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To HER ROYAL HIGHNESS PRINCESS CHARLOTTE OF PRUSSIA,
THE FOLLOWING MELODIES OF A NATION, WHICH NOW, IT MAY BE
PRESUMED, NATURALLY CREATES AN INTEREST IN HER, AND WHICH
MOST ASSUREDLY WILL HEREAFTER BE AMPLY RETURNED, HOW
WARM SO EVER IT MAY BE, ARE INSCRIBED WITH THE HIGHEST
RESPECT BY HER ROYAL HIGHNESS'S MOST OBEDIENT AND MOST DE-

VOTED HUMBLE SERVANT,

THE EDITOR.






ADVERTISEMENT.

THE National Melodies of Russia seem in general to bear some resemblance to
the ancient airs of Italy, as they existed in their simplest form, long before the refine-
ment of succeeding ages had carried them to their present state of perfection. The Rus-
sians, however, had no masters calculated to improve and mature their music; and
the composers of théir more ancient airs were the untaught children of nature, who
accompanied them with such words as flowed spontaneously from their feelings, and
that, too, without much regard to the rhyme or the regular structure of the stanza; —
and this practice still prevails in many parts of the empire.

These melodies were noted by certain proficients in the musical art; and who;
it is naturally supposed, must have been foreigners already settled in the country.
More regular stanzas were successively applied by such as had a turn for poetry, but
these bards, if we may judge from the texture of their verses, seem to have been no
other than mere rustics or mechanics, whose talents, nature and passion, not art had
thus called forth.

The Ukraine has ever been the Provence of the Russian Empire, and, together
with the White and the Lesser Russia, still continues to be the nursery of national
airs. The inhabitants of those districts may, indeed, be comsidered as the genuine
Troubadours of the nation.

Poets of a higher order have of late written better words to these original melo-
dies, and the translator of the following songs has endeavoured to avail himself of as
many of these as he could procure.

The Russian songs in their ancient dress have little more to recommend them
than their extreme naiveté, which how interesting so ever it may be to the common
people, would ill undergo a transfusion into another language. The local customs and
the particular superstitions to which the songs so frequently allude, would besides con-
tribute to render a literal version still more awkward and unintelligble to such foreign
ears as are accustomed to the more fastidious effusions of the Lyric Muse.







. 1. .
UNHEEDED victim of despair, .

The sad Dove pines from morn till night,
While his soft mate, alas! too far,

Has ta’en a long unwontéd flight.

% 2.
No longer now his cooes he pours,
No longer pecks the soatter’d grain;
.Dark sorrow clouds his lonesome hoaurs,
-Unresting fears and secret pain.
: 3.
‘Long, long from spray to spray he roves, -
" All restless, pining and forlornj
. Looks ' wide around for her he loves,
And waits, how fondly! her return.

7

How fondly wdits! —ales!in vain,
For so his hapless fate decrees;
Heart-rending anguish, tender pain,
Upon his faithful bosom seize.

5.
Then lighting on the verdant swerd,
Beneath hiswing his head he plac’d;
And soon his moans no more are heard,
And sqon his woes for ever ceas’d.

’6.

Now home, at length his Dove hath hied, .

. Par.ti:F the air with langnid beai’,

" 8he nestles at his downy side,

And fondly qti'ivoa to wake her mate.

8he cooes and moans with oeaselels care,
‘ Around him each fond effort tries,
T In vein— for Oh, my Chloe fair,
k}io’-né{gri. awakes, and ne’ax=shall rise. S

-



-ANDANTE

DISCONSOLATE ABSENCE.
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1. . : 2.

LONELY heart, in v-gih thoua heavest ‘ Yet 'twere sweet the dream to ch erish,
Deepest sighs the livelong day, (Dreams at least may solace br'ing,)
. All in vain each pleasure leavest, .That these sighs, ere yet they perish,
Bent on her so far away. ' Mount the Zephyr’s ruffled wmg
Sighs are lost when lovers lenguish, In her ear perhapt they whuper
Tears may not the fair reocall; 4 Alry musio sadly sweet,
She can never know thine angmsh, - While the dewy g[anoe of Hespef
Lonely heart, bereft of all. " Sheds.the light for pity meet.
3. : T : '.

