind ! ’tis not the harp !
%! Warwolf’s face grows long and sharp ; .
About hi¢ mouth a grim smile draws,

And the fiends kuow well his dire applause !
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The charmed band can searcely bear
~ The struggling of his writhing brow.
Wasching that horrid strife, the Druid stood,
His harp’s tones answered to his fearful mood ;
Then he t';hought of the deeds of Balder good :
He-muftered the Helper song of Odin ;
He faced to the frost, that has '.ﬁre within ;
And thrice he boweli him o’er the bier,
Sprinkling the mystic misletoe.
Now Warwolf’s fiendly smile is gone,
His Lrow is steadfast and severe ;
«Slow falls each hdir to it’s dark lair,
Quenched are the fire-snakes ev;ry oner
The wolf, half-raised on his worn claws,
Stands fixed as stone, with grmnmg Jjaws
And upwitd eyes, a.s watghful stxll
T'o do his Wizard’s vengéful will ; ]
Hjs bridle of serpents, coiled 0’er his head,
Remains, and their tongl'lés are yet living-red ;
But they dart no death, and no malice they shed ;
And their hisses have ceased ; for their venom®
dead !’ :
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XXXIX.

Hark | hark ! afar what feeble note
Begins, like dawn' of day, to float ?
Hark ! it is the rejoicing string, *

Sounding sweetly along the wind !
Never did mortal music fing

Notes so cheering, hotes so kind.
The Druid hoped, yet feared and sighed,
And then -again his task he plied.

XL.

Three times nine of the fangs he drew,
And the ‘ifizn.rd did not change'ifs hue !
Three%imes®hree and three times nine,
And his lamp morc dimly ’gan to shine.
th,n he tried the very last fang ot; all,
Warwolf lifted an arm on }ngh 3
And faintly waved the hand,
That held the SPEcTRE-WAND,

As though he woulu som2 evil Spirit call.

* His arm he did but feebly ply,

1] \l
Like one, who, in an agitating dream,

Mimicks some action of his waking hour.

Pursuing still hi. often-baflled aim,
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And struggling with the wish, without the power,
To chase the phantoms, that all living seem !,

.
EIN

S XLI.
The SpecTRE-WAND had lurked within
The drago‘n’s"many-folded skin,
That Tvas the, Wizard's $hroud.
Now, firmly gmsping" that dreall wand,
Which ne’er disowpdd its master’s hand,
He called on Hela loud !'—
But he called Hela! once alone.
Low sunk the muttered spell ;
N fiends th’ imperfect summons own,
His lifted arm down fell. ‘ .
Now tried the Seer, but tried in vain,
The hateful SprcTrE-WaNDto gain ;
Which £ill vast Warwelf’s ﬁ;lgers grasped,
* As though his only hope they clasped, «
Till every tendon scemed to strain.
XL
The Druid tried to break the wand,
Bute by its forcefud charm secared,
And held, as i by iron hand,
The ;nighty st'ruggle it endured.,
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In thevl\ong strife the Druid turned,
Andhspoke agdin dread Hela’s name ;
The Druid’s lamp then faintly burned,
Quivered again the failing flame.
He, by the signul undismayed,
Another daring effert made:
He tried again the last strong fang :
The Wizard started at the pang,
But, though his lips moved ut his will,
His wish they could not now fulfill.
The wolf, though standing fixed as stone,
Uttgred oge long 4nd yelling groan ;
And his kindling eyes began to stream ;
Then sunk the Druid’s lamp’s last gleam !
* XL1IL
Oh! wint is beenme of the "rarp’s far sound ?
® Sadder it mourns, and yet more weak ;
I hear it but fainty, faintly speak ;
And I see the Druid upon the ground
In speechless plarm,
. Despairing his charw. ;—

The last of his spells had the fiends fow found #
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XLIY.
Whenee is the light, that ‘gins to:wave ?
*Tis not his lamp, it’s beams are shorn.
Nor fire, mor flame, through all the cave
The Druid sees, aghast, forlorn.
But look not on the Wizard’s bier,
For, the red light ig streaming there,
That threatens unknown ill;
Both, both his glaring eyes unclose !
The hall ‘;vitl‘l lurid lightning glows ;
As if at Warwolf's will.
The harp, the lmr.p! where is it’s note'?
I hear no distant music float !
- He tried to lift his head
From off his rocky bed,*
. But the charmed bang’ was true and strong ;
*Vast Warwolf’s groans were loud and long,
And every mighty limbvqonvu.lszve heaved.
Could I have told the horrors of his face,
The tale, too fe,arflﬂ would not Le believed.
Th’ astonivhed Dr\nd stood some little space ;
So hideous and.so ghastly was the sight,
"That €’en his firmness viewel it with affright ;
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What then he thought may ne’er be told ;
But what his fate this story may unfold.
XLV.
Then lifting his eyes from off the bier,
A pallid shade confronts him ncar.
It surely is the form of Fear !
It has her wild red look, her specere-cye,
Her attitude, as in the act to fly ;
Her backward glance, her face of livid hue,
Her quivering lip, dropping with coldest dew :
Her breathltss pause, as waiting ¢q,descry
The nameless, shapeléss, harm, that must be’nigh !
He waved the BrANcH of SPECTRES o’er the bier ;
"Twas Hela's self—the mother of wan Fear!
Ti.e Druid knew her by that dreadful wand
And by the glimpses of her flitting band.
"When he saw the berried misletoe,
Profaned to conjur’ deeds b woe,
Feﬂ‘l: was subdued, indignant ire arose,
The Druid-soul, discainful of repoge,
Kuew not to tamper with hissOrder’s foe.
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She waved it o’er the half-gone ‘Wizard's head ;
A tremour crept upon his bloodless cheek ;
And seed he turns upon his rocky bed,
Ie anoves his lips, thathuvenot strength to speak.
She spoke : "¢ Wake,” Warwolf, from thy trance ;
The phantoms of thy fate advance ; ‘
Or wake not ; th’abject plain shall tell
The change, that still awaits thy spell.
The sun shall set, the moon shall rise ;
Four and twewty hours shall go;
The sun shall set, the moon thall rise ;
Then each oak of the forest dies !
For thy bones shall have rule below.”
" xLvin ! .
With shaded eyes the Rruid stood,
"Wrapt in dismay and fearful thought ;
J.;out now, awaking fronf his mogd,
The last of all his spells he wrought.
T hre‘e bands he tore frdm his pight-woven vest. .
And spritikled the oil of his failing lapp.
'The Wizard suhik on his bed ifi rest !
. Thrice on the ground did the P;opbetess stamp



STONENENGE. 141

And shook her streaming hair
In demon-like despair,
And stretched athwart the bier her withering hand,
And, shrie!cing, waved three times the SPECIRE-
Wann.
XLVIIL
At the first shriek, dark spreadillg mists appear ;
And, in the midst,"a Spectre, trembling Fear ;
A wreath of aspin quivered round her hair.
More grisly pale than the Prophetess she ;
More wild.and haggard face could never be'.
At the next shriek, distorted Pain:
With rolling.eyes, that seemed to strain,
Started along th’ affrighted ground,
Witk dreadful yell and fitful bound ;
Even dark Hela shuddered:.as he rose,
Tor Hela co.uld not grant him short repose.
To the third shriek- the SrecTRE-BrANCH waved
high.
A._dim Shape came,more drezd than Pain or Fear :
Fell woe was in her eye, bug not one teir!

A poniard in her hreast, but not onesigh !
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All ghastly was her'face, and yet a smile
Was wandering on, but owned no thought, the '
while ; -
Unnoticed blood distilled from her loose hair !
She ypoke not, wept not, looked not—’twas Despair!
' XWX
Hela, as touched l.;y her cold hand,
Stood, when she saw these shadows rise
To the false summons of her wand,
Stood, like a wretch, who guilty dies.
“ Ye come uncalled. Why are ye here,?”
%< We wait around vast Warwolf’s bier.”
“ Ye come unwelcomed. Hence, aw:;y ”
But Hela saw, with dire dismay,
Her children would no more ebey.
, They g::thered round the Wizard's ﬂéd.,:
Despair drooped mutely o’er his head,
And Hela sunk, in mist‘, dowto the dead !
L.
Then the flame of the, Druid's lamp returned.
And as cletr as the mornmg-hght it burned
+  « And the harp’s triumphant sound
. Lightly danced the eaverh round,
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And filled the vaulted roof, on high,
With the loud song of truth and joy ;
Through every hollow ruck it rung ;

The Echoes tell not all the notes,
For ne’er before had they lxear(l sung

Such song as now around them flodtts.

LL
At the first note, round Warwolf: s bier,
The ghastly shadows disappear,
And a dark cloud began to rise,
That wrapt him from the Druid’s eyes,

" Who gathered und,counted the conquored fungs T
Then, ﬁmnkffll, from the cave he hies,

To seek the lorn place, where the cymbal clangs
Of tle Wizard's imp,,as it watcies his bower ;
'Phero to bury-the teeth, at 1:'he magic hour. -

. Lir. '
From the mouth of t‘he cave Jus harp he took,
And hung it near Tis «rratd nl heart ;
Tite wires with answering rapture sh?ok,
And hope and courage did i;npin't.
But its caufious masten, true .
To the whole task i e hs;l to do,
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Bent, with tempered‘ mind, his way,
Whither the Sorcerer’s bower lay.
Through the forest he heard afar
The cymbal’s hoarsely-;clanging jar,
Till hf came to a widely:spre?ding plain,
Then ceased the Wiizard’s threatening strain ;
All was still as on setting.star.
But, for the bower he looked around in vain,
Unless that giant-tree be his strange bower,
A ruin now like him, and ’reft of power.

LI
%n the centre it gt(.)od—n withgred oak ; '
It’s shadow was gone, and it’s branches broke ;
It’s mighty trunk, knotted all round and round,
And gnarled roots, v'erspreading the ground, .
) Were pl'-oofs of summe:s that on it had shone,
A.nd honours of old from the tempests %:von,
in generations ull past .a:nd .gor‘e.
And a scant foliage yet was seen,
Wreathing i.t's hoary brows w.ith green ;
Like to ¢ crown of v.ictoty,'

On some ol§ Warrior’s forehead grey.
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So reverend was it’s look; it seé;ned to speak
Of times long buried, that had passed it by
And left it there thus desolate to sigh

To the wild winter-winds, in murmurs weak ;
A spectre of the woods, shadeless and pale,
A form of vanished ages, whose dark tale
It once beheld, and seemed by fits to wail.

LIV.

Here came the Druid, with firm, silent tread,

To bury deep the fangs of Warwolf dread.

Now. by. the waning Moon’s red, slanting ray,

By her long, gloomy shadows on the way,

¢ Two circles round about the vak he traced,

And, as with measured step and slow he paced,

And Ranic words of sc 'ret import drew,

The mighty lines wider and wider gew.,

As watery circles o'er u lake increase ;

At length they reste¢ where Ye bade them cease.

Watching the minutes of the downward moon,

He walked th’ enchanted Celtic circles duly o'er ;
Dropping, at every bidden step, a fang.

VOL. IV. © o H
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One fang to every step he gave, no more,
Meanwhile his harp, unsmote, with strange notes

rang !

The*vast circumference he paced not soon ;
Omhundred and forty minute-steps past,
Ere was paoed the widest circle and last ;

And the pale moo:., behind the forest-shade,
Sunk with a small and smaller curve of light ;

O’er the wood-topsshe watched her last glow fade,
Till every lingering ray was lost in night.

The hour is won !—the spell is done!

The Druid to rest in his bowet is gone !

Lv.
Now LISTEN AND WATCH, ,and you shall sce
What passed around that old ‘ouk-tree.
. The marvellous story xaust now be told
pf the ban’s last force of War volf bold.

When next the midnight-mooi. was seen,

The Druid returned to the forest green ;

Tht forest geen on ‘yester-nig'ht,

Now mourned in all its leaves a blight !
*And now weré its branches shattered and bare ;

Nor tree, nor bough, did the Sorcerer spare,
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Dire was the hour when he waked from his swoon !

O'er all the region, far and nigh,

Far as the Druid cast his eye,
(Under the glimpses of the low-hung moou)

The lands all black nd: desolate lie !
Bu¢ whither the Wizard his-self was fled,
And whether still living in trance, or dead, -
Or what was become of his horrid den,
Were matters not reached by the Druid’s ken.
Nor cliff, nor rock, was e’er seen from that,hour,
On wilds, that had owned the Sorcerer’s power ;
Not ar. oak, or green bank, on hill or dale,
That once waved in Summer’s and Winter’s gale.

LVL
£he Druid pressed on through the lifeless wood,
Till he resched the plain, where the old oak stood.
Now listen and wai :h, and you shall see
What was done around that warrior tree.
Scarce could the Druid now believe,
That phantoms did not his eyes deccive,
As he lonked o’er this desort land,
Far as his vision could command.
H2
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Is it the light, that mocks his sight ?
Or shadows, that now the low moon throws ?
What dark and mighty shapes are those, -

Standing like diemons of the night ?
Nearer and ncurer the Scer now goes,
Taller and taller the figures arose ! .
Astonished he saw; ou the plain around,
In the circles he traced on the teeth-sown ground,
A hundred and forty figures stand,
A lofty and motionless giant-band !
He paused in the midst, and calmly viewed
Their strange array and their sullen mood.
High wonder filled his mind, as this he saw.
And wonder still and reverential awe,
From age to age,-have filled the gazer's mind,
With sweet yct“#melanoholy dread combined.
ét'onehcnge is the name of the olace this day,
But what more it meahic no m.n may say.

LVIL .

Who, that beholds these solid neasses rude,

Could guess they ever were with life endued ?
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And yet, receive the marvel that I tell,
These mighty masses held the Wizard’s spell !
They webe his buried fangs, and upward sprung
By nerve of magic, which they yet retained,
Dilating to enormous size gnd shape,
While from their prison-grave tkey strove t* escape.
But here their effort ceased, and, wildly flung,
They in their mighty shapes have since remained.
Their effort, but not yet their pnwér, has ceased,
For, as the ages of the world increased,
Still with the charm of wonder they have Dound
Whoever stepped in their enchanted ring,
And w.hen the learned held the truth was found,
" The daily and the nightly thought,
$o long pursued,,so closelycaught,
Has proved a feather drop‘ged from Fancy'’s w mg !
And thus have two thousand ages rolled,
But the truth till ndv was never told !
Unsuspected it lay, )
* Closely hid from the day,
Till some smatterer bold
Should the secrets of Druid lore unfgld.
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LvIL

The Hermit, by the wondrous vision won,

Felt not the shuddering earth, nor heard.the gale
O’er the far wilderness come sweeping on,

With gathering strengtll and wildly sweeping yell,
_Till, like some fiend'y voice it burst atound,
And gradual died along the hollow ground.

Then he knew it the Wizard’s blast ;
It was his fiercest and his last,
And came for vengeance on the Druid’s head ;
But with his fangs his evil power was fled.
And, when rung out the harp’s xejoicing swell,
The Druid knew that all was once more well.
Thea to his bowery home his steps he turned,
And slept the aleep by consciovs virtue earned.s
His fortitude the Wizard's spell had braved ;
His patient wisdom a wide land had saved !
‘ LIX.

From forth that day began the Drmd sway

0} er all this widely stretching plain,
And hamlet, few that on their border lay

. Still did the Druids long remain
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In the lone desert, far from vulgar eye,

*Wrapt in high thought and solemn mystery.

The circle of the Wizard’s fangs, "tis said,

. Was their great temple, where, on certain days, -

In triumph for the tyrant-demon fled,

They gathered from the counfry far around,

And sang, with nameless rites, their mystic lays,

Here on this rescued memorable ground.
LX.
And thus they ruled, for age succeeding age.
There is one later record, which doth syfell,
But in wh.at scroll, or rhyme, or fumbered page, «
Or Yetter black, or white, I cannot tell—

There is one record, could it now be found,

Doth spell the words which, spoken on that éround,
) By the wan light of the'settiné moon, *
When night is far past her highest noon—
Words, that mal‘e sxght 8o strong and fine,
As will the Druids’ s.mdowy figures show,

When in their long and stately march they go,
Around and round that mighty line,,

Where yet the Wizard’s fangs aprear

Their monstrous ehapes upon the air.
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And, as they glide those shapes between,

A beam-touched harp does semetimes shine,
Or golden fillet’s glance is seen ;
While lopg devolving robes of snow, T
Wave.‘on the wind, and r9und their footsteps ﬂo\v
And then are heard the wild, fantastic strains,
Which Druid-charm has left to dignify these plains.

LXI

Such was the scene, and such are the sounds,
Linked with the history of these grounds! .
Nay, 'tis said that, at this very hoyr,
Without aid from'any words of .power,
If mortal has courage to go alone '
To that remote circle and count each stone,
When the midnight-moon doth-silently reign :
Over tlxe'patl:less and desolate plain,
Gﬁding forms may ev'n yet be viewed,
Or' lofty port and solemp mood,
Performing rites ill understood

By people of this latter day !

How this wnay be'l cannot say ;
For nobody of these days can be found
To venture alone to that dist"nt ground, '
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When the midnight moon walks over the land,
With slow, soundless step and beckoning wand,
And cold shadows following her command.

LxI. *

But, uot for kmdly sprites alone,

Is now that haunted vegiog known,

Since the antique Seers are gond.

"Tis said that, sometimes, even there

Fiendish sprites will ride on the air!

To lone shepherd their forms appear.

Their forms in the tempest’s first gloom he finds :
And this i the cause that the hurrying winds

Sweep so s.wiﬂ:ly, and moan so Joud,
As o'er those haunted downs thaf@f" crowd.

On the waste’s edge they gather and brood ;
<Then, meeting the wid ﬁend’s fiercest mood,
They scud o'er the desert, ;hrough clouds, througl,

. rain, b .
Like ship, with her ‘torm-mil set, on the main.
While the Druids lived, these evil bands
Kept far aloof from.the guarded lands
But, when the last dled the Sorcerer s an
Gamed part ot the force, with whlch-lt began.

* wasb
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X

And this is the cause why corn will not spring,
Nor a bird of summer will rest his wing,
Nor will the cottager here build his home,
Nor Lospitable ransion spread its dome ;

Why the plain never hears merry peal,

_Announcing benefactor’s weal,

Nor e’en lone bell in village tower

Knells the irrevocable hour;
Why the dead find not here a hallowed grave,
Why the bush will not bud, nor tall tree wave.
And why Salisbury steeple was built so high
As though fairies had reared it to prop the sky !
For the mischievdus sprites they once came so nigh

They threatened all the country round,

*Castleg and woods: angl mem'iow—ground, '
That kindly peer o’er th. edge of the plnin,
Like a sunny shore o’er a stcrmy main ;
Nay, they came so near‘ts Salisoury town,
The people within feared the walls would dowu. ‘

fxiv.

