
VI PROLOGUE.

As twilight dawns on objects half defined,

Thick fancies throng the vistas of my mind

:

Scenes from the shade emerge, with legends ritb,

And characters, as statues, start to life:

Their histories transpire, their fates impend,

Their passions kindle, principles contend.

Arms glisten, voices plead for right or wrong

—

And lo ! a mystery and a myth in song.


