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HART-LEAP WELL.
IN TWO PARTS —PART 1.
BY W. WORDSWORTH.

The kuight had ridden down from Weneley moor
With the slow motion of a summer’s clowd;
He turned aside towands a vassal’s door,
And ¢ Bring another horse " he cried alowd,

« Another horse —That shout the vassal heard,
And saddled his best steed, a comely gray ;

Sir Walter mounted him; he was the thind
Which he had mounted on that glorious day.

Joy sparkled in the prancing conrser’s cyes;
‘Che horse and horseman are a happy pair;

But, though Sir Walter like a falcon flies,
Theteis a doleful silence in'the air.

A recut this morniny left Sir Waiter’s hall,
That as they galloped made the echoes roar;

But horse and man are vamshed, one and all;
Such race, [ think, was never seen betore.

Sir Walter, restless as a veering wind,
Calls to the few tired dogs that yet remain;
Brach, Swiit, and Music, noblest ot their kind,
Follow fand up the weary mountain strain.

The knight hallooed, he chid and cheered them on
With supphant gestures andl Jpbrasdings stern ;

But breath and eye-sight fail 5 and one by one,
The dogs are streiched amongjthe mountamn fern.

Where is the throng, the tumult of the race?
The bugles that so joyfully were blown 1

—This chace it looks not like an carthly chae;
Sir Walter and the Hartare leit alone,

The poor Hart toils along the mountam-side ;
I will not stop to tell how far he fied,

Nor wii 1 mention by what death he died ;
But now the knight beholds him lymg dead.

Dismounting then, he l2aned against a thorn ;
He had no follower, dog, nor man, nor boy ;
He neither crackedghis w hup, nor blew s horn,

But gazed upon the spoil with silent joy.

Close to the thorn on which Sir Walter leaned,
Stood his dumb partner in this glorious feat;
Weak as a lamb the hour that 1t 1s yeaned ;
And white with feam as ift with cleaving sleet.

Upon his side the Hart was lying stretched :
His nostril touched a spring bencath a hill,

And with the last deep groan his breath had fetched,
The waters of the sprang were trembling still,

And now, too happy for repose Or rest,
(Never had lnirg man such joyful jot )

Sir Walter walked all round, north, south, and west,
And guzed and gazed upon that darhing spot.

And climbing up the hitl—(it was at least
Nine roods]of sheer ascent)=Sir Walter found
Three several hoof-marks which the hunted beast
Had left imprinted on the jrassy ground.

Sir Walter wiped his face and cried, < Tl now
Such sight was never seen by hiving eyves:

‘Three leaps have borne him from this lofty brow,
Down to the very fountain where he liec.

“Pli build a pleasure-house upon this spot,
And a small atbour, made for rural joy ;

"Fwill be the traveller’s shed, the pilurim’s cot,
A place ot love for damsels that are coy.

A cunmng artist will I have to frame
A bason for that fountain in the delt !

Aund they, who do make mention of the same
From this day forth, shall call it Hart-leap Well.

“ And, gallant brute! to make thy praises known,
Another menument shall here be raised ;

Three several pillars, each a rough-hewn stone,
And plarted where thy hoofs the turf have grazed.

¢ And in the summer when the days are long,
I will come hither with my paramour;

And with the dar -ers and the minstrel’s song,
We will make merry in that pleasant bower.

¢ Till the foundations of the mountain fail,
My mansion with its arbour shall endure j—
The joy of them who till the fields of Swale,
And them who dwell among the woods of Ure !»

Then home he went, and left the Hart, stone-dead,
With breathless nostnls stretched above the spring,

~—Soon did the knight perform what he had said,
And farand, wide the fame thereof did ring.

Ere thrice the moon into her port had steered,
A cup of stone received the living well;
Three pillars of rude stone Sir Walter reared,
And built a house of pleasure in the dell.

And near the fountain, flowers of stature tall,

With trailing plaute and trees were intertwind, =
Which soon composed a little sylvan hall,

A leafy shelter from the sun and wind.

And thither, when the summer-days were long,
Sir Walter led his wondering paramour;

And with the dancers and the minstrei’s song
Made merrument within that pleasant bewer.

The knight, Sir Walter, died in course of time,
And his bones lie in his paternal vale,—

But there is matter for a second rhyme,
Aud 1 to this would add another tale.

PREDICAMENTS OF PERIL.
BY CHARLES EDWARD JERNINGHAM, E6Qs

It is a peculiar property of the human mind to be more ex-
cited and aftected by the narrative of hair-breadth escape than
by that of n positive calamity.,

‘To read in the morning’s papers that four mombers of ono
family hnd died within a veek, may produce in our minds &
transient foc.:ng of sympathy and commiseration. To find in
another column an account of a man falling head foremost from
the roof of 2 house, whose life is miraculously saved by his
grasping the drawing.rcom balcony in his descent, excites a
far more stirring and thrilling interest. Yet the one was a
case cof irreparable misfortune, the othor a mere instance of
extraordinary escape. To ananlyse the rationale of thesd