Then they Built a towex as by charmed hands,

« So grand, yet: so simple, its airy form !
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To guard the good town frgm all fiendish bands,
And avert the dreaded pitiless storm. |
And they fenced the tower with pinnacles light,
And they traced fine open-work all around :
It is, at this day, a beautiful sight !
And they piled on the tower a spire so Ligh,
That it looked o’er all the Sorcefer’s ground,
And almost it vanished into the sky.
So lofty a steeple the world cannot show ;
Nor, drawn on the air with the truth of a line,
A form so majestic, so gracefully fine -
Nor a toper more richly adorned below,
“fhere f;retted pinnacles atten'd,
The spire’s first ascent to defend,
And catch the bright purple of evening’s glow,
Whlile, sinking in shadows, the long roofs go.
This spire, viewed b.‘.‘ the dawn’s blue Lglr
! Or ri;ing dar‘kly on the night,
As with tall blac!* line tganeasure the sphere,
While stars beside it more glorious appear.
*Has so holy a loqk not of earth it seems,

But some vision unknown save in Falcy’s dre.mu.
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Cn LXV.
Now this good spire thus high they made,
All the land to watch and ward, -
That the ill sprites, whene'er they strayed,
To their confines might be awed. "
1t could see on the wide hgrizon's bound
Each shade, gootl or bad, as it walked its round,
Whether a fairy or fiend,
Whether a foe or a friend.
It could see the procession move along
With glittering harps, in robes of white ;
It could hear the responsive far-borne song
Fa?ntly swell o’er the wide-stretched pla}in,
. Then sink, till all was still again, .
. And.sleeping in the clear moonlight.
So this beautiful spire did watceh and wake,
And guarded the land fog; Innocence’ sake.
) * LXVI. .
And, at this very-da.y,
Let but the feeblest ray,
Or gleam, of moonslltine chance to fali

Over this steeple so slenglerly tall,
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Or but gliﬁ;mer upon the trembling vane ;
Though the ’nighted traveller on the plain,
While he perceives it faintly shine,

Peering over upland downs afar,—

Though he hails it for the morning-star,*
Yet all too well the warning sign
Know the bands of the Wizard’s line !
Seon as they spy its w:atching eye,

Whether by moonlight, or by morn,
Sullen they sigh, and shrink and fly,

Where sun, or moonbeam, never warn. _
So this beautiful spire does wa'ch and wake.
And sgill gugrds the‘land for Innocence’ sake.

157
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NOTES.

For heworked with Loke's and with Hela's consent.—
p. 113,

In the Edds, or system of Runic mythology,
Loke was an evil sprite, or evil principle. The
sixteenth fable of the Eddu says of him: As to
Is body, Loke is handsome gnd very well made,
but his soul is evil, light, and inconstant. He sur-
passes all Deings in that science, which is called
cunning and perfidy. Many a time hath ho ex-
posed the gods to very areat perils, and hath oftex.
.extricated them again by his artifices. His wife is
culled Siguna. He hath had b)j her Nare, and sone
other children. By ghe gialtess Angerbode, -~
messenger of ill, he hath likewise hgd three chil-
dren: one is the Wolf Fenris, the second is *he

greut serpent f M ulgard and the third is Hel, or
Death.”
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Of this Hela, the same fable says—* Her hall is
Gnrier ; FAMINE is her table; HungEn, her knife ;
DeLay, her valet ; SLACKNESs, her maid ; PrEcI-
PICE, her gatd’; W‘Ammmass, her porch; SickNEss
and PaiN, her bed; and her tent (or perhaps, her
curtains) Cursing and HowLiNg. The one half of
her body is blue; the othtr half coyered with skin,
and of the colour of human flesh. She hath a
dreadful, terrifying look, and by this alone it were
easy to know her.”

@

The Branch of Spectres.—p. 113.

The miseltoe. The twenty-eighth fable, which
describes the death of Balder the Good, says, “ that
the geds, together With Balder himself, once fell to
diverting themselves in their grand assembly ; and
Balder stood as o murk at which they threw, some
,of ﬂem darts and sqme stones, while others struck
at him with a sword. But, whatever they could du,
none of thefa wuld hurt bim ; ; which was cons1de;ed
as a great honour t, Balder. At length, Loke, who
“heard this, having Possesseﬂ himself of the mistiltein
(the miseltoe), repaired to the assembly of thw
Gods. Thefe he, found Hbmm stand.mg upagt by
himself, wlthout partakmg of the sport, because he
was blind. * Loke came to hxm and asked him, why
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he did not throw son‘;t;ii:ﬁing at Balder, as well as
the rest? < Because I am blind," replied the other,
¢ and have nothing to throw with.” < Come then,’ says
Loke, ¢ do'ke the rest, show honmo Balder by
tossing this little trifle at him; and I will di-
rect your hand towards the place where he stande.’
Then Hoder took the mistltoe, aud Loke guiding
his hand, he darted it at Balder ; who, pierced
through and through, fell down devoid of life ; and
surely never was seen, cither among Gods or men,
a crime more shocking and atrocious than .this.
Balder being dcad, the Gods were all silent and
spiritless ;' not daring to avenge.his death, out of
respect to the sacred place in which it happened.”
In anote upon the subject of the miseltop, M.
Mallet says, ¢ This plant, particularly such of it as
grew upon the oak, hath been the object of venera-
tion, not among the Gauls only (as has been vlten ,
agvancéd without just grounds) but also among all
the, Celtic nations of Em"'ope. The people of Hol-
»téin, and the neighbouring c'oun[,‘ries, call it at thist
day marentaken, or the ¢ Branczl of Spectres ;'—
doubtless on account of its magical virtd¥s. In some
places of Upper. Germany, the peopleobscrve the
same custom which is practised in many provinces
of . France :—young persons go, at the Dbeginning
of the year, and strike the doors and windows of
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houses, crying, ¢ Guthil,! which signifies miseltoe.
(See Keysler, Antig. Sept. p. 304. and seq.) Ideas
of the same kthd:prevailed among the sncient in-
habitants of Italy. Apuleius hath preserved some
verses of the ancient .poet Lalius, in which rhisel-
toe is mentioned as ‘one ‘of the mgredxents which
will convert a man into a magiclan. (Apul. Apolog.
Prior.)” Mallgt’s Northern Antiquities, vol. ii.
p- 139. 143.



SHA}(SPEAi%E‘S CLIFF.

HERE, all along the high sea-cliff,
Oh, how sweet it is to go!
When Summer lures the light-winged skift
“Over the calm expanse below ,—

And sints, with shades of sleepy blue,
Misty ocean’s cuﬁring shores ;
.And with a bright and sleaming hue,
, Dover’s hiéh embattled towers.

‘e

How sweet to watch the blue hti?e M
ver the whiteness-of yon sail ;

O'er yon fair cliﬂ’s; angd, now conceal

- Boulogne’s walls and turrets pale!
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Oh! go not near that dizzy brink,
Where the mossed hawthorn hangs its root,
To look how low the sharp crags sink, ¥
Before the tide they overshoot.

Nor listen for their hollow sound-x
Thou canst not hear the surges mourn,

Nor see how high the billows bound
Among the caves their rage has worn.

Yet, yet forbear ! thou canst not spnng,
kae fay, from off this summxt high,

And perch upon the out-stretched wing
Of the sea-mew passing by,

And safely with her skirt the clouds ;
. Or, swe;ping downward to the tide,
<rolic amid the seaman’s shrouds,
Or on abounding billow ride.
Ah! no; all this I cannot do,
Yet I will dare the mountam s height,
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Seas and shores ;nd skies to view,
And cease but with the dim day-light.
For fearful-sweet it is to stand
" On some tall point tweca earth and heaven,
And vicw, fit round, the two worlds blend,
And the vast deep by wild winds riven.

And fearful-sweet it is to peep

Upon the yellow strands below,
When on’ their oars the fishers sleep,
* And calmer ‘seas their limits know.

And bending o'er this jutting ridge,
Taleok adown -.he steep rock’s sides,
From crag to crag, from ledge to ledge,

-

Down which the samphxre-gatherer glides.

Perhaps the blue-bell nods its head,
Or poppy trembles o’er the brink,

Or there-ihe wﬂd-bnar roses shed
Their tender leaves of fading pink.
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Y

O\ fearful-sweet it is, through air
To watch their scattered leaves descend,

Or mark some pensile soa-weed dare :
Over the perilous top to bend,”

And, jo_v;)us in its liberty,
Wave all its playful tresses wide, ™
Mocking the death, that waits for me,

If I but step one foot aside.

Yet I cag hear the solemn surge,
Sgunding long murmurs on the coast ;
And the hoarse waves each other urge,

And voices mingling now, then lost.

* t A

The childrpn of the cliffs " bear,
* Free as the waves, a9 daring too ;
they climb the rocky iedybs there,

To pluck sea-flowers of humble hue.

Their calling voices seem to chime ;
. Their choral laughs risc far beneath :
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While, who the dizziest point can climb,
Throws gaily down the gathered wreath.

I see their little upward hands,
Outspread to catch the f:lling flowers,
While, watching'these, the little bands

. Sing welcomes to the painted showers.

And others scramble up the rocks,
To +nge the pride ‘of him, who, throned
. On jutting crag, at danger mocks,
King of the cliffs and reg'ions round.

Clinging with hands and feet and knee,
How few that eniv’ed hefght attain !

Not half-way up thése urchins, see,
Yet ply their perilous toil in vain.

Fearless their hero sports in air,
A rival alimost of the crows,

And weaves fresh-githered blossoms there,
To bind upon his victor-brows.
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The broad sea-myrtle glossy bright,
Mixed with the poppy’s scarlet bell,

And wall-flowers, dipt in gol&en light,
Twine in his sea-cliff coronal. .

The breeze has stolen h1:s pageant-crown ;
He leans to mark how low it falls ;
Oh, bend not thou! lest, headlong down,
Thon paint’st with death these fair sea-walls !

Novw, o’er the sky’s concave I glance,
[} A
Now o'er the azgre deep below,
L4 ®
Now on the long-drawn shores of France,

And now on England’s coast I go,

To where old Beachy’s beaked head,
High peering in the utmost West,

*1ids the observant sexman, dread,
Lest he approach his guarded rest.

What fairy hand hangs loose that sail
In graceful fold of sunny light ?
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Beneath what tiny figures move,
Traced darkly gn the wave's blue light ?

Its'ﬁ the patient fisher's sloop,
Watching upon the azure calm ;
They are his ‘wet.zea-boys, that atoop,
_And haul the net with bending erm. .
But on this southern-eoast is seen,
From Purbeck hills to Dover piers,
No foam-tipt wave so clearly green,
" No rock so d"agk as Hastings rears. '

How grand is that indented bay,
That sweeps to Romne\ s sea-beat wall.
Whose marshes slowly stretch away,
And slope irlto some green hill small.
Now North and East I bend €y sight
To where the flatc of Flanders gp-ead ;
And 10w where ‘Cnlms clifls are bnght.
Made brighter by the sunset red.
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Shows not this towerigg poitit so hlgh
To him, who in mid-channel sails ;

For the slant light from western sky
Ne'er onits awful front prevaﬁs. o

But mark ! on this chiff Shakspearé stood.
And waved arbund him Prosper’s wand

When strmght from forth ‘the .lmghtv flood
The Tempest * rose, at his command !

VOL. 1IV.
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' THT FISHERS.

STEEPHILL.

Benowp this rocky bay ! On either hand
Cliffs dark and frantic rise and stretch away
To yon bold rromontories, East and West,
Hanging amid the clouds ; thet shut out all,
Save seas and skies and sails dim-moving on
Th’ horizon's edge, and the rough boat, that skirts,
With slow and wary course, this ruinous straud.
Far ‘mong the waves, are shown gigantic limbs
Cf these stern shores, whose ont-post Terror is,
Whose eyes look dowr. nn desolation, pain,
Shipwreck and death. Yet, hetf way up the rocks,
And searce beyond the salt spray’s reach, when

* storms

Of winter beat, perched where the sea-mew rests
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In sun-beam, a low fishers gabin peeps

From.its green sheltering nook. Wild mountainous
shrubs -

Hang beetling o’er it, and such flowers as grow

On rocky ledges, brought by the unseen

Air, messengers from off son;e fexﬁie hill

Or dale, or haply from far forest's side ;'

The scarlet poppy and the blue corn-flower, «

The wild rose and the purple bells, that chime

In th’ evening breeze to the poor woodlark’s notés.

Full to the South, the fisher's cottage peeps,

And overlooks how mapy lonely leog:les

Of ocean, sleeping in its summer haze

Of downy blue, or green, or purple, shades,

C:h;arm.ing the heart to rpusing apd sweet peace !

How solemn, when our autump’s moon goes down,

Am} walks in silence on the farthest waves,

(T~ _sinks, leaving brief radignce ih the air,)

To measure out a fewwhort moments here,

By the sad, dying glow !‘

But sweet, O 'then, most sweet ! wbl:len the clear »
dawn
12
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Of June breaks on, and blesses the horizon.

In holy stillness it dispels-the shades

Of night, appearing like the work sublime

Of Googlness,—a meek emblem of the JusT

And Livine Gop! Bending our heads with awe
And grateful ddoration, we exclaim—

“ FaTHER oF Licur! Thou art our Father too ;

We arc Thy creatures ; and these glorious beams

Attest, that in Ty GoODNEsS we are made

For bliss eternal.”

"L ncre stauds the fisher's hut,.and close beside,
A mountain-stream winds round the moss'ed plat-
form,

Singing wild lullaby to the wailing surge,

As 'mid resisting brakes and massy crags,

it seeks a passage to the shore below.

"There, hauled above the reach of flowing tides™
And the high-bounding spray,® the sea-boat rests,
Huge, sturdy, heavy; almost rqund, und formed’
Far labour and hard strife with the rough sea ;

. About the fisher’s cot, from crag to crag,
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His nets lang round in many a graceful sweep,
"Midst his long lines and treacherous baits and hooks.
Beside his door, the aged §sher weaves

New -meshes for his sons, and sends, at times,

A look far o’er the ocedn, where the beam

O’ the west falls brightest, for the adventurers,
Who yester-morn went forth, and all night long
Watched patient on the waters, and all day *

Have hauled the net, or laboured at the oar.

More fearful roves Lis eye, as sinks the sun,

While sad he marks Scptember’s stgnn).r cloud

Fire al.l the.WYest, and tip with crimson hues,
Though less resplendent, ev'n the nearer waves
AVhile the broad flush tinges his silver locks .
«And Ilis brown visage 'lm.d ‘his.garments Liue.
Aunxious, he throws aside th'ainfinished web,

Aud climbs the higher crag, and thence afar, ,

1 urnfng the western cape, 3¢ sees the glance

Of oars withdrawing', and the square sail set

And swelling fo thesbreeze. With sn'ug.gling toi'e
The poor bark secks its homq, ere night and tempest
Megt on the billows. While she thus, scarce know:
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Alternate rides the ridge and then is lost

Below the shelving wave, widely they steer .
Athwart the dangerous surge, though not that way
Lies their dear home ; but wellthey know where lurk
The rocks unseen, and whete the currents flow.
Suddenly drops the sail, and now again

This way they bend, while, as they ply once more
The odrs, just heard, and turn, with scrupulous eyes,
To view their narrow course, a faint ray shows
Their sun-burnt features and their ragged locks,
Benesth the sea-worn hat. Nearer now they move.
And now scarce lift the oar, o cautiously

They creep along the strand, and wind their way
Among its half-seen rocks.

. Stays the old fisher or the high crag now ?
No ; yonder down the steep path slow he steps,
And his wave-faring ¢kildren hails afar.
Meanwhile upon the beach, patient and cold,
Ftands the peor horse, with drooping head and eyes
Half-shut, and panniers all too wide and deep,
~Waiting the cargo, that his master, tired
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And sauntering on the water’s edge, shail bring:

Then must he bear it up high cliffs and hills,

To the far vale, where lies some peopled town.

Now slowly grounds the skiff, and the glad ﬁshers, )

Mounting the beach, ghe bended grapple cast.”

“ What luck # what luck my hoys%’ ¢ Good luck,
my father !”

And forth they pour the treasure of the majn,

With many a scaly form unshapely, strange !

The dog—ﬁsil monstrous, with his high, round back,

And look voracious. Oh'! illl-named is Le,

After man} careful,.tcnder, faithful friend!

The spotted*Seston,* dragon-like, with wings

And jaws terrific ; and the giant skate. .

Phen dark-mailed foruss,t that- die in torture wild.

Unfitted, therefore, for the feast of man,

To whom abundant gmltlcss food is given.

Ar-elast, a shape, the f:au'y of the wave,

Clad in transparen tints of silver comes.}

* So called by the fishermen. o ‘4 Iobsters.
e

. + Whitiegs.
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But see where the last gleam of the day’s sun.
Far from behind that western promontory,
Slants ‘thwart the deep curve of this shaded bay.
Tinges {on‘headland of the eastern shore,

And goes in stillness down on the fair waves,
Seeming to say. “Children of Time, farewell !
Your course draws nearer to Eternity;

Even thus must fade your glory i this world :—
But sure as dark shades of the night lead ou

To morning, the sun-set of earthly life :
Leads to the dawn of an etérnal day :—

Think of THAT DAWN !”

Now doth the aged fisher mutely watch,

While his stout sons fling o’er their shoulders broad )
Deep osier baskets h:;ng with pebbles round ;
';1“hen, wrapt in his blue mantle, stalks away,
Beneath the dark cliﬂ'§. Pee;:ling o'er the sen, Sem
To those low rocks, that stretéh, point after point,
Far out amid the tide. crowned w1t11 hlack moss.
l‘here, in the wa.w‘es, safe from rapacmus force,

And from the eye of pfunderc.r closc concealed,

He leaves his treasure, for to-me.row’s care :
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Then hies he homeward. There, amidst the friend-
He loves, reposes. All last night, he watched
Upon the rocking main ; the arching sky
His sole, cold roof ; the stars his only guides
Through the vast shadow of the lonely d.ecp!
This night, how calm *his (.lream, how sweet his
sleep,

In the safe shelter of his cabin small,
With his glad family round him hush’d in peace !

