The Widow’sHome
By Mrs. Mary Robinson

Close on the margin of a brawling brook

That bathes the low dell’ s bosom, stands a Cot;
O’ ershadow’ d by broad Alders. At its door

A rude seet, with an ozier canopy

Invites the weary traveller to rest.

"Tisapoor humble dwelling; yet within,

The sweets of joy domestic, oft have made
Thelong hour not unchearly, while the Moor
Was covered with deep snow, and the bleak blast
Swept with impetuous wing the mountain’s brow!
On ev'ry tree of the near shelt'ring wood

The mingrelsy of Nature, shrill and wild,

We comes the stranger guest, and carolling
Love-songs, spontaneous, greets him merrily.
The digant hills, empurpled by the dawn

And thinly scatter’d with blue migs thet float

On ther blesk summitsdimly visble,

kirt the domain luxuriant, while the air

Breathes hedthful fragrance. On the Cottage roof
The gadding Ivy, and the tawny Vine

Bind the brown thatch, the shelter’ d winter- hut
Of the tame Sparrow, and the Red-breast bold.

There dwells the Soldier’ s Widow! young and fair
Y et not more fair than virtuous. Every day

She wastes the hour-glass, waiting his return,—
And every hour anticipates the day,

(Deceiv' d, yet cherigh'd by the flatt' rer hope)
When she shal meet her Hero. On the Eve

Of Sabbath rest, she trims her little hut

With blassoms, fresh and gaudy, ill, herself

The queen-flow'r of the garland! The sweet Rose
Of wood-wild beauty, blushing thro’ her tears.

Onelittle Son she has, alusty Boy,

The darling of her guiltless, mourning heart,

The only dear anct gay associate

Of her lone widowhood. His sun-burnt cheek

Is never blanch’d with fear, though he will dimb
The broad oak’ s branches, and with brawny arm
Sever the limpid wave. In hisblue eye



Beams dl his mother’ s gentleness of soul;
While his brave father’ s warm intrepid heart
Throbsin hisinfant bosom. * Tisawight
Most vaourous, yet pliant asthe sem
Of the low vde-born lily, when the dew
Pressesits perfum’ d head. Eight years his voice
Has chear’ d the homely hut, for he could ligp
Soft words of filia fondness, ere hisfeet
Could measure the smooth path-way.

Onthehills
He watches the wide waste of wavy green
Tissued with orient ludtre, till hiseyes
Ache with the dazzling splendour, and the main,
Rolling and blazing, seems a second Sun!
And, if adigant whitening sall appears,
Skimming the bright horizon while the mast
Is canopied with clouds of dappled gold,
He homeward hastesrgoicing. An old Tree
Is his lone watch-tow'r; "tis a blasted Oak
Which, from avagrant Acorn, ages pas,
Sprang up, to triumph like a Savage bold
Braving the Season’s warfare. There he sits
Slent and musing the long Evening hour,
"Till the short reign of Sunny splendour fades
At the cold touch of twilight. Oft be Sngs,
Or from his oaten pipe, untiring pours
The tune mdlifluous which his father sung,
When HE could only ligen;

On the sands
That bind the level sea-shore, will he Stray,
When morn unlocks the Eadt, and flings afar
Therosy day-beam! There the boy will stop
To gather the dank weeds which ocean leaves
On the blesk strand, while winter 0’ er the main
Howlsits nocturnal clamour. There again
He chaunts his Father’ s ditty. Never more
Poor mountain mingtrel, shdl thy bosom throb
To the sweet cadence! never more thy tear
Fall as the dulcet bresthings give each word
Expresson magica! Thy Fether, Boy,
Seegps on the bed of death! Histongue is mute,
Hisfingers have forgot thair pliant art,
His oaten pipe will n€ er again be heard
Echoing dong the valey! Never more
Will thy fond mother meet the balmy amile
Of peace domedtic, or the circling arm



Of vaour, temper’d by the milder joys
Of rurd merriment. His very name
Is now forgotten! for no trophied tomb
Tdls of hisbold exploits; such herddry
Befits not humble worth: For pomp and praise
Wait in the gilded paaces of Pride
To dress Ambition's Saves. Yet, on hisgrave,
The unmark’ d resting place of Vaour’s Sons,
The morning beam shines lust’ rous, The meek flow'r
Still drops the twilight tear, and the night breeze
Moans meancholy music!

Then, to ME,
O! dearer far isthe poor Soldier’s grave,
The Widow’ s lone and unregarded Cat,
The brawling Brook, and the wide Alder-bough,
The ozier Canopy, and plumy chair,
Hymning the Morn’ s return, than the rich Dome
Of glided Pdlaces! and swester far—
O! far more graceful! far more exquisite,
The Widow’ stear bathing the living rose,
Than the rich ruby, blushing on the breast,
Of guilty greatness. Welcome then to me—
The Widow's LOWLY HOME: The Soldier’ sHEIR,;
The proud inheritor of Heav'n's best gifts—
The mind unshackled and the guiltless Soul!



