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POETRY. Vol. s8.

" THE LASS OF FAIR WONE.
YROM THE GERMAN OF BURGEK.
BESIDE the parfon's bower of yew
Why ftrays a troubled fpright,
That peaks and pines, and dimly fhines
Thro' custains of the night ?
Why fteals along the pond of toads * -
A gliding fire fo blue,
That lights a fpot where grows no grals,
Where falls no rain nor dew ?
The parfon’s danghter once was good,
And gentle as the dove,
And young and fair——and many came
To win the damfcl’s love,
High
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High o'er the hamlet, from the hill,
Beyond the winding ftream,

The windows of a ftatcly houfe
In fheen of evening gleam.

‘There dwelt in riot, rout, and roar,
A lord fo frank and free;

That oft, with inward joy of heart,
The Maid beheld his glee.

Whether he met the dawning day,
In hunting trim fo fine,

Or tapers, fparkling from his hall,
Bethone the midnight wine.

He fent the maid his picure, girt
With diamond, pearl, and gold ;

And filken.paper, fweet with muik,
This gentle meflage told :

“ Let go thy fweathearts, ope and all;
Shalt thou be bafely woo'd,

That worthy art to gain the heart
Of youths of noble blood ?

The tale I would to thee bewray,
In fecret muft be faid: -

At midnight hour I’ll feck thy bower;
Fair lafs, be not afraid.

And when the amorous nightingale
Sings fweetly to his mate,

V1l pipe my quail-call from the field ¢
Be kind, nor make me wair.”

In cap.and mantle clad he came,
At night with lenly tread ;

Unfeen, and filent as a mift.
And huth’d the dogs with bread.

And when the amorons nightingale
Sung fweetly to his mate,

8be heard his quail-call in the field;
And, ah! ne’er made him wait.

‘The words he whifper’d were fo foft,
They won her ear and heart :

How foon will the, who loves, belicve |
How deep a lover’s art !

No lure, no foothing guife, he fpar’d,
To banith virtuous fthame ;

He called on holy God above,
As witnefs to his flame.

He clafp'd her to his breaft, and fwore
To be for ever true :

% O yield thee to my withful arms,
Thy choice thoo fhalt not rue.”

40d while fhe ftrove, he drew her on,
And led her to the bower

fe flill, fo dim—and round about
Sweet fmclt the beans in flower.

There beat her heart, and heav’d her breaft
Aod pleaded every fenfe;

And there the glowing breath of luft
Did blaft her innecence. .

Bot when the fragrant beans began
Their fallow bloons to thed,
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Her fparkling eyes their luftre loft
Her cheek, it rofes fled:

And when fhe faw the pods inereafe,
The ruddier cherries ftain,

" She felt her filken robe grew tight,

Her waift new weight fuftain.

And when the mowers went a-fieldy
The yellow corn to ted,

She felt her burden ftir within,
And fhook with tender dread.

And when the winds of autumn hift
.Along the ftubble field 5

‘Then could the damfel's pitcous plight
No longer be conceal’d.

Her (ire, a harfh and angry man,
With furious voice revil'd :

« Hence from my fight { 1'll none of thee—
I harbour not thy child.”

And faft, amid her futtering hairy
With clenched fift he gripes,

Aud feiz'd a leathern thong, and lafh'd
Her fide with founding ftripes.

Her lily fkin, fo foft and white,
Hc ribb'd with bloody walea;

And thruft her out, tho’ black the night,
Tho’ flcet and ftorm aflails.

Up the harth rock, on flinty paths,
The maiden had to roam ;

On tottering feet the grop’d her way,
And fought her lover’s home.

« A mother thou halt made of me,
Before thou mad’®t a wife::

For this, upon my tender breaft, |
Thefe livid ftripes are rife :  ~

Behold.”—And then, with bitter fobs,
She fank upon the floor—

% Make good the evil thou bafk wrought;
My injur’d name reftore.”

& Poor foul ; 1’1l have thee hous’d and nun’d s
Thy terrors I lament.

Stay here; we’ll have fome further talk—
The old one thal} repent.—*

« | have no time to reft and wait ;-
That faves ot my good name:

1f thou with honeft foul haft {worn,
O leave me not to fhame!

But at the holy alter be
Our union fanéificd ;

Before the people aud the prieft
Reecive me for thy bride.”

