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morning dawn,__at twi_ light dim, Her fer _vent prayers were breath’d for him, The
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la_ _dy’s love.. . . . She

wept to know she lovd,.. .. For he was low. - ly born...... While
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The lord knelt at her feet,
The baron sue’d in vain;
To her no song was half so sweet
As one remember’d strain;__
It was the song the peasant sung
When twilight on the mountain hang;
The wild, yet tender serenade

Of youth to listening maid .
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She wept to know she lov'd,
And heavy years passd on;
No prayer her withering sorrow moved,
No smile a glad look won.
The pride of birth__the passion wild,
The mute despair when others smiled,
Soon sv;rept the droopinf.," flow'r away,

That smiled in its decay.
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