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THE LASS OF FAIR WONE:
- Fromths German of Biirger, . ¢
Bsir the parson’s bow'r of yew -
‘Why strays a troubled spright;
That peaks and pines, and dimly shines
mghtummw&ﬁwhv ”

Sl 8

y stmwmgm punuvimd
-A glidinigifire ¢ blae, 15,
Tlmt lights a dpbf.awhﬂmﬂ nagradﬂy
Whérefallsmram nﬁtﬁm’ : "

Thé pars'on’f&aughter once was'good,
And geutle as.adove, . . . . 7.

'And young and fair—and many. ume
To win the damsel’s love. S T
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High o'er.the hamlet, fiomn the hill,
eyand-the winding stream; ... .
The windows of a stately.house

In sheen of evming:gleam. -

There dwelt in, not, rout, androar,
A lord so frank and free;

That.eft with iwward joy.of heart, 70 -

The maid beheld his glee. -

Whether he met the dawning duy, .
In hunting trim se fine, - v

Or tapers, sparkling-from.his hall,
Beshone the midnight wind,

He sent the aid his.picture, girt
With diamond, pearl, and gold: .

And silken paper, sweet with musk,
This gentle message:told:. - - - ..

“ Let go thy swevthéarts, one-and ull;
¢ Shalt theu. be basely-wod'd, .
 That worthy art to gain the heart
¢« Of youths of noble blood? -
' B2
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¢« The ta.té T would to thée béwxﬁy
« In secret-must be said;; -

« At midnighthour Tl seek thy liow‘r H
¢« Fair lass be not afmd. :

« And when the an’rous nightitigale
- ¢ Sings sweetly td his mate,. . - )
“In pql:f my’ Guail-cdll from the field;
« Be kind, nor maké ne wait.,t <

In cap and: mautle clad, lie vcame i
At night, with lonely tread, AT

Unseen, gnd silent as B mist, - - 5
And hush'd. the dogs with-bread: "m

And when: thg am’rous: nigﬂihngqlef g
Sings stweetly to his mate,. =~ 1t~

She hegrd his qusil-call in the ﬁe&, &
And, ah ! ne'er made him waiti © -4

The sords he whisperd were s 'dofy, 1 -
They wan her-ear-and heart; - =
How sopn will she'whe loves: be'heue,{ ¥
How deep'a I¢ver'sait’} - - R
g
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He clasp'dsher to his-breast, and swm "
To be for ever true;
« O yield thee to my wishful arms,
yl}hy choice thou shalt not rue.”.

And while she strove he drew im' on,
And led her tothe bow!r . |

So still, so dim—and :round abaut
Sweet smelt the beans in flow’r.

Therebeather: heart, and heav'dher bmn,
And pleaded ‘e eviry sense ;

‘And there the glowing breath of lust -
Did blast her inngcence.” = .

But when the fragrant beans hegan ..
l’ITheu' falllow hl%OIShEd’loﬁt ;
Her sparkli es their lustre lost;
Her cheeﬂg;t‘sy roses fled.
3 .
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And when;she-saw the: pods mnmwc,r 4
The ruddier.cherries stawn, . ..« -i
_She felt her.silken robes grow hght,
Her waist new -weight sustain, ..

And when the redpers went aﬁdd,
The yellow ¢orn to ted; - 1
She felt her burden stix within, - Vi al
And shook with tender dread, .. .. &

And.when the winds-of Antinmia hus& #

Along the stubble field, .
Then conld- thesdnmsel‘apueou@phgbh '
No longer besonceal'd, .~ .. =.. "5

Her sire, a:harsh 'and angry man,. - .- A
" With furious: voice rev'd: -2 22

¢ Heénce frommy sight!  I'llnbne of theeﬁ-’
- ¢ 1 harbournot-thychild.”. . .’

And fastamid hed flutt'ring hair, . “i. *
With clenched fist-he gripess .-

And s¢izd a.leather, thong, and. lash'de £
Her side with-sounding stripes. ..! -
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Her lily.skih, 50 saft and .whitg, - .. . LD
He ribb’d with bloody wales;. i %,
And thrust her out, though black the nighv,
Though wintry etorm assailey: 1) -

Up the harsh rock,-on flinty paths, . *r i.
The maiden }iad to roam; - . - s
On tott’ring feet she grop’d her way; = :»
And ,sought;hephy{ep’;:hnme;,, R

“ A mother thoa hast. made of me, -4

' ¢ Before thou:mad'st a wife; . ..,

“ For this; upon my tender bregst, )
“'These Jivid stripes,are rife,, i . + .}

* Behald !’ :(andrthen, with bitter sobs, ..
She sank upon the floor) ... . .,

“Mske good_the evil thou hast wrought;
* My wjur'd name restore.” ... -

<

“ Thy terrors 'k lament, . . .
‘¢ Stay here; .we'll. hgve some further talk :
“ The old one shall repedt.” -.