 Unequal matches muft net blot
The honours of my line:
Art thou of wealth or rank for me,
To harbour thee as mine?
What’s fit and fair I'll do for thee;
Shalt yet retain my love—
Shalt wed my huntfman—and we’ll then
Our farmger tranfports provc."
' © «Thy
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# Thy wicked foul, hard-hearted man,
May pangs in hell await }
Sure, if not fuited for thy bride,
1 was not for thy mate,
Go, feck a fpoufe of nobler blood,
Nor God's juft judgments dread—
8o fhall, ere long, fome bafe born wretch
Detile thy marriage-bed—
“Then, traitor, fel how wretched they
In bopelefs thame immerit 5
Then fmite thy forehead on the wall,
While horrid curfes burft,
Roll thy dry eyes in wild defpair—
Unfooth'd thy grinning woe :
‘Thro' thy pale teniples fire the ball,
And fink to fiends below.””
Colle&ed then, fhe ftarted up,
And thro’ the hifling fleet,
'Thro’ thorn and briar, thro’ flood and mire,
She flad with bleeding feet.
“ Where tow,” fhe cry’d ** my gracious God!
What refuge have 1 jeft 2"
And reach’d the garden of her home,
Of hope 12 man bereft.
On hand and foot fhe fechly crawl'd
Bencath the bower ynbkft ;
‘Where withering leaves and gathering fnow
Prepar’d her only reft.
‘There rending pains and darting throes
Affailed her fhuddering frame ;
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And from her womb 2 lovely boy
With wail and weeping came.

Forth from her hair a filver pin
With hafty hand fthe drew,

And preft againt its tender heart,
And the fweet babe the flew !

Erft when the a& of blood was dose,
Her foul its guilt abhorr'd :

“ My Jcfus! what has been my deed ?
Have mercy on me, Lord!

With bloody pails, befide the pond,
Tts fhallow grave fhe tore:

“ There reft in God ; there thame and wamt
Thou canft not fuffer more : ’

Me vengeance waite My poor, poor child,
Thy wound fhall bleed afrefh,

When ravens from the gallows tear
Thy mother’s mould'ring fleth.”

Hard by the bower her gibbet ftands :
Her fkull is flill to thew;

Its feems to eye the barren grave,
Three fpans in length below.

That is the {pot where graws no grafs ;
Where falls £o rain or dew ;

Whence fteals along the pond of toads

A hovering fire fo blue.

And nightly, when the ravens come,
Her ghott is {een to glide ;

Purfues and tries to quench the flame,
And pines the pool befide,
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LEONORA’S VISION.  _ Silent, cold, and fmall, our bower,
From Pye's tranflation of Leonore by Burger, N ; Fofrm‘d of fpl.m}l‘u our nu,ptial bed.
THRO' the fillnefs of the night e el ‘Z:Ze‘cif.&";';;,f,‘f‘
Hark !——a horfé—ke this way bend P ]
Now fhe hears the riderqizht,’ 4 &  Deck'd is now our bridal place,

Now his foot the ftep afcends. . - - ** Guefts expe®ing wait around.”
Hark ! —the tinkling gate bell rung -
Now her liftening fenfes hear.
Accents from a well known tongue
Thro’ the portal reach her ear.
“ Rife my love—the bar remove .
* Doft thou wake or doft thou fleep?
¢ Think'ft thou-af thy abfent love ?
“ Doft thon laugh or doft thou weep 2™
William | Thou ?—From forrow’s power
I have learn'd to weep, and wake. ’
Whence in midnight'’s gloomy hour,
Whence his courfe docs William take ?
“ We can only ride by night.
“ Feam Bohemia's plains 1 come,
“ Late, ah late I come ! but dight
“ T'o bear thee to thy diftant home.™
William ! William ! hither hafte.
Thso’ the hawthorn blows the wind,
In my glowing arms embrac’d
Reft, and warmth, my love fhall find,

¢ Thro’ the hawthorn let the winds
“ Keenly blow with breath fevere,
“ The Courfer paws, the fpur he finds,
Ah! I muft not linger here,
¢ Lightly on the fable fteed
* Come, my love !—behind me fpring.
¢ Many a mile o’erpaft with fpeed,
“ To your bride-bed fhall thee bring.”

Many a mile o’er diftant ground

Ere our nuptial couch we reach?
The iron bells of midnight found,

Soon the midnight fiends will fereech,
4 See how clear the moon's full ray,

« 3o0n the dead’s fwilt courfe js fped.
* Long, O long ere dawn of day

« We fhall reach the bridal bed.”
Who fha& tend thy nuptial bower

#¥bo thy nuptial couch fhall fpread ?
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