THE  MAID'S   STORY
This I acknowledge, and from day to day
Resolved no longer at such game to play;
Yet I forbore, though to my purpose true.
And firmly fix'd to bid the youth adieu.
There was a moonlight eve, serenely cool,
When the vast ocean seem'd a mighty pool;
Save the small rippling waves that gently beat,	990
We scarcely heard them falling, at our feet.
His mother absent, absent every sound
And every sight that could the youth confound ;
The arm, fast lock'd in mine, his fear betray'd,
And, when he spoke not, his designs convey'd ;
He oft-times gasp'd for breath, he tried to speak,
And studying words, at last had words to seek.
Silent the boy, by silence more betray'd,
And fearing lest he should appear afraid,
He knelt abruptly, and his speech began—	1000
t< pjtv tjle pangs of an unhappy man,"
"Be sure," I answer'd, "and relieve them too—
" But why that posture ?  What the woes to you ?
"To feel for others' sorrows is humane,
c< But too much feeling is our virtue's bane.
" Come, my dear Rupert!   now your tale disclose,
"That I may know the sufferer and his woes.
cc Know, there is pain that wilful man endures,
" That our reproof and not our pity cures;
cc For though for such assumed distress we grieve,	1010
"Since they themselves as well as us deceive,
"Yet we assist not."	The unhappy youth,
Unhappy then, beheld not all the truth.
"O !   what is this?"   exclaim'd the dubious boy;
"Words that confuse the being they destroy?
"So have I read the gods to madness drive
"The man condemn'd with adverse fate to strive.
a O !  make thy vi£tim, though by misery, sure,
" And let me know the pangs I must endure;
u For, like the Grecian warrior, I can pray,	1020
"Falling, to perish in the face of day."
"Pretty, my Rupert;  and it proves the use
"Of all that learning which the schools produce.	„
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