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DEDICATION.

WY gt come, dim forms, &a in youth's early day
!.ri;_l' Yo bless'd these eyes, which now so lonely
¥ ,:EE, _ grieve |
] 8, still, to hold yo fust shall T essay,
Still let my beart to that delusion cleave?
Ye throng me round!  'Well[ lord it how ye may,
As from the mists ye rise, that round me weave !
Ye waft a magic air, that shakes my breaat
With youth’s tumultoous, yat divine unrest.

Visions ye bring with you of happy days,

And many o dear, dear shade ascends to view ;
Like some faint haunting chime of ancient lays,

Come love, first love, and friendship back with you ;
The heart runs back o’er life’s bewilder'd mare,

And pangs long laid to sleep awake anew,
And name the loved ones lost,—before their day
’Swept, whilst life yet waa beautifol, away,

e



Alas, nlas] These atrains they cannot hear,
The souls to whom my earliest lays I sang ;
Gone are they all, that band of fiends a0 dear,
The echoes hush'd, that once responsive rang;
My numbers fall upon the stranger's ear,
Whoas very praise is to my heart & pang,
And all who in my layas took pride of yore,
Are lost in other lands, or else no more,

And yearnings fill my soul, unwonted long,
To yonder still, sad, epirit-world to go;
Now, like /Folian barp, my faltering song
Rises and falls in fitful codence low ;
A shudder thrills me, ns old memories throng,
The strong heart melts, tears fast on tear-drops flow ;
What I possess seema far, far-off to be,
And what hath pass’d away becomes reality.




PRELUDE AT THE THEATRE.
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