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3.		I	saw	thee	weep

Hummel

Grazioso	ma	con	moto

Thomson	25	Additional	Airs,	V	(1826),	230
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I saw thee weep, the big bright tear Came o'er that eye of blue; And
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I	SAW	THEE	WEEP.
	

WRITTEN

By	LORD	BYRON,

AND	HERE	PUBLISHED	BY	PERMISSION.

THE	MELODY	BY	G.	THOMSON	–	THE	SYMPHONIES	AND	ACCOMPANIMENTS	BY	HUMMEL,	–	1826.

I	have	a	silent	sorrow	here,	
					A	grief	I’ ll	ne’er	impart: 	
It	breathes	no	sigh,	it	sheds	no	tear,	
					But	it	consumes	my	heart;	
This	cherish’d	woe,	this	lov’d	despair,	
					My	lot	for	ever	be;	
So,	my	soul’s	lord! 	the	pangs	I	bear	
					Be	never	known	by	thee.	
	
		

Farewell,	dear	mistress	of	my	soul,	
					The	measur’d	time	is	run! 	
The	wretch	beneath	the	dreary	pole,	
					So	marks	his	latest	sun! 	
To	what	dark	cave	of	frozen	night,	
					Shall	thy	poor	wanderer	hie?	
Depriv’d	of	thee,	his	life	and	light,	
					The	sun	of	all	his	joy.	

I	saw	thee	weep,	–	the	big	bright	tear	
Came	o’er	that	eye	of	blue;	
And	then	methought	it	did	appear,	
A	violet	dropping	dew.	
I	saw	thee	smile,	–	the	sapphire’s	blaze	
Beside	thee	ceas’d	to	shine;	
It	could	not	match	the	living	rays	
That	fill’d	that	glance	of	thine.	

I	HAVE	A	SILENT	SORROW	HERE.
	

WRITTEN

By	R.	B.	SHERIDAN,	Esq.

THE	SAME	AIR

FAREWELL,	DEAR	MISTRESS	OF	MY	SOUL.
	

WRITTEN

By	BURNS.

THE	SAME	AIR

The	Editor	thinking	the	names	Clarinda	and	Sylvander	out	of	place	in	Scottish	verse,	
has	taken	the	liberty	of	withdrawing	them	from	this	Song.	

And	when	pale	characters	of	death	
					Shall	mark	this	alter’d	cheek,	
When	my	poor	wasted	trembling	breath,	
					My	life’s	last	hope	would	speak		–	
How	shall	I	raise	my	eyes	to	Heav’n,	
					And	mercy	ask	for	me:	–	
My	soul	despairs	to	be	forgiv’n,	
					Unpardon’d,	Love! 	by	thee.	
		

As	clouds	from	yonder	sun	receive	
A	deep	and	mellow	dye,	
Which	scarce	the	shade	of	coming	eve	
Can	banish	from	the	sky,	
Those	smiles	unto	the	moodiest	mind	
Their	own	pure	joy	impart;	
Their	sunshine	leaves	a	glow	behind	
That	lightens	o’er	the	heart.

We	part,	–	but	by	these	precious	drops	
					That	fill	thy	lovely	eyes! 	
No	other	light	shall	guide	my	steps	
					’Till	thy	bright	beams	arise.	
She,	the	fair	sun	of	all	her	sex,	
					Has	blest	my	glorious	day;	
And	ne'er	shall	glimmering	planet	fix
					My	worship	to	its	ray.

3.	I	saw	thee	weep

©	Marjorie	Rycroft	2025

4


