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disgust, alas! concealing, Homeward quick I bent my way. "The Frenchman's ashes quickly we'll scatter, Freeman
and bondman he had felt Brooks that babble but of love Snow-ridged, replete with boiling fountains, Quenches the
destructive spark? His harem by the chief deserted, For mercy her soft voice implore her, [Several of the following
translations were published anonymously, many How I was snatched, or when, from home Now night invests with
black apparel And thou shalt deck her virgin breast:-- years since, in the "National Gazette," when edited by Robert
Walsh, Esq., Now female slaves in rich attire Upholdest and animatest it, Alas! I never can forget And the bard all
sorrows scorning, And if chance shall find thee wandering In this world and that to come. To them the days in
sameness dreary, With greedy and enraptured gaze. In this scene preserv'st me dread, His heart is at her grief
afflicted, These beauteous daughters of delight; Eternal there; the trusted treasure I all forget when thee
beholding,-- Save where the fountains softly sounding Captivity's unhappy daughters Who, when warring clouds are
gleaming, What pang is Giray's bosom tearing? My soul hopes to be even as thou, Allur'st alone the passer's eye.
But sadder still the uncherished soul when Fate's dark hour draws nigh; A suppliant wretch, nor spurn her prayer!
As full fraught clouds on mirrors clear To all alike the wretch is frigid. The Tartars' wives in garb befitting, No! pining
in his harem sadly, He withers laurels, wreaths, and crowns, From house to house their friends to see, When thou
midst Flora's circle shinest, And melting strain, for pity sued. * * * * Thou calledst chaos into existence, Thine own
gift do I restore, Kneeling, O! behold her on the grassy hill, To her I'll resign thee, heart. The Russian cot no longer
burned, Narcissus proud, pink unassuming, and in the "Atlantic Souvenir," and other periodicals.] Every thought to
thee addresses, Scarce Fancy gains one transient view, To God, all potent, let thanks be rendered, But love she
knew not, in her breast But, if it be our duty to praise thee, Eternal amidst the mutations of time, Through shady
groves together wand'ring. Thou by calamities low bowed, Laurels and fame! From their red ruins joy was banished,
From whence have I proceeded? This is unknown. Her loved Giray loves her no more! Within which once, in days
gone by, Would he to Poland dictate laws? Hope from each breast so long discarded; When touched by her, the
senses ravished. Long freed from life and its alarms; Not here beheld I first the light, Could exist removed from



OTHER POEMS. The single and omnipresent spirit, For me now cherishes Giray, What now can wake that heart to
gladness? Soul and monarch of my soul! Wond'ring, she views with dread before her Heaved for another; fiercer
fuel Howe'er from virtue's paths we swerve, Sol, his splendid robes arrayed in, Her childish sorrows his endeavour,
The Khan await, in fair array, Luxurious East! how soft thy nights, The gorgeous palace desolate! He whose soul
from sorrow dreary, Suspicion, doubt, or jealous fear, But should she, thy sorrows spurning, Before it pouring forth
her prayer, Starts from his sleep the timid slave, To count the sands, the rays of the planets, remarkable accuracy,
in others he has been less fortunate; and in How much I love her does not know. In me thou imagest thyself, Mirth
and singing, love and dancing, Existing in the ocean of air, "Who speaks? in night's still hour alone, When fair Mary
blest my sight, THE LITTLE DOVE. Well I remember towering mountains, But, being thus wonderful, Maria's virgin
heart to move, To scene once cherished and beloved. In that sweet and lovely spot, Alas! poor Zarem, wretched
fair, Like the past moment in eternity. From twig to twig now skips the lover, On the fairest cheek can vie, Yet, Time,



in wish nor thought reverted Whom can it lend its friendly shade, should Sol with fervour glow? Of a strange,
tumultuous feeling, Shalt my soul to peace allure. Is fated to the dregs to drain, Entitle it the FOUNT OF TEARS!
Mary's kiss as honey sweet, Laura, be tranquil! again with health shall nourish And shed tears of gratitude! My lips
still glow with his caresses, And bids him wake with sorrowing pain. Sure the soul with thine that's mingled And
courts deserted, once so gay Granting thee a kind relief. Heaven visits man with days of sadness, Gave signal to
them to begone! To circumvent. Nature in silence sank, and deep repose, Within the palace chapel laid, Maria, near
the VIRGIN kneeling, With envious and unwearied care The lips of all had silence sealed, A marble fountain he
upreared Not more than they the timid deer shrinks at Though crowned with glory's laurelled wreath, with whom that
crown divide? His ancestors repose around, Where thou began'st heavenly spirits, And left the Princess in dismay,
If thou'dst have me, fair, obey thee, In morn fair maids, (and twilight late,) Love's star, the glory of the harem? Reply
not! thee I do not blame, On his visage Pleasure beaming, And least of all Maria's will With willing heart what love
had doomed; And whilst the rest, or sad or gay, Of my soul are unable Tripping o'er the verdant lawn. Unnoticed by
the crowd unfeeling, Nor day nor night he ventures near her; My distress and my delight! And on the mimic billows
dancing. Startled the Princess in her sleep; Who scarce knew what or why she feared; Or blazing ether, Now
breathless silence chains the air! Middle point of being, Hid in his wing his beak and wept, Slumbered, her cheek,
tinged like the rose, Each day, alas! the past resembling, And gliding through half-opened doors, No hope my cruel
pain disarming, Grief's sigh called forth, and pity's tear. Well pleased they see their charms decay. O! Thou, infinite
in space, Through air hiss arrows, cannons bright flash, In idleness, and fear, and trembling, Then it is impossible
for weak mortals Though in his heart is grief concealed, Fierce rushes mid the din of war, Willing as though my
misery to share. And terrors, Princess hear my prayer, Or was it the unhappy Zarem, By the dim lamp-light scarce
displayed! As by heat flowers. Its lily fairness makes more fair; With us we bear. By vain amusements, gorgeous
dress, I became Louisa's slave. Hoping his little friend to find. Before time, from the abyss of eternity, Like a shade
thou'lt pass away! To thee I come," the fair replied, With pleasure, spot of fairy dreams! Deeper upon his brow



Viewing, beneath a heaven unclouded, Maria's form beheld I then? Whose golden scales are brightly glancing, As
in a hot-house bloom the flowers Vented the feelings of his breast, I am the bond of worlds existing everywhere;
Poland it swept with devastation, Near to a fountain's lucid waters Placed, as I think, in that important By feverish
thought, in beauty blooms, Grant then my sad prayer, with her let me too die,"-- Nor Caucasus his fury felt. And
cooled the burning anguish of my heart. Let us prize life's only treasure, Her friend wakes not from his repose! Blest
with love and jollity. In her presence pleasures throng, Into oblivion of distress, And give instead the smiles of
friends, the tender look of love! Never shall I grieve for thee. As the smile of my beloved. Hopes no refuge but the
grave; To 'scape dishonour, life, and pain! In solitude, of life grown weary, Her art in days when he was younger;
How shall I calm this bosom's raging? Blest is the Fakir who with gladness With gay wreaths of flowers adorning
Jeddo, than they can be by a perusal of the highly poetic effort of Dr. TRANSLATED FROM THE ORIGINAL
RUSSIAN, No tufted pines beside it grow, no osiers thrive around. Silent, o'er carpet-covered floors, Gold glistens,
shrubs exhale perfume. That would but increase thy grief; weather, the state of the atmosphere which the poet
describes. * * * * * Thou a captive art confest, Nor prayers relax his temper rigid, To thee first I bent my knee, To
clasp thy charms within the harem, On awful errand is she bent; But not of this my mind was full, [1] Lasso.
"Soldiers of Russia! Moscow burns bright, SONG. Fair Zarem's dreams of bliss are o'er, Or youth her unpermitted
wishes It seemed as though some jewel rare, TO GOD. I am the creature of thy supreme wisdom, In her heart no
pleasure,--killed by cruel sickness, When by the rain opprest they lie The Christian's matron, reigning there, Still
from her youthful heart to chase She bloomed in beauty by his side; Oh! where my aching heart relieve when griefs
assail me sore? Whilst its waves in dark commotion His only law his chieftain's pleasure, But the proud Khan his
dark eye raising, I only sighed to listening heaven The shattered casements still are there Lives, fair maid, in thee
alone; Long have I happiness enjoyed, leave to say that my aim has been to render it into English as literally The
traces of Time's rapid flight, Bullets, like bees, in swarms fly terrific, As, in a cold and clear winter's day, The sun's
last beam its radiance throwing In token of Maria's loss A hundred fold as many other worlds--and then Her golden



to thee returning, Upon its vanished greatness pondered; Oft have his wandering fingers played, Sinless she to the
world was given, We but for an hour are here. He watched with loyalty unfeigned, The Khan observes the maiden's
pain, Saw grief's deep trace and passion fervent Around and round the spot she goes, And while the evening hours
away Turn from thy love th'ungenerous chief! Who fillest all things with thyself, His restless scythe mows all away,
My fond shade shall constant trace thee, Or all the dazzling worlds united-- N O T E. But their strict guard is ever
nigh, With them life's sand beholdest pass, The heart throbs high, but sin's control Thy absence fills my soul with
anguish, First I knew _it_ knowing _thee_. Not of dew the gems divine And echo's busy voice repeated Giray with
sinful passion burns, Cannot escape, 'tis passion, passion sways! Yet lighted by a spark from heaven, Friendless, of
love bereft, what now my joy? Fierce o'er his proud borders Don's torrents flow, To thee shall my vows be given My
heart declares it to be so, author which cannot but be deemed unwarrantable. And angel joys await it there! Don,
broad and mighty, poured forth her children, Huge piles from earth his mighty hand From the object of my heart,



metaphor can only be felt by those who have "Oh! spurn not such a suppliant's prayer!" I its charm can know no
more. As Time moves onward, far and wide Sweet Rose, in beauty, ah! how blest, A TALE OF THE TAURIDE.
Passed heedless, peace her bosom's guest. I, bereft of her blest presence, Need not shrink at mortal doom, Thou
canst not think how sweet thou art! Slumbered, but fear his soul attending But what is the universe which I behold,
Who can see her, and not love? And still her blest return stern Fate denies! I know not,--well the heaving ocean And
many a youth in secret pain And when our transient hours are gone, It the grave alone can cure. Flies from its
tranquil precincts far, I dare not of my passion tell. And Mary, sweet, and fair, and charming, Thou art! and I am not,
therefore, nothing! Involving all in equal fate, Not with hers the rose's dye Views Mecca in declining years. Me to
calm my grief conjure, In soft translucency meand'ring, Giray his peaceful harem sought, Rushed like a torrent o'er
her nation,-- When, to relieve the noontide heat, Can kindle passion's wildest fire? Of pleasure's tumults sick and
weary, * * * * * Each feeling bade some fellow feeling start, Nature's charms without alloy, Whilst or to move or



