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PREFACE.

Trw youthful effusions which follow, are sub-
miited, with much diffidence, to the pablic. T];!Hj‘
were mostly penned during the bustle of other
pursnits. The author, like many other secrib-
blers of this country, puraues literature as & re-
ereation, and not as a profession. But while he
craves the indulgence due to such circumstances,
he does not shrink ‘from liberal criticlam. The
tale entitled Horold and Rosaline, was mostly
written while the suthor was residing in Vir-
ginia, where the scene s lnid ; and he hopes that
it may not prove unscceptable to his kind and
hoepitable friends of the Old Domigion, It may
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be proper to remark, that Harold, the hero of this
tale, claime no kindred with Childe Harold of the
inimitable Byron. He was thus christened for
the sake of euphony and rhythm,

Contrary to olden usage, the final syllable in
the word Rosaline is here pronounced according
to the orthography. If this volume shall con-
tain some redeeming qualities, to counterbalance
ita defects ; if it shall furnish instruction, or inne-
cent amusement for a leisure hour; iff it shall
commend virtuons love and pure morality to the
reader, the hopes of the author will be realized.

AP
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HAROLD AND ROSALINE.

A TALE.

CANTO I.

I.

Tak eremite had Jearned full well
To reed from nature’s open book,
Acquainted with each hill and dell,
Companion of each babbling brook.
Tt was & sweet, romantic spot
Where destiny had fixed his Iot,
For solitude of various mien,
In monntain, vale, and stream waa seen.
Ko trump of war had ever broken
The pease of nature’s jubilee ;
Not yet, young liberty had spoken
The words that made our nation free.
It was a wild seeluded glen,
Burrounded far by hill and wood ;
Virginia stretched her empire then,
Over that sylvan solitnde. -
Whate'er was grand — whate'er waa fair,
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I,

" The hermit’s boy had never seen
That besuty which snrpasses all ;
Ne'er owned the magic of ite thrall,

Nor bowed to earth's superior gqueen.
An Indian honter, now and then
Had rambled through that lovely glen,
And when all weary with the chase,
At sunset he' wonld coase to roam,
Ha ever found a resting place,
At Harolds hospitable home.
And sometimes far adown the wood,
As Harold sped his Light canoe,

Near where an Indian wigwam stood,

He might have scen a squaw or iwo, —
But woman, gentler woman, never
In all his journey had been met.

He had no chains to wear or sever —

Young Harold was a freeman yet.

IIL.
Hig father was the only frend
Who had a sympathy to lend.
Long in this guiet humble dome,
His grief-worn heart had found a home.
None knew from whenee the hermit came ;
Young Harold scarcely knew his names,
And yet he loved the old man well ;
"T'was joy to sce his father's smile,
He fondly choee with him to dwell,
Though lost to all the world the while,



HAROLD AND ROBALINE.

IV

When calling up the dreamy past,

Far back as memory counld gaide him,
He saw alone from first to last,

That venerable form begide him.

Ha rested in his infancy,

Within that father’s kind embrace;
Ha oft had prattled on his knee;

He oft had kiesed his care-worn face.
‘While sixteen years had rolled away,
All seemed one long, long sunny day

Te Harold, — joy dwelt on his brow ;
And thongh his heart was not so gay,

He Joved hie father no less now.

V.
A little garden was their care,
With maise and vintege overgrown ;
And when the light of sommer shone,
With merry lay, the live-long day,
Full many a songster warbled there.

MNor was fair seienee all unknown,
Within that distant hermitage; :
The light of every other age

Besde their own, upon them shone.

Theee volumes on the ragged shalf;
The old man pondered o'er himseff;
Companions of his youth and age,

They still each tedious hoar beguiled ;

And he bad taught his docile child,
Long since to read the written page.
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¥L.
The lowly vale, the mountain high, —
The placid stream, the waterfall, —
Leaves, birds, and clouds that wander by,
Inhahitants of earth and sky,
Were full of beguty, one and all,
To Harcld ; from his infancy,
The moaning wind, and sighing breese,
To him was plaintive melody.
The gales that rocked the bounding trees,
He welcomed as they came from far.
And when & thunder-storm would roll
Along upon its sounding car, .
The giddy flash, and hollow roar,
Kindled and charmed his dauntless soul ;
And when the pelting storm was past,
And rode away upon the blast,
He fain would hear it thonder more.

VII.
But #till be longed for sympathy,
Bome kindred partner in his joy:
The thought that none his bliss could see,
Bometimes would half that bliss destroy.
However much the youth might love
His reverend father, still, Oh! still
There seemed pometimes, a void o fll,
‘Which nothing yeot balow, above,
Hasd occupied ;— His being seemad
A moiety of axistenee them,
And of some other half in vain
‘With fond sclicitade he dreamed.




