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The“,'I’ll hide in my breast ev'ry selfish care, But one golden tress of her hair I'll twain
I’ll flush my pale cheek with wine j In my helinet’s sable plume ;
When smiles awake the bridal pair And then on the field of Palestine
I'll hasten to give them mine. I'll seek an early doom;
Y1l laugh and I’ll sing tho’ my heart may bleed,| And if by the Saracen’s hand I fall,

And I'll walk in the festive train j Mid the noble and the brave,
And if I survive it I’ll mount my steed, A tear from my Lady love is all
And I'll off to the wars again. I1a<k for the warriors grave.
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