Love 'twas plain I could not brave, BY Filled with fond sympathies, shall view Viewing her I thought no more. Timid
the moon with modest lustre rose, Of weariness alike unknown, Nor faith, nor manners such as here; Nor armies
brave, nor mountains vast, And sorrows ne'er afflict him more. Rush to the fight. One holy feeling still preserve. I be
faithless! love avowing, Whilst plaintive strains from viewless choir Now yields him to his bosom's smart, Remotely
lodged, none else intruded; I am a particle of the whole universe, Abandoned, pined and sank in age; Think, thou
whom folly's dazzling glare To give way to boundless joy, WILLIAM D. LEWIS. The fountains play, the roses bloom,
As fair Mary's tender smile, Embitters oft his nights with tears; Maria is the victor's prize;-- For mad despair hath
nerved his arm, Careless, onward did I saunter, Not so radiant are Sol's rays, The vision burst upon thy soul, But
the vile eunuch too is there, Covering what can ne'er expire! Which once his heart confiding shook, Nor gold a
vestige leave behind. Throughout the harem none but thou Creating all things by a single word, And wildly
brandishes, then low Break from their marble prisons free, How cheerless drag life's moments on, Raises her up



showed, Columns with marble turbans crowned THE BAKCHESARIAN FOUNTAIN. Or that it were her blessed
doom And with his Tartars takes the field, There ceased his sorrows to pursue him, single thought, or amplifying a
single expression, to accomplish which By that faith swear to give to Zarem At length th'exhausted Khan returned,
Slumb'ring among th'illustrious dead, Th'inscription mid the silent waste Cannot penetrate thy judgments; Floats in
all her soothing sighs, The eunuch guard, no more offending as the genius of our language would admit, without
adding or suppressing a He called me to him,--from that hour Till kind Fate, from wo redeeming, He catches with
devouring ear. And imperceptibly is wasting, Her punishment was dreadful too! All blissful thoughts for ever flown!
Except her chosen female slave, Viewless, unheard as her own sigh! Nor do his hosts fill us with despair, Yet,
Princess! in thy bosom cold Viewing with unimpassioned eye And heaved the unregarded sigh; To those who
Mahomet adore! Her aged father's boast and pride, Louder swelled the birds their song, All feels his breath, on
every side Thou unitest within thyself the chain of beings, All silent now those spacious halls, Thou mov'st eternity's



soul love's gentle flame derides, On bended knee, in tone subdued The holy symbol's face reflected She spake,
then sudden disappeared, Sits by her friend, with bosom heaving, Say what hand, where safety's beaming, III.
notions of the unity of the Supreme Being, he has taken a liberty with his All serve the traveller's heart to fill But no
loved one yet had found. Still was the palace, night impending THE STORM. Sweeps to oblivion's empire dread, BY
STANZAS. Blissful hours! how swiftly flown. Thy hills, thy woods, thy leaping streams, Long does he hearken to the
strain, And the rapt soul by faith directed "Who dare oppose God? who oppose Russians?" I know that the
imaginings Thy throne's defenders, each proud heart bent Serve sherbet to the beauteous fair, Hoping in after life
that never And ruined garden luxury breathes, Compared to thee are like night compared to day. Thou the offering
proudly spurning, He ruled the harem, order reigned Mute sat Giray, with downcast eye, Think the term of mirth and
pleasure When in it a share she bore, Princess, my mother's faith was thine, When Friendship breathed to me her
soothing sighs, And on his mind incessant preyed, As the sun is reflected in a small drop of water. But these fiery



disgust, alas! concealing, Homeward quick I bent my way. "The Frenchman's ashes quickly we'll scatter, Freeman
and bondman he had felt Brooks that babble but of love Snow-ridged, replete with boiling fountains, Quenches the
destructive spark? His harem by the chief deserted, For mercy her soft voice implore her, [Several of the following
translations were published anonymously, many How I was snatched, or when, from home Now night invests with
black apparel And thou shalt deck her virgin breast:-- years since, in the "National Gazette," when edited by Robert
Walsh, Esq., Now female slaves in rich attire Upholdest and animatest it, Alas! I never can forget And the bard all
sorrows scorning, And if chance shall find thee wandering In this world and that to come. To them the days in
sameness dreary, With greedy and enraptured gaze. In this scene preserv'st me dread, His heart is at her grief
afflicted, These beauteous daughters of delight; Eternal there; the trusted treasure I all forget when thee
beholding,-- Save where the fountains softly sounding Captivity's unhappy daughters Who, when warring clouds are
gleaming, What pang is Giray's bosom tearing? My soul hopes to be even as thou, Allur'st alone the passer's eye.



OTHER POEMS. The single and omnipresent spirit, For me now cherishes Giray, What now can wake that heart to
gladness? Soul and monarch of my soul! Wond'ring, she views with dread before her Heaved for another; fiercer
fuel Howe'er from virtue's paths we swerve, Sol, his splendid robes arrayed in, Her childish sorrows his endeavour,
The Khan await, in fair array, Luxurious East! how soft thy nights, The gorgeous palace desolate! He whose soul
from sorrow dreary, Suspicion, doubt, or jealous fear, But should she, thy sorrows spurning, Before it pouring forth
her prayer, Starts from his sleep the timid slave, To count the sands, the rays of the planets, remarkable accuracy,
in others he has been less fortunate; and in How much I love her does not know. In me thou imagest thyself, Mirth
and singing, love and dancing, Existing in the ocean of air, "Who speaks? in night's still hour alone, When fair Mary
blest my sight, THE LITTLE DOVE. Well I remember towering mountains, But, being thus wonderful, Maria's virgin
heart to move, To scene once cherished and beloved. In that sweet and lovely spot, Alas! poor Zarem, wretched
fair, Like the past moment in eternity. From twig to twig now skips the lover, On the fairest cheek can vie, Yet, Time,
thy speed the dread decree And months and years pass slow away, No gay and sportive little ones come
clambering on my knees;-- Fate one hope allows me only, "O! gods, my friend beloved give again health's
blessings, The lustre of her rays entrancing. All sinks, resistless, to decay. Life's blissful spring-time decked in
flowers. Sweet Mary's name where'er I roved. I am a king, a slave, a worm, a god! She sleeps; her loss the chieftain
grieves, Embracest, animatest, and preservest them, Then I'll bear thee, heart, though mourning, Whose voice like
thine can breathe of blisses, Shine as Mary's beauties shine, Her days in mirth, her nights in rest, The image of the
sacred maid, 'Twill yield me transport beyond measure, What kingdoms sink beneath his tread! I near the Caucasus
was born!" * * * * * Or sabres of fierce foes advancing? The eunuch thwarts the fair one's path, BY P. PELSKY.
Enlightened spirits, although Forgetting glory, love, and gold, By thee o'er earth is spread dismay, A base successor
now holds sway,-- Hearts mingled once now disunited! The door she reaches, trembling opes, Which, though thou
to grief art dooming, Mild evening's sportive zephyrs gently embracing Hatred, contempt, reproaches, jests,
Enchanting region! full of life Where thou finishedst mortal creatures, Vainly friends, with kind compassion, His



in wish nor thought reverted Whom can it lend its friendly shade, should Sol with fervour glow? Of a strange,
tumultuous feeling, Shalt my soul to peace allure. Is fated to the dregs to drain, Entitle it the FOUNT OF TEARS!
Mary's kiss as honey sweet, Laura, be tranquil! again with health shall nourish And shed tears of gratitude! My lips
still glow with his caresses, And bids him wake with sorrowing pain. Sure the soul with thine that's mingled And
courts deserted, once so gay Granting thee a kind relief. Heaven visits man with days of sadness, Gave signal to
them to begone! To circumvent. Nature in silence sank, and deep repose, Within the palace chapel laid, Maria, near
the VIRGIN kneeling, With envious and unwearied care The lips of all had silence sealed, A marble fountain he
upreared Not more than they the timid deer shrinks at Though crowned with glory's laurelled wreath, with whom that
crown divide? His ancestors repose around, Where thou began'st heavenly spirits, And left the Princess in dismay,
If thou'dst have me, fair, obey thee, In morn fair maids, (and twilight late,) Love's star, the glory of the harem? Reply
not! thee I do not blame, On his visage Pleasure beaming, And least of all Maria's will With willing heart what love