“Poarsonl, I'll have thee heus'dand nuyz'd;
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¢ Thave no time to-rest apd wait;.. - . 1.
« Thatsaves not my goed name;. -
o 4f thou- with honest soul hast. sWorn, ..
¢ Oh, leavemenottaghame' IR T

¢ But at:the holy altarbe’ - CLa
¢« Our unién mndtlﬁed. R R
« Before the people and the priest ,
« Receive ane for thy-brided" = 1</ ..

¢« Unequal- mtches mustnotblot - -
«The honours of myline: =~ ‘.~
< Art shou of wealth or rank for me,
¢« To harbout thee as mipe}

< What'’s fit and fair I do for thee: ;)
« Shalt yet rétain my love— . -

-Shalt wed my | huntsman—and we'll t})gp
¢ Qur former transports prove, .

s ﬁgwieked soul,: b:n'd-’hearted mau,
« May pangs in hell await! © .

« Sure, if not'saited for thy bnde, e
W !vu noﬂfor thy wate,

3
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“ Go, séek-a-spose: ‘of..hisbley blood; =7

« Nor-God’s just jndgmeﬁ‘&dw!der-
«Seshall; erelongysomedise-born; m“ﬂl"
s Defile thy mﬁmw-v Tl

“ Then, tnwor;fnesbonmwhedtheq‘ b

¢ In hopgless shamie Wamares § 1117 ¥
“ Then érpite thy forehead-en: 4he:4w“i\ '
“ Wbﬂelnmd ‘cursesbOred. ;- or A1

“ Roll thy dry eyes'in.wild deqpmm-
M) Unscmtg:lathyl gnmn::gl zoe ,h.,e, f,,,n ,
“ Throwgh thy -pale temples firg t "
¢ And smk to fiends. belewy'l o5 4

Collected then she starfed.up,.!: e
And through'the hissing sleet, Lrmd
Thra’ thornand brigr, thro’ ﬁpod&ndxmc, :
She fled, with blgeding. feet. .. e

& Where now,™ sbe eried,: € my mmr
God! - g b
‘What rofge have T laf 3. . i,
And reach’d. the¢ garden uf her home,
Of hope in man bereft,
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Ollhnndznnifoeﬂdmwy\m ‘.e o

ngeuwkh%er h;muam, : * :
ere with’¥n enndgathmn ow
Prepar'd ber‘sbnﬁmt. g gt ”g

There rending’
Assail'd her &ame;u 3 ;l!
And from lier womb.& l£el} hoy,r no1 ;!' -
With wail .and freeping came.

Forth-from her bair aisives-pin- . 4*‘-»'
‘With hasty’h;nd rhedrew 5" el b
And press'd-against-ite tender heayty 1 ¥
And the sweet. babe she slew. « -« A

Erst when: theact of bloed:was-done, .

Her soul-its guiltabhorr'd s ., 1 -
¢« My Jewis !-wh hasbeenmymh
« Have meygy. op me, Lord 17 - '

‘With bloody nails, beslde the pound,
Its shallow grave she tore ;
“Thererestin God ! there shameand want
¢ Thou canst uot suffer inore

.t
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«M vengeance waits, My poer pwwhd&!
“’:l‘hy wonnd shall Bleeﬁ aﬁ:esh

¢ Whentateusifrom the gallows teart
¢ Thy mother’s mon;ld‘nng Hesh,” +

Hard by the bow r her gibbet stands S
Her skuil is still to show; -

It seems to eye the barren grave,
Three spans in‘ length,'belowi

That is the spot, where groﬁsno gmg;':f:
Where falls'no rain nordew; i "

Whence steals along the pond- of toads :
A hov'ring fire o blue. -

And nightly, when the ravets' comé,
Her ghost is seen to glide; - i
Pursues, and tries to quench the flame, -
And pme&the pool beside, . - :
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