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Witnessing her constant fltme,

SiDgiiig in a mournful strain,

Ilf hariieard licr to complain,

That Mieir dutual love was cross'*!,

That her St. Julian was lost,

Troin apartments near tht' tower,

Where lie spent the sickly hourj

And were I not full well assur'd
^

That in tlie lomt* she lies immur'd,

1 would belit'tve I sjw her here

As aUo the young Chevalier
;

Forne'er were sifters nioro alike
;

1 ne'er before had such n fii;;bl."

LIX.

It chanc'd the day was calm and bright,

V.'hicli much enhauc'd the wond'rous sight^

When trom th-^ Table Rock ihry saw

Ti.o Falls of great Ni.tgara.

The, table lock was dry ; the spray

Hlowii by the *ind anoth'T way,

Indnc'd then* to proloii-; their stay,

On thai commanding point of view,

W here iht-ir rei.<!arcli<'e they pursue,

ll wasa most majestic S'S''*.

To see descend iVora such a height,

(Forni'ng a semiiirc'lar wall,

With liii waters ds ihty fall,)

That giant stream, that kii'g cf floods,

That drains the North American woods.

Willi ail the wairrs of the lakes,

Over the precipice be hreals
;

Sujierior, Krie aid Huron,

Ai.d the sea like Miibijar^,
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W'ltli a hundred others, pour,
'I'heir collected trihuicj o'er,

And, in loatuiig lury, meet
Far b'-lovv Ih' ohserver's feot.

The waters hasten o'er the brin'«,

With graceful curve, and downward sink,

Uninterrupted to th' al>\ss,

Where they conimiiiglo foaiii and tO;S,

Spouting, in the dread alTray,

Hills of foam, and clonJ.'! of spray

—

W hen two strong emhattl'd hosts,

Of various tongues, from various coasts,

Kush to the tierce and deadly char^-e
j

A thousand guns, at once enlarge

Their fiery thunderbolts of war
j

'I'he battle shout is heard afar.

But louder fir, Niignra,

When meet, in wild tuimiltuoiisshock,

Thy waves, beneath the table rock;
Till chat"*d and tir'd with needless ire.

From the stern conflict, they retire

With sullen murnuir, as they go

Down their winding course below.

. LX.

St. Julian in amnzement, says,

" Flows it to the Aniipodes ?"

Ere to the brink he came so nigh,

That he the bottom mi;^lii descry;

Seeing the river thunder down
Into a ba^inso profound.

"Small pleasure in the sijhf I feel."

Observ'd the pensive Miss l)e Lisle
;

•• It is a scene of such con, motion
;

'Tis too much like a troulil'd ocean,

Or noisy hustle of the world.

I'd rather see a stream, that purl'd,


