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BY AUGUATINK J. lt. DUGAXNE
- TART FIRST.

{1 18 101d. 1n a quawnt old nuricry tale,
That perchance you have often resd,

How n castic liex hid i omo charméd vate,
Remote f.om all usual te-ad 5

And, within, an enchanted Princiss,
Asleep inher eilken bed ;

Whilst around about; under sluniberous

. ‘charms,
Lic the forms of hier lordly temiti—
And their squircs, and archers, and FCOMCH-ataanIns —

Asivaliant hs ever drew reing
Baot with helmets, and bucklers, and lances.
Al clouded with mildew stain

All corruded and muldewed with rust of time.
‘Fhey are Iying in court and linll 5
Every soung hiight?s beard t enrs a frosty rane
Like the Leard of the Seneechal,
Who swaits, i hus chane, at the poster.
‘The gound ofa trumpet call
Vhile below, in the erypis of this castle stmse,
Overbroaded by self-<une spell,
There are shapes dike frars, in cloister’d punge.
l?'m:; enel at the door of s cell,
Aud awatng, in metionless slumbes.
‘Fhe stiroke of a sumnioning belt !

For whenever a Raght whoe s tred and true.
Rided Iate o’er tho haunted wald.

Arvd prais aloud sunnnons e teampet through,
‘Thut hangs at the postern a'd,

Thei il the erypts of this castie,
A bell ia solemuly tolied.

Al the Princess arizes. i royul gear,
Fiom the couch of her chanindd rest.

Aud her knights and her nobles take <hield and <pear,

At thers beantiful Indy?s bebest,
Aud they hie to the gate of the postern,
‘Fo welcoma their imdnight guest!

Thew, atar throogh the cloisters and cotrdors.
Sounds o monotone stroke of the hell:

And eacl: friar steals forth, ocr the marble floors,
From the door of his darkcome cell 5

And hie creepeth away to the postern—
tlis wmarvelous story (0 1e):

While the bell of the castle 12 tinging amajn.
And the wondering guest comes i :

And the Seneschal leadeih his ghost!y tram
Awav throogh the ghostlvd. -

‘Then the frinrsrchearse tothe  wiger
‘Their Gories of sorrow and )

With & patter of prayers, and & dropping of heads,
‘They recount, 1o the shuddering mas,

How their souls waxed heavy with siniul decd-.
In the days of theie mortal span ¢

And how Heavents avenging eentence
Their earthly yonrs o'crrun

And the Princess reveals 1o the simuges hnsati
How she necds must slumber alway

‘Till 2 Prixce of the TeMpLE, in valorous fight.
Shalt a Sameen sorcerer elay—

And the spell of his midnight niagic
Di#perso under momn’s sweet ray !

But alas! for that gucet of the haunted grange
Ifno Templar Knight hic be,

and woe, when he listeth that story strange.
I no memoaries pure hath het

"Fo the spell of the eorcerer’s inagic
He mnst bow his powerless knee.,

He must sink into alcq;; with the shapes he ecca,
And his buecler and helm will rust § :

He mustlic in the cloisters asnd crypta, with these
Who have rigen. to greet him, from dasi?

And await, with them. an awakcning
By hero mote pure and ju«t!

Like that charinéd castle, in haunted vale,
1s tho wondrous Matoxic Pasr!

\Whero the heroes and yecomen of History 7s 1at.
Aroveclining in'slumbers fast;

With tho spell of an indolent Seemnng
Orer all their memories cast)

But the Prsicess, who sleepe it her mouldering bed,
Is the spirit of ancient Tryra

Loy ing evernore shieaded wath tiitee and shea!
But foreventone fresh with youthe—

And awaiing tie pare-he lllui Sechet
‘Lo come, with his valor aud teuih !

LiKe the Kmights and the sobles in slumber protisnd,
Are our nddies and fables of old,
- Intheir yust and their dust they encumbes the ground.
A abtde i e garowents of sould—
, Keeping Tuery, hven channéd Vrincess
Adleep ing their ghostly hold,
Mad the bnanted ciisters of Uistoy 2 eript
I the Houstt of the Pasr they dwell;
Joth atias suuis ot shie taes, tiey hide s cach cmypL
v And aanecrge teom ench darksome coll—
Al the biast of « sannnoning trampet,
t Thewr wonderful stories 10 il
[
o e ol aevels of Grevmn auind,
Al the records of Rodan Jore
Phiere are suddies o1 wisdom for huntan-Xind
Lo ponder. 1 hifetime, oer,
And to ailof theie mysucal meanngs
Each heart is an open door ! .
Every humah liead is a postern gate
Tothe House of'the woundrous Past.
Where the heraes and euges of History wait
The sound of a trumpet blast.
‘That shall break the enchanted slumbers
For agesfaround them cast ?

tHow the voices of Song, out o1 Dorian msles.
Wath therr thad and Odgssey swell !

How they roll from the sha ows of I'ozenn pites.
Where the FLorexTiNg chanted of Hell!

And how grandly, through Gothic chancels,
Of Paradize Lost they tell?

Aad the whispers of hearts, and responsey of s wls
Flow arcund, like the weat-wind kind.

W aca e song of the SINGER of AvoN rulls
“Fhrough the gates of ous listemag mind,

Mndahic piant of the pigrun (1ARoLD
Sounds fitful and strange behind!

Al e cunies of the carth are as Holy Laads
‘Fo the feet of the childeen of Songi |

iZvery ventn hath its Mecea, where pilgrim hande
‘To'some Kaalnt of Pocay throng ;

Ann the Homes and the Tombs of the Pocts
To the whole wide warld belong.

In the paths of' theic minsirels the nations tread.
Augd the king on his band awaits,

For Ly #sEs 13 diinhy and Aciiitis 8 dead.
Unti) Houen their soul creates;

And njs Tasso who frees Jelusalem,
‘Though GonFREY wins her gates, N

— —

. Through the twilight of oaks and of misiletoe howers,y
The hyinne of the Druide I hear;

Aud the Fame Queene hires me through Jabyrinths of

flowers

And I list 10 all mclodics clear;

From the echoea of ¢ woodly Mogves,?
To the munmaurs of sweet {\Visperucrx:

And 1 hear the old Nogsrxrx chanting their tunes.
Under arches of borealfites; -°

And ihe TrRoyBaDOGRS suiging, through long rieh Junes
T'o their soft Pravencal lyres ; .

And the Barps of the Cymbrian tnountains
O’crweeping their *wildered wires.




