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      I loved Theotormon




      And I was not ashamed




      I trembled in my virgin fears




      And I hid in Leutha’s vale!


    




    

      I plucked Leutha’s flower,




      And I rose up from the vale;




      But the terrible thunders tore




      My virgin mantle in twain.
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      ENSLAV’D, the Daughters of Albion weep: a trembling lamentation




      Upon their mountains; in their valleys. sighs toward America.


    




    

      For the soft soul of America, Oothoon wanderd in woe,




      Along the vales of Leutha seeking flowers to comfort her;




      And thus she spoke to the bright Marygold of Leutha’s vale


    




    

      Art thou a flower! art thou a nymph! I see thee now a flower;




      Now a nymph! I dare not pluck thee from thy dewy bed!


    




    

      The Golden nymph replied; pluck thou my flower Oothoon the mild




      Another flower shall spring, because the soul of sweet delight




      Can never pass away. she ceas’d & closd her golden shrine.


    




    

      Then Oothoon pluck’d the flower saying, I pluck thee from thy bed




      Sweet flower. and put thee here to glow between my breasts




      And thus I turn my face to where my whole soul seeks.


    




    

      Over the waves she went in wing’d exulting swift delight;




      And over Theotormons reign, took her impetuous course.


    




    

      Bromion rent her with his thunders. on his stormy bed




      Lay the faint maid, and soon her woes appalld his thunders hoarse


    




    

      Bromion spoke. behold this harlot here on Bromions bed,




      And let the jealous dolphins sport around the lovely maid;




      Thy soft American plains are mine, and mine thy north & south:




      Stampt with my signet are the swarthy children of the sun:




      They are obedient, they resist not, they obey the scourge:




      Their daughters worship terrors and obey the violent:
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