Yet a while, bright dream,deopive ‘me,
Wildest hopes are doubly deary

Cruel “twere to fade and leave me
Dreary, sad,"négleoted here. —

Lonely heart, resume thine anguishj

. v . ' nghl may not the fair. roonll, '

Dream .no more —'tis- tluno to langnuh,

Hopelets, dark, bpreft of all..

’

YN
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4 : "MTueg Cossac anp H1s Love.

ANDANTE
MOUNTED on his sable steed, HE. Cease to wring those hands so fair,
Hies to war the bold Cossac; ' " NéeJer let sorrow dim thine eye}

Tender sccents cheok his speed, Crown’d with glory, from the war,

: Fondly call him back. Soon to thee DLl fly.

SHE. Geallant youth, Love bids thee stay; SHE. Nought ‘'but thee a wish osn movo,

' . Mark those tears that flow for thee; Nought but what thyself betides;
Yet, if needs thou must away; o Health and safety wait my love;

Think, O think on me. R : Peruh all besides !

N




:ANDANTINO.

1.
TO YON river I'll repair,
Whose clear waters swiftly flow;
Rapid currenty hear my prayr,
Waft awey with thee my woe.

2.
No,away thou ocanst not bear
Grief so rooted in my heart;
Ah! thy billows mock my care,
They but deeper wounds impart.

3.
As thy waves each other chase,

Tending towards the restlefs main; .

So wild thoughts, in eager race,

Throng my breast to sink in pain.

RY

4.
Languid heart, thou’rt sore deprefs'd,
Hiding flames that bid thee pine,
Most it grieves me that his breast
Cannot know the pangs of mine.

5.
Yet, may ne’er this sorrow fly;
Its sad hue may charm him yet;
Sweeter far whole years to sigh,
Then one momeat to forget.

: 6.
Ere forget, with life I'd part!
He is more than life to me:
In each ‘pulse about my heart,
- He shall reign,and only he.



"THE ADIEU.
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1. o
.SAY, who like me could !cove,
While at *thy feet ! lay?
Rut uh!_no'sigh; conid mavz,.
Nor onght thet love could say.
Thy heart despis’d my gpain, - -
And doom'd me to dasparry
Peuil’tiug love in ve'n

Shall hope to w:n the fair.

2.

Nor fortune shines on me,

Why then expect thy love?
»Unfraughi: with idle glee,

A hesrt like thine to move.
A mind sincere an< pinin
‘ Ll suits the protent day)
Vile artifice shall guin, )

And bear love’s prize away.

3. ‘ '
A laughywas all a tear '
Could e’er obtain from thee,
And ev’ry hope and fear
Was moock’d by’ gaiety.
But Hope’s fair sun is set;
Farewel, soft dream of "ibllfn!

For now, O wayward fate!
Another oslls thee his.

: ' 4.
Mey blefsings on thee show’;",
' . With blithsome ease combin’d;
Content illume each houry .

o '.lovely, though unliirx"dvf.

‘While, *neath yon forest’s gloom,

ru fly from mortal view)

There wail my haplefs doom,

And wish for death.~— Adieu!
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1. BT o 2.

.DEAR source of all my pleasure, Lisetta, I must leave thee,
" Lisetta, kind and fairj _ Although so dearly lov'd;
Then heaps of countlefs treasure, It wounds my heart to grieve thee
Than life itselt .more dear. ' Wxth psngs that I have provd.
The love my heart confefses, The only hope I cherish,
_ Nor change nor bounds thall know; . That, e’en when far away,.
The heart, that thine pofsefses, Remembrance shall not perish, .
Shall own its desthlefs vow. = - Rut oheer thy pensive day. ' .
3.

Lisetta oft-hath told me
. That, if my faith were true,
Her heart should still infold me
In mem’ry’s fond review.
. _ I can farget thee never,
' ’ " 8till faithful must I be;
And thongh v;e.pai't for ever,
Jo deat._h Il think of thee.
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. SONG.

C . 1.
WHAT have I done, that on thy brow,
Indignant frowns should ever dwell?