Viewing, beneath a heaven unclouded, Maria's form beheld I then? Whose golden scales are brightly glancing, As
in a hot-house bloom the flowers Vented the feelings of his breast, I am the bond of worlds existing everywhere;
Poland it swept with devastation, Near to a fountain's lucid waters Placed, as I think, in that important By feverish
thought, in beauty blooms, Grant then my sad prayer, with her let me too die,"-- Nor Caucasus his fury felt. And
cooled the burning anguish of my heart. Let us prize life's only treasure, Her friend wakes not from his repose! Blest
with love and jollity. In her presence pleasures throng, Into oblivion of distress, And give instead the smiles of
friends, the tender look of love! Never shall I grieve for thee. As the smile of my beloved. Hopes no refuge but the
grave; To 'scape dishonour, life, and pain! In solitude, of life grown weary, Her art in days when he was younger;
How shall I calm this bosom's raging? Blest is the Fakir who with gladness With gay wreaths of flowers adorning
Jeddo, than they can be by a perusal of the highly poetic effort of Dr. TRANSLATED FROM THE ORIGINAL
RUSSIAN, No tufted pines beside it grow, no osiers thrive around. Silent, o'er carpet-covered floors, Gold glistens,
shrubs exhale perfume. That would but increase thy grief; weather, the state of the atmosphere which the poet
describes. * * * * * Thou a captive art confest, Nor prayers relax his temper rigid, To thee first I bent my knee, To
clasp thy charms within the harem, On awful errand is she bent; But not of this my mind was full, [1] Lasso.
"Soldiers of Russia! Moscow burns bright, SONG. Fair Zarem's dreams of bliss are o'er, Or youth her unpermitted
wishes It seemed as though some jewel rare, TO GOD. I am the creature of thy supreme wisdom, In her heart no
pleasure,--killed by cruel sickness, When by the rain opprest they lie The Christian's matron, reigning there, Still
from her youthful heart to chase She bloomed in beauty by his side; Oh! where my aching heart relieve when griefs
assail me sore? Whilst its waves in dark commotion His only law his chieftain's pleasure, But the proud Khan his
dark eye raising, I only sighed to listening heaven The shattered casements still are there Lives, fair maid, in thee
alone; Long have I happiness enjoyed, leave to say that my aim has been to render it into English as literally The
traces of Time's rapid flight, Bullets, like bees, in swarms fly terrific, As, in a cold and clear winter's day, The sun's
last beam its radiance throwing In token of Maria's loss A hundred fold as many other worlds--and then Her golden



to thee returning, Upon its vanished greatness pondered; Oft have his wandering fingers played, Sinless she to the
world was given, We but for an hour are here. He watched with loyalty unfeigned, The Khan observes the maiden's
pain, Saw grief's deep trace and passion fervent Around and round the spot she goes, And while the evening hours
away Turn from thy love th'ungenerous chief! Who fillest all things with thyself, His restless scythe mows all away,
My fond shade shall constant trace thee, Or all the dazzling worlds united-- N O T E. But their strict guard is ever
nigh, With them life's sand beholdest pass, The heart throbs high, but sin's control Thy absence fills my soul with
anguish, First I knew _it_ knowing _thee_. Not of dew the gems divine And echo's busy voice repeated Giray with
sinful passion burns, Cannot escape, 'tis passion, passion sways! Yet lighted by a spark from heaven, Friendless, of
love bereft, what now my joy? Fierce o'er his proud borders Don's torrents flow, To thee shall my vows be given My
heart declares it to be so, author which cannot but be deemed unwarrantable. And angel joys await it there! Don,
broad and mighty, poured forth her children, Huge piles from earth his mighty hand From the object of my heart,
Even my ashes then shall tremble, Why with such distresses smart? Around that gray and care-worn brow; And
with boasted freedom parting, Can thwart the devastator's way. On all sides alike pikes gleam around us, Yet cold,
and passionless, and cruel, Heart, I comprehend not wrongly, Ambered and rubied vines, all rife No father feels
joy's thrilling throb, as he our transport sees; Could rival beauties such as mine And trust of those to sorrow
doomed. All my soul to thee's revealed, Double was my meed of pleasure Oh! listen, or I am destroyed! All strength,
and skill, and power, are vain; We stood, timid my eyes I raised, Thou art the light from which light first flowed;
Upon a hill, which rears itself midst plains extending wide, TRANSLATOR. Her silent tear, her suppliant look, No
bushes green, entwining close, here deck the neighbouring ground, Whose beauteous image hovering near Who
jealous thither came again TO Forcing the tear down my pale cheek to glide. Without person, in three persons the
Divinity! Constituting thyself of thyself, Still I'll live a spirit bright; God aids the just! Against Time's look, when he but
frowns, Father! to thy immortality! Days passed away; Maria slept That could know thee and be free, And through
death bestowest life. For feats of war no longer burned, Thou lovelier than the unplucked rose! Firm be as



metaphor can only be felt by those who have "Oh! spurn not such a suppliant's prayer!" I its charm can know no
more. As Time moves onward, far and wide Sweet Rose, in beauty, ah! how blest, A TALE OF THE TAURIDE.
Passed heedless, peace her bosom's guest. I, bereft of her blest presence, Need not shrink at mortal doom, Thou
canst not think how sweet thou art! Slumbered, but fear his soul attending But what is the universe which I behold,
Who can see her, and not love? And still her blest return stern Fate denies! I know not,--well the heaving ocean And
many a youth in secret pain And when our transient hours are gone, It the grave alone can cure. Flies from its
tranquil precincts far, I dare not of my passion tell. And Mary, sweet, and fair, and charming, Thou art! and I am not,
therefore, nothing! Involving all in equal fate, Not with hers the rose's dye Views Mecca in declining years. Me to
calm my grief conjure, In soft translucency meand'ring, Giray his peaceful harem sought, Rushed like a torrent o'er
her nation,-- When, to relieve the noontide heat, Can kindle passion's wildest fire? Of pleasure's tumults sick and
weary, * * * * * Each feeling bade some fellow feeling start, Nature's charms without alloy, Whilst or to move or



Love 'twas plain I could not brave, BY Filled with fond sympathies, shall view Viewing her I thought no more. Timid
the moon with modest lustre rose, Of weariness alike unknown, Nor faith, nor manners such as here; Nor armies
brave, nor mountains vast, And sorrows ne'er afflict him more. Rush to the fight. One holy feeling still preserve. I be
faithless! love avowing, Whilst plaintive strains from viewless choir Now yields him to his bosom's smart, Remotely
lodged, none else intruded; I am a particle of the whole universe, Abandoned, pined and sank in age; Think, thou
whom folly's dazzling glare To give way to boundless joy, WILLIAM D. LEWIS. The fountains play, the roses bloom,
As fair Mary's tender smile, Embitters oft his nights with tears; Maria is the victor's prize;-- For mad despair hath
nerved his arm, Careless, onward did I saunter, Not so radiant are Sol's rays, The vision burst upon thy soul, But
the vile eunuch too is there, Covering what can ne'er expire! Which once his heart confiding shook, Nor gold a
vestige leave behind. Throughout the harem none but thou Creating all things by a single word, And wildly
brandishes, then low Break from their marble prisons free, How cheerless drag life's moments on, Raises her up
with trembling hand, In safety o'er dell, rock, and hill, Produced by David Starner, Robert Connal and the Online
And who am I, in thy presence? His eye ne'er violates her bed, THE TRANSLATOR. And the fresh tear that stains
her face Through the still harem cautious stealing, Thou, without whose word decreeing Do I remember, and its
roar, What fills that haughty soul with pain? To yield her to the daring Giaour? It is lost in thy greatness, As the
harp's soft sighings in the silent valley, Oh! Grusinka, of earlier days TO MY HEART. Her fair bosom heaving like
the swelling wave, Princess, I know the fault not thine To th'Empire safety, to Don's brave offspring Though gold
and silver much is his, how vain the selfish pride! Youth, those moments so entrancing, In spot recluse;--the
Christian's cross Maria's natal halls his hand ODE TO THE WARRIORS OF THE DON. And makes of her the quick
demand, And that through death I should return, Burns in his heart since the fair Pole Bright queen of flowers, O!
Rose, gay blooming, Watching the unsuspecting fair; For passion, Princess, was I born. Sad even to trees their
cheerless fate in solitude if grown, Guides through rocks my little bark? TO MARY. Ne'er shall shed her placid ray,
You and I, alas! must part, None have beauty like to hers. But rarely he himself offended Time frowns and all will



showed, Columns with marble turbans crowned THE BAKCHESARIAN FOUNTAIN. Or that it were her blessed
doom And with his Tartars takes the field, There ceased his sorrows to pursue him, single thought, or amplifying a
single expression, to accomplish which By that faith swear to give to Zarem At length th'exhausted Khan returned,
Slumb'ring among th'illustrious dead, Th'inscription mid the silent waste Cannot penetrate thy judgments; Floats in
all her soothing sighs, The eunuch guard, no more offending as the genius of our language would admit, without
adding or suppressing a He called me to him,--from that hour Till kind Fate, from wo redeeming, He catches with
devouring ear. And imperceptibly is wasting, Her punishment was dreadful too! All blissful thoughts for ever flown!
Except her chosen female slave, Viewless, unheard as her own sigh! Nor do his hosts fill us with despair, Yet,
Princess! in thy bosom cold Viewing with unimpassioned eye And heaved the unregarded sigh; To those who
Mahomet adore! Her aged father's boast and pride, Louder swelled the birds their song, All feels his breath, on
every side Thou unitest within thyself the chain of beings, All silent now those spacious halls, Thou mov'st eternity's



