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THE suu wen t down in a floodof light, 
A glorious sight tl) see, 

And the evening bell has tolled the honr, 
Of six, most s\lct'tly. 

The laborer and the artisan 
Unto their homes have gone, 

But though loug I've watched and waited, 
My 'YILLIE comes not home. 

My baby dear is nestling, 
Close to my widowed breast, 

Her soft blue eyes look in my face, 
As she peacefully ~illks to rest. 

, There's no father to kiss her fair young cheek. 
Her dimpled smile to own, 

Or press her little soft white hand, 
Now \"TILLIE comes Dot home. 

My children"s anxious faces, 
Seem asking for their sire; 

They mi. him when our table's spread, 
And by the ('vening'. fire. 

They are lonely, for their father" smile 
And kindly words arc gone; 
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Thpy've lost a EteaUfast, loving friend, 
Now WILLIE comes not home. 

Yet dry thy tt'ar~, lone widlHYeU onp, 
And hu~h thy mournful ~igh, 

Thy huslJand sings a IHIPPY ~nng, 
In Heavenly ruan~ion8 high. 

So sa)'8 the spirit to my spul, 
GOD'S hand i'l this I own, 

My GO)) and fath, r I 8uumit, 
For WILLIE has gone home. 

THEY (OJlfl iN "r.El~B TO m:. 

THEY c"me to me in i1rpams, 
The frit'n.Js of ,·arly YOl1th, 

PleaRing' the ,'ision seems, 
"rearing' the rO!Jes of truth. 

Belov'eil ones fal' away, 

For you affection hl·arns. 
Tbough Y" cheer Irot now ),y day, 

Ye come to me in dreams. 

A paren t near does ~tand, 
To Llt'88 the houl'8 of rest, 

A si~ter'8 fril'ndly hand 
Within my own is pres8'd. 

Her TaVt'n locks still charm, 
No sorrow fills her ('ye, 

I vit'w I ... r lIIa!(·ly form, 
Ail I did i ... ,. :olle IJY. 



To me will oft appear 
My granl1sire's aged face, 

I mark his ~iln'r hair, 
His well-known features trace, 

He wears no placid smile, 
But 8orrow marks him now, 

He gaz('s for a while, 
On me witll'sal1den'll brow. 

Now I,c:auty meet8 my gaze, 
I see a lovely shmle. 

The pride of Illy young ilays, 
DCath in the cold ground laid, 

H('r smile is still as bright. 
Her brow seems ju<t :\8 fair. 

As wlH'Tl she hle8sed my 8ight 
And pa~'ci tLie lower sphere, 

I dream I It('ar a SOlllld, 
The lov'd and gentle voice. 

Of one who rest hath fOllnd, 
I hear and must I'<'joice, 

Friends in the silent lomh, 
Your mem'ries linger yet. 

Around my earthy burne, 
Dreams ehide if I ff)rget. 
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TOE INEBRT!Tl'S lfl. E. 

'TIS NIGHT, a bitter winter's night, 
And snow lies on the frozen gronnd; 

A few lone stars cast down their light, 
The biting blast doth howl around. 

Upon yon moor, a lonely cot, 
Doth send nu taper's light to cheer, 

Nor blazing fire malie glad the lot, 
Of th' inebriate's home, so dark and drear. 

A faded form is bending o'er, 
The dying embers' flickering flame; 

Her eyes are dim, she weeps yet more, 
And bitter arc her grief and pain, 

Her starving babes are hush'll to rest, 
Her tattered mantle o'er them spread; 

Their hungry cries have pierc·J. her breast, 
And gone is all her seantr hr(,:1(l. 

Those babes received it with her tearp, 
They little thought it was her all ; 

She blesses them with frequent prayers, 
And Hea,en's aid adown doth call. 

Unhappy wife, thou canst not sleep, 
He whom thou lovest should retul'U ; 
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'Tis mill night, do not longer keep 
Thy solitary watch, and mourn ! 

Ye heavy hours seem not so long! 
Have pity on that shivering form, 

And ease the racking thoughts that throng, 
And atay the pelting of the storm. 

Tho~e broken panes receive the blast, 
It sweeping comes, with moaning din, 

She shivers morc, oh, hasten past! 
And greet some home where warmth's within: 

Hark! to that noist', she starts to hear 
Her wretched hushand's well known voice; 

He reeling comes, she groans, he swears 
At her, the object of his choice! 

At her who lov'd him, loves him still, 
At her his once fond happy bridc ; 

His vows to cherish did he fulfil? 
Oh, see her crouching !ly his side! 

Strack by his blow, stung 1'f his curse! 
Poor creature aid you wait for this? 

Monstcr to make her misery worsc, 
Vile cruelty'S the drunkard's bliss. 

Oh, help her, Heaven! the inebriate's wife! 
Those little ones her sufferings ph are ; 

Oh, case her bitter lot iu life, 
. The drunkard's fate, those children spare. 



J,INES TO NU UTILE EO}". 

My little hoy, thou art fair to src 
In the opening beau Iy of inf.tIIey ; 
Soft is the beam of thy mild bluo eye, 
Wearing the hue of the sum Iller's ~I{y; 
Innocent the 1001, of thy childish gaze, 
Which we ouly behold in childhood's days. 

My little boy in his hours of phy, 
Though dull seems the time, ever is gar, 
Fit playmate Ill' for the birds aUlI the flowers, 
That sing in the woodland~, or paint the wild 

lJOwers; 
And his small ringing Yoice,with laughter so clear, 
Seemeth to En}' our world is yet joyous and fair. 

,My little boy with his bright sUllny hair, 
Hath fair ro~y cheeks and tlil1li1les, are there; 
His sweet merry laugh, and his (Iuick joyous 

tread. 
Show hnppinps8 5miling uronn,a his young head, 
And tho loy'd lisping wonls that he prultles to me, 
Have beauty and innocence in their wild glee. 

There is hope, there is trust, in his eyes brightning 
gleam, 

There's a glimpse of fair llCaven in its soft rolling 
beam; 
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Though lhe dream of the child the rude world 
will mar, 

Ob, etill may the truth be his guitle and hill atar; 
And may virtue De his as he grolVs up in veare, 
And GOD be his trust on this earth's vale of tearl. 

-------~ .. --------
LlTTi,E llDIJU. 

ONCE I knew a little maiden 
Swt'eter than the summer's gale. 

Fairel' than the opening blossom 
Blooming iu the dewy <lale, 

Happy liB the little Goldfiueh. 
Singing in the cherry tree; 

She would ply her bu~y neetlle, 
RilJg and fmile most pleasantly. 

In the meadow where the violets 
Clustered in the sf)ft spriug time, 

EMMA wanden'd in the evening 
Listening to the binI's sweet chime, 

Or beside thc murmuring brooklet 
Leaning by a vertlant tree, 

I havc marked her merry musings 
While the stream saug lullaby. 

From the hill side Emu gathered 
Flowers to decorate her h" 'ne ; 

Where the forest pine trecs !,,,dtled. 
She wouI<l venture forth ":'Ine, 

Nature's chiltl-she loved it· beanty, 
Thence would spring den' lion's ray. 
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She admired the bright blue heaven, 
And to Nature's GOD would pray. 

Little maiden, thou art welcome
Kneeling on the mossy 80d-

Thus to gaze on nature's beauty, 
Thus to worship nature's GOD, 

Though thy heart is young and tender, 
And no eye thy praying see, 

But the eye of him who caUed, 
.. Little children come to me." 

----.... ------
THE C'&STA.WAY, OR DUTERNAL LOVE. 

WHY are you weeping, old woman, 
Why are you weeping here? 

There's a tempest gath'ring, woman, 
A tempest dark and drear. 

Wily mit you here, old woman, 
So lonely on the sea shore? 

Where the billows are rolling high 
And the thunders loudly roar . 

.. My heart," saYB she, " is more dreary 
Than the storm or lonely sea; 

Depart, dieturb not me, oh, strauger, 
My 80rrow would secret be," 

But tell me thy grief, old woman, 
For I would ease thy woe; 

What causes this Ihy sorrow, 
My heart is touched to know? 
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.. Mark you not yon vessel sailing 
Upon the troll bled sea? 

My Bon. my son is on its deck, 
And he is dear to me. 

He has left me thus to weep for him, 
~Iy hoary locks to lear; 

He loves me not, tho' cherish'd long, 
My sad, my joyous care. 

, The slave of vice, alas, he is, 
To sin his couree is run; 

A castaway, yet his mother 
Can't forget 1ICr son. 

MIR! TIlE FlIR. 

BE not so proud 'cause nature g'ave 
MYRA, to thee a handsome face; 

Look not so high, 'cause in thy form 
Is centred every queenly grace. 

Knowest thou not that beauty fades, 
That all that's fair and now so sweet, 

Will blasted be by the hiding tomb, 
Or withered by time so fleet. 

Love no more such charms as fade, 
But treasures seek that arc Jess light, 

And oh! believe lUe MYRA fair, 
Thy treasure then will know no Llight. 
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Oh! mal,e thy h~art the fairer g('m, 
And it as priceless ca~kct prizc, 

Then praise with truth will he bestowed, 
Praise pure as inecnse will arise. 

-------0-- ..... .,....--------

MY. CBILDHOOil'S 'nOllE. 

ADIEU! loved house that sheltered me, 
In childhood's happy houl's, 

Adieu! lo .. ed fields that welcomed me. 
With fragrant Bummer flowers. 

Farewell the croft and garden. 
I tripped along wheB young; 

Farewell the favorc>lI plum tree. 
'Where hirds at morning sung. 

Farewell fC lovely scenes, 
Where I spent my early years, 

Where my laughing heart was free. 
From grief and worldly cares. 

Adieu! sweet scented briar, 
'Where hudlling thought was reared. 

Thy fragrant shade alolle I sought, 
For study pastime spared. 

Adieu! ye woody haunts, 
Where my lightsome feet did Btray; 

There, mid nature's gifts I've paet. 
TI'lany a smiling Bummers day. 

Ye neighboring scenes of beauty, 
Overloped by yon blue ~ky. 
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y" are altered since rour grandeur, 
Allured my infant eye. 

A laet adieu! old tenement, 
If I never see thee more; 

My sympathy belong to thee, 
For the by.gone days of yore. 

Still may thy roof be fringed with m08~, 
Green on thy windows shine; 

Home of my childhood to recall, 
The thought~ of olden time. 

-------~~~.--------

{;OD RE\'EALED I" DIS WORKS. 

TIlls noble pine tbat rears iis h{ ad (0 greet tho sky, 
Those leafless trees tbat grace the forest high, 
Upon tbe eartll, this snow, so pure, so white, 
The glorious bues of sUllEet, duzzling bFight, 

Proclaim the LORD. 

'fhe mid·day ~~I1, arrayed in nellest gold, 
Tbe whistling wind, so dreary and so cold, 
Tbe bowling storm lhat stirs this wintry scene, 
Tbe bitter frost, tLe poor so hard doth deem, 

Do tell of heaven. 

Tbe meane;t flow ret, with its simple hue, 
The colourell rainbow in ita home of blue, 
The humble bird lha,! lifts its modest voice, 
With warble sweet, that summf'r bids rejoice, 

Praise tbe LORD, 
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The little rill that ripples tbrough tbe mead, 
The spreacing river, with its angry speed, 
The placid lake tbat in the sunshine gleams, 
The migbty ocean, wbere the tempest screams, 

Proclaim the LORD. 

The silver moon, tiisplaying her soft light, 
The blinking stars, with all tbeir radiance bright, 
The darkness, still and solemn in the gloom, 
Awaking thoughts that wbisper of the tomb, 

Do tell of heaven. 

This wond'rous v.-orld, the thiugs that it adorn, 
So beautiful the hand of GOD did form; 
His cure for every life He diu create, 
Bis love for man, though in a fallen state, 

Proclaim that GOD is love. 