_Are these the meed of many a vow,

.From one who only lov’d too well? -

o 2,
This heart its own repose has lost, .
Yet ne’er with plaint hath troubled thinej
Though hope deferr’d and pafsion orofs’d,
Condemn’d it,all unmark’d,to pine.

3

- Respect for thee forbad the tear, .

And e’en forbad t!:j rapturous gaae;
I sigh’d when none were nigh to hear,
I"wept amid the woodland me=me. - ~

. S | .
Thou may’st_forget, but thoughts of thee
8hall wrep my soul in ten§er gloom;
Nor- till the cold turf covers me,
- Shall thy dear memory find a tomb.



. THE ANXIOUS MAIDEN | - i

L : . Se -date, and heed.lels
ANDANTE MOLTQ, ﬁ@ : i 4y
T i

I

m

1 ' J.
SED_ATE, and heedlefs of the morrow, ‘Where absent Colin now is straying,
Exempt from care and spleen) 'Tis there my fancy roves;
I liv’d, till' soft, obtrusive sorrow , ' Yet, still I dreud -love’s soft betraying, '
Bewilder’d .vev’ry scene. . Although my heart approves.
2. ‘ 4.
Till then my -peaceful, nightly slumber O whither shall my footsteps wander
No vain desires could bresk; To find my lost repose?
Ah! sure the sighs, I sadly number, I pine,y from Colin far asunder,
Love’s tyrant sway bespeak. . And no one heeds my woes.
T : 5.

Yo flow’rs that bloom so fair around me,
As sunshing makes you gay,

So I, while Colin’s homage crown’d me,
From him deriv’d my day.



12

ALLEG

SONG.




1. ‘
. LATE st evey, the stream beside,

'Neath a hawthorn’ lpreading shade,

My lov’d shepherdefs I spy’d,
Sweetly warbling in the glade.
Echoing to each tender trill,
Philomela caught the sound;
‘But an echo truer still,
In my ravish’d heart was found.

2.
Now the evening’s friendly br'eeze.
- Bore each mielting note to me;
- Now the rustling of Q_e trees
. Robbd me of her melody.
Hush! be deepest silence there;

- Thou too, jealous bird, be gone,
. Thet the accents of my fair

‘Waft -to me; and me alone.



THE ROBBER
ADDRESSED TO THE LARK.

. . 1. .
WARBLER of the skies,

Seek the dreary cell,
Where sad Wanka lies,

And  his anguuh quell.

2.
Thore tho luoklefs sweainy
" Onoce a maid’s deltght, .
Clanks his heavy chain,
~Sorrows day and night.

3.

From . his prison’s_ gloom

Twelve long month’s ago,
Seat the striplinrg home
Letter fraught with woe.

: 4. :
Thou. the note didst bear,
Maisten’d with his tears,

" To his haplefs sire,

.S8ad and bent with years.

"Heavy han

. Justice -

5.

”Ftther, ever dear,

My repentant moan
Now -afsails thine ear,

Spare thy wretched son.”

\6.

"Father,. hear my .mt;an
From the dungeon walls.

Ah!it is thy son
That for plty oalls.”

‘7.
his chains,
Heavy day and night.
‘ ilt arraigns,
w.u thou kno

8. -
Fnther, haste away,
Ope the prison drear,
‘Erey in dread array,
Shameful death appear.”

“y

at his phght._

e




o 9.

’_’:Mother, sucoour letid,

* Thou that gav’st me birthj

fl'hou wert sti§l my friend, -
Well I kaow thy worth.”

. 10,
Parents dear of mme,
Cast a laok on me}

ﬁrmg the gol_glen fine,
And your son. is free.”.

. . 11.
~And the old man swears,
Justice shall be done.. -

”Shame of my gray hairs,
. Thou art not my son.”

12

Surely thievish brat
Never sprang from me;

' 'Andy my honest mate,
Thief ne’er suckled she” -

“And, i# son wert thou,

o " Thou deservidst thy pain}

He that strikes a blow,
Must 4 blow sustain.”

R 14,
Warbler of the skies,
8eek the dreary cell,
Where sad Wanka lies,
" And his enguish quell.
o 15. ’
There the wayward swaing
' Once a maid’s delight,
Clanks his heavy ochain,
' Serrows day and night.

b

. 16.

Now his note is sped
To his maiden truej
And the tears he shed,

' ' Did the note bedew.