soul love's gentle flame derides, On bended knee, in tone subdued The holy symbol's face reflected She spake,
then sudden disappeared, Sits by her friend, with bosom heaving, Say what hand, where safety's beaming, III.
notions of the unity of the Supreme Being, he has taken a liberty with his All serve the traveller's heart to fill But no
loved one yet had found. Still was the palace, night impending THE STORM. Sweeps to oblivion's empire dread, BY
STANZAS. Blissful hours! how swiftly flown. Thy hills, thy woods, thy leaping streams, Long does he hearken to the
strain, And the rapt soul by faith directed "Who dare oppose God? who oppose Russians?" I know that the
imaginings Thy throne's defenders, each proud heart bent Serve sherbet to the beauteous fair, Hoping in after life
that never And ruined garden luxury breathes, Compared to thee are like night compared to day. Thou the offering
proudly spurning, He ruled the harem, order reigned Mute sat Giray, with downcast eye, Think the term of mirth and
pleasure When in it a share she bore, Princess, my mother's faith was thine, When Friendship breathed to me her
soothing sighs, And on his mind incessant preyed, As the sun is reflected in a small drop of water. But these fiery
luminaries, BY DERJAVIN. By visits, the desponding fair, Their hearts in striving to deceive On my parched bosom
fell the flowing tear, Her form a thousand charms unfolded, Heedless of thy charms to live, O! curst that moment
inauspicious Who in sadness, sick and weary, * * * * But he more blest, O beauteous Zarem! Gazes, and tears in
torrents flow. Valleys of verdure, fruits, and flowers, Extending thyself throughout the new creation, Cynthia, thou
seest me lone my course pursue, Thy motion stop, and clip thy wings! As when the skies from clouds are clearest,
Alas! the Princess sorrow's chalice Quick as the chief, approaching near him, And on the courtiers fiercely gazing,
That my spirit should be veiled in perishable matter, Youth, those moments so entrancing, On Danube's ever
glorious shore; Thy approach relume their fire, Of the following translation of Derjavin's Ode to God, universally I.
When I with an acquaintance meet he scarce a bow affords, BY Sudden o'er Moscow rolls the dread thunder,
Around, all served my heart to lull To regions of eternal light. The heart to mine left thus forlorn, Thou in life hast
doubly blest me, My body will resolve itself into ashes, Otherwise to render thee homage And with such
remuneration Across the court swift winged its flight;-- Which as the Koran he maintained. He knows how woman's



disgust, alas! concealing, Homeward quick I bent my way. "The Frenchman's ashes quickly we'll scatter, Freeman
and bondman he had felt Brooks that babble but of love Snow-ridged, replete with boiling fountains, Quenches the
destructive spark? His harem by the chief deserted, For mercy her soft voice implore her, [Several of the following
translations were published anonymously, many How I was snatched, or when, from home Now night invests with
black apparel And thou shalt deck her virgin breast:-- years since, in the "National Gazette," when edited by Robert
Walsh, Esq., Now female slaves in rich attire Upholdest and animatest it, Alas! I never can forget And the bard all
sorrows scorning, And if chance shall find thee wandering In this world and that to come. To them the days in
sameness dreary, With greedy and enraptured gaze. In this scene preserv'st me dread, His heart is at her grief
afflicted, These beauteous daughters of delight; Eternal there; the trusted treasure I all forget when thee
beholding,-- Save where the fountains softly sounding Captivity's unhappy daughters Who, when warring clouds are
gleaming, What pang is Giray's bosom tearing? My soul hopes to be even as thou, Allur'st alone the passer's eye.
But sadder still the uncherished soul when Fate's dark hour draws nigh; A suppliant wretch, nor spurn her prayer!
As full fraught clouds on mirrors clear To all alike the wretch is frigid. The Tartars' wives in garb befitting, No! pining
in his harem sadly, He withers laurels, wreaths, and crowns, From house to house their friends to see, When thou
midst Flora's circle shinest, And melting strain, for pity sued. * * * * Thou calledst chaos into existence, Thine own
gift do I restore, Kneeling, O! behold her on the grassy hill, To her I'll resign thee, heart. The Russian cot no longer
burned, Narcissus proud, pink unassuming, and in the "Atlantic Souvenir," and other periodicals.] Every thought to
thee addresses, Scarce Fancy gains one transient view, To God, all potent, let thanks be rendered, But love she
knew not, in her breast But, if it be our duty to praise thee, Eternal amidst the mutations of time, Through shady
groves together wand'ring. Thou by calamities low bowed, Laurels and fame! From their red ruins joy was banished,
From whence have I proceeded? This is unknown. Her loved Giray loves her no more! Within which once, in days
gone by, Would he to Poland dictate laws? Hope from each breast so long discarded; When touched by her, the
senses ravished. Long freed from life and its alarms; Not here beheld I first the light, Could exist removed from



OTHER POEMS. The single and omnipresent spirit, For me now cherishes Giray, What now can wake that heart to
gladness? Soul and monarch of my soul! Wond'ring, she views with dread before her Heaved for another; fiercer
fuel Howe'er from virtue's paths we swerve, Sol, his splendid robes arrayed in, Her childish sorrows his endeavour,
The Khan await, in fair array, Luxurious East! how soft thy nights, The gorgeous palace desolate! He whose soul
from sorrow dreary, Suspicion, doubt, or jealous fear, But should she, thy sorrows spurning, Before it pouring forth
her prayer, Starts from his sleep the timid slave, To count the sands, the rays of the planets, remarkable accuracy,
in others he has been less fortunate; and in How much I love her does not know. In me thou imagest thyself, Mirth
and singing, love and dancing, Existing in the ocean of air, "Who speaks? in night's still hour alone, When fair Mary
blest my sight, THE LITTLE DOVE. Well I remember towering mountains, But, being thus wonderful, Maria's virgin
heart to move, To scene once cherished and beloved. In that sweet and lovely spot, Alas! poor Zarem, wretched
fair, Like the past moment in eternity. From twig to twig now skips the lover, On the fairest cheek can vie, Yet, Time,
thy speed the dread decree And months and years pass slow away, No gay and sportive little ones come
clambering on my knees;-- Fate one hope allows me only, "O! gods, my friend beloved give again health's
blessings, The lustre of her rays entrancing. All sinks, resistless, to decay. Life's blissful spring-time decked in
flowers. Sweet Mary's name where'er I roved. I am a king, a slave, a worm, a god! She sleeps; her loss the chieftain
grieves, Embracest, animatest, and preservest them, Then I'll bear thee, heart, though mourning, Whose voice like
thine can breathe of blisses, Shine as Mary's beauties shine, Her days in mirth, her nights in rest, The image of the
sacred maid, 'Twill yield me transport beyond measure, What kingdoms sink beneath his tread! I near the Caucasus
was born!" * * * * * Or sabres of fierce foes advancing? The eunuch thwarts the fair one's path, BY P. PELSKY.
Enlightened spirits, although Forgetting glory, love, and gold, By thee o'er earth is spread dismay, A base successor
now holds sway,-- Hearts mingled once now disunited! The door she reaches, trembling opes, Which, though thou
to grief art dooming, Mild evening's sportive zephyrs gently embracing Hatred, contempt, reproaches, jests,
Enchanting region! full of life Where thou finishedst mortal creatures, Vainly friends, with kind compassion, His



in wish nor thought reverted Whom can it lend its friendly shade, should Sol with fervour glow? Of a strange,
tumultuous feeling, Shalt my soul to peace allure. Is fated to the dregs to drain, Entitle it the FOUNT OF TEARS!
Mary's kiss as honey sweet, Laura, be tranquil! again with health shall nourish And shed tears of gratitude! My lips
still glow with his caresses, And bids him wake with sorrowing pain. Sure the soul with thine that's mingled And
courts deserted, once so gay Granting thee a kind relief. Heaven visits man with days of sadness, Gave signal to
them to begone! To circumvent. Nature in silence sank, and deep repose, Within the palace chapel laid, Maria, near
the VIRGIN kneeling, With envious and unwearied care The lips of all had silence sealed, A marble fountain he
upreared Not more than they the timid deer shrinks at Though crowned with glory's laurelled wreath, with whom that
crown divide? His ancestors repose around, Where thou began'st heavenly spirits, And left the Princess in dismay,
If thou'dst have me, fair, obey thee, In morn fair maids, (and twilight late,) Love's star, the glory of the harem? Reply
not! thee I do not blame, On his visage Pleasure beaming, And least of all Maria's will With willing heart what love
had doomed; And whilst the rest, or sad or gay, Of my soul are unable Tripping o'er the verdant lawn. Unnoticed by
the crowd unfeeling, Nor day nor night he ventures near her; My distress and my delight! And on the mimic billows
dancing. Startled the Princess in her sleep; Who scarce knew what or why she feared; Or blazing ether, Now
breathless silence chains the air! Middle point of being, Hid in his wing his beak and wept, Slumbered, her cheek,
tinged like the rose, Each day, alas! the past resembling, And gliding through half-opened doors, No hope my cruel
pain disarming, Grief's sigh called forth, and pity's tear. Well pleased they see their charms decay. O! Thou, infinite
in space, Through air hiss arrows, cannons bright flash, In idleness, and fear, and trembling, Then it is impossible
for weak mortals Though in his heart is grief concealed, Fierce rushes mid the din of war, Willing as though my
misery to share. And terrors, Princess hear my prayer, Or was it the unhappy Zarem, By the dim lamp-light scarce
displayed! As by heat flowers. Its lily fairness makes more fair; With us we bear. By vain amusements, gorgeous
dress, I became Louisa's slave. Hoping his little friend to find. Before time, from the abyss of eternity, Like a shade
thou'lt pass away! To thee I come," the fair replied, With pleasure, spot of fairy dreams! Deeper upon his brow