#
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.

WanpERgR ! if thy path bend o'er these lawns
And forést-lands, stay thy rejoicing steps—
Though they would fain bound with yon fawns and
hinds .
Down the green slope, and skim the level turf
To other slopes, and other pluming groves,—
Stay thy intemperate spirit, and mark well
Each beauty of the sceas, ané_the strong lights "
Apg stormy sunshine, tho¢ fall o’er these shades!
Pavse thou awhile, that, in some future hour,
'When the long sunless stofm of winter broods,
And thou sitt’st lonely by thy evening hearth,
" rueelancholy twilight, listening
The far-off tel'npest,—the'l sweet Memory
May come, and with her mirror cheer thy mind,
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On whose bright surfage lovelier scenes shall Live
Than any shrined within Italian climes ;

And every graceful form and shaded hue,

As now it lives, again %hall smile before thee :

For England, beauteous England, scarce cah boast,
Through her green:vules and. plains and wavy hills.

Another landscape of such sylvan grace.

"Twas surely here, that Shakspeare dreamt ot fays,
And In these shades Titania held her court,

And bade her tiny bands in starlight, revel.

Those tufts of oak, that crown tlfe swelling lagn.
Thasc wers her shz.ldy halls at high moon-tide ;
And yon light ash her summer-night pavilion,

" Fighted by dew-drops and thy fiickering blaze,
That g g_.,kmceh from the high electric north.
Where'er the groves retir@ and meadows rise,
Thgre were her carpet'a spread of various tints
From turf and amorous hchen, nll combined
With soft ﬂowers and transparent azure-bells,
On whose pure skir? their purple véins appear.
Aud over all these hues a ¥eil is thrown
Of silvery dew, oft lighted by the moon.
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Tempei? thy joyous spirit, wanderer!

And ’gainst the wintry hour, when thorns alone
Hold farth their berries, cull sweet summer-huds.
* Then shall the deep gloom vanish, the storm sink !
The balm); air of woods shall soothe thy sense,
And their broad leaves thy'landscape canopy,

E’en in December’s l;wlnncholy day !

c
And now bound with those fawns down the green

slope,
Skim the stiooth turf to other hills and groves.

In the full joy of sunshine and new hopes.



ON A FIRST VIEW OF THE GROLP

L]
laLLeDp THE
)

SEVEN MOUNTAINS:

IN THE Al.’PIIOACII TO COLOGNE FROM XANTEN,

-

WHEN first I saw ye, Mountains, the bread sun
In cloudy grandeur sunk, and showed, far off, .

A selemn vision of Imperfect shapes

Crowding the southward sky and stalking on

C e d pomtmg us “the wvay that we shouid go.”
Dark th,unde. -mists dwelt on"ye ; and your forms,
Obscurely towering, stood before the eye,

'uik:e‘ some strange thing p.m.'tentous and unknowil.
I watched the coming storm. The sulphurous gloom
Clung sullenly round me, and a dull tinge
Began to redden through these qournfyl shades.

A low imperfect’ murmur o'er ye rolled.
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Doubtful, I listened. On the breathless calm
Again I heard it—thén, ye Mountains vast,
Amid the tenfold darkness ye withdrew,
“And vanished quite, save that your high tops
. smoked,
Aud from your ¢louds the arrowy lightnings burst,
While peals resistless shook the trembling world !—



A SECOND VIEW OF

THE SEVEN MOUNTAINS. -

MounTains! when next I saw ye it was Noon,
And Summer o’er your distant steeps had flung
Her veil of misty light: your rfwk-.woods hung

Just grcen.t‘x_ud budding, though in pride of J m:e,

And pale your m'my-spmng tops appeared, °*
W.hxle, here and there, softtints of silver grey
Marked where some juttiag cliff received the ray :

Or long-lived precipice its brow upreared.

Beyond your taperig pinnacles, a show .
Of other gidnt-ferms more '(lim.ly frowned,
Hinting the wenders of that unkriown grourd,
And of deep wizard-vales, unseen below.
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Thus, o’er the long and level plains ye rose
Abrupt and awful, when my raptured eye

Betield ye. Mute I gazed! "Twas then a sigh .

" Alone could speak the soul’s most full repose ;
For of a grander world yé see;ned the dawn,
Risifig beyon1 where Time's tired wing can go,
As, bending o'er the green Rhine’s liquid lawn,
" Ye watched the ages of the world below.

+3



ON ASCENDING'.A HILL CROWNED WITH

A CONVENT,

NEAK BONN.

Ur the mossed stéeps of this round hill we climbed,

Tracking amid close woods our ‘doubtful wap;
When, hig\i‘ above, the lonely vesper chimed

On the still hour of the declining day.
Wopaused- to listen, und to taste awhile

The"Mire afr scented with the bruised herb ;
And catch the distant .land'scape's parting smile,”

N Tiee the light reeze the shadowy boughs disturbed.

“ Oh verdant foligge ! in your dancing play,

Hide not, those soft blye Iine;, that northward

swell,
And of far mountain-regions faintly tell! -

Wrap not in you? high shades those turrets grey,
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That rear themselves above the Rhine’s broad flood,
Where the slow bark, with wide, out-stretched
wings, ", .
‘ Her lengthening shadow o'er the waters flings.”
Onward we pass amid the closing wood,
Till, once again’ eme-ging' from the night,
Fer a near ridge of darkest pine we spy
The peaks of eastward mountains, pgering high ;
Touched with gay colours and with sunshine bright,
They draw clear lines on the transparent sky,
And lift their muny-tinctured fo;n;s of light !
With weary step a convent’s porch we “ound. .
What music met us on that holy ground, "
Swelling the song .of peace =nd praise to Hin,
Who clad with glory al] the prospect round !
‘Our’full hearts echoed back the grateful hymns”,
A turret’s utmost heigl.t at length we gain,
And stand as on a point abové the world,
Viewinrg ghe beaven's vast canopy uafurled, -
And the grent ci}cle"s widely-sp-eading line
. Sink low, and softly into light decline.
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Thete, in far distance, on the western plain,
Thy spires, Cologne, gleamed to the setfing ray :
Thy useless ramparts and thy turrets grey
Hinted where atill the cowled city lay,

Oh melancholy walls! unlike the view,

That the sweet poe;: of Vauc}usa drew,

When, wreathed with flowets, thy maidens fair ad-

vance,

With choral songs and steps of airy dance,

And to the Bhine’s fleet wave,* on summer’s eve,

Their blooming garlands and their serrows give.

'

® Pet; notices this ceremony in one of his letters.

“ The sun Was declining : and scarcely was 1 alighted, when
these unknown friends brought me to the bank of the Rhine,
t2 amuse me with a apecta«.le which 'is exhibited evbry year,
o the same day, and on ! the sagfe place. They conducted
me to"®™nttle Lill, from whence I could discover all that
passed alongdhe river. An innumerable company of wgmen
,oovered its banks: their,air, their faces, their dress struck
Me g.iereinninninns In the midst of the vast crowd this kight,
had drawn together, I was sbrprised to find neither tumule
nor confusion ; a grgat joy appeared without licentiousness.
JHow pleasant was it to behold these women ; their heads
crowned witlf ﬂowen,,-thexr sleeves fugked, up sbove their
elbows, with a spnghdy air advandng to wash their hands
and arins ingthe river. They pronounced something in their

language, which appeaspd pleasing, but I did not understand
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How changed the scene ! Now paler forms appear,
Wrapt in black garments and with brow severe ; .
And, as with shaded eyés they stalk along,
Keceive poor hm‘!'mge from the passing throng.
Oh mélax.lchuly walls ! always, as now, .

Be seen at distance on the landscape’s brow !

That stretching l:'mdscape various shades o’erspread,
Of yellow corn and bowery vineyards green ;

There the brown orchard reared its tufted head,
And there the Rhine’s long-winding light was

. seen, ' '

With castles crowned was its rocky shory,

And famed for dismal tales in early lore.

Northward, the far Westphal'an lands withdrew,

Line above line, in lev;el tints of blue ; e

Wh.ile to the West, whex:e forest hills extend,

it. Happily, 1 found an intbipreter at hand ; I desired one
who came with me to explain to me th's ceremony. He told
me it was an.ancient opinion spread among the people, and
particularly thepvoruen, that this lustration wis necessary.to
femove all the calamitie§ with which human beings peat-
ened in the course of the y.ar; and, when this done,
they had nothing to fear till the#llowing year, * which
timo the ceremony must be rénewed.” '
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The long perspective lifts a pomp of shade,
Mellowed with evening lights, where sweetly blend
Convents and spires, a if for peace-marks made,,
Such were the scenes, that from the fallin} sun,
(When he his bright-and plessed course had ran)
Threw their long shadows, motirners of past day,
And then in stillness slept bencath his ray.
But other s‘c.enes a holier homage paid, °
Where, éastwnrd, pointing up the heavenly way,
Above the thunder’s cloud and cloud of Time,
Those everlasting mountains stand, sublime,
And to thqsun’s CaeaTor lift the head !
Steadfast &n the Rhine’s tumultuous shore, _
Ye listened, Mountains, to the distant roar, -
The'baitls-ﬂlout of hations naw no more.
Ye viewed the suns of ceneuries go down, .
« And smiled, as now, beneath their farewell bes'n ;
Ye saw the thunder-stotls of ages gleam,
The elemental and the human frown, ’
And heard afhr the mingled strife passiby
Into the silence of Eternity,!
Ugchanged amid t'he ever-changing scene,
As in the world’s first dawn, ye still appear,
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With beaut;y bright, majestic, young, serene,
" Clothed in the colours of the various year.
While rainbow-colours indistinctly lay
On thedone sumnuts, till, in slow decay,
They seemed like far-hung clouds on Evenmg s pall,
Just purpled with a ‘melancholy ray ;
While dark we saw the mountain-shadows fall,
And steal the valleys and the woods a\;ay!
Then all in paleness came the twilight-star,
And, pensive, seemed to bend upon the West ;
As‘though she watehed th’ expiring sun afar,
An& bade, with tearful smile, Lis spirit rest!
Oh! then how,sweetly and how solemn »se
The 1equiem-strains, that, in the parting hour,
., Beneath the sacred Toof res];onses poux '
While all without was hurhed in deep revose.
The'air’s-doft breathings scarca were heard to die,
Save when among the braided vines it crept, *
And waked the guivering tendril Wwith its sigh.
Thus earth and air their hour,of slumbef kept !
All but. the stars! "Sluqxbering too-long in light,
They now through shade their opening eyes reveal,
Ia trembling glances, to their empress—Night,
Keeping high watch till forth the Murning steal,
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From adverse darkness Self-supporg@d great,
Ye, tranquil ‘mid the lounng atorms of fate,
Rise, like the honest mmd in the dread hour,
When stern Advetsxty tries Virtue’ s power —
Thus ye, dmtmguxshell through the fearful gloom,
A steadfast strength and Brighter mien assume.
Thus, *mid the changing lights, that life pervade,.

May we, like you, assailing clouds dispel—
Grateful in sinshine—steadfast in the shade !

Farewell! ye awful monitors, farewell !



THE SNOW-F'IEND.

Hark ! to the Snow-Fiend's voice afar
That shrieks upon the troubled air !
¢Him by that shyilly call I know—
Tfmugh yet ;inseen, unfelt below—
A*d by the mist of livid grey,

That steals fipon his. onward way.

He from the ¥ce-péaks of the-North

In sounding majesty qomes forth ;
Darkwmldst the wondrous light,

That strenhs o'er all <he northgrn night.
A wan nme through the airy waste

Marks wlmre. unseen‘hxs car, hes past ; ol
And veils the spectre-shapes, his, train,
vThat wait upon his vengeful reign. .
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Disease and Want and shuddering Fear -
Danger and Woe and Death are there.

Around his head for evep raves

A whirlwind cold of pisty waves.

But oft, the parting surge between,

His visage, keen and white, ia seeh ;

His savage eye and paly glare

Beneat.h a helm of ice appear ;

A snowy plume waves o’er the crest,

And wings of snow his form invest.

Aloft he beats a frozen wand ;

Thg ice-bi|lt trembles in his hand ;

And ever, ‘then on sea he rides, + |

An ijcebérg for his tbrf:me provides.. -

As,* herce, lp dnves-hlb distant way,

Agents remote his call obey,
'From half-known Greenland’s snow=-piled shore *
To Newfoundland and Lubsador ;

O’er solid seas, wltre nought is seinned.

To mark a difference, from lind,
And sound 1tself does but gxp)um
The desolatlon of his reign ;

vor. Iv. ',k
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The moaning qaerulous and deep,
~And the wild howl's infuriafe sweep
Where'er hé-moves, some note of woe
Prociaims the presence of the foe ;
. While he, relenfless, round hu; flings
The white shower from his flaky wings.
Hark ! ’tis his voice :—1I shun his call
Angc shuddering seek the blazing hall.
O! speak of mirth; O! raise the song!
Hear not the fiends, that round him throng !
" Of curtained rooms and firesides tell,
‘Bid Fancy work her geniab spell, /
That wraps'in marvel and delight -
December's long tempestuous nigilt; '
Makes conrtly groups ih summer vl':f&ers
_ Dance through pala Winter’s midright hours ;
" And July’s eve its rich yglow shed
On the loar wreath, ‘that binds his head ;
Or knights on strange advetiture bent,
Or la&ies into thraldom sent ; '
Whatever gaie(ty ideal
Can substitute for troubles real.
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Then let the storms of Winter sing,
And his sad veil the Snow-Fiend fling,
Though wailing lays are jn the wingy
They reach not then#he tranced mind ;
Nor murky form, nor 'disu:al sound

May pass, the high, enchanted bourd !



AN*
ANCIENT BEECH-TREE.

IN THE PARK, AT KNOLE.
(i

THE WOODLAND NYMPH.

Nown in yon‘glade, that points to the red West,

O’erhung with ancient grovés, wh(y’ shadov. s fall
So darkly on the ground, that the geen moss

Is 'haraly known beneath them ;—in yon glade,
Just where the trees irregularly palie...

+In long perspective, knd an evening'scene

‘of sylvan grandeur glimmers, stands a beech, -
Like some gigantic Z;e;ttinel, advanced

On wath to guard the imss 10 sacn:ed haunts.
Approach, and let thy nobler mind prevail ;
And, as thine eye measures its form. its large
“Grey limbs npstretching in the gr, among
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The pendent, rich, luxurjant foliage,

Over the silvery rind, moss-mottled, showing
,Like gleams of light *mid their green shadws ; if
Grace and grandeyr ever touched thine heart, adore
And weep—weep tears of dgep delight, and teass .
Of gratitwde, that thou canst weép st;ch tears!

If thou would’st see in full magnificence

This canopy, most surely the domain

Of some lone Dryad,—come when Evenéng casts
Her yellow light, and gives its lower.shades
Their saost Iu'curiant tinge ; speak not, but wal:c;n
And thou It seg haply at this dewy hour

The Nymph of this deep shade ‘rise from hér sleep.
‘The scz.trg(l bi. 4, boun(ﬁné athwalrt the glades,
Springs not so lightly, nor so graceful turns,
Wken, listening to the stép, that startles her,

She bends her slender neck and branched head
And. shows her dark éyes, bright and innocent.

Oh, Nymph of graces, playfulsas these boughs,
Whepn gentle airs play o'er them, thee I know,
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And have. at eve, beheld thy dance of joy
In the proud shade, that shields thee from the storm.
And guas thy slumbers from the summer rain.
* Thy néon-tide slumbers, too, I have beheld,
And the high canopy of boughs bespread,
When, laid in'peaée upon the twilight moss.
Where the green shadows de¢p and cnolsst fall,
Thy fairy court watched round thee—court of Elves,
That dwell unseen within the hollow leaves
Or inmost foliage, rocked by summer sighs.
These have I geen around thy mossy coucis,
F;mning thy slumber with loag leavey of lilies.
Scattering the white bells in thy tw;iéted hair,
And binding each dark lock with wreaths of flowers.
Thy footsteps trod the tender hyacieh, '
,Blue and transparent.as the light of Mor::,
"The dark-eyed violet, that weeps perfume,
The wild-rope tinted with the Dawn’s first” blush.
&gd sparkling with the tears'and smiles she shed,
When'f smtte.red‘ from her band, it {ell to earth.

This ancient beech, this sylvan wonder, triumphs
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Over the osk, whose spreading pomp has crowned
him 2

King o’ the Yvoods,- but his;magniﬁo.ence -

Is rude and heavy,~while this lonely beech,.

With all its wealth of gveen, transparent shadows,

(A graceful hill of leaves in'the blue®air,)

Still must be hailed the hero of the forest !



SEA-VIEWS.

MIDNIGHT.

CARrOLLING sweetly to the midnight g'gale

Above the strife of waves, his voice is heard—

The sea-boy s voice, who, on some top-sail yard,

Botvs with the mast, and hangs amid tl.e clouds,

Or sweeps the salt foam from the billow’s ridge,

And mocks its fury. Far around hd sees,

Benuutix the night-yloom, icean’s wogdrous fites

Flashing from surge tq,surge=a boding lig'ht,

Fhat seems the spirit of the troubled realm.

Palely it gleams, though bright, now near, how dis-
tant,

Shapeleds, though visible — though threatening,
mute: ‘ ,

Still, sweet he carols on the dizzy cap.
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Anon, he hears the storm-bird’s slender cry,

And scarcely marks her flitting round and round
And sheltering in the shrouds. Oh, fearful bird !
Herald of warring winds ! ke heeds thee not ;

Nor yet those hollow sounds from strand unseen ;
Nor e’en those sullen lights among,the clouds,
Whose hue they show more liv.id; for, behold !
Like to a star, which in th’ horizon dawns, ,

There gleam’those guiding, ever watchful fires,
Placed on some low peninsula’s long line,

Or on some promontory’s pointed horn,

And spied far on the solitary waves

By the poor mariner: who, rocked upon

His dark ancybillowy cradle, thinks of home,

His little cabm, sheltered by the cliff,

His bluzing hearth bnght througb tHe casement seen,
And all the dear-loved 'faces shining round ;

And hwows the smiles of welcome ambushed there.

