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. A white hand parts the branches; a lovely face looks forth Rocks rich wi ‘
. d bright dark eyes.gaze st@adfast}y and sadly towar Skies, Wllicrgiftﬁ: iiu;if?tﬁéaggﬁlavif:;;ﬁﬁr?g ::;?:ms_
: Th ,lno st in vai T TR I SO A Spring bloom'and autumn blaze of boundless grov -
oN oqll< st in vain, sweet maiden, the sharpest sight would Fair scenes shall greet thee where thou goeSt gf ves.
L " . 2 But differeitt—cvery where the trace of men.
To spy a\ign of human life abroad in all the vajc; Paths, homes, gravg miﬁt: ft'?ocn?:liz ?of v:;cl:tr:l;glcn

To where life shrinks from the fierce Alpine air.
Gaze on them, till the tears shall dim thy sight
But keep that earlier, wilder image bright. ’

For the nogn is coming on, and the sunbeam fiercely beat,
And the sileng hills and forest tops scem regling in the heat.

That white hand\is withdrawn, that faiy/sad face is gone,
‘But the music of that silver voice is fléwing sweetly on,
Not as of late, in chserful tones, by mournfully and low,—
A ballad of a tender mdid heart broken long ago, '
Of him who died in bate, the youthful and the brave,. -
And her who died of sorrow,Apon his early grave.

To the Fringed Gention

hqu blossom bright with autumn dew, /
Andxplored with the heaven’s own blw '
That opgnest, when the quiet light-
Succeeds\the keén and frosty night/

But see, along that mour aindslope, a fiery hotseman ride;

Mark his torn plume, hié tarnished belt, the sabre at his side.

His spurs are buried yowel deep, he rides with-loosened rein,

There’s blood upon/is charger’s flxgk and foam upon his
mane, / o o ; ;

He speeds towad the olive grove, along that shaded hill,—

God shield the’helpless maiden there, if he should mean her
ill! :

O’er wandc'r' ¢ brooks and SPrings umnseen
Or columbines,\p purple deést, ’
Nod o’er the growqd birdX hidden nest, -

And suddenly that song has ceased, and suddeny I hear

A shriek sent up amid the shade,:a shriek-—but et of fear.
For ténder accents follow, and tenderer pauses speak
The/overflow of gladness, when:words are all too' weak:
“ay my good sword at thy feet; for now:Peru is free,

#And I am come to:dwell beside the olive grove with theeX

To an Amierican Painter Departing for Europe (19 f‘) |

Thine eyes shall see the light of distant skies:
“Yet, Cole! thy heart shall bear to Europe’s strand
A living image of thy native land, '
Such as on thy own glorious canvass lies. ' -
Lone lakes—savannahs where the bison roves—=.
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And frosts and‘-’sh" e‘ days port
The aged year isfiear its end Gl §nd

Then doth

| doth thysweet and quiet sye
Look throygh its fringes t?)'th'c SRy,
Blue—bJde—as if that sky let fall
A ﬂow‘ from its cerulean wall.

d that thus, when I shall'see
The hour of death draw near'to me,-
Hope, blossoming within my heart,
May look to heaven as I depart: - ’