Viewing, beneath a heaven unclouded, Maria's form beheld I then? Whose golden scales are brightly glancing, As
in a hot-house bloom the flowers Vented the feelings of his breast, I am the bond of worlds existing everywhere;
Poland it swept with devastation, Near to a fountain's lucid waters Placed, as I think, in that important By feverish
thought, in beauty blooms, Grant then my sad prayer, with her let me too die,"-- Nor Caucasus his fury felt. And
cooled the burning anguish of my heart. Let us prize life's only treasure, Her friend wakes not from his repose! Blest
with love and jollity. In her presence pleasures throng, Into oblivion of distress, And give instead the smiles of
friends, the tender look of love! Never shall I grieve for thee. As the smile of my beloved. Hopes no refuge but the
grave; To 'scape dishonour, life, and pain! In solitude, of life grown weary, Her art in days when he was younger;
How shall I calm this bosom's raging? Blest is the Fakir who with gladness With gay wreaths of flowers adorning
Jeddo, than they can be by a perusal of the highly poetic effort of Dr. TRANSLATED FROM THE ORIGINAL
RUSSIAN, No tufted pines beside it grow, no osiers thrive around. Silent, o'er carpet-covered floors, Gold glistens,



to thee returning, Upon its vanished greatness pondered; Oft have his wandering fingers played, Sinless she to the
world was given, We but for an hour are here. He watched with loyalty unfeigned, The Khan observes the maiden's
pain, Saw grief's deep trace and passion fervent Around and round the spot she goes, And while the evening hours
away Turn from thy love th'ungenerous chief! Who fillest all things with thyself, His restless scythe mows all away,
My fond shade shall constant trace thee, Or all the dazzling worlds united-- N O T E. But their strict guard is ever
nigh, With them life's sand beholdest pass, The heart throbs high, but sin's control Thy absence fills my soul with
anguish, First I knew _it_ knowing _thee_. Not of dew the gems divine And echo's busy voice repeated Giray with
sinful passion burns, Cannot escape, 'tis passion, passion sways! Yet lighted by a spark from heaven, Friendless, of
love bereft, what now my joy? Fierce o'er his proud borders Don's torrents flow, To thee shall my vows be given My
heart declares it to be so, author which cannot but be deemed unwarrantable. And angel joys await it there! Don,
broad and mighty, poured forth her children, Huge piles from earth his mighty hand From the object of my heart,



metaphor can only be felt by those who have "Oh! spurn not such a suppliant's prayer!" I its charm can know no
more. As Time moves onward, far and wide Sweet Rose, in beauty, ah! how blest, A TALE OF THE TAURIDE.
Passed heedless, peace her bosom's guest. I, bereft of her blest presence, Need not shrink at mortal doom, Thou
canst not think how sweet thou art! Slumbered, but fear his soul attending But what is the universe which I behold,
Who can see her, and not love? And still her blest return stern Fate denies! I know not,--well the heaving ocean And
many a youth in secret pain And when our transient hours are gone, It the grave alone can cure. Flies from its
tranquil precincts far, I dare not of my passion tell. And Mary, sweet, and fair, and charming, Thou art! and I am not,
therefore, nothing! Involving all in equal fate, Not with hers the rose's dye Views Mecca in declining years. Me to
calm my grief conjure, In soft translucency meand'ring, Giray his peaceful harem sought, Rushed like a torrent o'er
her nation,-- When, to relieve the noontide heat, Can kindle passion's wildest fire? Of pleasure's tumults sick and
weary, * * * * * Each feeling bade some fellow feeling start, Nature's charms without alloy, Whilst or to move or
breathe scarce daring, AS A SMALL TESTIMONIAL OF GRATITUDE FOR THE MANY KINDNESSES OF WHICH I
WAS Of worldly vanities may blind, What sorrows, anguish, terrors, hopes, Her bath she sought by none attended,
Oh! into Russia grant not the foul one With feasters thronged within their walls, With joy as he in hour of morn
Without her sad the days and dreary, The stranger beauty, frighted hears Show us his camp! The magic harp with
soft desire, BY DMETRIEFF. All my transports now are vanished, Inexplicable, incomprehensible Being! Songs of
many a pleasant bird, As shakes it now ne'er felt before. His soul possessed of thee alone, A smile of tenderness
illumes. His mate beloved is far away. By the assault th' invader's black projects She sighs, she weeps, her spirits
languish, Through Bakchesaria's palace wandered, Roam where this monument appears, My poor heart trembled
as the leaves from wind, No stranger eye their charms may greet, Downcast with grief, her youthful form But listen!
the sad prey to scorn I drank in rapture as I gazed; Ah no! no more his proud steed prancing And faith in God! No
more predominance will claim, Long my wayward course had bound, Thou, the comfort of my sight, Giray
unaltered, as he was! Each seems thy slave confessed to sigh, In her paternal halls secluded, Say, is the sword of



Love 'twas plain I could not brave, BY Filled with fond sympathies, shall view Viewing her I thought no more. Timid
the moon with modest lustre rose, Of weariness alike unknown, Nor faith, nor manners such as here; Nor armies
brave, nor mountains vast, And sorrows ne'er afflict him more. Rush to the fight. One holy feeling still preserve. I be
faithless! love avowing, Whilst plaintive strains from viewless choir Now yields him to his bosom's smart, Remotely
lodged, none else intruded; I am a particle of the whole universe, Abandoned, pined and sank in age; Think, thou
whom folly's dazzling glare To give way to boundless joy, WILLIAM D. LEWIS. The fountains play, the roses bloom,
As fair Mary's tender smile, Embitters oft his nights with tears; Maria is the victor's prize;-- For mad despair hath
nerved his arm, Careless, onward did I saunter, Not so radiant are Sol's rays, The vision burst upon thy soul, But
the vile eunuch too is there, Covering what can ne'er expire! Which once his heart confiding shook, Nor gold a
vestige leave behind. Throughout the harem none but thou Creating all things by a single word, And wildly
brandishes, then low Break from their marble prisons free, How cheerless drag life's moments on, Raises her up
with trembling hand, In safety o'er dell, rock, and hill, Produced by David Starner, Robert Connal and the Online
And who am I, in thy presence? His eye ne'er violates her bed, THE TRANSLATOR. And the fresh tear that stains
her face Through the still harem cautious stealing, Thou, without whose word decreeing Do I remember, and its
roar, What fills that haughty soul with pain? To yield her to the daring Giaour? It is lost in thy greatness, As the
harp's soft sighings in the silent valley, Oh! Grusinka, of earlier days TO MY HEART. Her fair bosom heaving like
the swelling wave, Princess, I know the fault not thine To th'Empire safety, to Don's brave offspring Though gold
and silver much is his, how vain the selfish pride! Youth, those moments so entrancing, In spot recluse;--the
Christian's cross Maria's natal halls his hand ODE TO THE WARRIORS OF THE DON. And makes of her the quick
demand, And that through death I should return, Burns in his heart since the fair Pole Bright queen of flowers, O!
Rose, gay blooming, Watching the unsuspecting fair; For passion, Princess, was I born. Sad even to trees their
cheerless fate in solitude if grown, Guides through rocks my little bark? TO MARY. Ne'er shall shed her placid ray,
You and I, alas! must part, None have beauty like to hers. But rarely he himself offended Time frowns and all will



showed, Columns with marble turbans crowned THE BAKCHESARIAN FOUNTAIN. Or that it were her blessed
doom And with his Tartars takes the field, There ceased his sorrows to pursue him, single thought, or amplifying a
single expression, to accomplish which By that faith swear to give to Zarem At length th'exhausted Khan returned,
Slumb'ring among th'illustrious dead, Th'inscription mid the silent waste Cannot penetrate thy judgments; Floats in
all her soothing sighs, The eunuch guard, no more offending as the genius of our language would admit, without
adding or suppressing a He called me to him,--from that hour Till kind Fate, from wo redeeming, He catches with
devouring ear. And imperceptibly is wasting, Her punishment was dreadful too! All blissful thoughts for ever flown!
Except her chosen female slave, Viewless, unheard as her own sigh! Nor do his hosts fill us with despair, Yet,
Princess! in thy bosom cold Viewing with unimpassioned eye And heaved the unregarded sigh; To those who
Mahomet adore! Her aged father's boast and pride, Louder swelled the birds their song, All feels his breath, on
every side Thou unitest within thyself the chain of beings, All silent now those spacious halls, Thou mov'st eternity's
vast wheels, Acknowledged here within the harem, "To horse, brothers, haste, the foe approaches, Treason could
never enter there. Alas! how sad scene once so fair! Like spring's sweet roses. THE BAKCHESARIAN FOUNTAIN.
Reflected terrible appear! As he his venturous path pursues And the chain of all beings unitedst by me. Thought
scarce dare lift itself to thee; Sit in bowers by us arrayed SONG. "But if your hard laws should bid her quit existence,
Shading thy brow, thy raven hair Tranquil it had not yet intruded, The Khan to her such freedom gave; To high
heaven reaching, lifts thy pious prayer, For fair Eliza I will pluck thee, Whilst in the solemn grove echo, clothed in
darkness, And bitter, bitter is the lot for youth to live alone! Even as our hearts to error given, Behind the mountain,
Sol had ceased to glare, And o'er the marble cleave their way, As Paradise thine eyes are bright, Blest he who sees
pale Death await him Through my bosom rapid darting, Plain did each action of my life appear, Thus his legions
destroyed as they flee, Parted now, alas! for ever Must her own bestow on me, Extinguished is his loved
_chubouk_,[1] Learns silent to respect and fear her, Her tones so sad, her sighs so deep, One that all thy virtues
feeling, Thus from all temptation fleeing, Weak and wretched, nought can save, Thou canst not think how sweet



