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“Tull 0.\\ enty years lm\c \\.uulerul on '

CwAnd mmn n lnur-hu £

[IWhate'ee butide thee, tarry there,

Wrapt in the burning deluge stoud,
Stern in their ruined magnitude !
And felt the soul within her die,
Fraz'n i ker bosom and her oye,
With fingers vainly
A rooted pittar of despair,

What footfall now itg larmn wakes?
What vulee upon the silence breados ?
¢ Hindallah " "Tis Zolauk's,  And now,
With wensured step and thoughiful brow,
Advuneed the hoary chief to meet
‘Phie youthful warder where he stood 3
The high palns stretehing (rom his feet,
The Lreezes of the desart woved,
And tossed thefr yellow Jeaves on high,
T'o greet thiem as they wandered by,

O Jlindallab, ronse!  Yre wanes the dny,
Ihine eyes shall greet another land,
And manya menntain's shadow loay
]h.u\un thee and the desirt sand.
‘Tl harh now ¢lating in thy ¢ L
Shall droop ere then its stately neele, 177"
And stagger with a falling pace, © 1
O'er fands its Hinbs mny ne'er retrace.
Thou fuv’st it now, yet numy ye pare, !
Thite own hand eleave its pruting hearl,
Or Jeave its dying hours to soothe
The yulture's senls, the w lld dog’s toolh.

Sinee T that wenry rol (n linve known;
And then a lﬂ.run"l.-l- arny did ivield

Mite ancient elmitar ind shield

A blucker curve my forehéud drest,

A darker Leard was on my breast;

A fiereer eye and fuller tone, ' .
Ere thuse years fled, were eacli mine own.
Rut cwenty years have 3 d, 1 trow, !

And dark-cyed makl \wulvl seorn me now.
et \\heu 1 \\cm. ny Dride to seek,
With fewer senms wpon my chcek,
My wooing brought but, xc.nr and s\\ﬂek'
A father! hand its weapon grasped,
A young 1 trothed his loved oby |sped,
Rut the bride was won aml the lover dead,
Ere Zolank turted his courser’s head :
Fre shc.uhml hid sabre’s gory glare,

Weee weeping voices sounding there;

And sad wubwodahs marked the hour
When he Jed baek s bride and dower.

# tut that {3 prsty=—the pipe and song
Are heard agaln thelr groves among;
‘The Turcuman hnth left the hill, |

. ‘Tlis ample herds the valleys fill; .
;Aud where our homewnrd vamels trod, . o

O'er teampled vines with koofs of blood, *

Rise many a musque and minaref, -~ i
Aud miany a white walled tower i met - °
Beneath their long durk shadows, where -
New felds and vineyards gl the air s

And thou before that sun shall rest,

Must skier the Zaara' s pnlmuss woste,

- And find n'-n.ln my Lridal track

With nruu.d Lohorts at th_y back. .

Between thee and thy onwnrd v

A

I'hiese \\-lll, in Meeen's

* But morning' s voice hath roused the sun

. Tu prn)tr—to pray

iy said sowe pions fools arruy
. With gems, and golid, aud rieh perfume,
T soul-Tess Tieap of tivid clay
“They carry tu thie tomh
As it the svoris and sty suake
Respected there the rich man's lot, -
Tis these nlone thy steps shall wake,
And thesa will shun thee—LFear thew notl
There skefetons extended lie,
With shrivelled lip and rayless eye,
And teeth all grinningly revealed,
s ghitst mockery of mirth,

And tongucs by death for.ever sealed,

Mouldering into earth !

s, the dack thonght caunot trace,
Shall greet thee in thut silent plaee,

But sltrindk ot 5 there the treasuces Ho
That dazzle not to human exe;

And there thy hand mnst freely roam,
And drive the reptile from its home 3

. Tuse not the annlet to untwine;

Rewd wp the vardrops where they shine;
Pluck frony the Omralt's ||muln|crl||"
The Bilt he once ess: :
T'he din ye ralso must be loud mul Jon :
Ere it it one eyelid, or stir one tongue. ! L
And.there are maidens with bright eyes, :
Young Houtls,—~horn tur Paralise,

That dwell these eitron bawers wnong
Wit steps of gluluess,—lienrts of song !
s bring
lurdan for (h,\jjourn‘c'\ ing.

Tl Dinaun mitst ot Kieel nlong,
Chant ! chau f—="The Muezzins fill the air,
With ‘\llul\ s call, ¢TI yru\cr—u) prayer!"'"

The' Al bnundq B

'Up from \ns bed of sking, LA

And fur that matin iumumns sound.
And soft the hum of pru\ur beg

With fingers ‘elasped nlivve his head .

Haeh Arab's form {3 prostrate Inid;

And hearts nguinst the ground ure Leating,

And Iips their orisons refiex n(n 53

While o'er the shining heaveis, with glorioas rag

The sun's red horns have marked hia rising wa

© END OF CANTO FIRST,

SONG.

NIY CHALLES SWALN,

1 wish my love were some 5
Aml 1 some happy roaming bee,

-Light winging to her woodland bower, ©

_Andan h\-r W cetness walting me, - v

X“ ish mv lot @ Were RONIE 5w ect bird,
Aund | some young am) fu'rite trul,

Where she might vume and sing, unheard,
Unseen, by all save love md me, v

I wish, I wish, O that were best 2~

1 were sowe steemn that owers wmight deek,
And she a lily on my breast,

With verdont arms nround my neck,

Twl lsll [ were lhr- lenves {hat shield
. Che rose ('rum harim, aud gha the rose,
- ’l‘a;,l.'lher 0L our tves by gield,:

[y
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