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There's an enchianted palace In the carth,

And poets, who have Treamed there, say t1s worlh
‘Thelr wreaths of laurel, and of lnre, to stand
Within this subtermnean falry-lan.

o mo-crowh perta of this mal cave
¥ il i the shuddering fy ey of the gmve;
For like & death Itaelf, the s n-.
cold and dark and ellent hovers there.
Thuty when tho dreary threshold has Lecn past, ~ o
The seeno beyond, rtrange, spleadil, ealm and vast,
Startles the spirit's gaze, as It were glven
For an imperfeet metaphior of Heaven

Andere to |,n ak consumption’s ! pell,
Mranger, etowlle, camo 1o twell

A swect
Jits dack eheeks woro, (o' tropie bioas warm dyen
Tho trople fire lashed in his dusky ees,

o Ly memorfs faithfal art,
trople world was glowing In his heart,

*This afr i launted, yot T do not fear,
‘The Phe hlnm hlw Sonth has long l--n Rere,
Mocking t, 1 chieck and tearful
With snnng leht o'erflowing wide Mms -LI:-.
o v

Jut—thors er Phantom here to-dag—
R Mt low vyt

e rore \ul‘l we nator 4

W
P ace o il Lewlldering beauty scems
flie seencry otue-cater's dreams.

White ro: nor fule nor changze,
Whose .u.n U Ils hang delleate anl strange,

n charmed wreaths, and as he past

g )IE gave them trembled like the last.

1Me reachied a lake, o'cr which perchance there floats
The rosy sall of fairy pleasure-boats, .

And bent atove it, whils these monrnful woras
Swell'dl from his heaving bosom's breaking chond:

“There 14 a volee In Ticho
A Votee 1 never heand (11 hows

Moro fnln(ly ilo my leart-strings qmm
More fleréely biirn my brain and

And faster com the momorfes flying
From the sweet forest of my birth,

For I—ch Goll must dlo—am dying—
An exlle from the glal, roen earth.

They beonsht mo buds and flowers List evea
And toll me it was summer thero—

| Summer on stream and vale and Teaven

And sutimer tn the sagny air.

|

“Tlome of my ellibood, shere my Mother
Tavelt e to 1 Ou Fithersnates

Woods, in whoso shade my dark-eyed brothcr
okl me bis pot-dres ot fume—

e war a wreai—butcrelid v

Tho latrel's oo

hank Gods 1y Avarssth bmm» § of tearen
Were twlned for Lim by angel-art

An bower, where I the (llght’s closes
The drvamy umaste need to ewell

From my guitar, among the poses—

fweet cave—frewell—fierenell”

near, Tl lm(hlwm [ul-‘. amazed,
ther In mute terrr pazed
‘ea—lie 13 dyIng,” ono found volee m v,
Wl shnddering tarnd eway,
Death * the other muttered in affrigit,
That glant victor—be whose awful might,
n on the broad, brizht carth, the bravest fear
ol of Tleaven! 1 cannot sco Lim Aere,
And 8o, they fled, those coward-things, * *
“They'ra gone,
And T am left to wrestle with—alone—
1 lm which they thought too dread to look uy
hen, suddenly Lis wandering mind flew far:
a8, or Southern bird, or Lreezo or star
Am things for me to envy now,” Lo said,
“For she, tho early-loved, tho early dead,
ops where these sing and smile, but Tho mors
; .\Iuy weep above thy Liu-hed heart—Leonore !

| Me censell, encliantel, for there pmw |.)
|| A shape that wore the glory of the

Around the beauty of the arth. A- er t
| As to the rapt Italian's poet sight,
The one who for a mortal lnr
: unurn,A Tl b throv

who from the realms bey ,m..l the grave

| Tent o'er this dying stranger of the eave:
| “Edgor—oh, Eidgar! Ta an Lmpire whero
.
.
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Unvalled
Beemed she

Al is undylng, and divinely falr,
“Mid countless le % of eternal things
With forms of beanty and resplendent wings
To bear thom where fur glorles fash and burn
1 have teen almost lonely. Ay, 1'd turn,
In Paradise, from all the anthems there
To lsten to thy vulee sent up it prayer:
to-nlght, we heand thy mpm bwulh
[ e e thy Lour of change
|| Grew eatone af onr teantina ange v»au..
| And came myslf to take thee to the sky.
(| . D . . . . .
!
|

Along the ealleriesof hat shadowy plaee

Each with a heating heart and paliid

Men hurred wildly, “Ob, bow g o cht

Ap ind solemn lght
gy

it themdonn
orches flashed an
| “Xsamd s iAi o) (b ok
And tlic Intense of silence seemed to we ien
| Upon the very spirit—but Ae lay
.| Within those'anful solitudes alona
| And white and righl as the burial-stone.
The dew of death was frozen on his brow,

| Where heavy enrls lay, damp and tangled now.
| And those ealm, glorious eses, onee like the night,
| Deep, dark, yet tender with a starry light,
Thotigh dim end fixed and vacant, soemed to wear
For them a desolate, reproachiful stare.
Yet on his lip, as Jovely ae crewhile,
Linzered the faithful shiadow of a #mile,
Which smile ftself, upon n spirit's kiss,
Had gone to brighten in the Infinite bllss,
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