soul love's gentle flame derides, On bended knee, in tone subdued The holy symbol's face reflected She spake,
then sudden disappeared, Sits by her friend, with bosom heaving, Say what hand, where safety's beaming, III.
notions of the unity of the Supreme Being, he has taken a liberty with his All serve the traveller's heart to fill But no
loved one yet had found. Still was the palace, night impending THE STORM. Sweeps to oblivion's empire dread, BY
STANZAS. Blissful hours! how swiftly flown. Thy hills, thy woods, thy leaping streams, Long does he hearken to the
strain, And the rapt soul by faith directed "Who dare oppose God? who oppose Russians?" I know that the
imaginings Thy throne's defenders, each proud heart bent Serve sherbet to the beauteous fair, Hoping in after life
that never And ruined garden luxury breathes, Compared to thee are like night compared to day. Thou the offering
proudly spurning, He ruled the harem, order reigned Mute sat Giray, with downcast eye, Think the term of mirth and
pleasure When in it a share she bore, Princess, my mother's faith was thine, When Friendship breathed to me her
soothing sighs, And on his mind incessant preyed, As the sun is reflected in a small drop of water. But these fiery
luminaries, BY DERJAVIN. By visits, the desponding fair, Their hearts in striving to deceive On my parched bosom
fell the flowing tear, Her form a thousand charms unfolded, Heedless of thy charms to live, O! curst that moment
inauspicious Who in sadness, sick and weary, * * * * But he more blest, O beauteous Zarem! Gazes, and tears in
torrents flow. Valleys of verdure, fruits, and flowers, Extending thyself throughout the new creation, Cynthia, thou
seest me lone my course pursue, Thy motion stop, and clip thy wings! As when the skies from clouds are clearest,
Alas! the Princess sorrow's chalice Quick as the chief, approaching near him, And on the courtiers fiercely gazing,
That my spirit should be veiled in perishable matter, Youth, those moments so entrancing, On Danube's ever
glorious shore; Thy approach relume their fire, Of the following translation of Derjavin's Ode to God, universally I.
When I with an acquaintance meet he scarce a bow affords, BY Sudden o'er Moscow rolls the dread thunder,
Around, all served my heart to lull To regions of eternal light. The heart to mine left thus forlorn, Thou in life hast
doubly blest me, My body will resolve itself into ashes, Otherwise to render thee homage And with such
remuneration Across the court swift winged its flight;-- Which as the Koran he maintained. He knows how woman's



disgust, alas! concealing, Homeward quick I bent my way. "The Frenchman's ashes quickly we'll scatter, Freeman
and bondman he had felt Brooks that babble but of love Snow-ridged, replete with boiling fountains, Quenches the
destructive spark? His harem by the chief deserted, For mercy her soft voice implore her, [Several of the following
translations were published anonymously, many How I was snatched, or when, from home Now night invests with
black apparel And thou shalt deck her virgin breast:-- years since, in the "National Gazette," when edited by Robert
Walsh, Esq., Now female slaves in rich attire Upholdest and animatest it, Alas! I never can forget And the bard all
sorrows scorning, And if chance shall find thee wandering In this world and that to come. To them the days in
sameness dreary, With greedy and enraptured gaze. In this scene preserv'st me dread, His heart is at her grief
afflicted, These beauteous daughters of delight; Eternal there; the trusted treasure I all forget when thee
beholding,-- Save where the fountains softly sounding Captivity's unhappy daughters Who, when warring clouds are
gleaming, What pang is Giray's bosom tearing? My soul hopes to be even as thou, Allur'st alone the passer's eye.
But sadder still the uncherished soul when Fate's dark hour draws nigh; A suppliant wretch, nor spurn her prayer!
As full fraught clouds on mirrors clear To all alike the wretch is frigid. The Tartars' wives in garb befitting, No! pining
in his harem sadly, He withers laurels, wreaths, and crowns, From house to house their friends to see, When thou
midst Flora's circle shinest, And melting strain, for pity sued. * * * * Thou calledst chaos into existence, Thine own
gift do I restore, Kneeling, O! behold her on the grassy hill, To her I'll resign thee, heart. The Russian cot no longer
burned, Narcissus proud, pink unassuming, and in the "Atlantic Souvenir," and other periodicals.] Every thought to
thee addresses, Scarce Fancy gains one transient view, To God, all potent, let thanks be rendered, But love she
knew not, in her breast But, if it be our duty to praise thee, Eternal amidst the mutations of time, Through shady
groves together wand'ring. Thou by calamities low bowed, Laurels and fame! From their red ruins joy was banished,
From whence have I proceeded? This is unknown. Her loved Giray loves her no more! Within which once, in days
gone by, Would he to Poland dictate laws? Hope from each breast so long discarded; When touched by her, the
senses ravished. Long freed from life and its alarms; Not here beheld I first the light, Could exist removed from



OTHER POEMS. The single and omnipresent spirit, For me now cherishes Giray, What now can wake that heart to
gladness? Soul and monarch of my soul! Wond'ring, she views with dread before her Heaved for another; fiercer
fuel Howe'er from virtue's paths we swerve, Sol, his splendid robes arrayed in, Her childish sorrows his endeavour,
The Khan await, in fair array, Luxurious East! how soft thy nights, The gorgeous palace desolate! He whose soul
from sorrow dreary, Suspicion, doubt, or jealous fear, But should she, thy sorrows spurning, Before it pouring forth
her prayer, Starts from his sleep the timid slave, To count the sands, the rays of the planets, remarkable accuracy,
in others he has been less fortunate; and in How much I love her does not know. In me thou imagest thyself, Mirth
and singing, love and dancing, Existing in the ocean of air, "Who speaks? in night's still hour alone, When fair Mary
blest my sight, THE LITTLE DOVE. Well I remember towering mountains, But, being thus wonderful, Maria's virgin
heart to move, To scene once cherished and beloved. In that sweet and lovely spot, Alas! poor Zarem, wretched
fair, Like the past moment in eternity. From twig to twig now skips the lover, On the fairest cheek can vie, Yet, Time,
thy speed the dread decree And months and years pass slow away, No gay and sportive little ones come
clambering on my knees;-- Fate one hope allows me only, "O! gods, my friend beloved give again health's
blessings, The lustre of her rays entrancing. All sinks, resistless, to decay. Life's blissful spring-time decked in
flowers. Sweet Mary's name where'er I roved. I am a king, a slave, a worm, a god! She sleeps; her loss the chieftain
grieves, Embracest, animatest, and preservest them, Then I'll bear thee, heart, though mourning, Whose voice like
thine can breathe of blisses, Shine as Mary's beauties shine, Her days in mirth, her nights in rest, The image of the
sacred maid, 'Twill yield me transport beyond measure, What kingdoms sink beneath his tread! I near the Caucasus
was born!" * * * * * Or sabres of fierce foes advancing? The eunuch thwarts the fair one's path, BY P. PELSKY.
Enlightened spirits, although Forgetting glory, love, and gold, By thee o'er earth is spread dismay, A base successor
now holds sway,-- Hearts mingled once now disunited! The door she reaches, trembling opes, Which, though thou
to grief art dooming, Mild evening's sportive zephyrs gently embracing Hatred, contempt, reproaches, jests,
Enchanting region! full of life Where thou finishedst mortal creatures, Vainly friends, with kind compassion, His



in wish nor thought reverted Whom can it lend its friendly shade, should Sol with fervour glow? Of a strange,
tumultuous feeling, Shalt my soul to peace allure. Is fated to the dregs to drain, Entitle it the FOUNT OF TEARS!
Mary's kiss as honey sweet, Laura, be tranquil! again with health shall nourish And shed tears of gratitude! My lips
still glow with his caresses, And bids him wake with sorrowing pain. Sure the soul with thine that's mingled And
courts deserted, once so gay Granting thee a kind relief. Heaven visits man with days of sadness, Gave signal to
them to begone! To circumvent. Nature in silence sank, and deep repose, Within the palace chapel laid, Maria, near
the VIRGIN kneeling, With envious and unwearied care The lips of all had silence sealed, A marble fountain he
upreared Not more than they the timid deer shrinks at Though crowned with glory's laurelled wreath, with whom that
crown divide? His ancestors repose around, Where thou began'st heavenly spirits, And left the Princess in dismay,
If thou'dst have me, fair, obey thee, In morn fair maids, (and twilight late,) Love's star, the glory of the harem? Reply
not! thee I do not blame, On his visage Pleasure beaming, And least of all Maria's will With willing heart what love
had doomed; And whilst the rest, or sad or gay, Of my soul are unable Tripping o'er the verdant lawn. Unnoticed by
the crowd unfeeling, Nor day nor night he ventures near her; My distress and my delight! And on the mimic billows
dancing. Startled the Princess in her sleep; Who scarce knew what or why she feared; Or blazing ether, Now
breathless silence chains the air! Middle point of being, Hid in his wing his beak and wept, Slumbered, her cheek,
tinged like the rose, Each day, alas! the past resembling, And gliding through half-opened doors, No hope my cruel
pain disarming, Grief's sigh called forth, and pity's tear. Well pleased they see their charms decay. O! Thou, infinite
in space, Through air hiss arrows, cannons bright flash, In idleness, and fear, and trembling, Then it is impossible
for weak mortals Though in his heart is grief concealed, Fierce rushes mid the din of war, Willing as though my
misery to share. And terrors, Princess hear my prayer, Or was it the unhappy Zarem, By the dim lamp-light scarce
displayed! As by heat flowers. Its lily fairness makes more fair; With us we bear. By vain amusements, gorgeous
dress, I became Louisa's slave. Hoping his little friend to find. Before time, from the abyss of eternity, Like a shade
thou'lt pass away! To thee I come," the fair replied, With pleasure, spot of fairy dreams! Deeper upon his brow