Still cheerly sings thﬂ watch-boy ; dowrzhe yoes
Through gaspmg seas ; ; now driving down the gulpk,
Now rising light in air ; wiile nearer roll

K J
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The thunders of the shore, reverbied from caves
Surge-worn, and cliffs high arching.o'er the tide.
But now the plunging lead is heard, and now
The sullen voice of one below calls out
The sounded fathoms ; then the master bids
Hi last ‘sail furl ; for well-known sands are nigh.
And louder sweeps tl;e gale. At last, he nears
Those fricl‘fﬂly beacon fires, the level line
Of distance changes for the rugged shores,
Whose'tops the horizontal twilight mark ;
Svon they rise up more bold, solemn, distinet ;
And wide unfolds the hospitable bay,
On whose deep margin spreads ;;Ihe wished-for port,
With wany dim lamps quivering in thy blast.
No joyful shout hails th approachmg crew ;

Fur Sleep has waved his potent wand (hlu]‘ !
T hz. lonely, pier reccives t.honnx ; on the_v steer
For quiet depth, and grgdpn]ly steal
Into the silenf harbour—silent suve
The drowsy rippling of the fﬂil‘lt sea-tide,
Or when the watch-Uog, on some ne'ighlmuring deck,

His honest vigil barks, ds strangers pass.
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And now each hedtt beats joyfully, as drops

The ready anchor ; busy footsteps sound ;

Loud swells the mingled voice; the narrow plank
Is hoisted and extends a 'tottering bridge,

That bears them to the quay ; there, bounding’light
Once more they press the firm eargh, and once ore
Each to his long-left home in ;afety goes.

Dark is the way and silent ; y'et awhile™

And an awakening voice shall call up ]mpt:.

And all the poor man’s wealth, the wealth of heart



TO THE SWALLOW.
——

O narpy bird ! thy gay return I'hail;
For now I see young Spring, with all her train
Of sports and joys, borne on the western gale,

And hear afir her sweetly warbling strain.

Once more the opening clouds shall now disclose
The heaven's blue vault—the sun’s’all-cheeriug
ray :
The vales, unce more, 1n fender green repose,
The violet wake beneath the breath of May.
O happy bird! how playful and hew light
Tﬂy circlifxg pinions shinr the upward air ;
Exulting, gay and pl%,yful( in thy flight,
Companion of the Summer season fair!
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Yet, while I welcoftie thee, and wmh thee long,
I sigh to think that ere the Autumn fade,
Thou'lt scek, in other climes, a vernal song,

More gentle gales and renovated shade.

Ev'n now I see thee on thé light clouds soar,
And melt in distant wther from my view ;
As laughing Summer, to the western shore,

Over the seas Biscayan you pursue.

Thy policy to us, ah ! dost thou lend ? -

Flies thus, with gay prosperity—-thé friend ?



FOREST LAWNS.

OH, forest lawns ! —Oh, lawns of tender green,

That spread in sunshine, crowned with copsy groves,

Or, winding Tn deep glades, retire among

The "shades of ages, my glad steps receive !

Oh! lei; me, with your fawns, bound o’er these
slopes,

Fresh with the dew; that uielts apacesbeforc,

The morning ray, leaviig long level lines

Of hoary silver, 'mid the various hues

Of lichen, turf and mead-flower. Let me¢ setek.

With tempered pace and reverelgial thought,

Your far-seen solitudes and deepest gloom,

And often note the moparch of th2 woods

I pious wonder. * Oh, ye ;tgnibroxx-e;l vaks,

‘'
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'That raise your giafit arms on all the scene,

How like your parent Druids ye appear !

Lonely, severe and in your grandeur dark,

Your fearful shades, like superstitious night, ?
Fall on the awe-struck spirit! — — —
Stendfast ye stand, ;sxgd ever silent, save

Unto the potent, unknown winds, that shake

Your grey tops, when a voice of plaint is heard
The traveller, listening this, at even-tide,

‘Thinks "tis the voice of one departed hence.
Prophet of evil, warning him of death-l

Then to his fancy lours, with deepe'r gloom.

'The cloud, which sheds a pale and ghastly light
Upon the woeds. He pauses oft, and back
Through the long forest-glades marks the it gleam
The suu has left, far in the lonely West ;

While shapes uncertain scem to glide athwart

The tv-ilight vista, and approach his path ;

The hollow murmur swells upon his ear !

And, shuddering then, he takes his ouward w ay.
8

Iow oft, ye Druid oaks '—-

.. . ¥
Your voice has sounded;dn a distant age,
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To him, who hears no more ; and now it speaks
In the same tone to him, who then was not—
The passing traveller of the living hour !

Thus, ever and anon, it soinds the knell

Of fléeting, swift mortality !



ON THE

RONDEAU,

*
W
v

* JUST LIKE LOVE 15 YONBER ROSE.

No, ah! no; not just like love,
Is yon gay and conscious rose ;
All its flaunting leaves disclose
Sun-shine joy—and fearless prove; o
, Not like love!
But youder little violet-flower,
* That, foldgd in its purple veil,
And tremkling to the lighte:.st gale,
Weeps beneath that shadowing bower,
Is just like love!
.Thov..gh filled with dew its closintr eyes,
Though bends i its slender stem in air,
o It breathe§ peﬁume and blossoms fair,
It feeds on tears, and lives on #ighs,
. IFJ ust like love! -
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.And should a sun-beam kiss its leaf,
How bright the dew-drops would appear !
Like beams of hope upon a tear,
Ltke light of smiles through parting grief! ~
‘ And just like love!



DECEMBER’S EVE,

ABROAD.

Awrur is Winter's setting sun,
When, from benecath a sullen cloud,
He cyes his dreary course now run,.'a
And shyinks within his lurid shroud —

Leaving to Twilight’s cold,,m sky
¥Yon Mingter’s darksand lonely tower,
That'seems.to shun the sea'rching eye,

And vanish with th¢ parting hour.

Dim is the long ﬁ;:pof’s sloping line,
Whose aisy pinnacles I trace,

Point over point, and.o'er the $hrine )
And eastern window’s g’othiggrace.
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.\\’hile loud the winds, in chorus clear,
Swell, or in sinking murmurs grieve,
The Ministers of Night I hear
In 1equiem o'er December’s Fve.

Wide o'er the plains and distant wolds
I see her pall of darkness flow ;
Aund all around, in mighty folds, _
Her winding sheet of new-fallen snow.

Farewell Decembor's dismal night !
Appalled I hear thy shrieking breath ;
And view, aghast, by glimmering light,
. Thy visage, terrible in death!

Farewell December’s dismal night !

\
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AT HOME.

WEeLcomE December’s cheerful night,
When the taper-lights appear }

When the piled hearth blazes bright,
:\nd these we love are circled there !

And, on thegoft rug basking lies,
@utstretcljed at easo, the spotted friend,

With glowi;lg coat and halﬁ-shut eyes,
Where watchfulness, und slumber blend.

Welcome Decemlypr’s «cheerful hour,
¢ When .l;oc-]xé, with converse sweet cothbined.
And music’s many-gifted powet

Exalt, or'soothe th' awakened mind.
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Then, let the snow-wind shriek aloud,
*  And menace oft the guarded sash,
AmT all his diapason crowd,
“As V'er the frame his whlte wings dash

He sings of darkness and of storm,
Of icy cold, and lonely ways ;
But, gay the room, the hearth more warm.

And brighter is the taper’s blaze.
/

Then, lot the Juerry tale go round,
And airy songs the hours deceive ,
And let our heart-felt laughs resound.
In welcome to December'®Eve !



A SEA-VIEW.

A BREEZE is springing up. Mark yon grey cloud,

That from th’ horizon piles it’s""‘A:lpy steeps

Upon the sky ; there the fierce tempe.st rides.

Ouy vessel owns the gele, and all her sails

Are full ; the broad m)il slanted deck cuts with i
edge

The foaming-tvaves, that roll dlmost within it.

And often baw their curlingtops, as 1f

In homage. Not so the onward billows ;

For wl'lile, with steady foree, the &;xing prow

Flings wide the groaning waters, high rise they,

Darting their' dragon-headed vengeance : now

Baffled they burs4 on elther,sxde mth rage,

And dash thir spray in the hard seaman’s face.
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' The gale is rising: and the roughening waves
Show darker shades of green, with, here and there,
Far out, white foamy tops. that rise and fall
Incessant. Storm-lights, issuing from the clouds,
Mark distances upon the mighty deep;

There, in one gléamsa white sail seuds along—

Farther, those vessels seem to hang in shade ;

And, farther still, on the last edge of ocean,

Where falls a paler, mistier sun-light,

See where some port-town peeps above the tide.

With its lonf, level ramparts, turret-crowned ;

There a broad tower and there a slender spire

Stand high upon the light, while all between,

Of intermingled roofs, emtMtled gatrs,

Quays, ancient halls and sn.oking chimneys,—sunk

Low, and all blended in one common mass,

Are undiscerned so far. There, all is calm;

The waters slumber ; +h2 anchored keels repose :

And not a top-mast trembles ;— — ,

While here the chafing billows mount the deck .

Dash thronéh the sturdy shrouds, and withs tleir
foam
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Buffet the braced sail. Toward thaf port

Qur vessel steerif which from the seas'and winds
May soon r‘eceive us. — -

But ah ! while yet we gaze, the vision fades! .
The high-piled rampart@ ovgrtopp(.d with turrets,
Vanish in shade before the searclmg eye,

Which nought but waves and sky can trace o'er all
The lone horizqgn! So on Calabria’s shore,
Where the old Reggio spreads its walls

Beside the sea, the fairy's' wand, at ‘eve,

Is lifted—and hehold ! far on the waters','

" Anotler landseape rise 4%  Wood-mantled steeps
And shadowy mountains sour, and turrets from
Some promontory’s point ﬁmg o’er the vale, .
Where ‘slecps arntng itsrpalms the hamlet low,
Hid from the bustling, vstentatdous world,

Deep in the bosom of this %ilent scene.

Ah! beauteous work of Fairie! that can paint

® * This pheenomenon is noticed in Swinburne’s® Travels in
the Two Sicilies. The seople of Reggio attribute it, all na.
tural as it is, to the fairy Morgana, and rm with shouts to
the showe, to witness her yonders.

VOL. §Y. ‘ L,
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Unreal visions to th” admiring eye,
Charming it with distinct, though faithless forms.
The magic sgeptre dropg+behold, they vanish !

A desert world of water’s only there !

» * * * L]
¢

And thus th’ enchahtress on the daily path

Of "Youth attends, known only by her power
Unseefi, and conjures up Hope, Joy and Bliss,
To dance in the fresh bowers of fadeless spring.
At Reason’s touch the airy dream dissolves ;

We gaze, and wonder at such wild delusion,
Yet weep its loss, and court its forms again.
Hail, beauteous scenes of Fairie, Fancy’s world !
Wtere Truth, so cold and‘eolou:less, comes not,
Or far away in lonély grandear stamds, '
Like the great snowy-Alps, whose cloudy shapes
And aspect stern (deforming the horizon),
Make the still landscape, spread below, appear
More green, more gay, mote cfieering to our view.
Hail, beauteous scends of Fairic, Fahicy’s world !
And now, as if the spell hiad worked ag;gfil; i
.The stormy shade far distant floats away.
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Again the spired city shines in light,

Peering beyond the waves, here shadowed yet
By the lin‘gering storm. Thépier outstretches
Its arm to meet us, and the Jight-house shows
Its column, and we see‘the Janthorn .higb,
Suspended o’er the margin of th tide,

The star of the night-wandering marinér.
Hail, cheering port, first vision of the land,
Vision, but not illusion, hail again !



ON

HAYLEY'S LIYE OF COWTPER.

—

On speak no more of Fiction’s painted woes !

Her laboured scenes are colourless and cold ;
Her high-wrougLt sorrows are but dull repose.

Beside the tale that simple Truth has told.

‘

(Yer the sad Poet dead shall Pity weep,

Weep tears of anguish, such as mothers shed
O'er the poor mfant, when 1ts paling ]1p

Moves with a lnstTmnt smile ; wheﬁroops the

head,

And the iml).l'aring eyes look uf once more
To her, whose fondness can nio aid dispense !

'Tis well there is a Hicher World, where soar

- The accepted hopes of suffering Inhocence !
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Ox ! for a cottage on the shady brew

Of this green Island, where the Cl;annel flows
With less tumultuous wave, and sends abroad

The many sails of Englax;d to the wogld,’

And bearcth to his Lione the mariner,

Who shouts to view the light blue hills, that dawn
O'er Wight’s gay plains; and soon he spies the

“woods,

That shade fs shores, and brighter tints of corn
And pastora.l slopes and all their ¢ green dellghta .
Advancmg gently, ‘mid the Sleepy tule%

Soon he marks some Rngtleft object clear,
o fofty watch-t8wer, soresome Village chu.rc.h,

Or the white parsogage peeping through the trees,
To which, when last beheld, he sighed farewell
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With throbbing grief.—These now he hails with joy,

As he steers onwar'(i' to the well-known shore.

Oh! for a ébi;tage on the breezy cliff,

That points the crescent of thy harbour, Cowes!

And bears the rapt ared glance o'er seas and shores—

A boundless prospect, tinted all around

With cummer shades of soft ethereal blue !—

('er the wide waters rise the far-famed downs

Of Sussex ; while thy forests, Hampshire, vast,

Spread their dark line, for many a winding mile,

By the blue waves, till, failing, the sight rests

Where yon dim hill-tops overlook the main.

There Purbeck’s summits rise, while broader hills,

Marking their gre; lines un the forrst shade,

Lead back the eye t¢ where Southampton’é vale

Vours forth th’ abundart wave, and spreads its
lawns,

Its jutting siopes, with villas gfaily crowned,

Its sheltered cots, the rough wood's shade, whence
peers '

The village fane _'mid the high foliage :-—
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Southampton’s vale, where lurks the twilight glade,
Whose ancient oaks their branches stretch austere,
And half¥conceal that Abbey’s fretted arch,
As if to guard from eye arld hand profane
The mouldering stones, whose pious founder onte
Dropped them, green acorn, in thls,hallowed ground,
To shelter and adorn the samted walls,
Whose long-forgotten sons mused "neath their shade,
Blest thoughts of sure Eternity ; and now )
Leave here all that was mortal of themselves.
Oh ! reverence this ground ; for it is holy,
Sacred to pious thought ; for worldly grace
By the high-gifted p:Jet often praised.
Here winged steps have passed, and brightest
thoughts,

CreatiVe as the sun-betm, have up*flown.
Here pcnsxvg Gray some sad sweet maments passed,
And beeathed a spell that saved these fallmg wallk;
There walks that solenyn vision®, telling his bead .
Where 'ne:nth. the l.eaf.'y gloom, the Poet’s glance

* «¢In the bosom pof the woods (concealed fr:)m profane eyes)

lie the ruing bi Nettley Abbey; there may be richer and
graater houses, but the abbot is content with his sitnation,



224 WRITTEN IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT.

Espied him!  Still athwart yon vista dark

Shoots the white sail; still in the sun the waves

Glitter, as when Gray’s musing abbot viewed them,

Measuring the moments with his pangs. Oh! pause

Awhile, and shed a melancholy tear

Tothe departed shade of hlm, who sung

“ The paths of glory lead but to the grave :”

Weep o'er the memory of that wondrous Bard,

That master of the song, whose full-toned harp

Called round him loftiest themes of Fantasy,

Whose voice, rolling on the xt.lidnight thunder,

Waked sublimest awe ; or played in cadence,

While the Graces danced ; or, ;till oftener, mourned

O'er mortal doom and life’s brief vanitics,

While early youth and all the train off Joy

Would leave their sports, listening the strain that
. bade’

Them woo the languishments of n‘lﬁelnncholy.'

See there, at the top of that henging meadow, under the
shade of those old trees that hend fhto a half circle abou it,
he is walking s'owly, and bidding his beads for the souls of
his benefactors, interred in tluu: venerabl2 pile, that lies he-
neath him.” Letter of Mr. Gray to Mr. Niénols, Nov. 19,
17G4.—Mason’s Life of Gray, p. 381. . , - '
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Farewell ! thou mighty master, who, with high
Disdain of vulgar fame, Imew thine own worth
And reverenced the lyre,” and kept thy still
Footstep far away from the thronged path and
Vanity’s dull round. Furewell ! thou dofl’st
Thy mortal weeds, and thg smne strain sublinre.,
That moralized th’ unstoried lifes and deaths

Of villagers, is oft repeated o'er thy grave,

With faltering voice, by those, who walk tHy path
From Eton’s shades to Stoke, and view the scene
That filled thy youthful eye and ch.mned thy mind—
Where, years ago, thy ¢ carcless chddlwod strayed,

A granger )(.t to pain” — — —

Now let us leswe the vale, thus dedicate

To mepory, skeet amd l'neluncli.oly,.

And trace th landscape o’eroyon chalky ridge

Tp Portsdown, shielding'in its concave all

That tr;wt of greyer land, that banks the sea.

On the low point exstends the busy port, .

Its forts and rimpasts wising o’er the main,

And wide o’erlooking all its anchored fleets.
Lb .
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Oh! for the maglc pencil of Lorraine !

To give the soft perspectlve, where the waves

Fade to thin air 1h tints of mildest blue, |,

And the dark masts and cebweb-shrouds and lines

Of spiry shipping trace themselves in light.

Midway the sails of varions vessels swell,

Gliding their silent course ; here the swift-winged

Slant cutter skims the sea ; and there.the skiff,

Low on the mighty waters, shows a speck,

Invisible, but that its tiny 9l

Catches the sunbeam, and, wondrous ! tells that

Human life dwells in the moving atom

Amidst the*waters. While we gaze, each wave -

Threatens to whelm it ; and the shorss appear

Too distant for its small and feeble wing ;

Yet on it goes in safet!y, and displays

Regular purpose, well-considered rules,

And skill, which guides its weakneas through the
strength '

Of waves, oler pathless distaace, to ‘the sheltering

port.
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Oh'! that the old Spirit of Song
Would sound his harp from this high uery brow,
And bid its sweet tones languish) till the Nyrhphs
That dwell beneath its waves, wake at the strain,.
And send up answering nyusie, now scarce heard,
Now lost, now heard.ngaigl with \\:ondering deubt.
Till, rising slow, a clearer chotus swells
In the soft gule, and makes its voice its own :
Then, the fyll sounds float over woods and rocks ;
And then, descending on the wave, retire,
Die with the ’plaining-of the distant !.ide,
And leave a blessed peace oer all fhe soul.

