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TO

THE LORD HIGH PRESIDENT

AND OTHER HEMBERH

oF

THE NOVIOMAGIAN BROTHERHOOD,*
TWhis Xegend is Prdicated
AB A REMEMBRANCE OF THEIR TISIT TO
8T. ALBANS,
Jury, 1569,

BY THEIR LATUREATE.
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A LEGEND OF THE

ABBEY CHURCH, ST, ALBANS.*

e de—

Tar Bommer sun shone brightly down,
And burnished Manrye Arnan's town,*
As, 'wakening from ite drowsy state,
It rose for the approaching féte,

The ¢lamorous bells in joyanes rang,
The harpers harped, the minstrels sang,
Triumphal arches bared the trees,

Gay banners fluttered”in the breeze,

Ag thronging through the narrow slrest

Came buoyant youths and maidens sweet,

And sprightly dames, and stolid equires,

And youngsters clad in gay atfires ;

For she, the fairest of the land,

Had pledged her troth, would give her hand
* Heo Notes 2 and 3.
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To one right worthy, loved by all,—
Bie Baren pe Ravwe, of Vinrey Hair:
And now had come the nuptial-day

Of brave B Baves and Liizax Grev.*

Bands trooped from Gormasmoay's towers,*
From old Bt. Mienarv's shady bowers,*
From Rovar Winpsor’s princely halls,
And Harrrero's ivy-mantled walls :
From Borwerr's cloisters, dark and low,*
Came hooded nung in movement slow,

Bo prim, precise, demure, and staid,
They bring the brighter picture shade.
Think not they come to bless or cheer :
No! firm in purpose, prood, sustere,—
Resolved to exeommunicate
The gentle bride as renegate ;
For she had eome beneath their ban,
In listening to the vows of man
Agningt their ereed, which blazoned stood
To guide the dreary sisterhood :
* The pure in fract should rise shobe
AU proston throzs of human lobe."”

* Bao Notes 4, 6, and 6.
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They seemed so gentle—void of art—
They almost won the maiden's heart ;
And yet she could not help but feel
That something more than holy zeal—
Beclugion stern—a weary calll—

The Gop of life demands from all.

So wonder not the dismal train,
Emerging from the neighbouring plain,
Shonld seek the Assey Crurch, and there®
Denounee the recreant sister fair.

Oh, what to them love, joy, or health 1
They knew she had unbounded wealth,
Which, from the ages far away,
Conecentred now in Liniax Grer.

The loss of one might peril both,

Which made the pious sisters wroth—
Wrath keenly felt and undisguised :
Revenge was sweel—revenge they prized.

The enrse a wandering monk had framed
The Assxss as her own proclaimed.
Bevere and cold, o'er her white face
No smile e'er crept with rippling grace,
* Beo Hote T.
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Which, welling up, reveals the good
In kindly-hearted womanhood.

The lip compressed, the pallid cheek,
And deep-set eys, fell purpose speak.
To firmly seize and cast aaide

All hindranees to power and pride,

Apart the Aserss musing stood,
Conflisting passions stirred her blood,
A hidden fire was seen to burn,
Some secret thought she seemed to spurn ;
In slow, deliberate nndertone
Bhe spoke—'"twas well she stood alone :
* What if the maid my might defies ?
What if her lord my threats despise ?
I've that within my secret power
Will make the boldest blanch and cower,
Even ai the aliar, whilst they stand
Husband and wife, elasped hand in hand,
My voice shall rise—0 loud snd clear
That heaven, and earth, and hell may hear
Anatlyemn | —that withering cry—
@o, sleegless life—nnparboned bie [”