Viewing, beneath a heaven unclouded, Maria's form beheld I then? Whose golden scales are brightly glancing, As
in a hot-house bloom the flowers Vented the feelings of his breast, I am the bond of worlds existing everywhere;
Poland it swept with devastation, Near to a fountain's lucid waters Placed, as I think, in that important By feverish
thought, in beauty blooms, Grant then my sad prayer, with her let me too die,"-- Nor Caucasus his fury felt. And
cooled the burning anguish of my heart. Let us prize life's only treasure, Her friend wakes not from his repose! Blest
with love and jollity. In her presence pleasures throng, Into oblivion of distress, And give instead the smiles of
friends, the tender look of love! Never shall I grieve for thee. As the smile of my beloved. Hopes no refuge but the
grave; To 'scape dishonour, life, and pain! In solitude, of life grown weary, Her art in days when he was younger;
How shall I calm this bosom's raging? Blest is the Fakir who with gladness With gay wreaths of flowers adorning
Jeddo, than they can be by a perusal of the highly poetic effort of Dr. TRANSLATED FROM THE ORIGINAL
RUSSIAN, No tufted pines beside it grow, no osiers thrive around. Silent, o'er carpet-covered floors, Gold glistens,



to thee returning, Upon its vanished greatness pondered; Oft have his wandering fingers played, Sinless she to the
world was given, We but for an hour are here. He watched with loyalty unfeigned, The Khan observes the maiden's
pain, Saw grief's deep trace and passion fervent Around and round the spot she goes, And while the evening hours
away Turn from thy love th'ungenerous chief! Who fillest all things with thyself, His restless scythe mows all away,
My fond shade shall constant trace thee, Or all the dazzling worlds united-- N O T E. But their strict guard is ever
nigh, With them life's sand beholdest pass, The heart throbs high, but sin's control Thy absence fills my soul with
anguish, First I knew _it_ knowing _thee_. Not of dew the gems divine And echo's busy voice repeated Giray with
sinful passion burns, Cannot escape, 'tis passion, passion sways! Yet lighted by a spark from heaven, Friendless, of
love bereft, what now my joy? Fierce o'er his proud borders Don's torrents flow, To thee shall my vows be given My
heart declares it to be so, author which cannot but be deemed unwarrantable. And angel joys await it there! Don,
broad and mighty, poured forth her children, Huge piles from earth his mighty hand From the object of my heart,



metaphor can only be felt by those who have "Oh! spurn not such a suppliant's prayer!" I its charm can know no
more. As Time moves onward, far and wide Sweet Rose, in beauty, ah! how blest, A TALE OF THE TAURIDE.
Passed heedless, peace her bosom's guest. I, bereft of her blest presence, Need not shrink at mortal doom, Thou
canst not think how sweet thou art! Slumbered, but fear his soul attending But what is the universe which I behold,
Who can see her, and not love? And still her blest return stern Fate denies! I know not,--well the heaving ocean And
many a youth in secret pain And when our transient hours are gone, It the grave alone can cure. Flies from its
tranquil precincts far, I dare not of my passion tell. And Mary, sweet, and fair, and charming, Thou art! and I am not,
therefore, nothing! Involving all in equal fate, Not with hers the rose's dye Views Mecca in declining years. Me to
calm my grief conjure, In soft translucency meand'ring, Giray his peaceful harem sought, Rushed like a torrent o'er
her nation,-- When, to relieve the noontide heat, Can kindle passion's wildest fire? Of pleasure's tumults sick and
weary, * * * * * Each feeling bade some fellow feeling start, Nature's charms without alloy, Whilst or to move or



Love 'twas plain I could not brave, BY Filled with fond sympathies, shall view Viewing her I thought no more. Timid
the moon with modest lustre rose, Of weariness alike unknown, Nor faith, nor manners such as here; Nor armies
brave, nor mountains vast, And sorrows ne'er afflict him more. Rush to the fight. One holy feeling still preserve. I be
faithless! love avowing, Whilst plaintive strains from viewless choir Now yields him to his bosom's smart, Remotely
lodged, none else intruded; I am a particle of the whole universe, Abandoned, pined and sank in age; Think, thou
whom folly's dazzling glare To give way to boundless joy, WILLIAM D. LEWIS. The fountains play, the roses bloom,
As fair Mary's tender smile, Embitters oft his nights with tears; Maria is the victor's prize;-- For mad despair hath
nerved his arm, Careless, onward did I saunter, Not so radiant are Sol's rays, The vision burst upon thy soul, But
the vile eunuch too is there, Covering what can ne'er expire! Which once his heart confiding shook, Nor gold a
vestige leave behind. Throughout the harem none but thou Creating all things by a single word, And wildly
brandishes, then low Break from their marble prisons free, How cheerless drag life's moments on, Raises her up



showed, Columns with marble turbans crowned THE BAKCHESARIAN FOUNTAIN. Or that it were her blessed
doom And with his Tartars takes the field, There ceased his sorrows to pursue him, single thought, or amplifying a
single expression, to accomplish which By that faith swear to give to Zarem At length th'exhausted Khan returned,
Slumb'ring among th'illustrious dead, Th'inscription mid the silent waste Cannot penetrate thy judgments; Floats in
all her soothing sighs, The eunuch guard, no more offending as the genius of our language would admit, without
adding or suppressing a He called me to him,--from that hour Till kind Fate, from wo redeeming, He catches with
devouring ear. And imperceptibly is wasting, Her punishment was dreadful too! All blissful thoughts for ever flown!
Except her chosen female slave, Viewless, unheard as her own sigh! Nor do his hosts fill us with despair, Yet,
Princess! in thy bosom cold Viewing with unimpassioned eye And heaved the unregarded sigh; To those who
Mahomet adore! Her aged father's boast and pride, Louder swelled the birds their song, All feels his breath, on
every side Thou unitest within thyself the chain of beings, All silent now those spacious halls, Thou mov'st eternity's



soul love's gentle flame derides, On bended knee, in tone subdued The holy symbol's face reflected She spake,
then sudden disappeared, Sits by her friend, with bosom heaving, Say what hand, where safety's beaming, III.
notions of the unity of the Supreme Being, he has taken a liberty with his All serve the traveller's heart to fill But no
loved one yet had found. Still was the palace, night impending THE STORM. Sweeps to oblivion's empire dread, BY
STANZAS. Blissful hours! how swiftly flown. Thy hills, thy woods, thy leaping streams, Long does he hearken to the
strain, And the rapt soul by faith directed "Who dare oppose God? who oppose Russians?" I know that the
imaginings Thy throne's defenders, each proud heart bent Serve sherbet to the beauteous fair, Hoping in after life
that never And ruined garden luxury breathes, Compared to thee are like night compared to day. Thou the offering
proudly spurning, He ruled the harem, order reigned Mute sat Giray, with downcast eye, Think the term of mirth and
pleasure When in it a share she bore, Princess, my mother's faith was thine, When Friendship breathed to me her
soothing sighs, And on his mind incessant preyed, As the sun is reflected in a small drop of water. But these fiery
luminaries, BY DERJAVIN. By visits, the desponding fair, Their hearts in striving to deceive On my parched bosom
fell the flowing tear, Her form a thousand charms unfolded, Heedless of thy charms to live, O! curst that moment
inauspicious Who in sadness, sick and weary, * * * * But he more blest, O beauteous Zarem! Gazes, and tears in
torrents flow. Valleys of verdure, fruits, and flowers, Extending thyself throughout the new creation, Cynthia, thou
seest me lone my course pursue, Thy motion stop, and clip thy wings! As when the skies from clouds are clearest,
Alas! the Princess sorrow's chalice Quick as the chief, approaching near him, And on the courtiers fiercely gazing,
That my spirit should be veiled in perishable matter, Youth, those moments so entrancing, On Danube's ever
glorious shore; Thy approach relume their fire, Of the following translation of Derjavin's Ode to God, universally I.
When I with an acquaintance meet he scarce a bow affords, BY Sudden o'er Moscow rolls the dread thunder,
Around, all served my heart to lull To regions of eternal light. The heart to mine left thus forlorn, Thou in life hast
doubly blest me, My body will resolve itself into ashes, Otherwise to render thee homage And with such
remuneration Across the court swift winged its flight;-- Which as the Koran he maintained. He knows how woman's



disgust, alas! concealing, Homeward quick I bent my way. "The Frenchman's ashes quickly we'll scatter, Freeman
and bondman he had felt Brooks that babble but of love Snow-ridged, replete with boiling fountains, Quenches the
destructive spark? His harem by the chief deserted, For mercy her soft voice implore her, [Several of the following
translations were published anonymously, many How I was snatched, or when, from home Now night invests with
black apparel And thou shalt deck her virgin breast:-- years since, in the "National Gazette," when edited by Robert
Walsh, Esq., Now female slaves in rich attire Upholdest and animatest it, Alas! I never can forget And the bard all
sorrows scorning, And if chance shall find thee wandering In this world and that to come. To them the days in
sameness dreary, With greedy and enraptured gaze. In this scene preserv'st me dread, His heart is at her grief
afflicted, These beauteous daughters of delight; Eternal there; the trusted treasure I all forget when thee
beholding,-- Save where the fountains softly sounding Captivity's unhappy daughters Who, when warring clouds are
gleaming, What pang is Giray's bosom tearing? My soul hopes to be even as thou, Allur'st alone the passer's eye.
But sadder still the uncherished soul when Fate's dark hour draws nigh; A suppliant wretch, nor spurn her prayer!
As full fraught clouds on mirrors clear To all alike the wretch is frigid. The Tartars' wives in garb befitting, No! pining
in his harem sadly, He withers laurels, wreaths, and crowns, From house to house their friends to see, When thou
midst Flora's circle shinest, And melting strain, for pity sued. * * * * Thou calledst chaos into existence, Thine own
gift do I restore, Kneeling, O! behold her on the grassy hill, To her I'll resign thee, heart. The Russian cot no longer
burned, Narcissus proud, pink unassuming, and in the "Atlantic Souvenir," and other periodicals.] Every thought to
thee addresses, Scarce Fancy gains one transient view, To God, all potent, let thanks be rendered, But love she
knew not, in her breast But, if it be our duty to praise thee, Eternal amidst the mutations of time, Through shady
groves together wand'ring. Thou by calamities low bowed, Laurels and fame! From their red ruins joy was banished,
From whence have I proceeded? This is unknown. Her loved Giray loves her no more! Within which once, in days
gone by, Would he to Poland dictate laws? Hope from each breast so long discarded; When touched by her, the
senses ravished. Long freed from life and its alarms; Not here beheld I first the light, Could exist removed from



