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ETHELSTONLE.

CANTO 1.

Grey Ll of Ethelstone? tae oul al sca

Benucited vessels sloee their course by thee

Tozsed on the surges i the fading hght.

When nearcr objects only moek the sgohit,

Thau, balt npE bl st of o Lill,

Throwsh unseen dawger gnid'st the pilot stibl,

Fair may thy bowers havi been, ) Ethelstone !
AMerrr with voices sillent oow wul gone--

Bright was thy dwelling on a former day,

Filled with the forms that sinee have passed away —
When, deep in leafy groves, the lowers sweet
Bent down ot the light tread of eluldish fect,

oo o whion the shades off ||':_'.__th en=hreond the ecarth,
Ihen are Uiy lights, nd heand no more thy micth ;



a ETHELSTONE,

Though ever, at the ssme fate, lonely hoor,
1= it & boup in Lady Ethel’s bower
Wha, seurce emerged from ;.__f'lrl]mnc!, and vet pale
With thought, awaits bey abeent lover's sail ;
And thus, throngh many vears, = zecn to keep
Her faithful watch o'er the Atlantic deep.
Sole horess of a wealthy sire,
Hhe =ils unzought and sillenl there ;
And looks, as theuzh the hope and fire
Of youth, were qoenched in cooly carve.
For Ethel haz her mother's eyez,
Her mother's volee, and pensive beow —
That molher, onee =0 worshipped, lies
Yorgotlen will her kandred now,
And e who worshipped her henrs naot
The zlightest mention of her nawme;
Dark and wobappy wus her lot—
A brokeo heset, un ingored Gune.
But, oh! v comwfort rest thee here,
Below the carth’s long-hardened crust,
For shhnder shall not reach the eor,
Uhe fudsehood wring the heat of dust.
And if, poar wile und wother, Thue,
That sometimes even rights the dead,
Huth proved thee innocent of ceime,
And planted lilies o'er thy head —



ETHELSTOXE.

It matters little now to thee,
Sleeping beneath the eypress troe.

There, near the mother, restz the son;
Une dving of neglect, and one
Was lost ‘mid oll that most endears
The memory of oor youthful years,
The fither who 2o rarely amiled,
Vet brichiened, when his favonrite child
Drew near, and all that wealth eoald give
Was fimdly lavished on hiz path;
Vet, Heaven ! thy chastened sons must live |
Aud by his sobtary hearth
The grey-haired purcal silz alone—
Fhough a1l that chevred iz heart 1s zone.

Untendind 18 the onee gay hadl,
The play-zround now is desolate,
And grazs and nettles, rank and tall,
Crraw up and choke s wickel =ate ;
The moping, dizconteuted hound
Howls in lus kennel, night and day—
He missos the aceustomed sound
Of vorees, ealling him to play
Antl sparrows in the ehimueys build,
And vy climbs the walls at will ;
The ancicnt courts, thet ones wers Glled
With childbomd’s Buaeh, are cobd and still ;

n 2



ETITELSTONT,

Long spider’s-webs are on the wall
And ceiling of that hittle rovm,

Where tiny bed and playthings, all

Are left to dust, and damp sud gloom.
Poor Ethel ! all her tender core
Soothes not her parent’s sorrowing mind ;
Made harsher stll by s despaor,

[1i hidds her hence, in fones unkind-——
She turus feom him her mowradul brow,
But where # she to wander now £

Not underneath the chestout shiade —

Where, with the lost one, oft sl played !

'T'wo weary yenrs Lave passiil awny
Since that most =ad, unbiappy deay
And down beside thie bobbling sprmg
Where first the primrose glads the sight,
And wlhere the faivies fuen their ring
And revel in the woeon's full light,
DBenesth the twisted, seented tharn
mitz Eihel, in the light of morn.
And one, whose briglit and rmpturous gaze
The glorous Hope of youll betrays—
Whose eyes so often seurch for hers,
Too eloguent interpreters !
Iz near lwer, =hetching hor sweet fhee,
Her form of clegance and rrace—



ETHELS TONE.

It matters litthe whenee he came,

Nor vet what titles geaced hiz nune ;
Whatever wig hig heritagze,

Hi= brow was like an ppen page,

Whose chameters, distinet and bald,
:'-'~!|||'I-.|.: there the .-'niﬁrif,, sen iy sl temae —
Why eare, {hem. Reader, to be teld,

Flow eatkesd T e the world's pald view ?

Tairesl of all the faoy zpots
That here th' pdmiring mazer sees,
Where luwthorns midw i rugrwed knots,
And shesd theie bloszoms i the breeze ;
Aml whiere, beside the messy creck,
The water-wagtail hutlds her mest,
Or wilil Iy, hemwminge, comes Lo seck
The flow'rete thint zhe foves the best ;
How zuited to n scene like this!
To those whos=e volees love amd blise
So zollen, thal the timid bae
Wakes not among the Meaduw-sweet,
But slumbers cven at Ethel's feet,

Fondly and long the lover lingers
O'er each foie ine his peneils trace ;
Thire must be inapie in those fingors,
So like, =0 trothful iz thet faee,