17.

Thon, wmg’d mefsenger,
Didst the maiden find,

'Whlle her Bosom’s care
Sank in llumbera kind.

- Jultice ’loud complains

' 18,
"Mark me, dearest maid;
Read, and treat with scorn

: One whose steps have ctray’ti,

. One that wails forlorn.”

53

¥

19.’

: ”ﬁe'avy, shameful chsins

Gall my wearied feet;

’

Soon my life shall fleet.”
20. )
"Ah! thou oft hast wern’d,
Warn’d me, but in vun,
And I've ‘inadly earn’d,
Well deservd,'my paih. »

et
" ”Banish from ‘thy breast
Each fond thought of love;
"Yet, for one dutre§ °d,
Let sweet pity move.”

. ‘ - 22.
»Thou a father’s care-
Kindly take on thee;
Ah! his @ard’ned ear
Will not lean to me.”

23

-

: "Dearest,  dearest maid,

Liberty were mine,
.1fy in timely aid, '
Comes the g'olden fine.”
-24.
”Yes,” exclaims the maid,
"Yesy, I'll. rescue thee:

' Dearest nurse, O speed,
Rescue him and me.”

25.
"Hither bring my key,”
Sweetly . kind she cry’d,
"Take my .gold away, .
See hu want mpply’d”

26. :
"Ring, and clasp, and all,

Take, dear nurse, with thee: .

Wanka wails in threll, -
Haste and set

)

27

“Tender, breaklng heart, v
Though to virtue prone,
Mindful still thou art

LU

Of . the oulprit’s n‘xoati.v »

him free.”

P



-~

ANDANTE.

.. *

LOYELY youth! thy glance. of flame =

Bids my bosom langmslv
Joy no more this heart shall olaim,
Lost in tender anguilh.

2. o
"(‘an the sun forget to warm,
" Génial rays denying, -
Strip. the tield of ev’'ry chn-m,
Leave coreation dymg

' 3.

" Or oan .Love desert s breast,
“Vow’d to Love’s devotion ¢

Dreary then the bosom’s resty

Clull each soft emotion!
[}

: 4. :
No where Loi'e has fixt his throne,
There he rexgm for ever,
Rules the willing heart alone,
Fmds a rival never.

5.
Lovely youth, O oould I flee
Like autumnal swallow;
Summer atill. would dwell with thee, .
Still thy light I'd foliow.

6.
8tay poor bird, within thy cage,
There to droop and langms!v
Nought can tame a parent’s rage,

Co Nought dispel. thine, anfuish.




.

~ “THE STREAMLET.

ANDANTE

’.

1.
LET me to the streamlet hie,
Streamlet rollidg orystal tide;
On its banks, perchance to spy
My dear love, O let me bide.

: .2,
Theére to him, with seocret glee,
run the willing kifs impart;
Nought exists .so dear to me,

~

.Nought so dear to my fond heart.

3.

... Should the ltealing hour of eve

Tell me I too long have stay’d;
Macy @ kifs I’ll take and give,
Pledges of the vows we made.

4.
Late a t‘a'unting maiden said,
I should .see my love no more}
That far hence he low was laid,
M.ovld,’xling on a foreign shore.

‘5.

. Falsely said! for he to-&ay

Pafs’d my cottage window neary

‘Whistled thtice, and slunk away;

Summons welcome to my ear,

6
Thee, dear summons, I'll obey,
" Haste me to the conscious tide;
There perchance my love may strey,—
Oft we’ve met its banks beside.

17
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1.

HE, o’er ‘whoae soul relentlefs grief

‘Has darkly thrown a languid gloom,
Whose joylefs heart findsno relief,

Nor e’er shall find — but in the tomb.
His cloudy brow, no flash of joy

Shall lightvwith momentary gle‘am,\._
Till mortal damps each sense destroy,

And sorrow seems a distant dream.

N3

_2.

Yet, when .the fated hour is near,

My soul thall then remember “theej®

Reﬂeot how fair thou wert, how dear,

Nor then .accuse thy oruelty.

.-When all -is - past,_ my hngermg lhade

Aloug thy secret path may steal;
Mijx wnh thy breathmg in the glade,

And lnatoh e kxfs, thou canst n,ot feel. -
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ANDANTE.