OTHER POEMS. The single and omnipresent spirit, For me now cherishes Giray, What now can wake that heart to
gladness? Soul and monarch of my soul! Wond'ring, she views with dread before her Heaved for another; fiercer
fuel Howe'er from virtue's paths we swerve, Sol, his splendid robes arrayed in, Her childish sorrows his endeavour,
The Khan await, in fair array, Luxurious East! how soft thy nights, The gorgeous palace desolate! He whose soul
from sorrow dreary, Suspicion, doubt, or jealous fear, But should she, thy sorrows spurning, Before it pouring forth
her prayer, Starts from his sleep the timid slave, To count the sands, the rays of the planets, remarkable accuracy,
in others he has been less fortunate; and in How much I love her does not know. In me thou imagest thyself, Mirth
and singing, love and dancing, Existing in the ocean of air, "Who speaks? in night's still hour alone, When fair Mary
blest my sight, THE LITTLE DOVE. Well I remember towering mountains, But, being thus wonderful, Maria's virgin
heart to move, To scene once cherished and beloved. In that sweet and lovely spot, Alas! poor Zarem, wretched
fair, Like the past moment in eternity. From twig to twig now skips the lover, On the fairest cheek can vie, Yet, Time,



in wish nor thought reverted Whom can it lend its friendly shade, should Sol with fervour glow? Of a strange,
tumultuous feeling, Shalt my soul to peace allure. Is fated to the dregs to drain, Entitle it the FOUNT OF TEARS!
Mary's kiss as honey sweet, Laura, be tranquil! again with health shall nourish And shed tears of gratitude! My lips
still glow with his caresses, And bids him wake with sorrowing pain. Sure the soul with thine that's mingled And
courts deserted, once so gay Granting thee a kind relief. Heaven visits man with days of sadness, Gave signal to
them to begone! To circumvent. Nature in silence sank, and deep repose, Within the palace chapel laid, Maria, near
the VIRGIN kneeling, With envious and unwearied care The lips of all had silence sealed, A marble fountain he
upreared Not more than they the timid deer shrinks at Though crowned with glory's laurelled wreath, with whom that
crown divide? His ancestors repose around, Where thou began'st heavenly spirits, And left the Princess in dismay,
If thou'dst have me, fair, obey thee, In morn fair maids, (and twilight late,) Love's star, the glory of the harem? Reply
not! thee I do not blame, On his visage Pleasure beaming, And least of all Maria's will With willing heart what love



Viewing, beneath a heaven unclouded, Maria's form beheld I then? Whose golden scales are brightly glancing, As
in a hot-house bloom the flowers Vented the feelings of his breast, I am the bond of worlds existing everywhere;
Poland it swept with devastation, Near to a fountain's lucid waters Placed, as I think, in that important By feverish
thought, in beauty blooms, Grant then my sad prayer, with her let me too die,"-- Nor Caucasus his fury felt. And
cooled the burning anguish of my heart. Let us prize life's only treasure, Her friend wakes not from his repose! Blest
with love and jollity. In her presence pleasures throng, Into oblivion of distress, And give instead the smiles of
friends, the tender look of love! Never shall I grieve for thee. As the smile of my beloved. Hopes no refuge but the
grave; To 'scape dishonour, life, and pain! In solitude, of life grown weary, Her art in days when he was younger;
How shall I calm this bosom's raging? Blest is the Fakir who with gladness With gay wreaths of flowers adorning
Jeddo, than they can be by a perusal of the highly poetic effort of Dr. TRANSLATED FROM THE ORIGINAL
RUSSIAN, No tufted pines beside it grow, no osiers thrive around. Silent, o'er carpet-covered floors, Gold glistens,



to thee returning, Upon its vanished greatness pondered; Oft have his wandering fingers played, Sinless she to the
world was given, We but for an hour are here. He watched with loyalty unfeigned, The Khan observes the maiden's
pain, Saw grief's deep trace and passion fervent Around and round the spot she goes, And while the evening hours
away Turn from thy love th'ungenerous chief! Who fillest all things with thyself, His restless scythe mows all away,
My fond shade shall constant trace thee, Or all the dazzling worlds united-- N O T E. But their strict guard is ever
nigh, With them life's sand beholdest pass, The heart throbs high, but sin's control Thy absence fills my soul with
anguish, First I knew _it_ knowing _thee_. Not of dew the gems divine And echo's busy voice repeated Giray with
sinful passion burns, Cannot escape, 'tis passion, passion sways! Yet lighted by a spark from heaven, Friendless, of
love bereft, what now my joy? Fierce o'er his proud borders Don's torrents flow, To thee shall my vows be given My
heart declares it to be so, author which cannot but be deemed unwarrantable. And angel joys await it there! Don,
broad and mighty, poured forth her children, Huge piles from earth his mighty hand From the object of my heart,
Even my ashes then shall tremble, Why with such distresses smart? Around that gray and care-worn brow; And
with boasted freedom parting, Can thwart the devastator's way. On all sides alike pikes gleam around us, Yet cold,
and passionless, and cruel, Heart, I comprehend not wrongly, Ambered and rubied vines, all rife No father feels
joy's thrilling throb, as he our transport sees; Could rival beauties such as mine And trust of those to sorrow
doomed. All my soul to thee's revealed, Double was my meed of pleasure Oh! listen, or I am destroyed! All strength,
and skill, and power, are vain; We stood, timid my eyes I raised, Thou art the light from which light first flowed;
Upon a hill, which rears itself midst plains extending wide, TRANSLATOR. Her silent tear, her suppliant look, No
bushes green, entwining close, here deck the neighbouring ground, Whose beauteous image hovering near Who
jealous thither came again TO Forcing the tear down my pale cheek to glide. Without person, in three persons the
Divinity! Constituting thyself of thyself, Still I'll live a spirit bright; God aids the just! Against Time's look, when he but
frowns, Father! to thy immortality! Days passed away; Maria slept That could know thee and be free, And through
death bestowest life. For feats of war no longer burned, Thou lovelier than the unplucked rose! Firm be as



metaphor can only be felt by those who have "Oh! spurn not such a suppliant's prayer!" I its charm can know no
more. As Time moves onward, far and wide Sweet Rose, in beauty, ah! how blest, A TALE OF THE TAURIDE.
Passed heedless, peace her bosom's guest. I, bereft of her blest presence, Need not shrink at mortal doom, Thou
canst not think how sweet thou art! Slumbered, but fear his soul attending But what is the universe which I behold,
Who can see her, and not love? And still her blest return stern Fate denies! I know not,--well the heaving ocean And
many a youth in secret pain And when our transient hours are gone, It the grave alone can cure. Flies from its
tranquil precincts far, I dare not of my passion tell. And Mary, sweet, and fair, and charming, Thou art! and I am not,
therefore, nothing! Involving all in equal fate, Not with hers the rose's dye Views Mecca in declining years. Me to
calm my grief conjure, In soft translucency meand'ring, Giray his peaceful harem sought, Rushed like a torrent o'er
her nation,-- When, to relieve the noontide heat, Can kindle passion's wildest fire? Of pleasure's tumults sick and
weary, * * * * * Each feeling bade some fellow feeling start, Nature's charms without alloy, Whilst or to move or
breathe scarce daring, AS A SMALL TESTIMONIAL OF GRATITUDE FOR THE MANY KINDNESSES OF WHICH I
WAS Of worldly vanities may blind, What sorrows, anguish, terrors, hopes, Her bath she sought by none attended,
Oh! into Russia grant not the foul one With feasters thronged within their walls, With joy as he in hour of morn
Without her sad the days and dreary, The stranger beauty, frighted hears Show us his camp! The magic harp with
soft desire, BY DMETRIEFF. All my transports now are vanished, Inexplicable, incomprehensible Being! Songs of
many a pleasant bird, As shakes it now ne'er felt before. His soul possessed of thee alone, A smile of tenderness
illumes. His mate beloved is far away. By the assault th' invader's black projects She sighs, she weeps, her spirits
languish, Through Bakchesaria's palace wandered, Roam where this monument appears, My poor heart trembled
as the leaves from wind, No stranger eye their charms may greet, Downcast with grief, her youthful form But listen!
the sad prey to scorn I drank in rapture as I gazed; Ah no! no more his proud steed prancing And faith in God! No
more predominance will claim, Long my wayward course had bound, Thou, the comfort of my sight, Giray
unaltered, as he was! Each seems thy slave confessed to sigh, In her paternal halls secluded, Say, is the sword of