HOPE'S WELCOME. 

All IIOPE, sweet flattering hope 
She has beeu here again 
"With cheerful smiles so sweet, 
Tbat doubt unre not remain; 
She whispemd future joys, 
Once more beguileu Illy heart, 
Her tales like truth uid seem. 

The pleasing dream has flown, 
And hope's withurawn her smile, 
She veils her hea veuly face; 
My heart has grieved the while, 
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When cares the breast wonld grieve 
And tempt me to despair, 
I::lweet hope once more will smile, 
Nor ever fails to cheer. 

I will not chiue thee, hope, 
Though fluttering me again, 
And false are the bri:;-ht dreams 
That deck'd your smiling reign; 
Then smile, dear flattering hope, 
Despite thy sweet deceit, 
SholV me thy face nOlO olay away, 
l\f y welcome 8uall thee greet. 

-----~--. --

rUE INDUN FATHER. 

Po HATTAN, tbe fatber of POCAHONTA~, refused to 
give his younger daughter ill marriage to Governor 
DALE, tbough solidted hy bim and bel' sister; saying 
to the messenger: .. Go back to yonI' Governor, and 
tell him tbat I value bis love and peace, which, 
while I live, I will keep. 'fell him that I love my 
daughter 8S my life, and tl!ough I have many chil
,1"01'. T hn·:n r,'\~n lib hpr. If 1 could not see hel', I 
would not live : anc~ if I give bel' to you, I shall 
never see her,"-8el1.rs D"c'cril'!ion of the United 

States. 

WErrE man, adieu! hllste Oil your way, 
And tell your Governor bold, 

All honor to bis love 1 pay, 
And would his friendship bold. 



But bgr, my younger daughter fair, 

The darling of my heart, 

'Vho oft my warriOl' breast does cbeer, 

With ber I canuot part. 

Though sbe i~ not my oilly ('bild, 

I bave mOI'f! mv love to claim j 

Not Ofli' has e'pr"Bo sweetly smiled, 

Or called their fathcl"s name, 

Shc's gl',leef,.! [IS (he springing fawn j 

She's beuutious as tbe Ih"er 
That lifts it; heau at d,>wy morn, 

To dedt some furci'c bower, 

I conlJ not li,'e in fort'S! wild, 
I could not cbase the deer, 

If Inrkd frua. my [a"orite child 
III woul,; Illy grey h'lir" fare. 

:My dearest cbilJ conld I not set', 

Dim would be eJet.. sUllny day j 

'Veak grow my heart j grier spcedily 
'V (Julll wear my lire away, 

My Indian mairl cli,1 I bestow, 

'1'0 be tlte whitemau's bride, 
Fur from her kindred she must go, 

Aud cross tIle oceau wiue, 

Tben I sbollld see her face no more i 
1'dl my wLite brother so, 

I'm growillg olu, and I)ea~ Death's shore, 
Close not my life with woo. 
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THE G!lA.SSY CILL-TnE Ur-EAMS OF YOUTH. 

CAN I for~ct the grassy bill, 
Around my l,umblc mo',)" dwelling, 

Can I for;;(( t~c simple rill, 

lts mallY t"!,'o of fancy telliog ? 
Can I forgd tLe dJY," gone by, 

'Wheu I upon tcat Liil was straying, 
Or warn,ed by Buullller's genial Bky, 

Amid th(' violets blue was playing 1 

Can I forgat the meadow green, 
When tLa ('w[jin:~' bell Wei, sweetly pealiog, 

'fhat brigU auu 10\'(,1y forest iT' ';C ; 

GOD'S wond'rong works revealing? 
Can 1 forget wheu on that hill, 

My cbildish hand tile flowers was strewing, 
Wheu I my shining can did fill, 

,rith f:tlt'wlNrric;::, ttnt wrI'<! growiog ? 

Cau I forget tLe shady wood, 
,V heu at dewy l \'e tile sun was settiog, 

The green (lIt! prj, wbere mooly stood 

While 1 her mill; was getting? 

Ab DO! for tben my heart was yonng, 

Full of rOIDaut:c feeling, 

~'o all life's beauties fdlluly clung, 

'fo iufall{,Y l~ .. ealiDg, 
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BE KIND 'i0 'HIE AGED WAYFARER. 

OR TREAT tbat stranger well, he is an ag'rl man, 
And he hath borne tbe burden of the day, 

Mark that his eyes are dim, his cheeks are wan, 

And that his scanty locks have~ong been grey; 
Give him the cushion'd cbair that he may easier res~ 

His tired limbs, tLat acbe with many a pain, 
Give him some food and cbeer his agpd brel1!5t, 

Until his drooping frame its strength regain, 

Behold he grateful smiles for all thy care, 
The thanks tLut swell his heart he cannot speak, 

But iu his brigHen'd eye there .peeps a tear, 
Thee it blesses, rolling down his withel"d cheek; 

The snn is low, the old wayfarer's gone, 
With cheerful heart he treads his homeward way; 

Thy kindness on life's darkness brightly shone, 
Thou eas'd for him the barden of the day, 

May he, poor man, ~o'er ,,',-~z:;t a fric:Jcly hand, 

YOI' tender heart to GO a virtuous deed, 
While he remains a dweller in the land 

May pity ever find him in his ueed ; 
And thou my lovely maid that did'~t bestow, 

Thy care upon a fceLle aged man, 
Moy GOD be thy rewar", who looks below, 

And all the ways of erring mortals scans. 
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MY I'HUER'S GRAY IIAIRS. 

Deal' fathel' I've gaizcd on thy broad ample brow, 
Admiring the beauty that sat triumphant there, 
Ere sorrow had furrowed thy forehead as now, 
Or rough time had whitened thy dark curling 

hail' ; 
Though deal' then the smile tlly face to me wore, 
I honor thy gray hairs an'.l wrinkles mucb more. 

And bright was the beam from thy dark rolling 
eye, 

'Vhen youth's golden bloEsoms I , .. clcomed as 
mine, 

But time o'er thy beauty swept roughly by, 
And ruthless haJ dimmed those bright exes of 

thine, 
Yet dearer to me are thine eye, faded beam, 
And honored the head where thy gray hail'S gleam. 

Thy youth seems a dream, anJ thy manhood 
prime, 

N ow thy once stately figure is bowed by rough 
time; , 

Old age overtakes 1hee with sickness and carE', 
And sorrow increaseth as year succeeds year; 
Bnt though faded thy beauty, and drooping thy 

fOl'm, 
Dear to me is the old head thy gray hairs adorn, 

2 
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Thus far you have braved the cold storms of life, 
Now may peace fill your aged bosom with rest; 
As a conf}uering hero from this rough world's 

strife, 
Be pleasant thy path to the home of the blest; 
And till death's. dreamless slumber shall banish 

all carelJ, 
I would honor and cherish my.father's gray haire. 

REGRET. 

(') would that we had never met, 
In days now long ago, 

Or that we were as strangers yet, 
That met an parted so, 

The pain around my aching heart 
Would ne'er been caused by thee, 

From kindred love, from hope to part, 
Might have been spared to me. 

:0 would that we had never met 
That morning long ago, 

That lingers in my memory yet, 
With sky o'ercast by 10Te, 

A trustful woman.' young and fair, 
'I stood then by your side, 

With hope aud love the werds did hear 
That made me then your bride. 

A lover bold, you ,sought my hand 
With many a promise fair, 

Such honest love could I withstand, 
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So true I thought you were ; 
o false is man, to strive to win 

A woman for his own-
'Secured the prize his love grows dim, 

ADd she must pine alone. 

Deep, very deep' is woman·s wrong 
Whose trust is thus betrayed, 

Such anguish cannot find a tongue 
To tell the griel that's made, 

The heart grows cold, yet she must live 
. The same from day to day, 

Earth hath no hope to that said heart, 
It beats and wears away. 

HYMN OF PRUSE TO GOD. 

Almighty God, thy tender care 
I witness every day, 

An age devoted to thy praise 
Could not thy love repay. 

Amazing yon should notice me, 
Great God of heaven and earth, 

To comfort we, to be my guide, 
Who am so little worth. 

·To give me food from day to day, 
To be my constant friend, 

To grant me clothing, peace, aDd health, 
'-, ........ ;.~ r- -f' ... rl 



To grant thinc aid since life began, 
To shelter, pity me, 

o let me all thy graciolls acls 
With deep devotion see. 

My gratitude ami thanks are weak, 
For prayer so often henrd, 

For joy oft minJstered to me, 
My kind anel gracious Lord . 

• 
LUIENT. 

And must he die, that noble Indian prince
And must his early youth extinguished be ; 
Thus fade his high resolves-his lofty hopee. 
And must his virtues great oblivion see-
Is there no pity, must a savage grim 
Wet his rude axe in such a prince's blood; 
Alas, there is no hope, no ::lid is nigh, 
He falls unwept, the noble and the good. 

---------~~+---------

LINES WRITTEN ON A BELOVED Fmr .. ~!). 

She was'the sister of my early days, 
We strayed together in the gra>sy field; 

We sat together where the streamlet play'", 
And where yon aged beech its CGol shade yields. 

We pulled the pretty floweI'd from the bank,. 
We wove our garlands with the flowery gems; 
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The birds trim'd for their sweet music we did thank, 
And we admired while we listened them. 

We talk'd together of the fnture years, 
or years that were but to cement our love; 

We told each other of our hopes and fears, 
A destiny united, fondly wove. 

Ab, she did love me then! the tender tear 
Would fall iu sympathy when mino did flow, 

And when the sunshine of my joy was clear, 
A smile in unison her face would show. 

'Tis marvelous the change that's in her heart, 
She loves no more the sister 0 f her yo nth ; 

And sad reality has bade us part, 
My heart is crushed beueath the world's stern 

truth. 

-,-~--_~ -aD- 4-- ---- -- -

THE CDiLD O'ER HIS DEAD MOTHER', 

My motber ! Q my mother I wake, 
And tell me what you ail-

I want to see a glad smile break 
O'er y6n,r featmcs sweet and pale, 

Do raise your eyes, their look was dear 
When fondly viewing me ; 

I want the kiss oil my cheek here 
I always -had from the£>, 

My mother! Q my mother! speak, 
Your lips are very white i 

No red is in your cold, cold cheek, 
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I cannot bear ·the sight. 
Thy tender voice 0 let me hear, 

Thy words so kind and mild
I'm weeping many a bitter tear, 

Look on your sorrowing child. 

My mother I 0 my mother! lookj . 

The suu shines in the sky-
Fresh flowrets from the garden brook, 

Upon your bosom lie. 
I've kissed thee for the hundredth time, 

I have pressed thine icy hand; 
N or yet hath said that prayer of mine, 

You bade me understand. 

Thy dear, dear mother, little child, 
Will not wake here-she's dead, 

And her pure spirit, meek and mild. 
Unto its God hs Iled.' 

Sho loves you still, and from on high 
Behold's her little boy; 

She blesses you, then do not cry- _ 
Her God can give you joy. 

My mother, mother, I will come 
'ro Reaven, if thou art there-_ 

Where thou dost dwell shall be my bome, 
Thy smiles will make it fair. 

I'll ask your God if I may go, 
Dear mother ask him too ; 

Sweet Reaven must be bright I know, 
That shelter's such, as yon. 
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THE WBIP-PO-WILt.. 

Cease not thy song lone Whip-po-will, 
Thy music lend the night, 
For other birds their richer strains 
Will grant with m.rning's light; 

_ But now, when silence breathesarouud 
On this bright summer eve,. 
Thy notes from the darkwild'wood'come, 
And sweet impresaions leave. 
Sweet homely bird like friendship true, 
When night with hiding shade, 
Has wrapt day's brightness all in gloom, 
Thy welcome notes are paid. 
Friends oft are found when we have joy, 
But not to share our sorrow; 
Then friendship's voice should soothe our woe. 
"iVe may not.need to-morrow. 