-

"THE SHEPHERDESS

Where the lim.pid stream. let fiows, ’
: : -
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1. .
WHERE the limpid streamlet flows, .
Near fho ‘oooling grove,
' Where the constant turtle cooes,
Where the lambkins rove;
There a yeuth and artlefs maid
'Oa the flow’ry ‘margin stray’d ; -
. Gayly toy’d and gayly smild,
And the hour beguil’d.

’

2.

Straighlt thce long- grown, t'angled grafs

Caught the maiden’s heel; '
Willing, or by chance alas:

.Down the maiden fell.
‘Quiok the youth to aid her flew;
Vain hi; bas‘te,'._he:'stumbl_ed too ;
And now near a'.nc.l nearer ,prel‘is’d,

Flatter>d .and carefs>d.

. 3’ ) .
“Forward, shamelels shepﬁerd, fiel”
Oft the meid exclniml;~ '
"Sheph;rd, ‘home O let me hie,”
"Let me teand my lambs. ‘
“Shepherd, not so boi,cl,-l say,
“Let me go,— 1 will not stay;
”Ceasey, O cease 'to tease me 10; — .
”Shephe.rbd, let n."‘ go:"” '

| . 4.
While_ the maid -thas chiding lay,
B ﬁany,a lnu'g'hing, gvv;aiq, .
Many a laughing 1lafs so gay,
~ [Trip aocrofs the plain, )
.-, Up the youth and maiden rise,
Al abash’d end timely wise;
Quickly clos’d the waoton fray,
Blush’d and stunk 'aw‘ay.

21



22 ~ .THE ROSE.

ANDANTE.

1.
NURS’D in Flora’s bower,
' Nought so fair I see,
As the Rose, sweet flower,
None so dear to ‘me.
Day by dsy revealing
Charms that still increase;
Day by day soff stealing
- Hues of new-,bom-graoe.

2.

Fortune idly granting

Weal outweigh’d by woes,
Set the rose-bush flannt_ing

Where the wormwood grows.
8till the rose unfaded -

Brightest hues may boast;
But its worth’s degraded,

All ‘its fragranoe.lost.

Mark ‘the. moral duty
Here, my fair, unply’d'
Such the doom of beatrt]
When to vice ally’d.
. Beauty, matchless, treadare,
) . Virtue bidé the churm;
' " Vioe, that dream of pleasure,

Wakes _xexj,elo,_ng to harm.
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LOVE’'S IMPATIEN CE.

ANDANTE
MOLTO.

-DEEPLY sighs the maid without her love;
Young is she, and fair,and soft of heart;
. And, as vernal joys reviving move

Nature’s bresthing\soene, she weeps apart. '

2.
: Oh her pangs alas! have deeper sway,
. Doubled sadnefs now incitas her wail,
- Should the youth belov’d too long delay
Life-inspiring spring with her to hail.

N

. - 3.
”Mother,’ let me haste and climb the lull,
Or aloft upon the stair-case hie;
. Dearest mother, yes — I must, I will,
Till my faithful lwéin_“,pgrohance’l spy.”

4.
Lo the tompest sweeps the lonely rond;
8ee how fast and furious drives the snow;
Bat with smiles he’ll mock the fleecy load,
Lowe around the youth his shield shall throw.

5.
Clearly do Isee? And is it he?
Ligh_,tly dnrting on-my gguant love.
Swift his sledge as faloon’s wing may be, -.
Chasing high in air the timid dove.

6. :
Wavo. O wave to me thy kerchief wlute.
Now it kmdly waves— 0O 1ov’d tho best!
0, in more than female beahty bright,
-Hast and rest thee on my tat;hml bre_nt. .
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THE RECELAIMED L OVER.

24
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1.

LATE a pert’ and vain coquette

8et, to lure nmiy hpeart, her snares;

8nares, alas! not vainly set;

Cupid wil’d me unewures.
Yester~morny when I beheld
Dephney true as true can bo}

‘Conscious guilt my heart appal’dy

Yet, she smil’d and pardon’d me.

