
'OVE Al^D nF.ATU—

II.

TIiM nor carketh c.ire n.v sl.in.k.r •

N"l.inKl,„,,|,eM„ailcol,l Z.'-
tret.ethlhinctmhrou.le.lror,,,

... ^' ''"'111 rave.
Light .and sl,a,l„w ev=r wan.lerOcr the grecnil,atfuW,,l,y grave.

Let them rave.

III.

Thou w,ll not i„r„ „,,„„ ,^ , , .

Chaiintcth not the l.roo,iinc !«„
Sweeter tones than calumny?

Let them rave.
Thou wil, never rai.se thine hea.IFrom the Breen that folds ,hy grave.

Let them r.ave.

IV.

Crocodiles wept tears for thee
1 he woodhine an.l eglalere
nr.p sweeter dews than traitor's tear.

.

L'^t thcin r.ivt'.

I^-irn makes music in ihe irecUlt the green ihr.t f„I,i.s thy grave.
JL-ct them rave.

Round thee blow, selfpleaehed deep
1 '-in. lie roses, faint and pale

^'

And long purples of the dale.
Let them rave.

1 liese in every shower ereep
Ihro ihe green th.at folds thy CT,ave

Let them rave.

vi.

The gol.|.eyed kingcups line
;The fra.l l,h,el,ell peerelh over

IwrebroKlry of the puiple clover.
Let tiieni rave

Kings have no such couch as thineAs the green that folds thy ^-rave
Let them rave.

VII.

"iH words wander here .and there,<hU great g.ft of speech alHisedWakes thy memory confused
But let them rave.

T-W. BALLAD OF ORIANA.
,,

;

The balm-cricket carols clear
in the green that folds thy grave.

Let thtm rave.

lOVE ANn DEATH.

^^""i;,';;'-,,^;;;""Kl"y moon was gather.

'CXr''V' ''''"''
'''"'''''^'""•li'^c,

.Ualal,,,uih,u,r,,lrd
his lustrous eyes:

And t.a^lkuH;^ to himself, fin,t met' 1^;

Vou,nus;i.egone,'said Death, .these
w.alks are mine.'

Vet ere he parted said, This hour isiiime :

Thou art the shadow of life, and as the

'"™'''

ne.lh'''
'"" ""'' '''"'''™' " '"'•

l^-
in Ihe light of great eternity

.
.

fc ennncnl creates the sh,ide of d.ath •

'he.sh.adowpassethwhe„ the tree.l!;ii

liutlslLin'reignforeveroveraU.'

THE BALLAD OF ORIAN.l.

I

""^ ''^"' i5 wasted with my woe
n. Ofi^na.
1 here is no rest for me below,

Oriana.

'"'-^If^'-^"!""
wolds are rihb'd with

And loud 'the Norland whirlwinds blow,
Orjana,

Alone r wander to and fro,

Oriana.

I

Kre the light on dark w^s growing,
Oriana, "

I

At m„lnight the cock w.as crowing


