
THE bliSSI!1UÈL KNQGHiT.

THE MINSTREL KMIGIT.

Wîrm the veUte oiea Mloiom Tower
Thora mat a captive Christien ght,
'Wetchlag th. quick endJrepld dlgha

Of oach awtftly-paaalng hour.
Why mit& ho iu that Iouoly moud,

go pensive, amd,-tbcugh nlot alone?
Hava thoao, massiva wals of atone

«er bis mm-d aelbrmid PowerI
Or, are thone alghs
For bis native skiea?

»oea ho tbing of the day when ho nobly atood,
hâ I* oonttys ceuse, on tho fioId of bood ?

go alghar wbon ho thinks of his ove dear home,
For ha foin would ho et viii te raamn
0'er tho bills where ln youth ho play'd
YIlth Smin ithiol, derk.oyed rnald;

Xia noble spirit grievea,
And ib boaoui a dop mlg bheevea,

And ho curies tho fate that bade hlm yield
To the foe, on that blood.atet'd battie-fiehi.

There nits by hie aide e graeful form
-Gaing on hlm, In tendarest love;

BIer chooka are as faim as tho bbamhlag more,
Wlth Its thouaand balmy aveots nov-bora,
And îyem, tbat beam. like geras nev ait
In tho rm oiea priceless coronet,
Shino 11k. the orba of darkoat night,
That acattar o'or earth (heur feeble llght

Prom the mealins of hUaàs ebove!1
Ber full lipm more: List1 list 1 mhe upoaka;

What daai doos tho fair Zenoma make,
Or vhy do ber quiverlng llpm tbum shako,

An if oenlng tb. humble hocu ah. aookà,
If eaked, mhould b. deuied?

"Bing egain, Christian, Mlng Agalu!
I-Jovo (o, hear that gladoome atrea;
Il'aa liat toi thy aoag for it cheera th&j brow-
Ah! a.e, (bat mmii glocin is goue e'en now."

a Wha* &hall I sing ?" tho Knight replied;
"8h. the thème b. Love,-Zenoral or

* ShahI alsng of Ceptivlty, or of War ?"

A bluab muffusod hem romy ch:ek;
1'lsm myaa, expressive, puro and m.ek,
Dwobt for a moment on the Kalight,
With gie ao tender, soit, and brlght
That ho bad deem!d mach lobks acarce given
By co vbo vas not ail of Heavon,
of Und.fibed, sud halloved blrth,
Too pure to treed thiaguiltataned earth.
«mot net ai Wer," tha "eden oeied,

But oh! e vobe $mo gayer thème;
Nor let thy miuç o'or-burdoned soom

Thongh fraodoai b. to theo douled-
Soinsnubier" tm5f hem ebords mus aI cv--
Lot it-Ye, let it ha a-Lova."

IV.
The captive ml'd. bis aluainghep
Mie brow' no longer looks nu dark,
And big oyns have e brlghter Slov,

Ait thoaa siquisite notes are etwalt
Froua tha herp.mtrlilga soit end loy,

To (bat tender heart appee)tu-
Tint hoant nov saUl nigh braebing...
loi (boa. vbd.llke scandm eabaen

A Pas ia ber brisaI ofaenow-

IDA.
«' Oh neyer yet heu Angel dvekt

lu foirer fori thon thwn,
Or lover ever atood, or knelt,

Bofore a loreller abrine 1
'And 1 would to thy heart appoal,

And grisp thy hend so fair,
White et thy foot 1 humbly kue!,

And wait au anaver thore.
Ina 1 1 crave thy amier now-
My lite more bleut would ho,

If maid, so pasuing fair as thon,
Should eut ber lot wlth me.'

Sifr Knlght, 1 amn but humably bora,'
The bluahing ID,& cried:

Thy haughty ionda wouid look with score
tlpon thylIowly bride. ,

'A peausa cot heu ever beau
My humble, happy home :

How could I eav *e each loag4oeved &coti,
With thee, Sur Knight, to rosai?'

Oh! m peak nlot thue, the Knight replied;
But leave thy humble cot;

Sey thon ivilt be my loving Bride,
And &hare niy earthly lot!l'

Fair Ina blushod stili deeper nov,
Nor voutured a reply ;

A flush oerapread her inarbie brow,
8h. ylelded wlth e algh.,

Long siaco that Knlght bas oroea'4 the wava,
Back to him Fatherlend;

Oit doth he bleas the hour that gave
To hlm fair InÀ'a baud."

v.
The oong le ended, and the Knlght,
With heart more heevy, snd eye lea brlght,
Lets fall the harp, and valaly seolca
To hide the ter that coure hie cheeke;
The lovely Princeas toc doth sigh,
Those tomr have ceught ber womaa*a eye,
And, atartlng, as If fromai e rance,
Upon the Knlght ahe eut e glanceg
Seized the pale hande that by bis elde

Rad failen, end thua faintly aaId:
Il8Sr iastrel, raia. thy droopint lheed.

J'a valu tha teara thon aeek'at to hide;
I kuow thy1 goenerous h eart doth grieve

Thi aaoce fom tiy native lad.
Thu ays not hope fora roprieve,
The Eair'a itern, uncbangd eoinainds

le atil enforced; but I voiffi à
Break every Bahk of ttiy Oaptv* chati,
And rlak mly 1f. o aat (lia frai
Prom long.enurad cAptlvity.
Sey!1 canot thou réech the Christian camip,

Whero thy brave coridea are la armei?
If go, lmbe the frein thomo daiep,
Thama beted veUt, aud thon ahalt b.
As the wild wwveaof ocean, tee,

Enjo.ving llberty'a aveet charma-
Thon, Christimn, the., oh!1 tiilnk on me r

VI.
«Thorea no perti but I vouiddm
To see uiy homue once nier.;

No dagers abroad (lia I woul not oham
To gain my native ahore.

Fate wculd 1 nee iny coturades brave,
And the gravea vhari My fother UW.P
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