2.
Tears soft glistening as she smil'd, .
Grao’d her eye and dew’d her cheek;.
Strai'ght. she spoke,in acoents mild,
-~ Words that love unchang’d bespeak.
8ham’d I stood, nor nught I said,
While my bosom heav’d with pgin; —
Tears repeiitant quiokly shed,
‘And became her slave agnin'

e
a N

25
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ALLEGRETTO.

Joy has ne’er so

.

bright @  hue,

. nor conztent s

—p

1

smile so sweet, as,

ALL

-y
~.

r

B | ..[ — ':
—

. S
JOY has ne’er so brlght a huo,
Nor content 2 smile so sweet,
Asywhen hid from prymg view,
[ One dear youth is at my feet. J°

2.
Al impttlent here I wait,
"Him I love at home to meet;
Why this hope so much ‘elate?
E'Tis to see him at my feet, J

.. 3. ,
Many an anxious hour of pai'n

Have l watch’d his steps to greet,

What shall cheer this’ heart cgnn?
[ His fond vows when at my feet. J

.Mauy a bard’ entrancing page'.

4. )

gd—l

=r—r

Musio hath a lovely voice,

‘Sadly soft or gayly sweet; o ’
But the music of my choice
[ Are his accents at my feet. ]

5.

Oft beguiles my lone retreat;;
More his ardent vows engage,
 Softly murmur'd at my feet. ]

6.

Wealth nor glory lures me not,
Such like airy visions fleet;

Rich and glorioms is my lot,

E When that youth is at my feet.. ]



‘“To THE DOVE.

"ANDANTE

O MOUNT clott, dear motungcr,
i tender gnct thy breast can movo;
With rapid pinions cleave the air,

" And th -where ‘bides the _7onth 1 love.

2 2. ~ .
/ Ab! telt him how his maiden mourasy
. Mow beats her heart for him alene;
And how.it glbws and chills by turnsy -
. And pines and dies now he is gone,

S 3.
Desorted is the conscious bower

. That witnefs’d oft our fond embrace,
" Wither'd each shrub and every flower,
While teazs ef woe bedew my face.

e . 4.
The nightingale on yonder spray ‘
. Oft trill’d his soft melodious atrain;
But, when my love was snatch’d away,
.He. sought the doopolt dclls agum

-

The beechen grove, vhon I wlth theo
80 oft enjoy’d the cooling chndo,
Has all its verdure lost to mej— :
Without thes natnre’s besuties fado.

6.
Surrounding objects once 5o dear, .
.No longer cherm now thou art flown; °

-

:l‘hq only mock my tender oare,

And tell me that my love is gone.

7.
O linger not o@ moment more,
But haste, dur youth, to meet me hon; B

—

- My heart’s ngp)c thou canst restore;

O haste and dry my tal.ling tear.,
8.

"I‘hou every pang of woe shall cease,

Haste quickly, love, thine art employ;.
Thy presence bndfs my bosom pesce, ,
And changes ell my grief to Jjoy. - -



' SONG TO THE L UTE. ’
SOSTENUTO o
. |



B

. While thy soothxng notes I borrow,

1.
WAK.E thy deepest tone of sorrow,
Sweetly sad, my lonely lute:

Well m:ght busy gnet be mute.
Yes, thy magxo yet may cheer me,

Fleeting thdggh.the respite be?
Though despondence hovers near me,

. Milder feeling; breathe in thee.

. 2.
thden larks my b1tt.er anguuh’
Worldly heartl would mock my woe:
O’er thy trembhng strings I lnnguuh,
Freely then my sorrow:flow,

' Then my lonely heart retraces

Every wrong it hath sustain’d; v
Bleeds for hi_m' whose falsehnod razes
‘Each fond vow his pafsion feign’d.

. 3. . .

Honours band though he oouid‘seﬁer; .
_Plightcd‘tgit‘ln and love despise;

Yet this heart shall Wrong him never,
Though its worth he cannot prue.

- Wake thy deepnt tone of norrow, .

Sweetly sad, my lonely late:

. While thy wothing~ notes I borrow, -

O.migh§ busy gri,ef' Ve mutes -, ..

o AR N



"THE FORLORN SHEPHERDESS:. -

oo 1.

