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Behold Lhc mod(.st virgin sadly-raise - - b o i
"Tow’rds thé blue : vault of heaven her penswc gn/e—-—
As thither'with the sound to'wing her flight— " -
4nd on thee drop that Took ‘with rapuure Tull—
While:neath her downcast lids doth'flash hcr & ul.
Lxl\e a quxvermg ﬁlo at. mvhl i

. Mnrk oler: her brow lhc Sh‘ldO\V of her thoLWht
Flitting ;— her hps refuse. the utt'rance sounht,
Then heal,—burstmv the.spell: of ecstasy-—

That word,—r c-echoed by :the heavens above—-r
That wotd—of Gods .and:men—I.love! Ilove!
Oh ’tls tlns tlmt were worlh a smh

: A smh" a s:xd retrlet 'l....no, no ! T my soul . _
/. On Death’s wing “horne fast speedeth to that goa[ "
Upon ‘which mstmct fix’d my ardént-eye ;— o
Thither I go- where burns Hope’s beacon hght,—
,ththor the breathings of my lute:take ﬂurht,
Wlnlhex hath spcd my ev’ ry smh ho

: 'Lllxc to thc bird w]nch see’th in tht’s dark wo'nb ‘
Faith,~—bright eye of the soul, —Hath. pierced my- gloom
"My Fate’s. reveal’d by.her Prophetié power, - o
How oft my soul, to Iden’s future shore,’
On wing of fire upboriie, hath darcd to soar-— R
Antlmpatmn' the dcath hour L St

: \To name mscube on my dmk cquhcn bt,d
With o mausol¢um’s weight crush'not, my shadc,, '
I covy not a mound of mouldcrmn' clay. o
Give solely to my: couch suﬂ"cxent space . -
“That on it the Jorn. pilgrim’s l\neelmg trace
May smk, ere he pursue lns way;

‘Of't, in thc mystery of shll and shadc, :
On the grave’s turf fond Prayer her'wings doth sprc"td
And findeth Hope reclining vpon Death e
Besido a tomb man’s emlhly chains half rivin
Wider ’s (Whorizon and the soul {o heav’n

Wxth ﬂloht Icss cumber’d tow ereth.

‘ Bncak-—mvo to the wmds my lute j—its sound
Was but an ccho sny.soul o xospond .
. The Anzel’s lyre shall vibrate {0 my song.— *