Raise such a strain, O Nymphs! whose spell may
spreads :
A sweeter grie on 2l the eye"behplds,
That the find vision of these%eas and shores
May p:‘xint their living dolours on the mind,
With charm so forceful, as Pime cannot fade.
Then Memory witl! théir own truth shall give
’l.‘he blue shades of the main, under these dark

And waving boughs upon the steep ; the mast



228 WRITTEN IN THE 1SLE-OF WIGHT.

Now seen, or lost, in the smooth bay, as choese

The dancing leaves ; the grey fort on the strand,

Its low, round tower o'ercanopied with élmsg,

The pacing sentinel, benegth their gloom, .

h:afe‘from the noon-day sun. Then would she paint

Thg tlopes, that swell hegide thy harbour, Cowes,

With pasture gay and oft with groves embrowned,

That amid veiling leaves, half show the villa,

Gay miniic of a cottage, or the trim crest

Of some proud castle, falsely old.” Thy town

Would still be seen to climb the craggy bank ;

Thy vale, Wlt‘h(b'a‘“’illg from the sunny bay,

Would wind beneath these green hills’ shade, where
droops

The sail becalmed, that on Medina’s gide™

Bears the full freigh: to Newport. 3Iemory then

Would give these neas:r scenes of gen‘le heauty,

Those spreading waters ana the dim-seen coast,

Fading iuto the sky. Then, gentle Nympls,

Borne far upon the winds, my sung might tell 2

Of your sweet haunts, perchance in Indian seas—

Of them, who dance before the rising sun,

With songs of joyance breathing spicy gales.
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Methinks, I hear their far-off notes complain :
*“ Oh! ne'er yet tripp’d we on the yellow sands,
That Fame says base the cliffs of English land }
Never yet danced we on those heights, that send
Airs from their mantling woods ; never yet trod
The ridges of her stor?ny waves, no.r watched -
The tender azure melt into the'green,
Then deepen to the purple’s changing shades,
Beneath the sleepy indolence of noon. *
For such delights we "Il leave our splendid clime,
Our groves of cassia and our coral bowers,
Our diamond-beaming eaves and gohlc'n' beds,
"Bryidered with rubies, with transparent pearl;
And cmeralds, that steal the sea-wave’s hine,
And shells of rpinbow-ting, fairy pavilions- .
All but our to toise cars®; they %lm.l.l bear us
O’er many a qurling surge and chasm deep,
Farther than where the blended sea and sky
Hide from our sight the cooler, better oceans.
That way scek we thos temperate islands, now
Wearing greer? Neptunc's livery, crown‘e(i with oak,

And terraced with, bright cliﬂ:s; such Oberon,



280 WRITTEN IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT.

The fairy, told of, to win our music.

" "Twas a charmful moon-time, and he perched him
In a purple shell, he ca}led his mantle,

And basked him in the pu~e light, and then asked
A lullaby to soothe his ca-e, for he

Was dad and weary, and had, all the day,

Toiled on a north-bedm ; and now Titania,

For whom he sought, had left the spicy steeps
Of India, on a bat's wing, at twiljght.

. We asked a story of the northern clime

To pay our melo@y, and I remember

It told of mstlesmng on the waves,

Of a soft emerald throne upon fin isle,

Beyond the falling sun, and other wonders,

That ive, all night, could well have listened him,
But that he craved our pity and our sbng. |
On that we breathed a‘oul into our shells,

Ard charmed him into slumber !”



SONNET

TO THE LARK.

SweerT lark ! T hear thy thrilling note on high,
The note of ra;whre, that thy bosom pours

To Spring’s fresh gales, green plains and azure sky,
As o’er the mountains' steal M@‘ﬁ,’s blushing hours.

With silent'step they come and m:e‘kened grage,

" In twilight's veil half-hid from mortal view,

Wafting rich fragmnce through the crystal -pace,
O'er groves gnd valleys shedcing Apnl dew.

Gay bird ! now all the woods,in silence sleep,
How sweet thy music.comes upon the air,

And diet at distance, as, up heaven’s blue steep,
Thou, lessening, spar’st to meet Aurora’s star !

Oh! bird of hepe and joy, thou point’st the way
That I would go—high o'er life’s _cloﬁdy day !



ON READING THE FOLLOWING BEAUTIFUL LINES,
WRITTEN BY THE LATE LADY ELIZABETH LEE,
SISTER OFF EARL, HARCOURT, IN A BOWER CALLED
BY HE‘R NAME, AT i%. LEONARD'S HILL, THE'
SEAT OF THE EARL, N WINDSOR FOREST ; A
.:EA:I‘ WHICH STRANGERS ARE SOMETIMES PER-
MITTED TO VIEW. '

*¢ This peaceful shade—this green-roofed bower.
GREAT MARER! all are full of Thee;
Thine is the bloom, that decks the flower,
Ard Thine the fruit, that bends the tree.

As much Creative Goodness charros
In these low shrubs, that humbly creep,
As in the oak, whose giant-arms
.
Wave ver the high romantic steep.
L4

'ﬁm bower, the shade, retired, serene,
The grateful beart may most affect s
Here, Gop in every leaf is seen,
And man has leisure to reflect !

“AND I To0 WA{ ONCE OF ARGADIA.”

From this high lawn, beneath the varied green
Of grove and bower, ‘dark oak and blolssumod
shade,
How brightly spreads the vale | how gr‘zind the scene
Of forest woods and towers, that.lift the head
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Majestic from the strife of ages past!

And seem to view, with melancholy smile,
The glooth of thought by soléhmn Pity cast

On the world, fleeting t0 its rest ;—the while

The flecting world, all varibus a;nd €2y,
Sports in those villas and those hamlets free,
Where stretching tints of ripened harvest p}ay
Among dark woods and meads of Arcady.

There Spires of Peace avise, and straw.roofed farm
By villaga green, from ‘mid it's antient grovg
*
Sentls the high curling sinoke, renowned charm

Of those, who watch how lights and shadows rove,

Embatéled Wmdmr, throned upon the vale,
Bencath these boughs dlsplays its bannered stata ;
And leayned Eton, o'er its willows pale,

Looks stern and sad, gs mourning Henry's fate,

* On th{s hig)‘x lawn, \;'hére Nature's wealth we view,
All is instingt with life an fine delight ! *
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Trees:of all abades:;;he flowgrs of every hue,
Shrubs breathing joy* and blooming on the sight.

ere bliss may dwell, and never, never die!
Vain thought! in that low bower there seems =
voice, '
Breathed, soft as summer winds o'er waters sigh,

‘I once, like you, could in this scene rejoice.

This was my bower of bliss! Approach and read !”
It sunk, that solemn souad, and died on air.

Within the cell 1 passed with reverend dread,
And found the angel-spirit still was there.

Still in “that green-roofed bower,” that “ peaceful
shade,”’

Whose changeful prospect seems for ever new,

‘ .

The pomp of forests stretching till they fade,
And sleep in softness on the distant blue.—

® The delicious fragrance of the mangolia, which "ﬂon-
rishes in great abundance before the colonnade, fills®the
breakfast-room, and scents all the upper part of the lawn.
Its bushes are wide and high, its egg-flowers large, and its
foliage broad and glossy, like a bay-leaf.
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Still in that fine repge—thai%onoe-loved bower,
Breathe thoughts ef heavenly mmd that speak
of Gon !
And tell a heart, which, é‘mbeful, owned His powe’r
In every leaf, that paii;s the humble sod. ..

Fast fell my tea;s, as flowed with her's my thought,
The living feeling with the voice of Death !

The glowing joy by Nature’s beauty wrought
With proof how transient is even rapture’s breath.

Here in this shade sbe sat! fast fell my tear®;
“When my sad mind a hushing music won ;
Again mild accents seemed to soothe my fears,

And murmyr, * Grieve not £hat her race is run!

The pious heart, the comprehensive mind,
" Thele were of Heaven, And are to Heaven re- o
turnea !”
It was a seraph’s voige upon the wind ;°
I heard her song of joy; I heard ! nor longer
moumed.‘ -
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Om! stream beloved by tho:;e,
With Fanicy who repose,

And caurt her dreams mid scenes sublimely wild,
Lulled by‘ the summer-brecze,

Among the drowsy trees

Of thy high steeps, and by thLy murm;.'rs mild,
My lonely footsteps guide,

Where thy blue watcrs glide,

Fringed with the Alpine shreb and willow dight ;
*Mid rocks and mountains rude, ’
Here hung with shaggy wood,

And there upreared in points of frantic height.
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Beneath their awful gloo'm,
Oh !, blue-eyed Nymph, resume
The mystic spell, that wakes the poet’s soul !
While all thy caves arqund
In lonely murmur soupd,

And feeble thunders o’er these Summits roll.

O shift the wizard scene
To banks of pastoral green
When mellow sun-set lights np all thy vales :
And shows each turf-horn flower, ’
« That, sl.)arkling ffora the shower,

Its recent fragrance on the air exhales.

When Evening’s ‘distant hues .
Their silént grace diffuse’
In, sleepy gzure o’er the mountain’s hend ;
Or dawn in purple faint,”
As nearer cliffis l;hey peint,
. Then lead me *nid thy ‘slopes and woodland shade.

Nor would I Wgnder far,
When Twilight lends her star,
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And o'er thy scenes her doubtful shades repase ;
'Nof when the Moon’s firat light )
Steals on each’ bowery height, "

lee the winged music o’er the folded rose.
Then, on thy winding shore,

The fays and elves, once more,-

Trip in gay ringlets to the reed’s light note ;
Some launch the acorn’s ring,

Their sail—Papilio’s wing,

Thus shipped, in chace of moon-beams, gay they
L}

float.

But, at the midnight hour,
I woo thy thnl.lmg power,
While silent moves the glow-worm’s Light along,
And o'er the dim hill-tops
The gloomy red fi0on drops,
And in the grave of darknebs 1éaves thee long.

Even then thy waves I hear,
And owr a nemeless fear,

.As, 'mid the stillness, the night winds do swell,
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Or, (faint from distance) hark
To ﬂ;e lone watch-dog’s bark !
Answering a melanchgly far sheep bell.
0! Nymph fain v&loglq I trace
Thy sweet awakening grace, '
When summer dawn first breaks upon thy stream ;
And see thee braid thy hair ;
And keep thee ever there,
Like thcught recovered from an antique dream !
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ForTa from her cliffs sublime the sea-mew goes
To meet the storm, rejoicing! To the woods
She gives herself ; and, borne above the peaks
of hiéhest head-lands, wheels among the clouds,
And hears Death’s voice in thunder roll around,
While the waves far below, driven on the shore,
Foaming with pride and rage, make hollow mean.
Now, tossed along the gale from cloud to cloud,
She turns her silver wings touched by the beam,
That through a night of vapougs darts its long,
Level line ; and, vanishing "mid the gloom, .
Enters the serret L region of the storm ;

But soon again appearing, forth shc mgves

Out from the mount'nous shapes of nther olouds,
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And, sweepmg down thsgm hastens to new Joys

It was the-wmlmg of the deep she heard !

No fea.rs repel her : when the tumult swells,

Ev* n as the spmt-stlrrmg trimpet glads

The neighing wgr-hotse, is the sounq to her. -
’er the waves hovering, while tl.ley‘ lash the rocks,

And lift, as thougﬁ to reach her, their chafed tops,

Dashing the salg foam o’er her downv wm{,s.

Higher she mounts; and from her feathers shakes

The shower, triumphant. , As they sink. §he sinks,

And with her long piumes sweeps theln in.their Sl

As ifein mockery ; ther, as they retreat,

She dances o’er them, and with her shrill note

Dares them, as in scorn. .

It is not thus sie meets thelr summer smiles ;

. Then, skipming low along the level tu?e.

She dips the last pomt ef her crescent wings,

At mcasured mtervals, w1th playful grace, »

And rxses, as }etreatmg fo her home. % "

High on yon pendmg rock, bu% pmsed awhile

In air,as tholigh !natpoured of the’ scene,

VOL. IV M
.
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She drops, at onée; and settles on the sea.

Onihegreenwaves,;mnsparentthensheridq,

And breathes their freshness, tnms her plumage
white, .

Ard; listening to the murmur of the surge,

Doth let them b;ear ‘her wheresoe'er they will.

Oh! bird beloved of him, who, absent long

From his dear native land, espies thee ere

The mountain tops o'er the for waters rise,

And hails theews the harbinger of home !

Thou bear'st to him a weleorfe on thy wings.

His white sail o’er th’ horizon thou hast seen

And hailed it, with thy oft-repeated cry,

Annoyncing Ergland. < England is near !” he cries,

And every seaman's leart an echo beats,

And « England—England I” squnds along the deek

Mounts to the shrouds, and finds an answering

voice, )

_ Ev'n ut the top-mast head, Whére, posttd long,”
The  look ott” sailor clings] anfl with keén eye,

*By long experience finely judgjng made,
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Reads the dim characters of airgtled shenes.
O happy bird ! whom Nature’s changing scends
Can ever please ; who mgunt'st upon the wind
Of Winter and ahid the grandeur soar’st
Of tempests, or sinkest te the p(_ea.oefu.l deep,
And float’st with sunshine on the summer calm !
0 liappy bird ! lend me thy pinions now.
Thy joys are mine, and k, like thee, would skim
Along the pleasant curve of the salt bays,
Where the blue seas do' now serenely sleep ;
Or, when they waken to the Evening breeze,
Axd every crisping vaye reflects her tints
Of rose and amber,—like thee, too, would I
Over the mouths of the sea-rivers float,
Or watch, mafestic, on the trquui.l tide,
The proud sNips follow one emother dewn,
And sproad themsclves ipon the mighty main,
Ftelghted for shores that ghall not @awn on sight,
Till a new sky up’liﬂ; ifs burning arch
And half the globe'be traversed. Then to him,
The home-bound Seaman, should my joyous flight
Onge more the roundmg river pgint,—to him

M 2
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‘Who comes, perchance, from coasts of darkness,
*where * .

Gx"im Ruin, from his throng of l}ideous rocks,

O’ercanopied with pine, or giant larch,

Scowls on the mariner, and Terror wild

Looks through the parting: gloom with ghastly eye,

Listens to woods, that groan bencath the storm,

And start8 to see the river-cedar fall,

How sweet to him, who from such strands returns,

How sweet to glide along his homeward stream

By well-known meads and woads and village cots,

That lie in peace around the ivied spire

And ancient parsonage, where the small, fresh
stream

Gives a safe have; to tl:e humbler barks

At anchor, just as last he viewed the scene.

And soft as then upon thé surface lies

The sunshine, and as sweet tue landscape

Smiles, as on that day he sadly; bade furewell

To those he loved. Jist so it smiles, and yet

How many other dxyvs and months have fled,
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What shores remote his steps have wandered o'er, ,
What scenes of various life unfolded strange, ,
Since that dim yestegday ! The present scene
Unchanged, thougl; fres}.n, appears the only truth}
And all the intervalea dr::am ! May those A

He loves still live, as lives the latdscape now ,-'
And may to-morrow’s sun light the thin clouds

Of doubt with rainbow-hues of hope and joy !

Bird! I would hover with thee o’er the deck,

Till a new tide with tl.lronging ships should tremble ;

Then, frightened at,their strife, with thee Ivd fly

To the free waters an(i the boundless skies,

And drink the light of heaven and living airs ;

'.lhen with t\ee haynts the seats and sounding shores,

And dwell apon the mountpin’s Peaked top,

Where nought should come but thou and the wild

" winds. '

There would I listeny sheltered in our cell,

) The tempestds voige, svhile midnight wrzlps the world,
But, if a moon-.beam pierced the élo;lds, and shed
Its sudden gleam upon the foaping waves,
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«Touching with pale light each sharp line of cliff,
Whose head towered darkly, which no eye could
trace,— o

Then downward I would wheéfiamid the storm,
And watch, with untired gaze, the embattled surges
Pourmg in' iiedp arrax, litie after line,

Aad hear their measured war-note sound along"
The groaning coast, whereat the winds above
Answer the summons, and each gecret cave,
Untrod by footiteps, and each precipice,

That oft had on the unconscious ﬁsher frowned,
And erery hollow bay and utmost cape

Sighs forth a fear for the poor mariner.

He, meanwlnle, hears the sound o er waters wide ;
Lashed to the mast, he hears, and thipks of home.

-

"

O bird! lend me thy wings,
That swifter than the blast I may out-fly
Danger, and from yon port the life-boat call.
And see! €en now the guardian bark yides o'er
The mountain-billows, and descends thraigh chaﬁ
Where lurks Destryctivi eager for his yrey, ’
With eyes of flashing fire and foar.y jaws.
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He, by strange storm-lights shown, uplifts bis head,
And, from the summit of each rising wave, ,
Darts a grim glance upon the daring crew,

And sinks the way their iittle boat must go!

But she, with blessings arthed, best shield ! assif
lmmortal surmounts the abyss, and rides '

The watery ridge upon her plmnt oars,

Which conquer the wild, raging element

And that dark demon, with angelic power.'

Wave after wave, he sullenly retreats,....

With oft repeated menace, and beholds.

The poor fisherman, with all his fellows,

Borne from his grasp 'in'triumph to the shore—
There Hope stands watchful, and her call is heard
Wafted on wisnes of the crowd, Hark! Lark!

Is that her vyice rejt;icing? "Tis Zer song

Swells high ﬁpon the gale, and 'tis her smile,

That gladdens the thick darkness. TaEY ARz

SAVED.

Bird.of the winds and waves and lonely shores,
Of loftiest promontories—ead clouds,
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And tempests—DBird of the sun-beam, that seeks
Thee through the storm, dnd glitters on thy wings !
Bird' of the sun-beam and the azure calm,’

Qf the green cliff, hung with gay summer plants,
Whelov'st to sit in stillli‘elg on the bough,

Tha. leans far o'er the sec..,\and hearest there

The chasing surges and the hushing sounds,

That float around thee, when tall shadows tremble,
And the rock-weeds stresmn lightly on‘the breeze.
. O bird of joy! what wgnderer of air

Can vie with thee in grandeur of delights,

Whosg home is on the precipic.:e, whose sport

Is on the waves? O happy, happy bird!

Lend me thy wings, and let thy joys be mine ¢



ES
Kl

TO THE WINDS.

Seirrr ! who dwellest in’the secret clouds,

Unseen, unknown, yet heani o’er all the world !

Who reign'st in storms and darkness half the year,

Yet sometimes lov’st, in Summers season bright,

To breathe soft music through her agure dome :

Oft heard art thou amongst the high tree-tops,

In mournful sud so swoet a melody, .

As though seme Angel, touched with human grief,

Soothed the sad mind. Oh, viewless, viewless

' wind!

I love thy potent vaice. whether i.i storms

1t gives to thrinder ¢louds their impulse dread,

Swells the Spring airs, or sighs in Autumn’s groves,
M b
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-~

Mourning the dying leaf. Whate’er the note,
Thy power entrances, wins me from low cares,

' And bears me towards Gop, who bids you breathe,
And'bids the morning of a higher world
Dawn en my hopes.



