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Mine ayea huve aover goeeed o Uhine
Our handr are strepmers;  yel divine
The doathless aympathy which kinds

O hearca and mindal

Theu mingast slegr the monatain slide;
Thy golden acnge s jusiibed
By tho rich muain of their fowy

1 a'ng helow,

Whara the lone pinedand airs are slirced

By notes of thrush and mocking kird;—

The heights befit thy ldftier straln;
Mine gourts the plain,
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DERLCATION

And now, with jeyona aglvan thinga

AL rortnd e, 'm3d the dash of winges,

The tiviless Japse, the bresso's play,
On thia belght day,

Flughel like a Drevad's tendor Toce
Witk carly apriap-time's happiost grace,
This day nf acft humnonions hours,

Made aweat with Jowrons,

My lowland Musa fa Liiche to rend
Fair reoting to her menotain Ieiend,
And—yearning more for ove shan pesin—

These wrild-wowl laysl
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The Mountain of the Lovers.

[The most important featnre it the londecapa of this pogm ihe odd Chron-
fcler perelote o desbroatiog A3 a wountalo of “ateep and ** terrlbla®
Recent 4 buot tnd it coehl qol dve heen & oonotala, wnd, despite certale ob-
gtacled which modc it dangerous Tor men gm hoerehzek, io misht not even
have hesn a pepp Ctereiblc'’ bill, i ehown by thu fact, that stwoos the
erowid who reachsd the eammic eaan affer the entascrophe, wapee = old men ™
whionn Due xeltesnent of the time ond secpe wonld havdly bave sadfieed o
hear safely up wises the Chronleler's crpreesions oo be fivraliy scorgried, T
pay man bondel se Oswald wos, the ascent of & comparatively musdence
bzl wonld prove & Feartnl telal ; ok ln bls sass the alrocioos crpelby of
the experiment, ed tha Jife and death fsnes lovalved, horane soclysely
nesociated in Busppenliiors’ ninds with the seedsriel seene of U travedy,
that thelatter was mot nonatueally Ieelld Dicoogh B mugmifying medinm
of pity and terrar. Thue the Will wax elevated into 0 mewniain | The old
Chrontelor celobrates it as euch, Weo follow the old Chromicler—to the
deatiil]

1.

Love soorns degrees! the low Lo lifteth high,

The heglh I drawedh down (o 1hat thir plago
Whereon, in his divine equality,

Two loving hearts may meet, nor meet in vain 3
'Gainst snch sweet levelling Custom: eries amain,
But o'er its harsheat utterance one bland sigh,
Breathed passion-wise, doth monnt vietorions still,
For Love, earth's lord, inust have his lordly will.



8 POEME OF PAUL H HA YNE.

II.

But ah! thiz sovereign will oft works at last
The deadliest bane, as happed erewhile to her,
Earl Godolf's daughter, many a century past :
She loved her father's low born Forester,
About whose manful grace did breathe and stir
o clear o radiance by sonl-virtues east,

He moved antouched of goeial blight or ban—
Nature's serene, true-hearted gentleman.

11T,

Yet she alone of all the household saw

That lofty sonl beneath his serf’s attire;

Bat of the ruthless Farl so great her awe,
Close, close she kept her spirits veiled desire,
Nor ontward shone one spark of hidden fire.
Too well she kuew to what stern fendal law
She and her hapless Love perforce must yield,
If once this tender seeret were revealed.

IV.
Yea! even by Oswald’s self her eovert flame
Undreamed of burned ; proud stood she, coldly fair,
When, to report of wooderaft lore, he came
To the Earl’s hall and she was lingering there.