---------.~.~ .. --------
THE OLD BrINED JIIILL. 

An old ruined mill in a wild forest is a melancho
ly sight. There are many sllch in Canada; Tberc, 
pewits build their uests, lizards crawl and wild 
grasses aDd flowers wildly bloom_ 
SurroDnded by hills ~here the hemlock and pine, 

Luxuriantly evergreen grow, 
A fabric is seeu long sinking with age, 

ODce the stroDgest ofbWklings I trow;. 
Now des'late to\'iew, 'tis an old'ruined mill, 
4,nd the sound ofits.larg,e wheel forever is still. 
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Its timbers are mos~y, grown dark with decay, 
Wild grain in its crevices wave, 

And lovely wildflowers there hold up there head, 
As if watching the mill aud its grave . 

And the Pewitt bas hung her nest to a beam, 
T' enlivpu 11,;:, wreck of old time it would scem. 

Oh where is its pond, bright sparkling of yorC', 
And its minature cataract that fell ; 

O'er these green mossy logs it boundeth no more, 
No more do we hear its white rushing swell; 

Gone, save the path where the bright waters flowed, 
Wild grass and flowers in its place are bestowed. 

A bridge partly broken affords a rude way, 
O'er the deep woouy chasm that yawns from helow, 

And when the old mill, in its prime worked away, 
The timber wain nsed o'er this old bridge to go ; 

It, too, has departed, and the old ruined mill, 
Is brooding in silence, 'neath the hemlock clad hill. 

There's a story about this old ruined mill, 
That it witnessed a murderons deed; 

Here lover's rude hand did the precious blood spill, 
Caus'd the warm beating heart of his Uath'l'iDe to 

bleed; • 

. And now it is whi8pered if at night you there go, 
Your cars will be startled with groanings aud woo 



THE WHiTER Srr'SDINE. 

'Welcome sunshine, welcome glit'ring tbing, 
More tban tbe ligbt tbat diamocds bring, 
I bail thee on tbis frosty mom, 
Whilst snow and ice the eartb Ullom; 
Cbeering natur", and glad'niug all 
Wbere'er thy geo'rous smile dotb fall. 
Thou givest warmth to tbe rudest cot, 
An,] peepest in each uismal spot; 
Smiling on the bumble poor as free, 
As on the rich of bigb degree; 
Ooustant sunshine puro brigbt' anu frec, 
The ricb and poor are alike to thee. 

Not so the wealtb of sordid golll, 
Its niggaru gifts tho rich do bold; 
Not so tbe diamonds of tho mioe, 
Tbeir beauties beam for bdies fioe ; 
But thou fail' sunshine brigb tel' are 
Tban golden ore o~ diamond's star. 

To tl.!;C I'll gh'e my warmest praise, 
Blest be tby ligbt, thy gcu'rous rays; 
,\>Velcome ever, welcom~ io my room 
To drive from thence tbe winter's gloom; 
Cheer theo ever my home retreat, 
A grateful heart tby smile will greet; 
Hhine pure sunshine, shine pure on all, 
From lordly seat to cottage wall. 

'1'he little boys tbey welcome theo 
Whilst piling snow witb youthful glee, 
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Those little birds all twittering sweet; 
Thy radiant presence gladly greet; 
The poultry near the granary door 
,rith cheerful noise thy warmth adore. 
U nsheltred cattle from the night 
Are thanking thee for generous light. 
Yon beggar with his thin clad breast, 
Thy rays upon his heart do rest; 
From mourner deep to laughing boy, 
From high to low thou givest joy; 
Once more, then sunshine, take my praise 
For welcome light and warming rays. 

----_ .... _-..._----
SPOIf, NOT THAT FLOWER. 

o ! spoil not that flower ofits lovely home-. 
Let it bloom in its humble sphere, 

To praise and to false admiration unknown, 
Innocence and content it may wear.· . 

Though beauteous its fair form appe~B, to your 
('.Ie, 

'Where no ri.al beside it does shine, 
Too soon its meek beauty neglected may lie, 

For prouder exotics more fine. 

Rend not then the flower from this lonely shade, 
Where its beauties are raised to the view; 

Torn from its quiet nook too soon it will fade, 
For, alas! the world wither's simplicity's hue. 

Tlen let it here rest, where the calm sumIDer breez~ 
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So gently will fan its meek head; 
·Where. the song of the robin is heard from the trees, 

And the balm of soft peace will be shed. 

Let it bloom 'neath this shade-'neath the shade leI 
it die, 

Where its sweets have been scattered around, 
Enliv'ning the waste and each wanderer's eye, 

'Vho, by chance, the lone spot may have found. 

When its season is past and its young life hath fled, 
May the, sweet<lcented grass form its bed, 

Where in life it was lovely lay down its sweet head, 
Rest a poor artless flower, in the shade. 

--------.. ~ .. --------
RECOGNITION. 

He raised his head and .beheld his child. 
He thought it was her. but he k.\lew when 8be 

. smiled 
The soft blue eyes and her sunny hair, 
Her rosy mouth with the dimples there. 
Her yonthful cheeks where health did glow, 
And the smoothness of her classic brow. 

What pleasanter sight could a father beholcl, 
His heart bounded with joy. as be wished to un-

fold 
This care, this treasnre of fifteen years, 
Of II father'S hopes and a father's fears. 
With a fairy step the girl drew near, 
'Twas, indeed, her father, and she,droppcd a tear, 
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Her heart was warm. and a real' had flown· 
Sinct' she saw that face she loved t.o own. 

My father, she uttered with hl'!" own sweet voice, 
My father, aud that father did j·pjoice 
When he pre8st'd his child to his revt'rend breast, 
While he kissed her cheek and the dear one blest, 
While he looked in her eyes, and their mellow 

light 
Reminding of years that had taken flight. 
Her mother·once more in her semblance did see, 
As she looked so he thought when she wedded 

lll(1o, 

As she looked before heaven had called her there, 
Which had bathed his cheek \I ith many a tear, 
Though he knew God just, and he thanked him 

now 
For his child. as he once more prew~d her brow. 

THE IOI'NG CAR1'.:n. 

The night was chill, and drizzling rain 
Was falling fast around. 

And not a star in the bleak sky 
~[y watchful eyc had found. 

My mantle o'er my breast I drew, 
For biting was the blast, 

And to my not far distant home 
My steps were hurrying fast. 

I had reached the valley of Springfield, 
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Where pines in clusters grow, 
And many an hill of nature rose 

In dark and rugged hue. 

No Bound was floating in the air, 
Xo heing met my sight, 

But here and there a cottage lent 
The gloom a cheerful light. 

The brook is reached that idly brawls, 
From morning until eve, 

It tempts my feet to liuber here, 
Its gos8ip to believe. 

But, hark! a cry and sorrow too 
Is in that dismal wail, 

From whence does come the mournful sound, 
'Tis from this lonely Vale. 

Yes, close above the spot I eland, 
This frowning hill below 

Presents to me a scene in life, 
A view of buman woe. 

A youth sits on the cold wet ground, 
.i~,,; i,anly uhteks are brown, 

And from bis cheeks where sorrow reigns 
The tears arc Etreaming down. 

'Tis strange, but trne, beside him lay 
A poney wounded sore, 

Its head lay near bis throhbing breast, 
The youth was stroking o'er. 
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A cart and harnees near the scene, 
The poney's labors tell, 

He'll never draw that cart again, 
He has often drew so well. 

Poor beast, he'd fallen from the road 
That wound around this hill, 

His auguish broke the dismal night, 
Before so very still. 

Aud there he lay in anguish deep, 
In pain that would him kill. 

Companions were that boy and horse 
Through·many a weary day, 

Together they had braved the storm 
In poverty's hard way. 

The youth's old father, too, relied 
Upon them for support, 

The boy felt this, he stroked again, 
The poney's deadly hurt. 

No human aid was nigh to help, 
Re raiEcd his head on high, 

Poor boy, to scan the secret gloom, 
But sees no succour nigh. 

It was then I heard the mournful cry, 
God heard the sorrow too, 

And comfort sent to that kind youth, 
To prayer ever true. 
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THE WRONGED ONE. 

Oh, yes! she felt the wrong, and deeply, too, 
I saw it in her eyes of flashing blue, 
Her rumed brow, first pale, then crimson'd cheek; 
The grief that swelled her heart no tongue could 

speak, 
The smiling lips that quiver'd, strack with woe, 
The snowy hreast that heav'd when not a tear would 

flow. 

A change came o'er her, then a noble scorn 
Sat on her brow where high souI'd thoughts adorD, 
Her flashiDg eyes shot glances of disdain, 
A haughty spirit struggled free to reign; 
Proud anger glow'd upon her downy cheek, 
Where beauty dwelt too pure for vice to meet. 

Another change, sweet girl I could have thought 
Thou wast an angel pure this world had sought, 
And while I gazed, sweet wrong'd one, I became 
A villain, in my sight remorseful paiu . 
Seized OD my heart, it wished ·its falsehood o'er, 
And felt the innocence, I'll never injure more. 

She raised her head to heaven, light divine 
Broke o'er her features, charity did shine 
In her pure eyes illumed with hliss the while, 
Her lovely face betrayed a forgiving smile, 
8he meekly bowed her head submissive to her God, 
And welcomed with a smile the chastening rod. 

Her lips were moviDg now in secret prayer, 
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Such fel',ent aspimtioDs Heaven will hear, 
And then she bent on me her dove like eyes. 
She clasped her hands, while slowly did arise 
A prayer for me, pellce filled her pious breast, 
No malice now could harm her-she WIIS blest. 

BBEATHE NOr HER NAJIE. 

o breathe nnt her name, she has forsaken the 
path 

That was pointed with care as her way, 
She's forgotton the virtue that brightened her 

youth, 
And wildly the wanderer's astray. 

Ah! can I forget, when she sat hy my side, 
Learning lessons of wisdom and truth, 

When she valued true goodness, and virtuous acts 
call'd 

From her heart the warm praises of youth. 

She was loveiy in featnre, and graceful in form, 
With a voice that was silvery clear; 

o could I restore her once more to my heart, 
As once, when Loth virtuous and fair. 

Ah, no! ~he's so altered, no tears can restore 
The frail wanderer again to my breaft; 

My trust it is broken, my hope is destroyed, 
And as stranger& we meet and we part. 

I am left but to weep o'er those past happy years 
That promised aift'ction more etrong, 



Now the union is broken, and cheerlessly I 
Am deeply feeliog' the wrong. 

o breathe not the nump, I once lov'a so well, 
There is soh'ow to me in the sountl ; 

Bot let me forget it, that Raducss may flee. 
Nor with memory so eruc·lly WOUllll. 

------ ....... c:z>..- -

o 80rrow ! sorrow! vurious ure thy ways 
To wound the human hen't ; 
Allll this IS one. where 'H' have loyed auu trusteo 
There to fi11l1 unworthiness. 

nOPE. 

Lay tby throbbing temples clown, 
Try to banish' sorrow; 
lvloroing fullo\\'L·1:1 a;(~ llig-ut, 
Joy may beam to-morrow. 

lUY GOOD OLD HTHER. 

No Harry. no. I cannot leave 
My good old father-

It wonld canse his aged eyes to grieve. 
And sorrow to his heart' would cleave 

If I should go aud thus decei\'e 
My good old father. 

He stroked my head in infancy. 
My good old father; 

8 
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And praised my r-yes and called them blue, 
He pat my chelks, and kissscd them too, 

And sang me many a song he knew, 
My good old father. 

I knew no mother, but I had 
My good old father; 

He taught mtl how to lis}! .. uu pl .. y, 
And smiled whenever I was gay, 

And his hand led me on the way, 
My good old father. 

