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IIERMIONE.

It was a grove in fair and aunny Greece :

A grove with flowers of every charming kind,

A grove where Love the shady boughs did hannt,
Filling the ¢ool air with bher soft sweet braath.
"Twas moonlight when our iale beging ; & veil
Of purest light shone over the still treea.

Tharae, by the cowslips, slept & dozen alves,

And 'neath a grand old osl two Batyre talked :

¢ To-day I saw & maiden by the fount,”

Baid one, & tall weird-locking animal,

With dark brown hairy gkin, and s large face,
CGrotesque ae those that horrid nightmare breeds.



2 EERMICHE.

I saw a meiden by the fount to-day,
Bathing her soft limbe In its cooling waves—
Limha that were fair and rosy sz the mom.
I loved her, and was trying to draw near
Beneath the ghady trees, to seize her form,
When on some hazel-nots I chanced to tread
Which made & eracking ; thie she heard at onee,
And over the bright flowere she fled away,
Through the dark, woodéd dell, sod I wae left
Alone, alone.'

Tha other Satyr langhad,
A laugh more hideons than the angry scowl
Of hie dark brows.

* Forsooth, thy prying eyves

Leave nothing secred ; thou hest seared away
A dozen maidens from these pleasant groves,
So that throngh all the place & romonr flien
That 'tis not safe to0 walk bencath these trees,
And now thon ventureet unto the fount
That's in the presinet of the palace walls.”



HERMIONE.

# Truly,” the other said, ¢ you're growing sage
To tannt me with my cunning practices ;
I love the maiden, and, by Turtarue,
Will win her, Well I kmow hor name and home,
"Tig fair Hermione, the loved of all,
The fairest meiden of these suony parts.”
“‘ Better be quiet,” growled the other ome :
“ Bho is the danghter of the anciond chief
To whom that vast donain, which borders here,
Belongs: thon wilt do ill to 2ook her hand.
Liove some wile shape that is a mateh for thine,
Not what 18 fair."

“ Why ghould 1 seek a mate
From my awn race, when I ean win o form
Lovely ss goddess in Olympus bnght.
Booner wonld I revolve npon the wheel
For ever, ever in nnecasing rounds,
Than have as love one of these hidsons beings.™
i Take eare, old fool, or yon will find e'er long
That love has not thy mgged bosom stirred
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