. MOONLIGHT.

—_
*A SCENE.

R

ON the bright margin of Italia’s shore,

Beneath Ehe glance of summer-noon we stray,
And, indolently happy, ask no more

Than cooling airs, that o'er the ocean play ;

And watch the barle, that, on the busy strafid,
Washed by the sparkling tide, awaits the gale,

Till, high ampng the shrouds, the sailor-band
Gallantly’shout; and raise the swelling sail.

., On the broad deck a various group recline,
Touched with the moonMght, yet half-hid in shade,
Who, silent, watch the bark thg coast resign,
The Phatos lebéeh, and the mountains fade.
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We, indolently happy, ask alone
The wandering aire, which o’er the ocean stray,
.'To bring some sad Venetian sonnet’s tone,

Frem that lone vessel floating far away! .



It was a smile—a fleeting smile,®

Like a faint gleam through Autumn’s shade,
That softly, sweetly, did beguile,

As it arouhd her dimples played.

What are smiles, and whence their.swayi
Smiles that, o’er the features stealing,
To the gazer's heart co;lvey
All the varied world of feeling,
i What are smiles ?

Do tl;ey dwell in Beauty’s ege ?

No! nor on her playing cheek,
Nor on*her wavy lip—thongh nigh
Seems the glancipg gharm they®seek.
Where do théy dwell ?
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Where ?—Their home,js in the mind ;
Smiles are light—the hght of soul !
Light of many tints combined,
And of strong and sure control.
. Smiles:gre light.
Thaa\ '8 a smile—the smite of Joy,
Bright as glancn of May's fresh mom ;
And one, that §leams but to destroy,—
"Tis the hgbtmng smile -of Scorn.

There is a s;nile of glov:-wox"m hue,

That glimmers not near scenes of Folly,
Pale gnd strange and transient too,—

The smile of av/ful Melnﬁciloly.

Like to the sad and pilvery sifowers:"
Falling in an lipril sun,

Is.the smile, that Pity‘ pouss
U'er the deed, that Fate has done.

Dear is Fricndship's meetmg look
As moonlignt on a stg vale.
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Soothing those the sun forsook=—
So does that o’er Care prevail. s
But whd the first puré tint has seen,
That trembles on the elige of Morning,
When summer’s veil i’s 0 Jerene,

Hiding he}f and’half aderning 2

They, who this have seen, may know,
What the smile that ’s here intended ;
They, who do to Laura go,
See that smile with seauty blended. ,
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On ! sweei reed, come hither!

Never from thee will I part ;
For oft, like sun-shine weath.er, C

Thy music has cheered my heart :

‘ OL! sweet reed, come hither.

Many a forest-green mountain

In.leaﬁess November I’ve seen ;
Many a daisy-rimmed fountain

In frozen Dece;lber has been;

~

Many an April bower,
And many a vaﬁey of May'
Bright with usu.nbeam'm:d flower,:
I've seen on a Winter's day.
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Oft, in the depth of December,
Wlu.n the night-blast shneked aloud,
And snd.ly bade me remember,

That Death was n.broad in his shroud ;

Thy welcomest note light Sounging
Has flattercd my fears to-rest ;
My lone, lone hearth surrounding

With many a fairy guest.

And many a scene of wonder,
Rising from forth the dark night,
In veil thrown but half asunder,

Has thrilled me with dread delight.

How oft, in gome measurelesy chamber,
I have seen the traveller wait,

"I'hrough the dull night ofeRecember,
Al fearful of sorae gad fate.

AndeI 've heard that veice so hollow
Break onct on his startled eas; ye
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' And seen him how sadly follow,
And dimly disappear.

And, when the grey doubtful morning
His gleameq pale over the, waste,
I've viewed him‘all safe ‘returning,

And smiling at danger past.

So come, sweet reed, come hither !
I never from thee will part ;
For oft, like, suqshina weather,
Thy music has cheered my heart.
Oh ! sweet reed, come hither!



EDWY.

A POEM, II¢ THREE ‘PARTS.

PART I.

THE HAZEL TREE.
-

0
A SUMMER SONG OF FAYRIE.

LY

LicHTLY green with spring:ing buds,
The hazel twmes bgr fairy bowers,

In yon dell.o erhung with woods‘
Where the brook itg musxc pours.

Yer the margin of the stream
Peeps the yellow marygoﬂ

And hhes, where the waters gleam,*
Bend thoir héads so fairsand cold.
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" Know ye why the Elfin-band
, Watch beneath the i:uzel-bough ?

"Tis to guard its Macic WaND

And its blossoms, aa; they blow.

TaEese, gatheted, at the mid-day hour,
To mortal cyes their baunts betray :
Tuar, has the strange enchanting power

To call up a prophetic Fay.

Be she down améang the rills,
Tn some wild-wood dingle hid ;
Or dancing on the moonlight hills——
She must speed, as she is bid.

Or sleep she on thg mossy bed,
Under the blessom=breathing lime,
" That sheds sweet ﬁgshﬁess over head-
The freshnéss of the morning prime,
Or stray she with old Thames serene
Through osier-tufts and lofty groves,
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By royal towers, or cottaged green,
Still must she leave what best she loves —

Leave the thatched cot,'wl'lere finest spreads®
The turf, *mid every choicest flower,
And the far-branching chestnut sheds

Over the wave its greenest shower.

Where, silver-streak'd, that polished wave
Glides by with lingering, sweet farewell,
L] 3
While stately swans their proud necks dave,

And seem to feel spme fairy spell.

Then marvel not that Elfins fair
Guard the thin wynu and hazel bloom ;.
Since these gan all their haunts lay bare,
By hidden stream, or* forest gloom.

——

+Near Wmdsor s shades there dwelt myouth,
Who fast was bound in Cupld s chuin ;

[4

* The Princess Elii’al;?ph‘s l'ate eot;ag'(; at Old Windsor.
L] 3
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But how to try his lady’s truth
*By mortal medns ke sought in vain. ,

He to a chamber dim,withdrew,
.Where serpent 8 skm aid head of toad
Hinted of theme§ he must pursue,
Ere secret would to him be showed.
It was a chamber magical, '
Where light in partial ,glef;ms appeared,
And showed strange shapes upon the wall,
fI'Sy his own mystic learning reared.

Thence to the hazel-copse he went,
When the gpntwns ﬂat:ﬁng high ;
And there the twirting branches rer:t ;

. For then no Fay was ‘watching nigh.

Fast asleep in closed flowers;

“" And all unheard, and al! unseefi,

Who, that wnlked%hese noont.gde bowers,
Could guess ﬁtat any Elves had been ?—
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Next, to the forest-hills he hied,

To pull the wild thyme' budding bloem, .
Fresh from some haunted dingle’s side ;

For, it must blow where Fairies come.
Just such a dingle still il; see.l, '

Hanging upon the Park’s high brow,
Deep buried in the shadowy green,

Where tall o’erarchiLg beeches grow.
Here oft the Fairies ;evel keep,

To bless the Castly’s moonlight hours,
And peep, as winds these branches sweep,

At Windsor Pdiadem’d with towers.

Grass, that crowns a Fairie's throne,
Marygolds—ber canopy,
Lilies, for her cradle know a,

These he gathered, three and three.

Well prepared with hazel-leavés,
T‘hus the wondrous charm distll,
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: Which, laid on an eye, that grieves,
Shows each sprite of grove, or rill.
«"Three hazel-wgnds peel' smooth and white,
Just a twelvemonth ¢ld—nb more:
Thrice on each wandrthe full name write
Of the Fay you would implore.
 Then in earth these wands consign ;'
In earth, that elfin fodékfeps tread,
Extract them with wyll-muttered line,
Unlteard of man—by man vnread.

< Next, to the North your visage turn,
Invoke her nml'xe,'with thrice told three,
Be she by forcst, mead, or bourne,
"Her on yeur magic glass you 1l see.”
With shaking har‘ul he peeled tie wand ;
Tucu would he trace her nume, I wo ;
Edwy the Love-Fay would command
. But Edwy Had htr name forgpt
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Fall of great flaws to aught but love
Is the memory of a lover;
Now he must watch wherg Fairies rove,

Or this name he 'l ne’er yecover..

Back o’er the sunmy hills he goes
To his green home in Windsor shades,
To draw the charm, that shall expose
The Elﬁn-C:ourt, wher® day-light fades.

Down by good Clewer’s winding megd,
And where the silver gurrents glide,

A plume of elms lifts high it’s head,
And casts it’s shadow on the tide.

All dark and &till the feathery grove
Slecps in the streamy light below ;

" The streamy light with platid love
,And hushing murureseems to ﬂow. .

.

There’Elves, *twas said, in ringlets went,
When chimés sang, midnight t¢ thedand,
vc;x.. Iv, o w
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If then, on Wipdsor's battlement,
Tip-toe the full-orbed Moon should stand.

Duly distilled the flowery charni,
Thither Edway must repiir,
And, that no checks the spell might harm,

Fre the sun-set he was there.

The golden tints of Evening lie
Upon the smoothly-flowing stream,
Tint the old walls and turrets high,

And lower on the wood-teps gleam.

And, slanting o'er the willowed vale,
The blessed Henry’s fane enshrifed,
It’s fretted windows, turrets pale,

. And pinnacles far ranged behind.

And now the spothing hou: is' come,

= Tue star-light hour, wherall is stis',
Save the far-distant village hum, '
- And the léne watch-bark from the hill ;
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And wheels which, far-off travelling,
Pasgs,unseen in bowéry lane,
Like to the sea-tide mm,!muring,

Now loud and lost, thep loud again.

He laid the charm upon nis eyes,
And looked with desperate courage round ;
Alas! no tripping phantoms rise

On the sh:ldowy, Faitie ground.

Patience is a lover’s duty !
ITere, counting eviry distant chime,
He exults his lady’s beaaty,

In quaint, or pity-moving rhime,
4 -

Till, in the East, a shadowyplight,
Rising behind the Castle-walls,

.Gives t.llt‘ dim turrets to fiy sight,

. And in mute watchehis spirit t.hralls:

As slow the unscgn Moon ascends,
More darkly drayn the tgwe;’s apfpear,
. » . .
. N2
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+ Till every doubtful mass expands,
And lives upon the radiant air ;

"['hen, peers she o'er the “broad Keep’s height,
A spreadmg curve of llght serene ;
And, faithful to herdoved Midnight,

There, reigns it’s pale and pensive Queen.

And touches, with her silver ray,
Terrace and woody steep below

The river’s willpw-sheltered bay;
Anbl waters quivering as they flow.

Where'er th’ Enchantress points her wand,
Forth from the deep of darleness trowd
Pale glimmering shapns, and silent stend

L

,As waked from Death’s unfolding shroud.
The landscape lived, clear ipréad the lawn.
“The groves.their shadowy \ops unfuried,
And airy hills in I;mspect dawn,
. Like vision of anather world-
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The chimes sang midnight ; Edwy shook,
While by the grove of elm he stood,

And cost a sly and wistful look .
Around the turf and o'er the flood.

That wrinkled flood, all silver bright,
No sail of Fairie pinnaoe showed,

Nor, ’neath the still elm’s bowery night, o
A glimpse of elfin-pagsant glowed.

St. George’s chimes, with falter sweet, ,
Like infants, tried their task to say ;

But, waked from midnight's slumber meet,
Th’ imperfect accents died away.

And soft they sunk to sleep sygam,.

Ere the slow song was duly closed,
As seeming feebly to compAdain

Of broken rest, een,while they dozed.

But Fairies met not Edwy’s eye;

For, here, dlas! no more they'rove ;
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Some urchins of the College nigh_

Hagq surely scared them from the grove ;
Suich as the forest-keepers here

Have followed?helter-skcltox, round
Hills, ‘Woods and daleg, for tracking deer ;

Till fond Thames bore the wights to ground ;
To Eton ground, where, safg from law,

And praising oft the helping tide,
They peeped, well hid in graés, and saw

The Coresters on t’other side. !

Such as the May-pole* oft has watched
Doff gown and mount the voagh on high ;

Such as the taverﬁ-dinq,er snatched,
The bLottle drank and ate ihe pie,

In fifteen minutes and away !
#nd; i an oxen-herd they met.

.‘ A Maypole formerly f.ood on the Gréen, before the
gates of the Long Walk at Windsor' ,Where pranks of this
sort have often been played. ,
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Sprung on their horns, in laughing play,
Then gravely joined the school-room set.

Oh ! those were happy tinles, I ween,
The light of Morniug o'er the sky—
That touches all the varied scene s
With life-full gleams of hope and joy.
The angered fairies, in revenge, ’
Still, the tale goes, « their tyrants ﬂout
Plunge them in scrapds and mischief strange,
Then leave them t(.) a flogging-bout ]
But oft good Robin proves their friend,
And lays hjs b'lndage on the eyes
Of the grave Heads who mﬂdly‘blend
Remembrame with ;evere surmise.
And now, in more removea grouad,
Upin the .lugh Pa.rk’s ancient shade,
On,the grey forest’ lonely bound, *
These fairies dance in sneret glade;
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Where oaks Plantagenet still frown,
’ Great Edward's tree e’en each appears, |
A wtu"like ruin, gaunt and lone,

The spectre of five hundred years.

’

Nurseld by long centuries gone by,

Reared in the storms, that wrecked their kings,
Oh ! could they give the Past a sigh,

And spejs.k the tale of vanished things,

The peopled scenes they have beheld,
In long succession, varied guise,

More wonders here liad stood revealed,
Than aught, that Fairie dream supplies.

Thus Edwy, with « face of rue,
Returned home.for future feat ;

Thut, he, who does adventure woo,

© Must sometimes disap]l)ointmen't meet.



PART IIL

THE FAIRIE COURT.

L]
A SUMMER’S NIGHT IN WINDSOR PARK,

A

Epwy, in his lonely chamber,
Plying still his magic lore,

Watched, when all was hushed in slimber,
The dead planetary hour.

Two crystal planes,.tfxree inthes square,
Steeped in the blood of milk-white fov

With careful skill he.did prepare,
*Gainst next should hoot the inidnight owl.

* One v-ould reveal the summoned Fay,
Who, by her-dmmng art

Should on the second plane display

Scenes to gﬁeve, or cheer, his heart:
Nb,
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Thus endowed to conjure fairie,
He would fain have conjured sleep,
But the god of lovers, wary,

Hovers not o’er eyes that weep.

Sad and restless all the 'morning,
Sad and restleds a]l the noon,

Counting every chime of warning
Through the longest day of June :

Thus he lingered, thus he wandered,
Round about his lady’s hall,

Till hjs hopes were nearly foundered—
Till a rival spoke his foll. ’

In an oriel he saw ber,

Chatting, smiling, bloommg gay ;
Doating, maddening, he bewailed her,
‘Doubting his first doubts this day.
<

Breathing lilacs after showers,
Bending with the silver drops,
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Greenest leaves and purple flowers,
Waving where the goldfinch hops,

And scattering round the scented dew,
And sparkling on the sunny air,
Not half so fresh 2s A;Jra glow,
Not half so graceful—half so fair.

Too soon she vanished from his eyes, |,
And Evening surmoned him afar, .
Tkhen to the high-browed Park he hies ;

There, must he ;néet the twil.ight,-star.

With magic mirrors, hazel wan'd,
Eyelids touched with clearirg spell,

He sought the Court of faiiie land,
Hiddeu in their distant dell.

Through the shaded walks so wide,
That climb ahout the southern hill,
Edwy pascad with rapid stride.

+ Nor saw one Elf—though all was still.
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With toil he gained the airy brow,

And, panting, paused to breathe awhile,
And. throw a lingéring look below .

O’er the still landsc_a];e's parting smile.
Crowning the long vista’s shude,

O'ertopped with turrets, terraced high,
Windsor all its pomp displayed,

Beneath the glowing western sky.
Beyond the low, blue hills repose,

Along the far horizon’s bound
How ~oft the hues the forest throws,

Its leafy darkness shedding round !

Those hills their stretching woods display
In faint shade‘: threugh the azure veil,
While, sweetly bright, the’ setting ray
"Bids many a spire once more—farewell.
«And ferewell to the banner vrand,
That o'ér the broad Keep floats un air,
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Proclaiming, as with trumpet loud,
It's royal lord reposes there.

Pale and more p:;le the scene retires,
And Windsor’s state,has vanished now,

Save one dim towér, that boldly spires
To meet the star on tw:light’ s brow.

There stood he tranced, till, in the aif,
Warbled music padsed along ;
So softly sweet, so finely clear !

This was sure a Fairie song. »

For, now no woodlark waked tcesing ;
Every httle eye was closed ;'

Op slender'foot, with drooping wing,
In it's-home each bird feposed.

Savé one, and, where lio wing'e(f his way,
Pleased, Edwy lreard his strain advance.
On his smooth héek a Fairie lays
* Or rather did a Fairic dance.
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A veil of gossamer she wore,

All spangled round with primrose dew ;
A star-beam for a wand she bore,
) Which she from Venus slyly drew.

This little bird on clrclmg pinions
Wantoned over Edwy 8 head,
Then to its shady, loved dominions,

With 4ts Fairie Lady sped.

The while his Fairie Lady,trills
“ To thé becch-woods follow me,

Up the lawns and o’er the lills,
To the high* woods follow me.”

In tiny echoes Follow me””
All the hills and glades prolong ;
i“,l:om every bush and hollow tree

Seemed to rise the Horal song.

“And ﬁﬁwy, 10und each hollb%v'tree',
Spied the motley Elves at pley ;
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While, thick as emmets, * Follow me,”
They sang again, and passed away.

O'er greenest lawns, tlzrough proudest groves,
He pursued his feathgred guide,

O’er scencs, that silent Moonlight loves,
To the long lake’s* l'nossy side.

The little bird flew o’er the lake ;
Edwy round the turf-banks went,
Closc where the silv.e: currents break,

And lower oaks their branches, beni.

The stream is there with rocks inlaid ;

He tripped o'er these, and reached the road,
That, broad®and t.urty ‘neatl tho shade,

Leads tg the pleasantes§ abode.

* The Virginia W ater in \desor QOreat Park. The Au-
thor was so0 frequentlv in the scenes alluded w, between the
years 1810 and 1814, ;lqt the ideas, wluch this a%d the p-e-
\:edlng and suw't'dmg pieces show, may be safbly dated from
that period~ED.
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Green above green, of every hue,
+  The borddring trees in vista bend,*
Shrubs lay their low leaves on the dew,
And pine and larch-on light ascend.

