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ENGLISH ALICE.

CANTO L

how stall,
3 When morning rises overgay Seville!
¥ How rich the perfume from the
orange-bower | )
Soft lie the tears of night upon each flower [
Boon will thoss tears upon the rose be dry,
For swiftly mounts the sun the sastarn sky ;
Soon will the tender influence of morn
Succumb-beneath his angry glance of scorn.
Lol at yon easement, open to the ground,
That woos the frash air, and the silvery sound
Of water that, in column’d gush upthrown,
Beturns in spray, and tinkles on the stone,
A maiden stands, and drinks in all the scene—
The murm'ring fount, the flowers, each arbour
Eroan—
To seize the freshness of the early day,
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6 Evarisy ALICE.

Ere wither'd yet by noontide’s scorching ray.

A flower, not born beneath the sultry sky

That o'er Iheria spreads its azore dye, .
She seems _I:l-ut, in her fresh and blooming prime,
Transplanted from a mild and temperate clime.
No large black eyes with langnid fierceness shine,
And show a soul more sensual than divine;

No raven tresses, deck'd with careless taste,
Proleng their graceful sweep below the waist;

No alive hues, imprest uwpon the cheek,

The borning peneil of & hot son speak.

Fair is the maiden's check, where gently g'lnml
The sofien’d colour of.the blushing rose; .
In clust'ring curls her radiant ringlets spread,
And throw a golden glory round her hoad

While from her ayes, 2o softly, deeply blue,
PBeams forth a spirit loving, tender, troe—

Pure as & haly angel's pitying prayer

For & lost sinner in his dark despair,

Buot oot the charm of loveliness alone,

Bright though it be, is round the maiden thrown :
In the eldar ineaments of that fair face

No timid mind, ro feehle will we trace;

No girlish fears, no pretty nervovsness

Their boldly chisell'd charagters exprass,

Upon that ample forchead’s white expanse

Sits a high dignity enthroned; the glance

Of that blue eye, oot always mildly bright,
Kindles at times, and flashes with sirange light,
As though the great thought of some high emprise,
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Of courage true, of selfless sacrifice, -

Had stirr'd the calm depths of the maiden's soul,
And made their gentle waves tumultuensly roll.
Dath that small mouth, theugh lovely, but suggest
The eontact of lip amorously prest

To lip of lover? doth it not too tell

Of purpose bold, of will invincibls,

Of mind to plan, of daring to perform,

Of fearlesa firmness "mid the sargiog storm ?
Boch Alice was,—in every motion grace,

Mind, beanty-set, all lustrous in her face..—

Now to the dewy girded sher descends, 3
And-up the gratell'd pathway slowly wends;
Admires a trae, stoops to a fragrant flower, . .
And twines the drooping woodbine round its bowen:
Why starta she as the path sbraptly wheels ?
What form is that its sudden turn reveals ?

On her soft cheek the resy colour buros,

Dyes her white neck, and comes and goes by turns—
BSo liave I zeen the high-piled mountain snow

At early morn in the red sun-beams glow;

So have [ seen that snow, when morning's brightness
Whas clouded fitfully, resume itz pallid whiteness.
% Alice, my lovel—sweet Alicel ™ thus he cried,
And, quickly bounding, pauted at her side;
Round ber slight form his arm is fondly thrown,—
Her fluttering heart is throbbiog ‘gainst his own.
_She draws her gently from that pare embrace,
And looks with anxions fondness in his face.

“ How pale thou art, Alphonse| how wan and worn |



8 ExaLisy ALICE.

Still dost thou keep thy vigils till the morn |
Btill art thou deaf to Alice’ earnest prayer,

Biill dost thou mock her tenderness and eare |
Thou knowest I prize knowledge, and am proud
That thou that subtle spirit so hast bow'd

To thy strong yoke, that all the golden keys,
That open Nature’s hidden mysteries,

It hath to thee in foreed submission given,

And shown thee all the wonders of the heaven.
But all the lore that sages ever taught

Too dearly at the priee of life is bought,”

“ Way, Alite dear—in sooth, thy fears are vain;
I do not wrongfolly o'ertask my brain.

But with what passion, from my dawning youth, -
I've loved, and worshipp'd at the shrine of Truth—
How I have toil'd, the impenetrable cloud,

That wraps her features from the vulgar crowd
In awful msajesty, backwards to roll,

And see unveil'd this goddess of my soul—
Feeble are words to tell! Oh, I had thought-—
Ere, Alice, thou hadst other feelings brought—
That woman in my love should ne'er have part,
But Truth alone reign mistress of my heart |
But as smell drops innumerable make,

When fused and harmonized, the mighty lake
We call the ocean, so is Truth abstract

Of conntless self-like minor truthe eompact,
Which—all unlike the globules of the sea—

Are fixed for ever in their place, are free

From ebb and flow, end fickleness of tide,



Cawto I. 0

Nor suffer inerease, and decay deride.

The All-seeing One alane at will can lance

His concentrated, yet expansive, glance

Through the infinite whole ; laboriously to scan

Part after part—this is the task of man.

About eligion what might be the true—

Ere thee, my sweetest Alice, yet 1 knew—

I doubted not,—one Bitting doubt were sin-—

So was | taught,—and heeded not the din

Of Reason elashing to my mind with Faith.

Oh! the wretch, hunted on the sea by Death,

Roaring behind and foaming on his track,
‘Grasps not some spray-drench’d rock’s roagh rug-

© . . ged back .

With more convalsiva cluteh, than what did twine

Me to commonion with this creed of mine !

Herein force-sptisfied, T next began

Nature's vast book with eager eye to sean;

Striving to trace effects up to their cause,

And to investigate the general laws

That sway material things—which laws may be

Subject, like these, to mutability, }

If 50, not real truths, that never flee—

And then of this dark hieroglyphic seroll

To seize the sbatruse meaning,—to control

Fach type's deep symbol-teaching, till I saw

A truth itself stand forth, whole, withont flaw.

If with such zeal unflagging I pursued

These lesser truths, in what energic mood

Should I—sinca thon hast shaken all I felt



