92 LLEGIAC SONNLTS,

SONNET LII

The Ilgrim.

Trom the Novel of Ccleiina,

FAULT’RINGmd sad,th’ unhappy Pilgrim rove,
Who, on the cve of bleak December's night,
Divided far from all he fondly loves,
Journcys alone, along the giddy height
Of these steep chiffs, and as the sun’s last ray
Tades in the west, sees, from the rocky verge,
Dail. tempest scowling o’er the shorten’d day,
And hears with ear appall’d, th*impetuous surge
Beneath hum thunder '—So, with heart opprefs'd,
Alone, reluctant, desolate and slow,
By Friendship’s cheering radiance notv unblest,

Along Lafe’s rudest path I scem to go ;

Nor see where yet the anxious heart may rest,

‘That trembling at the past—recouls from futvre we