He's been my kind protector long, 
My good old rather; 

lie taught me oft' the sacred page, 
The lore of many a learned sage, 

And of the past and present age, 
My good old father. 

And now his once dark locks are gray, 
My good old father; 

And his once brilliant eyes are lIim-
If I shonld leave who will read to him; 

Relieve his wants despite each whim, 
My gooll olll father. 

I love you, but 1 cannot leave 
My good old father; 

Adieu! dear flarry, may you know 
All joy this life can ere bestow, 

While gratitude I stay to show 
My good old father. 
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THE INFANT'3 SftllLE. 

A mother was weeping, 
lIer baby was sleeping 
On a neat little couch by her side, 
!-:'he was heavily sighing, 
To banish grief trying, 
When the infant awoke and it smiled. 

Gone now her sorrow, 
Her face a smile did borrow, 
As she pressed the soft ch~ok of h~r :'::!d, 
~he caressed him with gladness, 
Joy mastereJ all sadness, 
Again the sweet infant did smile. 

For herself hope was fading, 
But her boy so engaging 
Ulaimed a mother's fond hope for her child,. 
And her prayer besought Heaven's 
Kindest blessings to be given 
To the sweet little one that so smiled. 

• 

RESIGN!TlOY. 

Wby sbould I e'er be seen to w(ep, 
Or ever heard to sigb, 

While God perpetual vigils keep 
In mansions Heavenly. 

Though sorrow seize witb all its pain 
Despair its darkness lay, 



For bope to cilecr thy bleast agaili, 
Remember you must pray. 

13 God to hear thy grief to high, 
Or j" jj e then less Idod, 

Than formerly when His 80ft' relief 
'l'by sufferings oid find: 

God ;IC:J.:,~ the I,)'.Y".~( [e .. ,b!n C't'j' 

Your achil1g l~F~l"t m~!.v ru~:·"'. 

\rith C'Y('r>' ;~T')~1:~ r!'T('1:11":'~ ~,' il 

Iris ':~~l' :, t~,))tt(·.n i':\J~. 

Ii' grief with Icaoeo \~, (,j" ht bs fel! 
Too hea .,.y on thy breast, 

And earth no longer looketl.l well, 
Yet adversity i;; the hest. 

Y nut' biCJ if:- L:it'd-you ft·e!, inde€-d, 
You are not for earth aloee, 

In grief its y: ,:ity yon read 
Bnt HCll\'en's your filIal borne. 

In natnre's wooikrclls pages see 
, Your Reav('tlly Father's care. 

His bounteous hano is opened free, 
All living creatnres share, 

Each tree-each flower within this land 
His gracious love has set, 

Let faith then as a firm rock sfand, 
Thou he Dever can forget. 



37 

TnE RUGEn. OF ImACnWOOD. 

The fairest of ladies rode out one day 
. On a iJe,.uhful co:;l black stead, 
Its hOllsings was rich and her habit was gay, 
And the gems on her hat hau many a ray, 

And sue canter't] 'ritl.! gentle speed. 

8he entered a forest of noble t~ees. 
Deck'cl with leaves of a shining green 

That gracefully played with the summer breeze, 
And shelter,·,] tho ,,;:tloro,l deer she sees, 

A spriuging with c:rucef,J! mien. 

A bough ki,,!).l Ivr hcks, the breeze ;;come'] to woo 
The rO.3es that dwelt on bel' cheek, 

And tbe "l',":kliu~ 'un iu his borne of blue 
Warmed bel' Sl~·.\'5' brow with his smile so trne, 

AGel the lady'S air 11'''8 ".,oet. 

The birds loudly sang in (heir leafy bowers 
With mU3ic that soothed the ear, 

And ber pleased eye sow:~ht for various flowers, 
Growing 1>y her path wet with dewy showers, 

Geming the green grass near. 

Still the lauy, she cantered the fore3t along, 

Her bosom was happy and gay, 
And innocent thonghts in her breast did throD'·', 
When the horse became startle] ~t sor:..tiJiog 

among 
The boshes too near the pathway. 

Away sprang the horse, it snorted and real"J 
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Till the ludy's courage did fail, 
When a ranger bolt] through the green leaves peer'd, 
He marked her dsnger, his steps sOvn neared 

To help the lady so pal('. 

The mud pal fry's speed wns quickly stayed 
By the forester's stalwart arm, 

The Bwooning fair one in safety was laid, 
He knelt by her side, kind attentions 'paid 

Till the lady's cheek grew warm. 

He partpd the locks from her tempks so white 
For the summer's wind to cool, 

He gazed on the lady's beauty bright 
Till his manly heart was warmed by the eight, 

And chaste was the love that ruled .. 

The lady soon opened her eyes to the day, 
And blushes then mantled her cheek, 

For:she saw on the breast of a stranger she lay, 
Yet she kindly thanked the bold forester gay 

In grateful tones most sweet. 

The lady once more on her palfry was placed, 
But the forestel' guided her rein, 

And the lady's eyes as the stranger they traced, 
Saw his noble form no knjght would disgrace, 

l:lo handsome i1is features and mien. 

He talked and sbe smiled till her castle drew near, 
When the forester took bis leave 

In her chamber wrought with princely care, 
Oft the lady wept and welcomed a tear, 

And many the hocr she grieved. 
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"Why did her cheeks loose their rosy hue, 
And what dimm'd the lady's eye? 

She loved with a love most warm and trne, 
The forest scene oft her thonght review, 

With the Ranger of Beachwood nigh. 

Three years had snnk in the gulf of time, 
But the lady no longer wept, 

For the heiress she sat of a lordly line, 
An orphan lone, yet she did not pine, 

Her sorrow with time had slept. 

There is mnsic and joy in her castle hall, 
Where is the Ranger of Beachwood now, 

He presses the lady's white hand eo small, 
The heiress is hi., he is lord of all, 

There is joy on her jewelled brow. 

C!N!D! FUEWELL. 

Farewell Uanada, I am starting 
From thy shored I love so well, 
And my grief at thus departing 
These flJW silent tears must tell, 
I am leaving quito a stranger 
To the land I am going to, 
The ocean cross-bra\"e every danger 
That my journey may bestow. 

I could dwell dear land forever 
Neath the shadow of thy pines, 
And no better land U3 sever 



Nor u "i.,ll for fJirE+ciirne~, 
)iy kiml sister sLc io \Veepill;; 
And my fatLel's f:lcc is pale, 

Tb,111k." ..l,'ar fli· [J·,L 1'.)1' t":, kind greeting 

~.lay your 11("IP1::'8 an,jl,['aycl's prevail. 

Fal'e~rcn, C:1.~lil·.l(;, I L:r.-(~ W::llt:r'rctl 

TU;'JU~~l tuy fich12 c,:I~\.'e iufa!lty. 

In tby [ure-.t i' ,t"" nW"'"icl nl 
Puliiug moss so 1 '·il to nH', 

And thy Y~;'iOl:" [lo,';cn La':c 3;;ltbcl''tl 
F!'()lil t:Jc iJr:..lu~: C1' snli:iug ffieau, 

Wltile tile ,ocnl \Y", ;):~rs featLered 
l'b~l~t('d prJis{:~ s·,\·cc:t iudeed. 

]~eL';('L1 O!lt~~ tbat 11ly hetlIt is 1t-';'.ViL8' 
j tLis ~CU18 Wili uu'er J'll'rgt.:t, 

ParGwL:'L, 0.11, o.ud C(;:Se ':hy ~(i('ying, 
Fl1lt:~( r:Ll.~: !..':1t my if';;rl·,t, 
.. Ad;' u : lk~~l' L,:]d, a wi:-!. 1 'I:i ureathiLg 
For ~:l~; H!.tfl'1 .. \ auu WdCarE\ 

~! 3;." y01: pr,;,:,:p\'r- pkilty c Jc;":\i ng 

To tliy s!le,rl'o willi be my pra~"'r, 

'Wby clost (L·w iJlc0:n 20 slFcliy lone liower ? 
Amid2l thQ gr"o,;,' \,;;::.t<c thy beauty uound~, 

Rising like som~ ;11:1~:Lificeut old tower 
Among d,)cayiog g,loolll tbut it scrrounus, 

Sweet solitary, say, '\'iby art tLou here? 

'Wbere!lo admjc'i"g eye tby ')c,.liti~s see, 
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To live ID such a gloomy forest drear, 
Obscurely-live, die, and forgotten be. 

(Jomc, I will bear thee from this hiding pluce, 
Thou lovely, lone, perfuming flower, 
Thy painted veil'et leaves and sIendel' grace 
Are meet to grace some lady's genial bowel', 

There thou wilt bloom in f-plelldor bright, 
And lovely belles will paus., to gaze 

On thy fair form of tinted wLit.o , 

Bestow, for tby I'c·rr'lUl'c .'e.'cl'VQJ praise. 

Tbere thou wilt H1P,·t ';\'i lh proll.] exotics rare 

Scenting the air with t h'.':r ridl perfume, 
Still thou mo,]",t tinted n'JWcl' fair, 
Thou wilt ccliV'(' tue]r hn(l~.:tt:,J blJom. 
How en']'! iholl love thi.~ lure "",j ;Liil:' ~pot, 

Br·r)t'~!~l this clJvel')ping curtain hide, 
Thy nath"C' air tll;l1 home will 1..::: r:~'b{Jt 
Amid nrnv scenc;::; of pleasure t. ~ n~)id('. 

Why did I tear thea from t11,)' llutil'c soil, 
Alrl'ady thy fragile form l)t'~i lJ~ to stoop, 

To rob solitude of tuy c~"rlUs so toil, 
In thy llew home a stranger sCP. the uroop. 

Sol isdestroying its d"!i!.'ate faint heau, 
Deprived of the Dutriment ",!.IC'I'D on~e it grew, 
This IUllguisLillg injur(d flower is dl'ad, 

Its fUller! curling I""", s the grouuu beetrew. 
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lilY VILLAGE HOME. 

My village home, my village bomp, 
And art tbou sli II tbe same 

As when I frolic'd o'er thy greeu 
Or laughed upon thy plain; 

Thy grassy lanes, an] are they there 
And the ancient, treed of yore, 

To screen my head from sunny rays 
My straying fret did lure, 

My childhoorl's hom p , my child!:IOOd's hQme, 
And can tbere still be found 

The mossy cowship crowned bank, 
And the stream with speaking sound, 

Its sbining pebbles I have viewd, 
My joyous feet have laved 

Or stood with pridll' to view the form 
Thy glIttering waters gave, 

My girlhood's home, my girlhood's home, 
0, no, I have not forgot 

The pleasant, lonely, silent wood, 
And tbe ruined sylvan spot; 

Of the peeping abbey's decoyed walls, 
The weed-covered fragment seat, 

The ivy'd gray and time worn stoue 
With olden time replete. 

My yonthfnl home, my youthful home, 
My sweet cottage retreat, 

The winding pathway to thy door 
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My feet no more may greet. 
At eventide the lowing cows 

W onld warn me to the throng' 
Of lightsome, merry, village maids 

With pail and milking song. 

My native home, my native home, 
The village inn and church, 

The sweetly scented road that took 
Me to thy sacred porch, 

The ant:que mansion on the hill, 
The abode of ancient state, 

The elm tree edged plat before 
Thy old fashioned figured gate. 

----..... ep. ....... -----

'fHE AF6DAN GIRL. 

o war is still raging iu India's far land, 
And deep is the crim30u that's dying its strand, 
Fierce burns the flame that's consuming its life, 
With plunder and carnage its fair scenes are rife 

o turn bnt your ear to tbe Afghan shore 
And list the loud booming of the cannons roar, 
Now, hark! to the clashing of sabre and spear, 
With the falling of edifices ages did rear. 

