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THEBLACK EAGLE.

Hark ! yonder eagle lonely wails,

His faithful bofom grief affails :

Laft night I heard him in my dream.

When death and woe were all the theme.

Like that poor bird, I make my moan,

I grieve for deareft Delia gone ;

With him to gloomy rocks I fly.

He mourns for love, and fo do I.

'Twas mighty love that tam*d his bread,

'Tis tender grief that breaks his reft ;

He droops his wings, he hangs his head.

Since fhe he fondly lov'd was dead ;

With Delia's breath my joy expired,

*Twas Delia's fmiles my fancy fir*d ;

Like that poor bird, I pine, and prove

Naught can fupply the place oflove.

Dark as his feathers was the fate.

That robb'd him of his darling mate

;

Dimm'd is the luftre of his eye,

That wont to gaze the fun-bright {ky ;

To him is now for ever loft.

The heart-felt blifs he once cou'd boaft j

Thy forrows, haplefsbird, difplay

An image of my foul's difmay.



6
67

Vlbh'n

Slow

-0.

St-

F=^
, r=^r-m

1Harkl ond[er ]

f

\
— L

^ P-~r

lonesly wails; His faithfttll hofom .

rrTf r'j* f 1-
i <

5
1 4

e 5 1 1 6"

1.

grief af- fails .* La ft night I heardlhim in n^ tfream^^Then deathandwoewere

4 S
K > 5 11 S 6 65 / '5

S S 8

all the theme. Like that poor })ir<I I make ray moan, I grieve for rfeareft

1» 1»

6- # 6 ^ e

U'<f!^
.1

^'1 ^J- F-^
-J

—

—*h«

p i» ^=
Delia goitie A»rit

f
*~

fi him to gloom\ 1ot!<sI fly,Hen]Lournsforlove and ^

1

Ho ffo I.

,4—^^^_i£:...

/:J S