ME, each friendlj youth and meiden
Invites in wvain,

While with heavy sorrow laden,

' To join their train. ’

2. :

For the youth, for whom I languish,
Away is flown: '

Rural sports but mook my t—mguish,A
Now he is gone_.
, 3. .

Long the fondest hbpel I cherish’d
That heMas true;

_ Al th-o\sg.hopes alas! have perishd;

Fond hopes adieu!

4

- e
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4.

Whilom I was proud to call him

My. favour’d swain;

“Whilom thought my cherms might thrall him

In love’s soft chain.

L]

S. o
She,who sways him by her beauty,
Hai arts that move;

"I, who boast a dove-like duty,

Can only love.

6.
Sigh‘s, and tearr, and endleh‘sorrow,_

[N

My doom are these;
No bright sun shall glld my morfow,
Till decth, no ease!



AFFETTUOSO.

1.
G MAI DE|N fair
Beyond compare,
I Iovdd-thee true,
What joys I knew!
2.
‘But now forgbt,
O oruel lot!
1 droop and sigh,
And fein would die.

] -3,
O stupid mey
Who ocould not see
That hope is v;in,*
And ends in‘,pain;

4.
That flow’rs appear
Not all the year; ’
That winter comes
And all entombs;

5.

That fortunels flow’t
Shall bloom its hour;

Anon shall fade,

And hing its head.

. 6.
Alas! my grief
Finds no relief,

" And my distrefs
Mocks all redrefs.

} 7.
O where shall I

For refuge fly?\".

O were my doom

-~ c - . o e e —

The peaaeful tomb!
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ANDANTE.

ANNETTE



1.
ANNETT E; my heart’s best treasure,
. My ev’ry thought employs;
‘Annette, the only measure,
Of all my griefs and joys.
Without her nought can please me,
Her smile’s my solar ray,
When gone, what charm can ease me?
What beam restore the day ¢ .

2,

What skilful hand ocan paint her,

Nor wrong her lovely mien$
The warmest hues were fainter

Than on her cheek are seen.
But Oh! her look so tender

Is dear ‘to feoling hearts;
And soft emotions lend her

_A charm no tint imparts.

3.

Wheneder I linger' near her,

- Absorb’d in converse sweet;
In joyous trance I hear her,
~ And all the ‘world forget.
Her lasting chain is round me,

I cannot but adore;
‘Alas! when first she bound me,

My peace was then no more.

: : 4.
No warmth her breast discovers,
-Nor echoes soft to mine.
Constraint is not for Lovers,

- Their hearts must freely twine.
s+ Yet love is often hiding

Where ooldnefs seems to be,
And yet may sprmg oonhdfng
' From her fair broast to mc.

S



- IN HONOUR OF GENERAL COUNT WITTGENSTEIN.
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. W
HAIL to the ohtet whose provrers nav’d
"The domen that bear great Peter’s name;
Whose stern regard ‘the foeman brav’d,
‘Whose brows the viotor’s laurel claim.
Let fairest W}oathl his temples crown,
’ .th check’d the foe and freed the town.

2.
Where’er he oame, his awift career
Bore sure destmohon in' its traing
The‘northern banners fan the airy
‘And Gallio hosts oppose in vain.

‘ Let' fairest wreaths his temples orown,

- Who eheckd . the foe and frée«i. the'tow';:. '

- 3.
His bold compeers alike shall claim
The meed of praise that wiits the brave;
And those that fell shall live in fame,
And tears bedew the warrior’s ‘grave.
Let fairest wreaths his temples crown, v
Who oheck’d ‘t"he foe and freed the town.

‘40 ’ -

And thi‘le‘ the laurel’d Monarch vies

To heap new honours on his name)

‘To distant shores his glery flies,

And ‘echo v)vafts the loud acclaim.
Let fauest wreaths his temyles orown, -
Who cheok'd athe foe and treed the town.

Ty
850
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"~ ALLEGRO

WHI1LE the chephcr;l homeward leads
His fleecy care to nightly shed,

Aill the blooming village maids
Afsemble gayly on the mead.

: 2,
Pride of all the village train,
Fair Anna leaves her favorite sheep
To the ocarelefs shepherd swain,
O happy envied tesk! to keep.

