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STORM-DRLI"T,

Doy endd the stovin, their long figld ocer, dic
O the ped pield together, shattercd and spent ;
The thumder's vour sinks to a low {waeat,
The wind's showt to the ehadow of « sigh,
And orer heaven the wmingled arwics fiy
Heaillony, with traifing bood-stedued banners rend,
Fie e wild wlierl of vond e padn se0d

To wight's abyswm beneath the western sly.

Rags af encvimsoncd elowd by tewiprest torn,
Dhyjed swith doy’s bood, fierce ehapee that elauge aned shi,
Posarong aud sovvows ond sles o mingled fight ;
Bwel somelivecs some foint vay of a ywin wikora,
Or thre' the horver of the hnveying drijt

A star of Hape an the sleod finat braws of mght.
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STORM-DRIFT :

POEMS AND SONNETS,

A STORY OF SALERNO.

Tranered, Prioee of SEoaleens, puts hiz danebier’s lover 1o death,
anill sends bis benrt ko hor oo golden copy she pours waler
wpon it whicl she bad poisonod, aml ea divs.

Doccaccomo’s DECYYEROGN.

TOO Leantiful for weeds of widowhood,
Too tuir o bride for sorrow seemd sho;
Love’s fire in her dark eyes still unsubdued
Smoulderad unseen, and vouth’s Blood warm and
free
Glowed 1n Lier perfect face deliciously,
And still to come was all the best of life—
She Lad not loved, thongh she lind been o wifo,
B
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The oll dotavd duke, her father’s chotee, was dead —
God give him peace !—and she was free as air;

Full mauny o mass tor his soul's sake was said;
Morning and nizght she breathed his nane in

prayer:

But she was youny, and life was very fair,

And freedom after bondage fairer still 5

She could wot grieve ¢'cn if she had the will

There, in her father's eourt, shte dwelt once more
As when a maiden, brightest of the throng
Of high-born beputies, Even as of yore
The days were wooed to death with dance and
song,
And breidery work, and yet were sometimes
long ;
Not always could the ladies” jests Leguile;
There scemed n sameness in the eourtiers’ smile,

This thin court-life was but o gilded toy,
A jingling bauble, a poor hollow shell ;
No pulse of nature—ne full-blooded joy—
True-ringing mirth—froe passion’s heave awld
swell—
Did ever break the dreary, deadening spell.
And day by day there grew in Ghismond’s breast
Impatient longings, not to be suppressed.
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0, tor alife that should be worth the niwme—
A Tuproan Tile of Love aud Hope and Grief,
OF pluw sod deed and failure, praise and blune,

Strained anxicty and sweeb reliel’;

A wontan s life of fiem nnd fond bedief,
Devotion decp and high as seas and skivs,
And silent, unbeheld self-saerifice !

No way convt batterfly her hoart pould gain,
Thouch wany a lordling for the trepsure strove,
To tlutter shattered from Ler bricht disdain,
And derm for days thet he muost die of love.
Not auy prayer that hanghty heart eould move,
And many thought that Ghismond  leart had
1I0R0E 2
AL, they shall know the trath ¢'er all be done.

That fortress, to their arms impregnable,
Without i sicre shall soon capitulate,
Aud Love within the inmost eitadel
Shall as o monareh rule with regal state.
He comes whose tonch ean open every pabe,
Yet humbly elad aud in no congueror’s guise,
Wearing nor silk nor gold to eateh hor eyes

With neither wealth, vor Iinds, nor apcient nume,
Nor pride of place—with knightly spurs to win,
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With shield unblazoned, without friends or fame.
Yet ope your mates, O fortress, and begin
To sound, ye trnmpets, ere he enter in,

Nay. silently he comes whose steps ere long

Shall thrill her soul like muste or sweet song.

Over the battlements as in a dream,
One eve she leanod, and cazed upon the sea;
Below Salerno’s lichts beoan to oleam,
Yet never on the grim old town looked she,
But on the far hurizon ceaselessly,
As one whose vision, clear and unconfined,
Piereed to the Land of Dremns that lay behind.

What doth she see in that mysterions land

With these deep, liguid, wonder-haunted eyes?
"Tis well for her she doth not understand

All the dread seerct that before her lics—

Only she sees Love fade from Yonth that dies—
Anid as she turns a tesr 15 on her feo
Her bosom heaves beneath its snowy lace,

But hark—a eareless sone deth fill her ear,
Aund fivst she starts, so silent was the night,
Then stays to think how mosical and elear
The: sineer’s voice is, sl his song how bright
Anad mirethiul ; in the swan moonlicht



