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INTRODUCTION TO A'F.Nff.ll'ORT/f

CUMNOR HALL,

179

TllR dews of summer niKht <Ild fall
Ihu mnun (sweet rui;cnt uf ilic >ky)

Silvered the walls uf Cun.nur Hall
And many an oak that grew thereby.

Now nouRbt was heard beneath the skies
(

I he s.Himls „f In.sy life were still),
Save an unhappy jadys sijjhs,

I hat issued from that lonely pile.

'Leicester,' she cried, 'is this thy love
I lat thou so oft hast swum to me,lo leave me in this lonely nr.ive
Immured in shameful privity'/

'

'No more ihoii cumest with lover's speed,Ihy once beloved bride |,> see-
Uut be she .ihve, or be she dead!

I fear, stern earl, s the same lo thee.

'

^^'X
*" ,'''" ""'''«'= ' received

U hen happy in my fathers hall:No faithless husbancf ihen me Krievcd,No chillinH f^L'ars did me appal.

'I rose up with the cheerful morn,No lark more blithe, no (low> more Ray;And, hke the bird that haunts the thornho merrily sunj; the live-louK day.

'If tli.at my beauty is but small,
.VmoiiK court ladies all despi,ed,

\\li>; didst thou rend it fru,n that ball,
Where (scornful earl) it well was prized?

'And when you first to me made suit,
1 ow fair I was you oft wouM s,-,y

!

I lien left the blossom to decay.

'Yes! now neglected and despised,
Xhe rose is pale,-thc lily's dead ;-

liut he th.-it once their charms so prized
Is sure the cause those charms are fled.

'f'or know when sick'ning grief doth prey,And tender ove's re,,aid with scorn,
«;."*'''','"' '"•'"'">' ^^''1 'Ic-cay-
What llow'ret can endure the storm?

'At court, I'm told, is beauty's throne,
Where every Lady's passing rare

;

I fiat eastern flow'rs, that shame the sun.
Are not so glowing, not so fair.

'Then, earl, why didst thou leave the beds
Where roses and where lilies vie,

I o seek a primrose, whose pale sh.ades
Must sicken—when those gaudes are by?

"Along rural beauties I was one.
Among the fields wild flow'rs are fair •

borne country swain might me have woii.
And thought my 1 nauty passing rare.

'Iliit, Leicester, (or I mu. b am wrong).
Or tis not beauty lures thy vows:

K.ather ambition's gilded crown
Makes thee forget thy humble spouse.

'Ti.";"'
.'?'':<=^'er. wliy, again I ple.ad

«A ,-',"J"'''^'' ^"''''y "lay reiiine),

^^{jy didst thou wed a country m.iid.
When some fair princess might be thine ?

Abbotsford, ui March 1831.

'a!',?! ''itiV
.','"'" ,•"•'""• "'V '"•"I'l'^ 'harm..And oh! then leave them tu decay'/W hy duKt thou will me to thy amis,

Ihen leave me to mourn the live-lonR day?

'The vill.ige nmidens of the plain
Naltile me lowly as they go

I'.iiMjious they mark my silken train,
i>lor think a countess can ha\e woe.

'The simple nymnhs ! they little knowMow far more happy's their estate,--lo smile fur joy-than sigh f„r w,.c-— lo be content— than to be great.

' llow far less blest am I than them,
,

'ailv 10 pine .and w.isie with care!
I.Ike the poor plant 1I1..1, from its stem

Divided.-feels the chilling air.

' N,.r (cruel earl
! ) can I enjoy

file humble (h.irms of s,.litiidej
\our miniuns proud my peace destroy

liy sullen frowns or pralings rude.

' Last night, .^s s.ad I chanced to stray,
I he village death-bell smote my ear ;

I hey winkd aside, and seem<l to say
Countess, prepare- thy end is near 1

'

'And now, while happy peasants sleep,
Here I >it lonely and f.rlornNo one to s.,ollie me as I weep,
.Save I'hilomel on yomler thorn.

'My s|,irits flag- my hopes dec.ay-
S.ill that dread death-bell smiles my car •

And many a b.iding seems to say
Countess, prepare- thy end is near !

"

Thus sore and sad that l.ady gricv'd
111 Cu-nnor Hall so l„ne and dre.ar ,'

And many .a heartfelt sigh she heav'd.
And let fall many a bitter tear.

And ere the dawn of day appear'd
In fiimnor Hall, so h.ne and drear,

I- nil many a piercing scre.ani was heard,And many a cry of mortal fear.

The death-bell thrice was heard to ringAn aerial voice was heard to call,And thrice the raven flapp'd its wing
Around the tow'rs of Cumnor Hall.

The mastifr howl'd at village dror,
'I he oaks were shatter d on the green

;Woe was the hour— for never more
That h.aplcss countess e'er was seen !

And in that manor now no more
Is cheeri;ul feast and sprightly ball :

I'or ever since that dreary hour
Have spirits haunted Cumnor Hall.

The village maids, with fearful glance.
Avoid the ancient moss-grown wall •

Nor ever lead the merry dance
Among the groves of Cumnor Hall.

Full many a tr.aveller oft hath sigh'd.
And pensive wept the countess' fall.

As wand ring onwards they've espied
Ihc haunted lowers of Cumnor iiall.


