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EILER AND HELVIG;
A DANISH LEGEND.

[

{The following Poem is fonnded npott one of Thorpa's Yuls-tide Stories,
* Glob snd Alger,” contained in Hohr's Antigearion Idbrary.)
——

Eze Jutland’s States united to obey

A gingle Monarch's undivided sway,

Each its own separate petty King possessed,
And Salling's Alger was of these the best.

lIn prosperous peace he ruted his people long ;
Nor wronging others nor sustaining wrong;
Till o’er a neighbouring lsland came to reign

A lawless Chief, whose only thought was gain,
The more he wou he strove to win the more ;—
Glob was the inharmonious name he bore ;—
Reckless of justice and of buman life,

He breathed moat freely amidst blood and strife;
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Aggressive warfare was his prime delight;

A corpee-strewed battle-field his favonrite sight.
Hia father's land of Thy sufficed him not :
Seorning his own hereditary lot,

He vanquished Fuurtand’s King and seized hie throne ;
While Fuurland’s atripling heir escaped alone,
OQutcast, cutlawed, pursued from place to place,
With human bloodhounds ever on his trace,

A helpless, houseless fugitive to roam.

Then generous Alger, proffering him a home,
Gave refuge to the bunted youth, and rest,

And bade him to his board & daily guest.

Vainly did (Hob demand, with many a threat,
The boy’e surrender.  Vainly did be aet

A price npon his princely head. Secure

In faith no risk could dount, ne bribe allure,
Eiler remained in safety and ropose, |
Beyund the malice of his father's foes;

And Glob appeared at Inst content to cease

His fruitless efforts, leaving him in peace:
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Though not ere he had tried, with empty boast,

A landing to effect on Balling’s conat,

And suffered a repulee. Thenceforth his mind

Soemed changed; his hostile projecta seemed consigned
To oblivion; he professed unfeigned desire

The King of Salling’s friendship to acquire.

Alger distrusted him, and wisely planned

With his allies, the Magnates of the land,

That when his beacon-turret gave alarm,

All, to s man, for self-defence shonld arm.

King Alger had s daughter, fair and good
Beyond the wont of noblest womanhood.
In this world's work her portion was to spread
Gladoess around her. Care snd grief and dread,
Lulled by the soothing influence of her smile,
Forgetful of the present slumbered, while
The epirit-tonching music of her voice

Inspired the mourner almost to rejoios,
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She loved all Living things, and they loved her;
She held ae 't ware an Angel's gift to stir

The healing waters of good-will that lie

In every mature. Earth and air and sky

Soemed peopled with her friends, The gay Flower-King,
At her appreach, would raptnrously fling

His wealth of sweets and blvoms around her head ;
And on the grass, just yielding to her tread,

The kindly Trolls* would oft disport themaelves
About her footateps ; while the joyoua Elves,

Who bathe in punbeame; revelled in the light

Of her clear eyes, as pure and scarce less bright.
Once, ss she loitersd by a river's side,

And watchod ita peaceful waters calmly glide

To seek their ocean home, the Neck} arose,

And thus in moarnfol song poured forth his woes:—

* Bosndinavien dwarfe; generally good-natared and well-disposed to-
wards the human race.

t A musical water Bpirit, peculinrly solisi ing his cb of
salvation. If discournged on this point, he weepe long snd bitterly ; but
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“ Danghter of Earth, ae Angels fair!
Hesven's secrete thou may’st surely sean :
Then tell me whether 1 may share
Tke glorious destiny of Man.
Oh! pay not that salvation's lost—
For ever lost—to mine and me ;
Nor to ba won, at any cost,
The boon of immortality.

Bay not that we sre doomed to melt,
And mingle with the foamy stream ;
To pass and be unseen—unfelt—
Like scattered mist or vanished dream.
Isit in vain that thue [ long
To tune my harp, and Taise my voice
To join the glad thanksgiving song
Of those who round God's throne rejoice?

if comforbed with the hope of eventual redemption, he plays on his golden
harp (and, I believe, sings) most sweotly until sunset. He is less frequently
met with in Denmark than on the great rivers of Norway and Bweden.




