
































LENORE. 109

LENORE.

LENORE arose at ruddy morn,
From troubled dreams awaking.
“ Art dead, dear William, or forsworn ?
Why such long stay art making ?”
He’d gone with Frederick’s armed might
To take a part in Prague’s fierce fight,
And had not sent to say,
If he’d escaped that day.

The monarch and the proud Empress,
With their long feud disgusted,
Their enmity now growing less,
A peace at last adjusted.



