Scarce the shepher?!’s pipe had blown,
When all the simple rustio fair,’
Lightly tripping o’er the lawn,
To meet the putnr’d flook repair.
4. .
Tender Anna seekt in vain
To find her stra
Backwards treads lrer path egain,
And 1adly hastens home to weep:

led favorite sheep, V-

THE ANGRY SHEPHERDESS.

'Stral ht she asks the youth ngam,
" "0 say where lurks the wanderer?
While the presence of the swain
Provokes and mocoks her fond despair.

6. S
"Shepherd, where’s my pet”? she ories, -
While tender sorrow choaks her voice}
»Where’s the pet that glads my eyes, -
"Dear object of my fondest choice?”
”All her wants my oire. supplied,
¥And lareen’d her from the celdend rain.
"Why alas! did I confide
“In such a wayward, heedlefs swnn?"

- 8.

VHer to seek, ere morn appear,

"I’ll surely osll thee to the mead; -
“And each oorner,far and near,
”Shall we together oease.leis tread.’.’

, : : 9.
~ "And should slumbér seal thine eye
”At early peep of blushin

dawn;

"Shepherd, thou shalt hear my ory
. "Re—~cho wide acrofs the lawn.”
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O’er the mead and tlu'ough the. bo#’r, 1
)

: - 1.

O’ER the mead and'.thro’u gh the bow’i,
‘When thou sought’st my fav’rite flow’r,
.Dearest‘ gift of all to me;
In that happy hour,
Could I dream my faith would be
Spurn’d alas! by thee ?

. 2.

I believ’d .thy tendét wile;
‘This 1 own, snd blush the while;
Now another’s love thou art;
How that thought begmlo

" Hymenjy thou revenge my lmnrt
On his thenklefs heart.

3.
Still with each retnming day,
Earlier than the morning ray,
To the fields I led thee forth
Then the sun-beam gay
Found not .at its lovely bu-th, :
Happnor swain on earth.

-

-4,
Now the mngto spell is o’er,
Love’s delusions cheat no more,
Nor wigthin my bosom sway.
Pangs ugkhown before. .
Trusting in a flat¥’ring ray,
Far I rosm’d astray. R

e
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" To THE MEMORY oF MRS"KI1ER OF M Qsc'ow.-“

ESPRESSIVC
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we

1.

 NO LONGER pluck the new-blown rose,

Sweet emblem of Maria’s bloom;
The mournful cypress now bestows .
A w_rqi.t'h to deck her early tomb.
And yey who ‘oft have ‘seen her smile,
And oaught soft transport from her eye; |
o ,ay,wlnt charm shall grief bcguﬂe,‘.
ﬂuﬁpress the tear and still the |igh?

N L. N 3

N : . 2.

“And ev’ry msid of beéauty vain,

Come here,and learn na uoigﬁ to prize
The ti?umph of its fleeting reign, :

And weep where fair Maria lies,
And ye, whose heart soft piti sways,

O strew with flow’rs Maria’s bier! i
thh us tlulv)l‘t'u;tivo acoents raisey

.*  And join the holy requiem: here.

.
. . .
- .

- aew
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ANDANTE AS

“n

1.

AT Saratoff and Taaritzine,

Where Wolga s surges lave the lhOre,
The stream réceives the Kamouchine,
. And. proudly wafts its added store.

-° . 2.
And two fair barks in gny est pnde
All on the swelling current ply,
And o’er the npphng surface ghde,

thh many & streamer waﬂng lngh. '

‘3.-

' 'And when the fields are clothd in green,

* A sturdy train from Tangis’ shore, '
neput to Wolga’s bluy scene,
» And gayly,tng thé pliant oar. .

.. - SONG..

4. N
And as they urge ‘the ghdmg prow,
To .every measur’d stroke they sing;
And Peter formseach ardent vow,
Great Peter, Ruflsja’s Lord and King.

1

5,

- At Menchikoffy the poeor man’s foe,

Deep murmurs speak their inward ) rage;
Dire author he of all their woe,

. The ltuplmgn bane, the bane of tge.

6.

“He shares the bread we earn” they ory,

As they the doleful strain g?olong,
At his approach all pleasures fly' *°
I‘hemerry dnnoe, the JoyOpn songn

Y

ey
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