Galleries of verdure ! all is green,™
Here lawn and bendihig boughs below ;

Above ’tis stately shade ; the scene
Seems-made for glancing, Fairie show.

But, closer bowered, their noonday haunt
Rests in.a hollow, beechen dell 3

It’s ntarge no human hand cpuld plant,
It’s shadows seem to breathe a spell.

Now, would you view the' Fairies sicene,
Where i:wiligi:t-da@ces print the luwn,
Where it spreads out in softest green,
"To gaps, whence distant landscapes dmhx.

3 The beaut'ful lodge at Sandpit Gate opening from the
Western side of the Great Park. Th¢ scenery abeut this i is
of exceeding beauty and sweet repose.
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Hie to the western forest-gate ;

* There Clnud,mn beauty melts around ;

There Elﬁn-tu.rrets keep their state,
And tell, at once, 'tid Fairie ground.

Or, at that later Evening*-ho.ur'; .
When the turf gladdens with the dew,
That almost darkens Windsor’s tower-
And gives near hills a distant blue.
And oh! if Silence Could be seen,
Thus would she look s0 meek, 80 pale, o
The image of this very sceme,

When Evening glances on the,;nle.

Now Edwy.reached the wood-whlks wild,*
That open from the. watery glade,

¢ The beautiful turf-walks, thit brangh from the Virginia
Water, exhibit, perhaps§ evgry known variety of pine and fir
on their long, swegpmg borders, 'Their stately Yorms and, thg
variety of theif tints, iiitebmixed, at intervals, with lofty oak
and beech, and so closely bowered below with flowering shrubs,
that scarcely a spot of earth is vigible beneath them, make
“these broad, green alleys as dehghtfql, when closely viewea,*
as théy are otherwise gaceful from their, general aspect.
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Where sweet vale-lilies, violets mild,

And primrose tufts the grass inlaid.

- Clinbing the spiky blades and stems,
Gathering dews, were i‘]lveg a millon,
Diamoud drops and crystal gems,

To fringe their Fairie Queen’s pavilion.

And see what flaming lights appear!
Flashed through the foliage arching high ;
What silver horn winds, sweet and clear,

As lyeathing from the lips of Joy!

Sudden the elve.s.‘ on flower and blade,
Forsake their task, and, with a blend,

Touch the green turf, snd down the glade
«Take hands and trip a welcome round.

‘ .

But Edwy hears ‘no more.the strain

- Of his'ﬂe'étir‘xg, tiny lady, ..

And watches for her bird, in vain,

_ To lead kim threugh the alley; shady.
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BJ him an elfin-courier speeds

@ *On grasshopper his forest-ways; °

Brushing‘ the humble cowslip heads,
While each its tremblink. homage pays.

And next, a winged beetl came,”
Sounding deep his herald-horn,

The fairy sovereign to proclaim,
And evil sprites away to warn.

There, whisked an Indian lanthorn-fly ,
Quick flashing forth, i.t’s emerald sheen ;
Dancing low and dancing high,
In many a ring of iiery green.

Then came g ‘ereeping, stil.yg,brqf;g,
That made the crisped waters live,
That shivered all the sleeyting trees,
, And bade the leaves, their essenee glve

But see, the birds on every bough*
Awake and stretgh their rtified wings ;
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And o'er the dewy turf below
His starry glance the glow-worm flings;

~
™

~Ard the whole woodbank’$ flowery couch
Is sprinkled now with'g].immering bands,
Waiitifig their tiny Queen’s approach,
Her guards and lights to Fairie lands.

Again, that horn of Joy breathes fine,
Again, the moonlight-light waters shake ;
Where’er the foaming tips combine,
Rises a fairy of the lake.

Half veiled witl;in the sparkling strife,
His inexperienced.eyes scarce see",.

The pale forms changmg into life, -
‘Till all is glowmg *pageantry

True to their sovéreign"s summous they,
- Upon the lake’s enchanted shore, «
Await her presence proud and gay,

_ ‘Where rides the fleet to waft her o'er.
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And now a spicy, rare perfume,
Such as breathes from Indian dells,
Fills all the lﬁgﬂ-wood's leafy dome,
And the fine Fairie presence tells.

And faint aérial strains are heard,
As through the rich, festooning ways,
The Queen in moonlit-pomp appeared,
Amongst ten thousand dancing Fays. "
. .
By gold and purple butterfliess - '
Her rose-lenved car’ vas drawh in air ;
Above, two birds of Paradise
Arch o'er her head their plumage rare.

While, far atound her, danbix:g*be{qns,

, That with bright rainbow cahl.q glow,
' Strike on the gloom in transient gleams,

", And all her elfin-escort show.

All in the busy air around

¢ : 3 s
* Pert eyes and littie wings arp seen,
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* And voices whisper, feathers sound,

Atiendant on their elfin-queen. -

A"robe of silvery snow slfe wore,
Frosted with magic nrt so ‘true,
That the hot breath' of Midsummer
Could never change it into dew.
And, wafted by her happy bird,
A courtier-fairy oft proclaims,
 Now let the mirthful song be heard ;
Our lady queen # welcome claims.”

The little bird too gan to smg,

And then the t}ur) tried her vox::e ;
As gaily as the airs of Spnng

Dxd that poor little bn-d rejoice.
The measure changed, a lanjsuid call,
’ Sweet w‘th sorrow, thtice i sounded
Concluding in a dying fall, .
* Softer than c'er .fou;Jtain& rounded.
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« O Nightingale ! it was thy song
Sent through the woods that dying close ;*
I know thee no'.ﬁ'r,- the note prolong ;

Oh ! speak again those tender woes !”

1

Under the boughs, the elfin-train
Mutely listened to the measure ;
But, when he trilled his joy again,

They beat the grounu in antic pleasure.

* O bird of fecling, various, sweet:! '
Thee and thy guar lian-friend I hail ;
I kxow THEE Now, and gladly greet

The Love-Fay and her nightingale. _

All fly before the clfin-queca,
Toward the lake’s high-crowned head,
Near where the forest-oak. begin

, A reverential gloor. to spread.

With thousand snarks the woodbank swarms :

Her glow-worm knights, in long array,
[ ] .
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Marshalled by Fire-fly—King at Arms,
Guérd her and light her on her way.
) Wilere'er they move, the.:lrowsy flowers
Unclose their leafy curtain far ;
And Fays, asleep thhm 'their bowers,
Leap forth, and dance before her car ;
Dance to that crystal lake's green side,
That winds through fir-crowned lawns and woods,
Whose beeches ¢ld, in giant pride,
Fling their broad shadows nn the floods.
And oft they walitoned with the surge,
That, flowing n'eal" the Fairie court,
It’s silver line on line did urge,
'Qs if to tempt and share their sport ;

As if to woo the elfin-queen,,

* To float u"pon, its moonlight hreast’,
Pleased to ;mfold each margent scene,
.. And bear her+to aier‘bower of rest. '
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The smile, that played &pon it’s face,
She see:ned by magic lore to read ;

And, with a kind and sportive grace,
She bade her tiny sailors‘s.peed.

A fleet of pleasure-boats lay® thene,
Such vessels as befit o sprite ;

The water-lilies schooners were,
Leaf after leaf out-spreading white.

There skiffs, fresh gathered from the lime:
There acorn-barges bsopd and deep ;
So safe, that, ¢’en in tempest-time, ,
" An EIf upon his cars might sleep}

And in his HEART of OAK could go,
His tiny DreADNOUGHT, singing gay,

Spite of the winds and rocks below,
Round every fairy®cli and bay.

S:veet ‘wherries of lgng lavender,

+ Blossoms of :every shap'e and stdiny

VoL, IV. 0 ¢
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«From blue-bell yachts to bh&-pepper,
Attended for the courtier-train. :
But their bright Queen ‘more proudly sailed

In a pearl-shell ship of thé line :
By water mouserear*was she veiled,
And she was fanned with eglantine..

Her ca;lopy, bedropped with gol‘d,
Had floated on the Indian tide}
A lotos-leaf, with ample fold,
- Swelled for her sail, in snewy pride.
&
The cordage was of silver thread
Spun of fine bark of ashen tfee ;
The mast of sandal wdud ; the head '
A living dolphin seemed to be.

Her green knights watched upon the shrouds,
" Or ranged tliem far gling tife"prow - .
Stood round their Queen, in radinnt crowds,
" Or gleamed far on the wave below,



.
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And others, ranked as on a coné,
Stage above stage; of towery height,

Moved on the lake around her throne,
Proud, floating pyramids of light.

Above them all, then might you spy,
In busy care, high o’er the mast,
Their king-at-arms, Sir Lanthorn-fly,
Ordering the pageant, as it past ;

And, glancing down the moonlight air,
He checked the lily-schooner’s way ;
And, whisking here and whisking tl.ere,

Recalled each blossom-sail astray.

Then, self-triumphant, in the van,
In airy circles pleased he danced ;
Yet, while he led the revel un,
Back, for his Queen’s applauses glancec

And thus in gliding state she went
O’er the long windings of th:’ wave,
. 0’2
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%V here many a watchful eye was beat,
Froin hollow oak and secret cave.”

The screech-owl and the snake were there,
The boding raven, cruel kite,

That fill the timid eart with care,
And love to prowl in moonless night.

But clief"on the old Forest’s bound,
Where the still waters sink away, ~

Such evil agents yvalk their round,

 Or lurk within the oaksesb grey.

Bewildered in the wild-wood glades;
Edwy oft lost the long lake's side ;

Till, through some d¥ep grove’s opening shades,
He saw the splendid vision glide.

Low glanced the silver oar¥ along,

Quick samé the spirés of Elow-worn light,
That round their Queen’s tall galley throng,
Shooting long beams aslant*the night ;
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These, trembling thror gh the branches’ dome,
- Twuching each leaf with transient joy..
Now seen, now lost, from gloom to gloom,
Showed like the stars, \hen clouds fleet by.
) 12
Then, over banks and under wocls,
Edwy pursued the pageant's way ;
Till, having reached the smiling floods,

The frolick shores his hopes betray.

For, winding back, his course they mar,
’
Leaving him on some jutting steep,
*Mid the lone waters, while afar

The inmost bay the Fairics sweep.

And thus through wilds and woous he toiled,
Lured by short glimpse of that bright train,

Which Jhrongh the distart éhadows smiled,
As if in mockerv of his pain.

Till- once again, he heard remote
That gentle bird, faithful, to Joyers ;

203
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And, following the high-warl led note,
* Again the Fairie fleet dism;g_eu:
,Jugt as it touched the fartaer shore,
To land the Queen those groves among ;
When still was every little car,
And every white sail breathless hung.

No sound was heard but Music's voice,
Roused ‘l}y the motley elfin-band,
Who play in moonshine, and Tejoice

In choral welcomes o’er the strand.

The groves, that hovered o’er the brink,
The polished I8ke more da-k retu.ns ;

And each bright star, in emerald twink,
Beneath the wave m(;tre keeply burns.

' ;And there, the rival of their beams,
 Reflected by the glass below,

"A shooting-star Sir Fire-fly see;ns,
While mushal[i;ig,;hp Fairie s‘h'i;w. ‘
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Each shroud and sail / f Fairie bark,
Each glittering oar and in"mge fair,

Vithin that mirror, blue and dark,
Lay, like a picture, pen illed fair. .

But when Sir Fire-fly’s knights -noved on,
And their green torches mut;lywaised,
Then all the Fairie’s splendour shone,
And shores andl woods and waters blazefd.

Thus, ranged in vista-lines of ‘light,
Moving beneath the leafy gloom,

Where forest-oaks Spl';ﬂ..d deepest night,
They guard her to her sylvan home.

Under an ancient beech, that hig:.
Out-hung it’s spray, her dreams of night

Were vciled from every cnrious eye,

Save when with magic virtue bright.

It’s righty boughs a circle filled ;
Like necromantic guard if stqotL,



296 EDWY.

A‘ It’s air severe the wanderer ckhi]led,
* It's frown and haughty attitude.

Soqn as that beechen shade she reached,
Rustled its.every leaf for jov;

Then gracefully her wand, she stretched,
And lighted all its leaves on high.

Yet flame (;f torch, or lamp{ was nose,:
Nor any .glittering sparkle there ;

It seemed as if the setting sun*
Tinged the rich spray thh Tosy air.

Her bower through many chambers ranged,
And each a different. purpose showed ;

This, oft with mystk shadows changed ;
That, for the dance, or banquet, glowed.

heyond them all, het cell of rest |,
In verdant shade and silence'lav:

"Save, when the rmg-dov% in her nest
Sung all her gem:le £OTPS away :
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Aund sleepy leaves, scarce moved in air,
Or only swayed by breezes fleet,
With the lake’s murmuring falls afar,
. Made melody most sad and sweet.

Lime-blossoms strewed the mossy floor,
And breathed a dewy fragrunce round,
Inviting her to slumbers pure,

While freshness seemed to bless the g.vund.

Yet here, sometimes, this Queen of dreams
Would weave such seeming forms of:fate,
As, sent upon the still moonbeams,

Oft by the midnight sleeper wait.

Hid :n her coot bower might she view
The nooniide lake and su.ny lawns;
The slow sail on the waters blue,

And, through the brakes, the ﬂeeting fawns ;

And watch them ¢n the watery brim,
Bending to sip the dainty “ 3
0b
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Then starting at the form so
. The shadowed crystal trulyizave.

Unseen, she traced each step that roved
" Hejoicing on that marge;n: green ;
Or sought the hills and groves'beloved, -
That crown ‘with 'pleasaﬁt shade the scene.

Edwy had jrined the Fairie’s train,
Just as ske reached her leufy dome, '
While full aroce the choral strain
Of welcome to her beechen home.

Her glow-worm knizhts, wide round the beech,
In glimmering circles take their stand ;
Adder, nor bird of boding speéch ;
Nor step unblest 0inay pass that band.

‘T front, high on the beechen spray,
Like Hesper, on thc eastern +lawn,

Sir Fire-fly spreads his wat<hful-cay
O'er dell ob‘scure and distant lawp.:
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No shape, among the shadows there,
Could glide unseer , nor move, where frowned
That beech’s wizard brows in air,

And shrink not from the mystic ground.

Save Edwy, with his magic spell ;—
Invisible and fearless, he
Might pass e’en to the Fairie's cell,

Unknown—but of onc¢ enemy.

She tripped into her vestibule,

Arched high with rose and eglunting,
Breathing a fragrancg light anu cool,

And bright with dew-drops, crv.stalline.

Here many a “ell, thac, in the day,
Had hung its fainting head awry,
Now waked for her in beauty gay, R

And breathed for her its perfumned sigir.

Her pavilion next she entered ;

Clear the glassy columns shgne;



A\

300 . EDWY.

To the turf steps Edwy venturegd,
{&nd beheld her on 'ﬂer thrond) -
Under an ebon arch reclining,
With brilliant drops all tllickly hung,
Where Mimosa’s leaves were twining,
She listened, While the Léve-Fay sung.

The thousand,dew-drops hanging there
And in the,swelling dome, un high, . '

Trembled with radiance keen angl fair,
Poured from her living diamond’s eye.

- .
Splendour and Joy areund her moved,
And winning smiles beamed in her face,
* And every virtue most beloved

Gave to her air a ténder.grace.

Cn *he rﬁb‘y’-pavemex}t stealing,
Circling Elves their homage gave,"

Then, in quaiﬂt‘moniscoes reeling, ¢ *
They dance, and airy. garlands wave.
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The silver-triangle, :he lute, ,
The tambourine, with tiny bells,
Mix with the softly-breathing flute ;

The mellow horn more distant swells.

A quaint and various group arrived :
One, fliting on a bat’s wing came,
No orchard, where he haunted, thrived ;

Malignant Elfant was his name.

One, upon a field-monse gliding,
Oft the traveller appalled, -

Wondrously his steps*misguiding ;
Sly Elftna she was called.

A tLird, upou a squirrel springine,
Never rested, night, or dﬁy ;
Into some droll mischief bringing

Solemn beads, as well as gay.”

i
On butterfl; next %sdiled 4 Fairje ;

Ske soothes fine ladies in their vapour,

301
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Who of unchanging good are wegry,

And weep, because they ’ve.nJ ught to weep for.
Winged by an owl, there came an elf,

Who loved to haunt the siu&y-table,
Where, full of grave, important ‘self,

The wisest héad he would disable.

And make it-Pro-and-Con and fight
On subjects lofty as the steeple ;
Or tempt some Witling to endite
Long dreams, about the elfin-people!
- ! Ve
And now, the Fairia.Queen demanded
Whether her elves the tasks had done, .
That, at sun-set, she had commanded*

And now she called them one by one.

She calfea them, but they [came not all ;
Again, the ma'gic)horn was wpund, -
Then thronging sprites obeyed the call |

But still sox'ne truants wild werc found.
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Yet was this blast -o distant heard,
That elves, on W indsor’s battlement,

Mounted the moonbeams at it’s word,
And o'er the Long Walk gaily went ;

Nor stayed upon the tufts to dance
Of the broad, bowery .ay, that swept,
" With utmost pomp, beneath their glance,
Though there the yellow moonlight slept ;
Though many a bird they loved was hid
In silent rest, beneath the leaves,
Which, if awaked ard gently bid,
Would sing the song that caré deceives—
Ye., had they surely waked them, too,
And danced a morrice ou the trees,
Had not the horn complaining blew, .
Like coming of a tempcst breeze.

But e’en tie Fairie's sutimons failed,;
Yielding awhle to Beauty's spell,

803
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When Windsor's proudest grovesdhéy hailed,
Crowning its wildest, decpest &ell.

Thev I?amed a moment on that brow,
Under the shading oaks f.hc.y strayed,
To spy, beneath the branches low,

The mbonligh"f—towers: bey"ond their shade.

Beyond that $hade in peace they lay,
Gates, turrdes battlements aloft,
Just silvered by the distant ray, |
That ’reath the dark boughs glimmered oft.

It scemed some visien of thg} air,
By magic raised in forest lone,
That held entranced some lady fair,
Till nodding towers her knight should own.

The horn again ! bus not lilze breeze
Before some gentle summer shuwer,
BA: rushing th -ough th’ affrighted trees,

E’en with an angry whirlwind’s pewer.
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The moonlight-castle sinks and fades,
Beneath the tossing bonghs afar ;
And fear the truant elves invades ;

And swift they mount .heir beamy car.