Mark the bloody field strewed with tbe wreck of the 
dead, 

Oft forming a pillow for tb,} dying Lead, 
And pity's meek eye would be tearful to own 
The despair lind the IInguisb of each passing groan 



See yon high crested chieftain whose valorous arm 
Did often tbe enemy's power dimr m, 
His prostrate abasement, his bright shiver'd sword, 
How truly they tell of our gracious Lord's, word. 

Plainly does agony exuit ou his brow, 
How lived the lips, and once bright cheeks are now, 
And the light of Lis once flashing eyes are 80 pale, 
The iast sigh he has uttered for ambition a tale. 

Here the Lis" horn un<llowly in one rnin are laid, 
• Before ((path's gha~lIy vi.;~ge this world's glory must 

fadc, 
Though ["UltS gk'ry to youth is a bright shining 

gf!m, 
The garlaud is "ilbllo,l when Lung on death's stem. 

o look t.o th~t op.); '-;'L!2"') ;lestruction's harsh hand 
Is inciting' to il1lll {L'r 'yon ::;rrr:1:;o wLite bund, 
All tue fl1l'Y of ~,'''r m;u I;·: tJ'~·ir m2teiiess tide, 
Their OW11 ;\Iaker's image ill ttdr bret.Lren to hide, 

; 

Expospd ill the \'."ale !llrl,an~~(;' to face 

!:lee that desperate 01<1 LI"D of the Afghan race, 
How co~tly the jewells ~is turbun doth bear, 
His valour aild diamond" great interest sbare. 

PU::Uilllc;,t be is dealing to QUCU ml'rcenary slave, 
Tbat for pluuder wonld slay the best aDd the brave, 
But at length overpowered-an insiduous blow 
Stretches the venerable chieftain low. 

The pitiless w~apol1 is lifted once more 

To be shealb~<.l in-hi8 bosom making dEath Bure, 
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But his cruel "6~ressor is Oll the earth !aid 
His m!lrderous de"i;;u the last forfeit has :,>uid. 

What rnyst"":0U3 pow~r Iws proved s:J kind 

At thid critical moment death'" claims to unbind, 
Behold that 10",'ly form by the old hero thrown, 
Her complexioll the Iudill's clime doth own. 

Richly roo·.',i i,s tlut Af,~k:, girl, 
Hpr rr .. "~·_·.! klil' g(!l!l(.;j with il1'~ r:::.r,'·:=-t of p'~arl. 
And tilut ,!,'n,jer g'irlish, Y' t di,n,iii"il i'orm, 
;:;llCCt-':~:~~'ll!~:: th{~ iLS~I"lI1H'l:t of d:~;~t:l has drawn. 

She the rut',':"' Dr L~"ttlC' wit~ (Clara;!.:: .JiJ l,rJ.v\~, 

Her young lift· exrn,,;,:.l her {:e~IT father's to St.,\'ll, 

Her heroism ~ucc,'",l', ue j, with':rawu from the 

fight, 
By his out·,"lwt,·rH1 fu!io·,·,'c:'s from dcuth a l'C'~pite 

But short iA .th" t[iU~lPh, 1if8'8 "ision is 1':I,;t, 
With tu"i,' cituuel bken ile breatbod his last, 
Mid the h1acke~t of horrors that follow war's tmin 

i::1ee the lif~kH body of the old hero lain. 

His daughter is there supporting his head 
While gri~I"s tender tokens are expressively shed, 
Her heroism, her sorrow melts each rugged breast, 
A~s'ympatlly claims for her noble distress. 

She weeps o'er the ciJieftaiu the filial tear, 
She murmurs, my father, as if death mllst him spare, 
All in vaifJ for that father DO love can awake, 

And that captive maid's sorrow time ooly can 

break. 
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THE PILGRIM. 

8travger rest tby weary feet, 
Our cloister is hard by, 

Between this wood its windows peep, 
Its turrets greet the sky. 

Our Abbot is II generous man, 
And kind to strangers all, 

He will make you bappy if he can, 
Wine and good cheer will call. 

I cannot ~tRy the stranger said, 
Good fhther I'm in haste, 

Tbe lovely maid I vowed to wed, 
I seek from place to place. 

Tbe fairest lady in the land, 
The beanty of Longburn, 

Tbe pride of Ingles' glowing strand, 
Good fatber I now mourn. 

She left II loving fatber's side, 
A noble ricb is be, 

Her friends and borne by Ingles tide, 
Fatber, to wed with me, 

Her note that would have told me all, 
And whither she would rest, 

A careless messenger let fall, 
Thus grief distracts my breast. 

And I must seek fronl east towest, 
From north to south mast hie, 

A weary pilgrim without lest, 
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To find tbe maid or die. 

Yet, tarry thou, the friar said, 
From this sun's bUrLing heat, 

Describe to me thy lovely maid, 
I"n help thee for to seek. 

Ilcr briljht hair hath tU0 raveu's hue, 
Good father, and her eye 

Is rich with beauty, black is, too, 
Ohangeful 83 the summer's sky. 

TIer face it i3 divinely fuiI", 
A model is hpr form, 

lier name is on this semblance dear, 
From my fond breast withdrawn. 

There are pilgrims at our Holy Shrine, 
We may enquire of them, 

A lady fair, and perhaps she's thine, 
Rested since the hour of ten. 

Good father, thank thee, I will go 
And rest my weary feet, 

That lady fair I fain would know, 
For news thy pilgrims greet. 

They walked then fur a little while 
Among the shady trecs, 

The friar's features wore a smile 
The lady fair he sece. 

Stranger, behold the lady fair, 
The friar loud he cries, 

There, wave this signal in the air 
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Before she mounts and Hies. 

Tbp. lady ~tood by the convent wall, 
Her palrry near her led, 

The portel· olu some words did hawl, 
The lady turneu ber head. 

Onwards the friar and stranger came, 
HH cheek grew nry pale, 

She knew her lo,er, S(:ized her rein. 
And soon wns lost .lgnio. 

'Tis her! 'tis !Jer! the stra!lger criell, 
Tbe ueauty of Longuurn, 

It is bel· that Ire." to be my brille, 
Ab J cruel maid return. 

Her gb~co mot mine, sLe knew me well, 
And yot from me diJ 11y, 

Can she be faI3~, my henrt does swell, 
I'll follow, fim!, or die. 

Patience, young man, the friar said, 
Do thou still here remain, 

A.nd I will seek thy cruel maid, 
To love thee once again; . 

Falsehood, deceit, she lays to thee, 
10 anger was her flight, 

My mole ia swift, she willliat to me, 

Expect me ere 'tis night, 

The friar soon was lost to view, 
Beneath the shady wood, 
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Be soon the lady's pal fry kn41w, 
Beside the river's flood. 

He saw she often tarned her head 
And fondly gaze behind, 

It told him where her thougnts still led, 
That love still ruled her mind. 

His mule went trotting on a pace, 
The lady's horse went elow, 

When by her side her lovely f1lco 
The signs of tears diLl show. 

He told her that her 10\·0 was -true, 
That sorrow ou him lay, 

Her smiles and tears wore not a few 
At what the friar did say. 

Tha lady with the friar good 
J oyCal retraced her way, 

·She met her lover by the wood, 
Upon his bosom luy. 

The Holy Father made them one 
Within his convent gray, 

He blessed them by the setting sun, 
They gold anel thanks did pay. 

4 
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L.l.S5 CJF SIU WDOY BRAE. 

Lovely lass of Shawdon Brae • 
Where hast thou wandered to this day? 
I have been by the river's side 
Watching the sportive fiuny tribe, 
I paused beside the streamlet's run 
Viewing the trout in the noontide sun. 

Lovely lass of Shawelon Bme 
What prolonged thy further stay? 
'1'he robin seated in the hawthorne tree 
Sweetly pouring its melody, 
The lark and the blackbird's touching etraill 
Listening their music I did remain. 

Lovely laBS of Shawdon Bmo 
For what beside didst tliou delay? 
To pull the flowers at my feet 
The primrose and the violet sweet, 
The ,valley's Lily with snowy hue 
And the dewy cup of the hare bell blue. 

Lovely lass of Shawelon Brae 
How much further didst thon stray 1 
By the clacking mill near the village pool, 
And I restetl beneath .ome willows (;0(;1 

Markiug the laborous busy bee 
Greet many a flower for the rich_ honey. 

Lovely lass of Sbawdon Brae 
Whe re did you wend your further way 1 
To the ruined castle on the hilI, 
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Its fissures the mose and ivy fill, 
I passed in review hy its time worn etone 
Dreaming of ages that are gone. 

Lovely lass of ShawdolJ Brae 
Thy deserijltive talc resume, I prar-
I, musing, beheld the ehureh yard scene 
\Vherc many a grul'c with gross is green, 
And Eeavenly thoughts their idluencc ~hed 
As I viewed the last remains of the lowly dead. 

Lo,ely lass of.Shawdoll Brae 
Your walk was pleasant 011 this fine day
I fonnd rare shells on the I'cL,bly l)('a~h, 

I viewed sea waves beyond their reach, 
I sat on a rock, the dark sea above, 
And a Yes:>!'l I watched on the wat~n; move. 

Lovely lasB of Shawdon Brae 
What more bC'fell, tell me, I pray? 
I etrayed 0'('1' the heatb, the purple fem, 
A drink I had rrom a cottage churn, 
The cattle remarked in the old abhey's shade, 
And pcaceful sheep on the hill side laid. 

Lo,ely lass of Shaw don Brat' 
In your wanderiogG great intercst !ay-
My ramh! B I thought shouhl now be o'er, 
And homeward I cror,sed tile barren moor, 
Here, llind Harry, you v.nited me to receive 
And in natures delig'ht's you fully believe. 
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THE VALE nOWER. 

In yonder vale their lives a maid 
We call her lovely Sally, 

And oft to see hel' wild flowers co II 
By the nearest stile I dally. 

Of village maids she is the f!owl'r, 
None can compare with Sally, 

Th" 'l"iiiage swai1l3 are all in lo\"c 
1",':.:; the maiuen of the ..-a11('y, 

Her sparkling eyes nre like the sloe, 
Her locks like the raven's wing,_ 

Unto her nee~{ of snowy hue 
The silken ringlets cling. 

Her ruby lip~, hel' pearly teeth, 
The blushing cheehs of Sally, 

-With sunny smile and fairy form 
..she is the heauty of t,lle valley, 

When the village green tempts h"r to dance 
So graceful and 80 airy, 

Dressed in her best, with flowers gemmed 
Sbe is like a silvian fairy. 

The lord of yonder proud state house 
May wish to lure sweet Sally, 

And wish in vain-her heart is pure, 
Though nurtured ill a valley. 

Her cot by trees of ancillUt dat e 
Is sheltered in tbe valley, 

The woodbine near its windows elimo 
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From thc Bcented uoor with Sally. 

To marl(ct ere the SUIl is up, 

With dairy basket Sally, 

Thong poorly clad yet smiling face 

As she siugs along the valley. 

o would this maid but smile on me. 

But blowlI within my bower, 

My riches woult1 a sh0lter gain 

To protect my lovely flower. 

Farewell, the ship my forlune made, 

A greater pnz e is Sally, 

In peace and love we then would Jive 

With splendor in the valley. 

Alas! her charms arc not for me, 

A yonth ill the same valley 

Receives her gladsome guilese smiles 

And owns the heart of Sally: 

And I mu~t bear tbis rural scene, 

No more by yon stile dally. 

My heart seems breaking for the love

Of the maiden of the valley . 

.. 
THE llER;n1'l' OF TIlE DILL-A BALLAD. 

A storm was in the evening sliY 

Threateuing henvy rain, 

A 6troDg high wind rustled the IrL '""s 

Tioted with summer's WilDe. 
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Darker became the forest's shade, 
Hoarsely a cataract fell, 

To this thick woyd ita angry soond 
Came from an unseeu dell. 

.A martial youth of noble form 
Rode on a gallant steed, 

Lon'" bewildered in the forest maze 
o • 

Changes now his fiery speed. 

The trappings of the horse were rich, 
The yonth's helmit shone with gold, 

In knighhood's gayest dress arrayed 
Once beantions to behold. 

The scarff that from his shoulder !Jun g 
He now drew across his breast, 

The crees had the azure satin rent 
With the feathers in his crest. 

The youthful knight he hung his head 
With helmet off his brow, 

With care, beheld, all nature challg~d 
Heard the thund~r rattle now. 

No habitation blest hi~ sight, 
No shelter mst his eye, 

The Iightoing flashed, and now the rain 
Fell in torrents from the sky. 

Hisjaded steed he ga.e the rein 
Quite hnpeless with despair, 

For he had wandered since last eve, 
.Alas! he knew Dot where. 
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Hunger UpOIl Lis vital. pressed 
He could not satisry, 

Water, not a cr JP to we~ his lip3 
And thpy were burning dry. 

At length an opening blest his sight, 
His steed was trusted well, 

He steadily finds a forest path 
Ending ill a peaceful dell. 

The knowing steed quictens his pace, 
011 the young knight's ear there fell 

At intervals amidst the < torm 
The sound of a vesper bell. 

It ceased, a pious 'l"oice arose 
In prayer, and sang a hymn, 

The gallant youth now shelter spied 
Through the evening shades so dim: 

The mossy cell of an anchorite 
Near which bubbling water fell, 

The cross and bell both plainly say 
A hermit here does dlVcll. 

Sweet flowers kissed the limpid fount 
That bubbled from the rock, 

And higher up the shady dell 
Was seen the torrcnts shock. 

The youth dismounted from his steed 
To enter the mossy cell, 

Carved immages aDd pictures graced 
This shelter of the ddt. 
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The kneeling hermit heard a step, 
His aged form arese, 

He leaned him 00 bis faithfulstnff, 
His silver hair free flows. 

Bis grny beard (0 hi~ g-ir.11e renched, 
Saudals deckl>d his bare feet, 

Rosary and cro~s witb fiowf g robEl 
The hermits dreps romplHe. 

Nobleness in his mild fuce shone, 
Benevolence there was set, 

Pions dignity sbone io his gaze 
When the kneeling youth he met. 

The knight he, reverend}atber cried, 
Your mercy here I CI'ave, 

Protect me from this cruel storm, 
From thirst and hunger save. 

Welcome, my son, the hermit said,. 
To what this cave can give, 

Enrth's simple fruits I only claim, 
Freely partake and Ii ve. 

The hermit a squire's office did 
'1:0 the exhausted knight, 

At the motto on his pennon graved 
The hermit's face grew white. 

He took the helmet off his bead, 
He wrung his rain-soaked hair, 

The knight's cold limbs he kindly chafed 
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And spoke him words of cheer. 

The knight thus used, sincerely blo?st 
The hermit of the dell, 

He beg-ged the reverend sage his lire, 
Unto him he would tell. 

Not DOW, my son, the sage replied, 
And a sigh escaped his hreast, 

To morrolV when thy strength reI urns, 
This night must see thee rest. 

He led him to his leafy conch, 
He hummed a lnllaby, 

With pleasnre S31V, despite the storm, 
His quietly closed fye. 

The hermit the!] folded his hands 
An Ave Maria seid, 

And peacefully his bentling form 
On a bed of rushes laid. 

Next morn beror~ the sun arose 
The hermit left his bed, 

Oaparisoned the grazing steed 
And to tbe cell him led. 

The sleeping youth he Dext awoke 
And spread the morning·s ftre, 

His blessing gave, then staff in band 
'fo show tbe way prepared. 

Holy Fatber! the young mlln cried. 
Your life to me now tell, 
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As we descend this mountain path 
And track this lonely dell. 

My deeds, deal' son, the hermit said, 
By wandering bards are sung, 

Within thy father's splendid haJJs 
Oft has my fame been rung: 

The Earl of Selden's son thou art, 
Thy father fixed my fate, 

He spoiled me of my rank and land 
BV falsehood to tbe State. 

The knight of Olha's field yon see, 
Droop not, I can forgive, 

My false friend's treachery time has dimm'd. 
With God in peace I live. 

My son, arise, lmcel not to me, 
With pleasure I restore 

Thee to a father's loving arms 
Refreshed at his exile"s door. 

The youth knelt on the mountain side, 
Bathed the hermit's feet with tears, 

Honors, he cried, shall stilI be thine 
If Hea'\'en mv life spares. 

The hermit smiled, he mised the youth, 
But shook his silvery head, 

Here let me live nnknown and poor, 
Ambition's wish has fled. 
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HI.' pointed with his staff the way, 
When you the Earl of Selden tell 

Of tbid adventure, and my name 
It is the Hermit of tho Dell. 

o 

THO(;Gl:lTS ON ''HE. 

Pause, mortals, in your life's career, 
Inspect the road you run, 

The flowery paths of vice beware, 
Her false allurements sbun. 

ON FRIENDSHIP. 

Friendship's sweet name tby holy love 
Is borroweu (rom the sk ies, 

A solace thou ou earth dost prove, 
A sacred healmg prize. 

THE HEMLOCK H.-T. 

A tender tuft of tbe bern lock tree 
The spring had called to birtb, 
I, thoughtless, pressed so rutlely 
That it fell upon the eartb. 
The parent bush next I roughly tried 
Its aged fringe to wound, 
But it grown strong by time, defied 
My feeble power to wound. 

And thus I thought it wns witb life 
When tender youth was pressed 
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Too rudely by this world's strife 
He seeks the grave for rest .. 
The grief Ihat seems to youth so hard 
The aged sight scarce seE', 
And BilV('r locks life's storms will brave 
Like the parent hemlock tree. 

And time will steel the tenuer heart 
And blunt the youthful sorrow, 
'J'he cares that seem so harJ to day 
Will be forgot to morrow, 
And lovely hope will bloom again 
Though death its blossoms see, 
And joy, thongh nipt, once more revive 
Like the tuft of the hemlock tree. 

-------+-----

RIlN! W!Y RECU'SE. 

'Twas evening, anil the dying sun 
The abbey decked with light, 
Its windows nnd its statels dome 
Were blazed wi~h beauty bright, 
Trees rich with foliage decked the ground. 
Spread like a flowery pall, 
The canopy of HeaveD over bead 
With ,ruby tints did fall. 

The vesper bell had ceased to toll 
Within eacl coavent cell, 
'rhe Nuns were kneeling humbly. 
Their heads to the crOSB fell, 
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Plainly clad in habits gray 
Their orisons were said, 
Daily, to !\lary throned on high, 
This nunery favor paid. 

One iorm in robes of enowy hue 
,Bent Dot to our lady's shrin(', 
"Tho' her c1asp~d hands were rais'd to heaven 
f-ft'r eyes with ple,'<III';'l shm<', 
"Opprt'ssion fierce h!ld placed her there, 
. This night a lover 1)01d 
'Vowed to rcl"n~e t he fair recl use, 
,Iler hand in wedlock hold. 

1'he midnight bell has tol!'d the bour, 
A stealthy step is hearJ-
.A knight's-within tLc abbey walls . 
. Ha breathes the love watchword, 
'With morning'd ray the f!lir recluse 
Became a baron's bride, 
A fairer dame was never seen 

. Than her of Brac;'den's side. 

------------
TUE SWERf-l'UE STiNG • 

.A. nest of bees, young ~lary cries 
Unto her cousin Jane, 

I think is in this hollow log, 
Honey we·may obtain. 

'Take cart', my dear, said cousin Jane, 
Though honey's sweet to .eat, 
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Remember you the sting may get, 
But nothing of tile sweet. 

Yonng Mary the rkh dainty ~!ore 
In tllougbt now filled her mind, 

And bURy like W[lS soon employed 
The hocey cells 1.0 find. 

Buz went a beE', she beeded not, 
So she obtained tbe prize, 

That passing bee soon in Pevenge 
Stung one of her blue pyes. 

She shrieked with pain, but would not let 
Her labor thus be 105t ; 

Sbe Ileecled uot Jane's to come home, 
The rubbisb still slle tossed. 

But luckles Mary's fate was come, 
pr bees rushed out a fcore, 

Hands, neck, and face tlley cruelly wound 
Regardless of ber roar. 

With hazel twig she laid about 
And killed many a bee, 

Bonnet in hand, such havoc made 
Till alive 1I0ue could she see. 

And now she ruslled towards her prize, 
The nest safely to se,curE', 

Alas! tho cells with young were filled. 
No honey now did lure. 

Poor Mary with Yexation screaml·d, 
Soothed by the gentle Jane; 
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My dear, the wol'1d's sweets oft deceive, 
Tho sting only <l,ws lemain . 

• 

TfJE 1011\(; WIFE. 

Droop not young ;vife, 
N or weep stich pleuteous tears, 
Though he tby bosom's lord 
Hath proved unkind, 
The world is full of woe and thou must bear a part. 
I bow 'I': be~rrl, tby WO!l1un's trust tbus blighled
Tby last fond bope destroyeu, 
Yet patiellce, thou, the load may disappear, 
And SUIlIlY love may yet be thiue, 
Be may repent him of his cruelty. 
II' time, stern tutor doth reveal to theo 
Thou are deceived, and he resolred is to be a tyrant, 
Still try dry tear3, tm3t th,n iu Gll for he can 
Heal tby wound, tbough bitterly it 
Rankles ,in your beart. 
Ask thou for peace, ant! he will give it thee, 
Seek thou the heavenly balm, it is already thine; 
'What though you sit so de30late to weep, 
~'- 'l'~ ! 1!~,,~\ : :If' Z" :~.(, can only g-ive you rest. 
Droop not! 1 say, for He who rules the world 
Clln be thy comforter: entreat IIim, lind he will 
Ne'er forsake thee in thy grief; though mlln hath 
Failed God caunot fail. Oh! then, how truly 
Rich are all his promises. 
1 feel for thee, young wife, 
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I sce thy cheeks are pale, 
That hope no longer beameth in thine eyes: 
But day and day to thee nre all the sarno; 
What prospect in the morrow-
Yet droop not. 
Hope can revive ag<lin, wh~~1 nip\l and blighted 
Joy doth return again, though long departed, 
And smilo~ b) ours instead of tears. 
As sunshine in t!JQ worlJ cli3pcIs the ,larkrnss. 
One joy can yet be thine; 'tis !lot a small one
The consolation sweet of doing what is right; 
The peace whi~h f1,)W3 fl'om virtuous ways and dcled~: 
Then, if thy hUl\)t1uJ wr,)'); thee, wrong not him. 
If he neglect his duty, forget n'lt thinp, 
For evil God hath said rptll rn tho a good. 
Obey, ailu He will bless thee with HiR peare
Thy heart will smile w~el thy m )f):( Lice i~ grave. 

-------_.-

LINES TO ! LlTrLE BIRD. 

Yes, lift thy voice in gl~dness soft singer of the 
wood, 

Ia thankfnlness for thy joys to the gi ver of all good; 
Be free and happy now, nnd tune thy notes or praise, 
Perchan~e some lonely wanderer's low spirits you 

may raise, 
One cares for thea, He loveth all: let thy sweet ma

lic tell 
There is a brighter world than this where ransomed 

spirits dwell, 
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And charm the fainting pilgrim tbat travels Iife's 
rough plain, 

Singing tbe way to yon blue sky, and bid him smile 
again. 

---" -----+---------

CONFlDE:\'CE IN GOD. 

I was friend!es3 and God was my friend, 
In want, and food He did send, 
I was drooping with sickness and 1I"0e, 
I was hopeless of comfort below. 