No banquet in the bower for them;
No tripping strains their steps invite ;
The Fairie sovereign will condemn

Their disobedicnce an their slight.

¢« Hence,” she cries, “ a vision weave
y H
For the couch of tbx}t false lover,
4
Who could a trusting heart deceiye ;
t

Hence, and o’cr Lis slumber hover.

¢ Dance before him, fike a shade ;
Trace upon his sleeping eye
Image o. that mournful na2id,
Whom he yvon, ;nd left to die;
Yoo

“ In my cell of shadows look
You will tiere the "s‘embhnc_e.see,

.
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Of the damsel he forsook
All from idle vangsy.

¢ Towch his heart with jealrusy,
Shape a dream to rouse"rlespgir ;
Then to the sad maidun flee,
And expel her silly care.

« So, when the streaky dawn doth wake,
Each shall nse, thh changed intent ;
Each shall the other’s fortune take,
He, déspair—und she, content.
*¢ If these dreams j’fg shadow well,
Return, before the lark is up,
Or the chime of matin bell ;
Dauce the morrice ; sil::'the cup.
“ Now farew 11"
Scarce had she spoke, when all the ‘bower
' A5 in a twilight shadow lay ;
Th‘e dewy lamp on every flower
Quivered first, then &wd awuy.
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Her magic diamond warned the Queen
Of step unhallowed passmg

It paled its ray to trembling green,
And shrunk with symy athetic fear.

Then ilastily the Queen exclainied, .
¢ Some mortal footsteps press the ground ;”
For Edwy, when the Elves she named, ,
Had neare. drawn to ~atch the sound.

Just then the little Nightingale,
In pi}:y of the Iover;s‘pain, |
Sung from Mimosa’s shadowy veil
His softest, sweetest, saddest t-’J.e.

Which, wel] he knew, his Queer® would win
From aught ungracious, or severe.
‘With charmed, attentive, brow serene,

She smiled, mu}, dgshmg off a tear,

On Eda called, tl;e Love Fay, thrice, )
Some tale of mortal truth tg&sll :—
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H'er name did Edwy’s heart reioice 5

‘For, that Fay’s name completes his spell !
Ther straight, the bower lr2gan to show

Returning light ; and, éhroqgh each bud,
From faintness freed*to living glow,

Circled the bright transparent blood.

N ow~wl;at (;f _chastisement hefell
- This vagrlmt swain, for his intrusion,
Village-tradition does not tell, *
Or tells with most profound confusion.
But this most gos's?ps do relate,
That, though he was not held in d.'rance,
He gained no kno“‘ledgg of his fate,

And nothing got by his assurance,

Unless it be, that iw did'see
- What seldom bad been seen befrs,®
" A Fuirie Court, in starlight sport,

. With pleasure sgnadreus and on shore.
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But haply, on some ciher day,
We way learn more of his manceuvres,
And then we shall not fai‘l to say,

What came of Aura and her lovers.



PART IIJ.

THE MAGIC MIRRORS.

A SUMMFR NIGHT IN, WINDSOR OREST.

Epwy forsook the Fairie Court,
Avlto forest-glades withdrew,

Where never yet liad elfin-sport
Cheered the mel'ancholy vie:w.

(s
Upon the hazel-wands h> writes
Eda's name, with ¢ thrice and three.”
hen buries them, with hidden rites,

Underneath a forest-tree.

It was an4oak, whose trunk within .
* A foul and watehing dpirit lay,
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Whose night-shrieks in the tempest-din,
~Filled the traveller with dismay:

It was an oak, whose sine'vy boughs
Threw a dark horror o’er the ground ;
Whose high, gaunt top and warrior-brows

With the storms of ages frowned.

Its trunk was never touched witl light,
So wide and deep the branching shade
Of leaves, that, on a starry night,
A gleam, like break:¢f morning, shed.

But the brook, stealing from the brake,
Slowed a ghmpse of brighter ray,

When on it% dewy banks did take

. Will-o’-the Wisp his mystic way.

Fjund the high = ots our Edwy drew..
With muitered ‘cliarm, *a magic line ;

And in the circle heart’s ease threw,

And briony and eglantind;,

i
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Then sweets and poisons, three,and three,
Jess'mine blossowns, violet bud,
The deadly nightshade’s tresses grey,
And the pale Monk's gloomy head.
Next, the buried wands Le-raised,
And “ Eda! Eda! Eda!” called ;
Thrice upon the West he gazed,
When, hark! a shriek his breast appalled.

It was the spirit of the oak,

Who, startled by the Love«¥ay’s name,
His dark and secre. home forsook.

He fled, in haste, whene’er she came.
A tongue from Windsor'. distant tower

Tolled Twelve along the silent wood,
"When, lo! the planct of the hour

Quivered upon the trembling flé,d.
Cheered by the monitery sight,

“Then Edwy fortli ks mirrors d-ew,
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And by that star’s in.orming light,
Upheld them to his searching view.

Again he called on Eda’s fame
Mildly and meckly to appear,
And round the crystals rolled’a flame ;

While unknown murmurs met his ear.

See !—o'er the mirrors mists arise,
And strange and fearful shadows throng ;
Frowning faces, glaring eyes

Look and threat and’glance along.

These gone, a tiny form there bounds,
Flitting along the magic glass ;
Which, in an instant, her surrounds

With leaves of Love in Idleness.

Che seems recliuiag in a bower,
¢« As the green lé;;‘res around her spread,
The motley-vellow, purple flower
Bends in a top-knot oer’her head.

VYOL. IV.
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A. round this cage of wreaths due hies,
Fortl from her wand a lustre pale

Dawns o’er Ler blue and frolic eyes,
Ar;d silvers all her dewy‘ veil,

Touches the rose upon her cheek,
The dimple, that her quaint lip owns,
The smile, that now begins to break,
r

Through cionds of wild, capricious frowns.

While Ed&:'y pazed, a little strain
Of Uweet complaint did fecbly swell,
When, hovering round her leafy chain,
Behold ! her faithful Nightingale !

He, I‘)erched upon the true-knot there,
oy And tried to break, with slender bill,
Eer prison-wreath, so flowery fair;

But the leaves mocked his puny Ban,

Too late, she owns thg forceful spel:
*Ihe little purple blossom throws.
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Fixed, as a painting, she must tell
Mildly and meekly all she knows !

“ Fairy Eda! show to me~
Aura, as she ’s now employed.”— |
“ On the other glass you 1 see ;"
With pretty lisp the Fay replied.

He looked ; the colonrs faintly dawn,
And living forms pegin to glow :
Aura, full-dressed in lace and law#, *

Blooms in s ball-room with a beau.

And, dancing with a Grace’s air,

And with the cyes of Venus snpiling,
Edwy beheld ber, with desp'nir,
, His hoted rival’s heart beguiling.

Tv atoms he haa- almmt dashed N
«  The mirror, and so lost the spell, *
But warning lights around him ﬁashed,

Checked his hand, and aﬂ was well,
p2
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““Who is this Fop, so light anl vain ?”"—
Quickly, the magic scene is changed
To rivers, woods, a wide domain,
With falconers on the banks ranged.

Al at their head his rival pranced
In velvet cap, with feathers gay,
And proudly o’er the sward advanced, .
While mén-and steeds their lord obey.
“ 0 tell me, Eda—loves she him ?
Cat she her promise old forget ?"—
A flame curled ro‘i‘ind the mirror’s rim ;
The crystal darkened into jet.
Axnd in long moonlight i)rospect rose
o WindsQr-Termce, flanked with towers ;
How soft the lighs and $hades repose

Anmong thedow Park’s lawns m.la” bowers !

Oh! what an arch the heavens throw

"’ Upon the vast horizon round ! )
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The stars ! how nunfberless they glow
Down to the landscape’s dim-seen bound !
(]
Some battlements are lefy in night ;
Others almost appear to shine R
Of yonder tower, whose stately height
Draws on the sky a tall bla.ek line,

That measurzs, on the szure void,

Billions of miles, while worlds unkaown,
Distant howe’er, gléw, side by side,

Upon it's shadowy ?:'oﬁle shown.

Down on the terrace, men appear,
Gliding alony the stately wall,

With arms enfolding the tall spyar—
How stiil their measurea footsteps fall !

Vonces are heard vound that vast “slade,
' Although 1o fa}kers meet thewight ;
But, beyond, where moonbeams spread,

Fxgures s.eal upon the lgghf



318 EDWY.

“Twas Aura, with a lady-friena—
“Twas Aura, with this lover ‘new-!
Ah! do;s she to his suit attend ?
The distance baffled Edvy’s view.

** Eda! Eda! why totment, me
With obscure ambiguous truth ?
Thou to show my fate wast sent me.
Say, will 's'he wed this fopling-youth #*
Behold ! the terrace fades away ¢
And 4 tpv’stried room succeeds ;
Her site, with age and wisdom grey,
*Mid lawyer, settlements and deed

Again, the charmed icture chunged :
*2# rothic porch, with silk all hung ;
“riore beauy and ladies fair are ranged,
"While humbler-glzers rdund therp throng.

‘There ¢ happy rival waited
With I's friends, in trim array :
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“ Aura! what make: thee belated ?
Aura! why this lung delay ?”

Again, the mirrors were in danger,
From our thoughtless Edwy’s rage ;

But a fairie checked his anger-—
Would she might his grief assuage!

Next, dimly on the crystal steals
A chamber in her father’s home ;
There, Aura, weeping, pleads and kneels !
The father, frowning, quits the rovia.

Again the changeful glass receives

The porch—and Edwy, doth he trenble,
As smiling Aura there he sees?

And whom doth the bridegroor'n resemble ?

It is—homself '—He’s joyous, frantic,
As the glass si;(:wéd his happyghape ;
But as he sprung., with éesture antic, °
It fell, an let the fairie,'sc?p.e !

319



820 EDWY.

Without dne homage let her fi; !
+ Straight, unknown voices frm the ground
Wildly ‘exclaimed, « O fie ! fie ! fig !” ‘
~And “Fie! fie! fiel” the echoes sound.

Unhomaged he had le..t her fly !
From the old oak an owlet hooted ;

And thence a louder “Fie! fie! fie !”
To the spot poor Edwy i‘poted.

But, soon recovered, through the woods,
Hopcfgl and light, away he sprung:

The t.00n peeped through their leafy hoods,
And o’er the pat‘:h her chequers flung,

= To the forest’s-edg?, he hied,
Where the Beech’s giant-form
J—'ad for age on age, defied,
v With hxs hon-{us.gs thetstorm :

¢

e

ll’here the Litne, with spotted bark—
Spot\ that old moss on silver wéaves,
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Hung her spray on branches dark
Among the light transparent leaves,

And fragrant blossoms, forming bowers,
That cast, at noon, a e.wilight green,
Where “twas most sweet to watck the hours

Change the highly-tir ctured scene.

The silvery Aspin quivered nigh,
The spiry Pine in dirkness rose,
The Ash, all airy grace, on high
Waved her lightly-feathered boughs.

And there the mighty Chesnut veared
His massy verdure, deepening night ;
Whose pale f'owers through the dark appeared
Like gleams of April’s ~oldes. light.

Under the low boughs Edwy went.
Sha(ie, after snade, in close ar;'dy,_

A sadder tint to !midni;';ht.lent:‘ )
And thoughtless Edwy lost his way.
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Now, far beyond the long-drawn gloom,
Where a fuint, misty moonliglt fell,
He' watched a lonely figure roan‘l',
And loud he made the echoes swell.

His call was heardy the strangey turned,
And patused = moméyt; but, in vain,
Our Edwy would his way have learned,

For, not a word in answer came.

The vision fled—DUv¢ soon a cry,

Loud, though far-off, ularmed Lis ear ;
And a foof!» cp'pasaed him by ;,

Wlucln he followgd fast and nea-

t

*ill a groan of sad affright
Almost killed hir, with dismay ;
And' to his undoubting sight

"‘here 2 Lan explrmg lav

Ai’ horror-ﬁx%&, awhile he stood, ...
A cl\1d o'erspread it’s darkening veil ;
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It suited well his fearful mood ;
It hid that dreadsul visage pale.

Now, thark, where yonder high elms crowd,
What red lights glean? and pass along !
What funcral torcher, dirges loud !

A bier and mourners round it thrung.

Down th’ avenue of pines they go:
All sad aud chauntin; their despair,
Then wind they on in pomp of wae ;'

Then fade and vanish into air !

For, yonder, o'er the eastern hill,
Morning’s erystal tint is seen,
Edging the d= kness,'solemn still,

And glimmering o’er the slec) ing scone.

O best of light! O light of soul !
O blessed Dav n, to thee we owe
Thé humbled thoyght—pur' mind's bese dole.

The bliss of praise—Devotion’s glow.
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O blessed Dawn ! more sweet to me
Thy gradu"al hues, thy inﬂuen?e fine
O’er flying darkness, than the ray
And glorious pomp, that doth enshrine
" v
The cope of heavef, when the Sun
Comes [iughing from, thecjoyous East,
And bids th’ expressive shadows run
To tell his, coming to the West.
At thy first tint th» happy lark
Awakes, and trills his note of jby ;
And fe'e:i»lévs warbling murmygs, hark !
Break from the woodlands—rise, and die,

0

At thy first tint, O blessed lighs !

Th’ observont Elyes.and spectres hieu,
And-that misguiding, watching sprite
““5Iome to dier oaken dungeon sped ;

Elfena then, thie mischief-fay, ' e
W b\with an urchin had combined
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To 'wilder Edwy thus astray ;
Now in a Monk’s-hood is confined.

No dying man was there—n¢ moan,
There were 1o red-lights, near the elms,
No funeral torches, Jirge’s moan,’

No sable band, whom grie® o’erwhelms.

Still, doubtful of his homeward way,

Our hero watched the rise of dawn,
Over a beech-tree’s airy spray,

That trembles ou the Park’s high lawn.

And soon the glorious Sun was snied,
And Windsor, in her pomp of groves,

Rose up in bat\lemenced pride,

Queen of the vale, that Old hames loves—

From w..ere the far-seen western hill
In smiling slu.nber seems to lie,
Upon the azure ‘\cwlt so stifl
As listening heaven’s harmony,
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To where, heneath the eastern ray,
With swélling dome and spires aloft,

Vust Lendon’s lengthened city lay,
All miniatured, distinct and soft—

"To whete, upon the northern zdge,
Learned Hairow points dier vane,
And Stanmore lifts it’s heathy ridge,

Sloping t» the cultured plain,

‘Which, purpled 4 ith the morning’s glow,
To boundless tints of azure fades,

Whil¢ huinbler spires and hgmlets show
Their sun-light> o’er the woody shades ;

*And gleaming Thames along the vals,
. 'Midst willowy fheads, his waters led,
. {:’ hile, here and there, a feeble sail
* Was to tir. scarce-felt breeze outspread.”

wehe, willow;- meads and lavns rq;'oice‘ 3
Ant every heath, and warbling, wood ;
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The fragrant air, with whispering voi
The golden clouas, the brightened fibod, .

All lal'lgh and sing beneath the morn,
The dancing lamb, thh springing decr ;

The wild bee with Lis humming *horn,
And, lrud and long, Sir Ghanticléer.

Soon as his joyous clarion calls,
Answering notes strine up and swel!
From rafter dark and loop-holed .-alls,

Where sleep ana silence seemed to dwell.

Surprising with their clamour clear
The passing herdsman and his hound
Thus, far and near, Sir Chanticleer

Rouses up all the countyy roukd.

Edwy sv ronsed, who long had stopd
Over this scene of mormng bea,uéy
l'orgettmg every -r\;her gdmf,
And Jost to each forgotten duty,
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" Now, boun&{ng lightly down the hills
And through the high o'erarchling groves,
Hied to kis home, where Eda wn'lls
He soon shall wed the n)”mph he loves ;

{ ..
.

And gra® “1] for the boon she grants,
He now resolves, th'at, néver more,
His spell shall shock her quiet haunts ;
And quiteabjures the magic lore.

N 4

But,—never let fmpatient wight,
When he presumes to woo a flirie,
Destray his glass,—or rouse &er spite,

But civil be—aed very wary.

Thus all was well, ~
As watctinen 1],
Of fairie sports in Windsor glades,
Sav.rthet too long
A sum!mel;-sqx}g .

 Once dingered in these wimhil;g shades.



SCENE ON THE :NO'RTHERN SHQRE
" OF SICILY.

(
HERE, from the Castle’s terraced site,

I view, once more, the varied scene

Of hamlcts, woods, rud pastures green,
And vales far stretching from the sight
Beneath the tints 2f coming night ;

And there is misty ocean seen,

With glancing oars ;md waves serene,
And stealing sail of shifting light.
Now, let me h~ar th~ shepherd’s lay,

As on some bank he sitg alon'-\ 3

) That oaten reed, of tender tone,
He lov~s, at setting sun, to play.
It speais in Joy’s delightrul glee ;0

Then Pity’s strains its, bidath obey.-;.:-

 Or Love's doft voice it seems to be—

Aad steal! at last-the soul sway !
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And now, th¥ village bells afar ¢

Their melancholy music sound’
Mournfully o’er the waters round,

Tilk Twilight sends her thembling etar.
Oft shallgny pensive heart attepd,

As swell the otes along ghe breeze,
And weep anew the buried friend,

In tears, that sadly, softly please ;
And, when ffale moonlight tips the trees,
On the dark 'Cytle’s tower ascends,

Throws o'er it’s walls a silvery glpam,
And ih ge soft confusion’ blends
Forest ;ud mountain, plain o:d stream,
I list the drowsy':sounds, that creep
&£'n night’s still air, to soothe the sou] ;
The hollow moan,of Ocean’s rolll, d
TheSbleat and bell of war:dering sheep,
(é'.‘he glistn&t‘watch-dog’s feeble bark,
The voice of h-e'rq‘ghmn pating homg
(Along the .!oéafy lubyfinth dark, MK

;\.nd.gounds, that from the éastlg‘come ’
+ Of closing door, that sullen falls,
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!
And murmurs, through the chambers h‘gh
Of half-sung strains from ancient halls, »
That tl'lrough the long, long galleries die.
And now the taper’s ﬂamge Ispy
In antique casemeni, glimmerin}; pale :
And now “:is vanished frém my eye,

And all but gloom and silence fail.

¢

Once more, 1 stand in pénsive msod,

And gaze on forms, that Truth d:lude;
And still, ‘mid Fancy’s flitting scene,

I cateh the streaming gottage-light,
Twinkling the restless leaves between,

And Ocean’s flood, in moonbeams brizht.

Flivio.
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