When lonely 'mid earth's bURy scene 
How brightly did his presence beam, 1 
And my weeping met no pitying eye, 
Then I thought of thnt friend iu the sky. 

Blessed Father of mercy nnd truth, 
The hope and the guide of my youth, 
When you bade me DO longer to pine 
I was cheered for the promise was thine. 

May I ever obey thy kind ,"oice, 
Nor repine when thy portions my choice, 
But remember all hardships are sweet 
That conduct to the lleavcn!y retreat . 

• 
LINES ON THE DEnn OF .L"l INFANT. 

Rest on dear infant in the sleep of death, 
Poor little babe thy sufferings now are o'er, 

5 
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80 early nipt-how fie'ting was thy breath 
Soon snatcbed awny, and tbou will w,"cp no more. 

Short was tbe time thy mother was aJlow'd 
To feel a motber's joy illume LeI' brca~t, 
Poor feeble wail;)r, e'er sbe saw tbe shroud 
Prepare bel' infant foi' its final rest. 

Tby li\tle life was ill continual pain, 
Death marked thee from thy sad untimely birth, 
A motber's tenderness for thee was vain, 
Brief was tby journey on this rugged earth, 

Fain would a mother's beart have bid tbee stay 
If God had pleased to let thee bere abide, 
But to the skies though early called away 
Faith bid3 be' fay 'tis better tLus she died, 

Sleep, my lost babe in Yf.nupr little grave, 
Far from the worhl auu all its bitter c.Hes, 
The Lord is free (0 take lb·.' life he gave, 
His love l'ncirek.i !lICe aud dries thy tear~, 

Dear infant, born to sum'ring anu to die, 
The pitying angel bo'c tbee to a home, 
Pormed ill tha~ Heavenly place above the sky, 
Wber~ Cherubs sing aronnd Jebovah's Thrane_ 

THE GA LLEY SLl fE. 

In vain co I languish 8Dd mourn, 
In vain I so often do sigh, 

For the pleasurea will never retuD 
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I tasted in hours gone by. 
Bright morning seems Ilc'er to arise 

But to call to tue labol' I heal', 
And tbe sun in the I'm] \V ~stprn skies 

R81icyc3 me not from my care. 

Years rolleth away lost in time, 
But hope is denied to the slave, 

And the peace tbat to others do shiue 
I ulJiy eXl;ect ill tbe grave. 

My galley tra\'erses the sea 
Long burnished by Italy'S son, 

Long seems tbe time uuto me 
8ifl(,~ my life in th~t rr~~''':' l)(,~i.::J. 

Tho vine cO'Vel'ecl cot of my youtb, 
The grpy hills thal belt my lost bOfr.!', 

Where bappiness below was a truth, 
Where tho lVorld "Dtl its "narES WPI'(' ull:ruown. 

o ! could I uebold once again 
My life with content I'd resign, 

Though sorrow had cast me her cbain 
E'er manhood had lent me its prime. 

The ruin with moss overgrown, 
Where Stella at evening I met, 

Where reciproeallove we dill own, 
How can I that scene e','r forget. 

Vain wishes lie still in my breast, 
For still I must ply the rough oar; 

My corpse in that lund cannot rest 

When my tears nDd my groans are 110 more. 
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Oncp- wit~ fr0cdom I mounted the steep, 
With glee the light chamois to chase, 

Cleared the rocks that with rivulets weep, 
And liberty's sweeis I did taste. 

The z,'phyrs that faoned my young hrow 
CO;) fr.-or uiJ play tlull my ;il'Mt, 

, ("I:tnged by c:::.ptivil;" DO,\, 

,j,! \,i:-:h for nly liff~ todC'i-~:~it. 

--------4---------

'l'uE TiU\SPOllJ'. 

The twilight was fading from Sidney's shore, 
The snn'" gloriona \JC;(uty for ;:"i, day was o'er, 
The bright skies of evening imparted its beam, 
And the stars purple canopy emlained the scene 
'Vhen a transport approach'_'d by sorrow opprcS'led, 
He looked Dp to II'>(I':en and hoped for its rest. 

A dark cloak enclosed him, his heau W,tS bent low, 
His words bespoke angDlsb, and ke,'nly of woe, 
0, my country, he sigheJ, i)-'yund the ~ait wave, 
Since exiled from thec may I sooo fiou 0 grave, 
No sympathy bere to this soil uuth lIle Lind, 
Round my own native lan,l evel'S wish i~ entwined. 

The flowers here blooming so lovely anu bright, 
And scenes rich to nature are spread to my sight, 
The lilly aod violet of my conntry'8 dell, 
The bil'd~ thilt in concert their tuneful tbroats sweJl, 
Far dearer to llle cae:' "!~:ic:' charlll, 
Of the land far away tbat I love still so warm. 
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My babes' ro,] faces mus! I LeVel' morc sse, 

N or the friend of my bosom smile swe~tly on me i 

The cot ot' my father, tbo church yurt! of yore, 
Where sleepeth m/ kil1dred, must I never see more; 

Has he mafnnret! the t,;insport his throbbing brow 
pressed, 

And I s~w that the <'xi/e woulJ fain be at rest. 

The land of my birth I must never behold, 
Farewell to its comforts far nearer tban gold i 

I caooot forgt! tbee though lost to my view, 
All the bop"s (llld the jop in that country I knew i 

All that bilJl]s to this earth with my cooutry is 108t, 
And only u g:'u,u tbis lone shorc I shall cost. 

The night dews were falling UpOI, ::;3 hure head, 

The Dli':~:';!:; ;:ro1'8 ou his gr.rmcnts WHe sprend, 
Xo !ltC,ue'llt from l,is country Li.i del'otion rnn sparE', 

8neh a bUl'llcn of sorrow his heal t could not bear i 

It is sileut at last with the grief that opprrsEcd, 

Au Australian graY0 laid the exile at rest. 

---- - --~ ---

APPROACH 0,,. SPRING. 

Corne to (be woodlanlls, comp, my Ion', 
}1ild Spriog on the ~il' is breathing, 

She maketh the little brooklets run, 
On the hrrbage emerald leaving. . 

Her voice is in the budding woods, 
The little birds has set to singing, 

The echoes low of distant floods, 
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Are soun(l~ in thp. L'!8Y8 ringill~. 

The hils 101,1, ,gre-elt as if with ,~!l'i" 

Their v!?r,hu(' bri,~ll( ::\gain is shining, 
Adown t"c'r sides 'elrs merr:'y 

Fu:: many a ~(reall all brigh.ly gli,l'ng, 

I've heard afar the h:tJP jay's note, 
1',,, seen the dark crow flying' by, 

I've heard tbe sparrows tuneful throat, 

Seen Flora',; first Lright uutt~rfly. 

:.,; ,,',"ct joy within my \'030m swdb

The en:'I,)' spring hrings joy nnd mirth, 

Pr:!ise him who in rr~"v()n dwells, 
'Who ],12"';; .. ~ tllU, tbe (f\0:ning earth. 

-~------~~--- .--
TIlE FAI~ <'H'TlY:;, 

Sh ... Ea( ou tho c"lJin fbor, 
AmI her golden tre:;oe' ,li.1 flow 

'1'0 her hoaviog' 1)0")'" or '!':":'ute hue, 
That might "E' wilh tlJe driven snow, 
Aud her meek ('F' w.~r., rai38d to Heaven, 
For 01 11,;- rrom ther" c,)n:ll hope he gh'en, 

Her grey hair"! sire had fell 
Beneath their captor's sword, 

Anel she knew that her own death was sea led 
When tyranny gllye the word, 

Yet there she sat with her placid smile 
With hnt one teal' on hel' cheek the while. 
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'Tis true her cheek was pale, 
And her chiseled iips dip move 
In secret prayer fIll' a mothel' afar, 
And the noble youth of hH love, 
Yet peace was reflected flom ber lovely eyes 
That spoke not of earth but told of tbe skies. 

Insult on this bigh-minded girl 
Had been heaped by the pirate crew, 
And now the uread revel drew near, 
Their footsteps aod curses sbe knew, 
But the sonl oftlwir victim has Iled to Heaven, 
rChey knew by the smile to her featnres given . 

• 

DESTI'fU1E MUD. 

Poor Carrie in shabby attire 
Through stroat, sCJ.uare and alley, dues roam, 
Sweet ]avondel: offcrs fl)r sale: 
A penny she's thankful to own, 
What hopes in a bunch of sweet lavender rest 
To the victim (If want, by misery oppressed. 

Her cheeks they have grown very pale, 
Once blooming as rose bud's new bloom, 
lIer step is so heavy and slow 
Since joy froll her bosom has flown, 
Her eyes that ouce sparkled so hrightly clear 
Too often arc:drooping and hiding a tear. 

In every street she beholds 



Rich dainties the pastry cool,s store. 
When sbe for a Cl"U8t is in pain 
Tbough long sbe has labored ~tl POOl', 

While she on a iloorslep ~all hut rest aud weep 
Thou~aucls of her c:'catures on clowny hecs sleep. 

How ullCflual arc forln11(,'S ,'Irange gifte. 
While some in hroca,I~8 el'l' arrayccl. 
And carpl'ts too harel fur th"ir f"d. 
Scarce clothed is the ial'en,l!'r maiJ. 
While in coaches ou cu>!ti"11s tiJpir soft limhs I'e

POBl'. 
From morning till cycuing her we:!' y feet goes. 

A country there is far away. 
A better-most land in the "kyo 
Where fate such l'e\'e1'Se8 uisllain. 
And the virtuous poor 11('\';]' sigh. 
Where the rich aTllI the poor alike ta~te of Heaven. 
To want and to sorrow strict justice is given. 

- --- --~ - ---~--

THE ~H)O~ A~D STARS. 

Yon lamp suspeDucll from on higb. 
The golden crescpnt :\Ioon. 

S" firmly hung in the blue sky, 
Tfl earth 80 rich a boon; 

So lo'!()ly smiles above the trees, 
TiJa~ range of towering pines, 

The parting clouds so fair reiiev(,1J 
The lovelv li!!'ht that Rhinp •. 
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Say, golden moon, from wh<.>nce thou came 
With thy rich train of Stars, 

Thy mysteries, I pmy, make plain 
That on my wisdom jars-l 

What bands doth kCl'P thee from the earth 
So firm in the blue heaven, 

With starry gems of priceless wOl'lh, 
Say who thy light ha3 gil'en ? 

Speculation cease, the BilJle tells 
Of a Being good aUi! gr.·at, 

Above the sky yon aumire l!wells, 
Throned beyond all eal'lhly state, 

The motions of that Uoon direct8, 
It moye~, but at Hia nod, 

The conntless slu.< of night He sets. 
Behold, and pmise thy God. 

-~----

LOXIWALE. 

I can go no more to Lonedale, 
Though the Spring time of the Far, 

I call walk llO more in Milton grove, 
Though the birds are singiug clear, 

I can list no more the stl'('amlet 
'flJat warbled through the Vale. 

Nor view the lovely flowers that gem 
The meadows of Lonedale. 

I can go n ~ more to LOll!'dale, 
NOl' to Milton Hall repair, 
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For Julia'. voice of ;velcome
Her 1(>11,1,'r ",nii<!., not there. 

I coulu Dot hear hcr lI'orus if culd, 
~or sec her hrow (If ~now 

Reyeal a fl'o\YIl at t:,), approach, 
J, who have lo\"('u her so. 

I can go no mllre to Loncl1alt', 
~or Bee its strea'ulet p:lit1r', 

For Julia that o;we 1',\:;] i)t e .] there, 
She is allother's britle. 

And I might ,,"e my Julia hang 
Uroll her husband's al'll! : 

And h0w coulu I the fight endure 
And my lllre still so warm. 

COIl1O tarry Colter's daughter, 
Corne t:}rry here awhile. 

For summer tleckelh naturC', 
And lent.!d be!' i"linir;;; giailE'. 

There re8t lile Cu~kr'" tlall~ht;r, 
Oil the flowel'~ by this rill, 

A tale of loyc I will unfoltl, 

Reward me D., you will. 

Lovc hinds Illt', CtJt(('r'~ tlaugLtcr 
My ehoice it falls on thee, 

Many an acro is my OI\"U, aroullu 
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The hal!s of Dl'Oolllley. 

I will ilt'ess tho Cotter's daughter 
In sillen ro'e3 lllu,t fire, 

And pearls am'd thy nnt-bl'own I a;r 
ReEpleudently shall ohine . 

. A lady, Cotte/s daughter. 
A bride I'Jl make of thee

Ah! silly ma'deu turn thy hea,i, 
Nor mark yon strolling bee. 

Cali'st lo .. e me Cotter's daughter, 
Say, wilt thou wed with !1le

P~halV! heeding still the turtle dOl'rs 
Upon yon alder tree. 

Delights, fail' Cotter's daughter, 
Surrounds sweet Droomley Hall, 

And every piea~ur" .;iall b~ thiue 
Silver or goltl can call. 

I cannot love thee, Bl'oomley's squire, 
The Cotter's maid replied. 

And though in silks aud jewels dressetl 
I would not he your I,ride. 

A happy heart docs Ileat l,eneath 
My homely russet gown, 

Deceit these flowers never own, 
That gem my tresses IJrown, 

Broomley'~ rich squire, I am to young 



76 

Thy helpmate for to L~, 
Thy silver hail', my nut·lmnrn locl{s 

Coulu never ''','mh' be. 

Tempt me IlII l\Iore with riche~, 
Let my ahoue he Hill 

In the ivy C'ott~6" 1.y the grove 
Where eur1.l a bubblIng rill. 

The wood lark sings my latticc near, 
Sweet tlower8 scent Illy room, 

~jy motlwr foldJ me to her hreast, 
)fy fatber 8miles :1t !lOon. 

Theil wonder 1I0t I ,10 lIot smile, 
:'IIy halld and heart gi\'c thee, 

}\w a Cottc-r',..; 1I:1;lPY l1:1rl.-;ht,·r 
I only wi,h to he. 

Fal'C'w('lI, sweet Cott<.:r',~ J.:~,~~·!;t",.. 

Thuu ilUst gri"l"cd this heart of mine, 
Bnt when thine band shall bless some youth. 

A ri..:h dower shall be tll!w. 

---~~~---

LAllY nD F2HR-l nnTY. 
o etay : 0 stay! thee hfJly Frinr, 

In pity for thesc "eeds, . 
And tdl me if within yon fort 

A captive my lord bleeds. 

Thou hast heen there, kind, holy Friar, 
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Asllfiving sinful mau
Relieve a wife from tlre:llletl woe~, 

From angl1idh if you c:tn. 

No sinful man hal'c I ccnfessl'tl, 
\Vithin yon ca~tle eU'ollg; 

Tell me in h:lste .r'''I,· III lrtal \\,.,,'. 

And why YOll >i1!1".'1' IHO"". 

0, Friar! did yua l!l:lr!. the slaill 
'fhat round! hat castle b', 

Perhal'8 my a,arl'<t lor,\. alas! 
\Vith others thel'e did ail'. 

You could not pass hi~ [l,;t,dy brow 
\Vithollt a liQgering glance, 

His goldcn locks aud aZ'll'" cye 
Has met thy gaze perchance. 

It is not so fair lady sail, 
Ill' a str:wger is to UP. 

Aud gladly would I e:1L" thy \YO,', 

Auil dry the t('::rJ I eel'. 

I.J:l.uYt farewell, iny IJJt..1 :J3ing take, 
My matius arc uut saitl, 

That I ua\'c yowed til uur Indy, 
'fhis mornillg s\tallltl he paid. 

Oh tarry yet thou I:oly Friar, 
UpOUllly knecs-I pray, 

Spurn thou not the Widow's l'rl\r~r, 

But list to \I h::~ I say. 

And tell me how I may obtaiu 



~om~ t'I'i'l::S of my lord-
This 1';11,; rre8ent at :\iofsly Lown, 

And claim a r'c'l rl WHII!, 

A Imight that loosed hi~ iron hain 
By treacLe!"y from ti!e fot', 

l'cl"Dlle:1's lil1ight, 1.i, motto truth, 
To hi '11 for tidings go, 

Till' Inay'~ nlre~( (.: e' :l~>hcd like f're, 
While trotHlly dlC erica, 

}'riar, 'tis falst·, my noLle lord 
With haeeness ne'er did side' 

Oft rni~l'll on 1Ja~t!t! ground, 
Friar, ll<'ware, IJOw thou uost hroach 

Such faL.,IInl),l mure arounu! 

!-o\Wt.'t't In!:::, 111oJt'r:i.te thine ire, 

Tlly IIlI"bund'., ~lrange to II1(" 

Ana Linllen'A knight, a In,ely uame 
Dace, ],c'!ll" him company. 

Thy tal" is fal~e, thou 1'1 iar hust', 
Heaven he l'rail:ca he is a'i,c, 

With tears nl .... in my ,ray to hUll, 
Tho' dangcr strong hetille. 

Stay, Mary, sLly, thy Linllen's here 
(]uncealeu :JY Friar's drf_:;~, 

From bon<hgo free thy faith Las prooved, 
Weep, Mor:', 0:1 his bren~t. 
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The Slln hacl tn1l"el"i\ "lion the hm, 
And tlpt thl" mOllllt ,",ith ;;nlJ, 

Wen Hosa clicl her II~s,,,t !iil 

With flow'l'cts to he whl. 

The maiclell left her hUlllble ('ot. 
In the IIInrkl't town til ny, 
1\0""8 I'lIl'e, aud Iiiics I'air; 

Ladies, will you lilly 1" 

Rosa's 'l'oice was rich and clear, 
When callecl fortll by 8ong, 

Her face was sIred, surpas~ing fair, 
With silken ringldi\ Lung, 

Her dimpled arm tilc basket I.ore, 
Where beautcol~8 flowers lie-, 

Whilst ~he oiuge, .. My IiI;,,, fnir, 
Come laclicB, will you LilY," 

Her only care, that "hI' may scll 
IIer posies 'fore 'tia noon, 

.And swift return then to the dell, 
To help her mother won, 

The sicldy dame would th('n rrnhl'D.co 

1;" ,:.. .. J, lIi.h tiJallks to Ileal'en high, 
That rOBeB ral e anel. f1ow'rets fair, 

The city ladifs c'el' might hny, 

The face of ROfa ne'er is sad, 
Ever {'heerful is ller amil",,-
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She thus her parent's heart makes glau, 
R!'joicing iu her child. 

Offers to part them Rosa ~corne. 
Though poor, content)o arr

" Roses rarl', and lilies lair; 
Ladie~, will you buy?"' 

TilE CLOSE OF DAY. 

llow fleeting are all earthly things, 
Another day has gone, 

And en·ning !Jaiu!., the "'eaten; sky 
Where sauk the ~ulllmt'r's ~un. 

And thus tbe age of giddy youth 
Is like a short lived day, 

He smiles uor nmrks the roliing hours 
That steals his bloom away.J 

'TIS night and many a silver starJ 
The firmameut does gem, 

The crescent moon does shiue amid 
Hcr starry ui~drDl. 

The birds have busbed tbeir vesper hymn3, 
And sweetly they repose, 

Thus Heavenly peace my bosom-flll 
"Then life to me shall close. ~ 

Thus we should learn by flying time 
Tbe passing of a day, 

To lay rich treasures up in Heaven 
When death shai1~oBll_awal' 
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ADDRESS TO A FAlORlTE COW. 

My ftlther's cow, a mooly rare, 
AS ever gave white milk so clear, 

::ltand there and chew thy cud i 

I loved to Ece thy streaked face, 
Thy mild cow eyes now keep tby place, 

'Tis pleasant wbere thou stood. 

Once I was culled whcn quite a ehild 
To view thy furm, a calf most \Viltl, 

\Vithin yon pasture -green i 

I saw tby jumping with surprise, 
Witb grief I heard tby bleating cries, 

For thou wast hard to wean. 

And tben when thou had,t grown a cow, 
And bopes aud fears baJ crosseJ my brow, 

And youth'e sweet goltlen dreams, 
I loved to wander at my wi,l 
In search of thee by wood and riil, 

When summer llt'ek'd the sce!les. 

Now mooly thou art changed by tiDle, 
For thou al'! old, and offspriug tltine 

Are resting in the yard i 

And I am changed, the earth no more 
Will shine as then i my dreams are o'or

This world has proved beard. 

But God is kind and Heaven is f~ir, 
My hopes.and aims are fixed there, 

No cruel fate can hlast i 

6 



Then come sweet pE-ace, I'll praise the Lord, 
Anu thanl>: Him that fuitll uoes afforu 

A hope tllat aocllor~ fed. 

THE PI.O[GDlIIAN. 

Ye beatings (,f my heart be still, 
Ye sighs that uo my bosom fill 

Depart; nor e're return
This morning is tile first of May, 
The birds do sing, the lambs do play, 

Ah ! why tllen do ye mourn ? 

ille flowers around pel fume my feet, 
Tbe hawthorn 00 tbe gale is sweet, 

The golden Eun shines clear; 
I never saw a fairer morn 
The merry first of May adorn

Alas! all seems too fair. 

1 n€\"cr saw the fields more green, 
K or smoother flow yon glassy stream, 

Than 1 behold them 1l0W ; 

Yet ~orrow wei ghs upon my beart, 
And girlish like, a tear will start, 

And aching is my brow. 

'1 e little birds ill pity stay, 
The rural music that ye play j 

Your joys increase my pain. 
No ploughman whistled ollce more gay 
By morning's ligbt or evening's ray-
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Will joy return agaiu ? 

My memory fails, I had to cull 
Some ot these flowers, this hawthorn pull 

'1'0 deck my mother's cot; 
I had half forgot a chaplet too, 
I was to weave, dear Fun, for you

Blest is your humble lot. 

Oon(eut to fill your humble sphere, 
To milk your cows, to brew your beer

Nor know tbe woes I feel; 
In vain desires my lot to raise, 
To see no more a ploughmun's days

"T ould fortune turn her wbeeL 

It is the young, the lovely maid, 
That owns yon mansion in the sbude, 

'fhat causes me such woe; 
Before I suw her kind, dark eyes 
A plonghman I did not despise, 

N or felt my lot so low. 

She walked this morn among the flower~, 
She strayed amid the leafy bowers 

All glitteri'lg with tbe dew; 
And I beheld her from afar, 
And distant bopes did fancy draw 

Thnt never will prove true. 

Bow fair the robe the beiress wore, 
Yet o::e' kind smile would chnrm me more 

Than 1111 she calls her own, 
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Thoogh extensiva are ber rich domains, 
Fertile ber fields alld sweeping plaiLs, 

And splendid is her home. 

\':1,\' is ,he not some vi:iagP filil1 

'J'L..l I mi;ht praisE', nor be afraid 
• U ,.,,\ , \JOW liuch I love '? 

V, 'r'l}, di I not my u:Jkillu lite 

FJr "l~. ,J1id a nobler state, 
That she was rot above? 

My very clothes appec\r so 1n~1l0, 
\Vhcn r SUI""'Y; it S'Cl'm9 a tlream 

That I should ba so bolJ 
To lift my eyes to olle whose dress'd 
In pearls and satins of tbe b~st, 

And lovely to tellold, 

Oh! foolish youth to waste yonr time 
In golden hopes that. LI,ely shine 

To lead Yilu but astlay ; 
10 usele3s dreaOls that are ir. vain 
The flotterers of joy and 'pain

Have courage aod be gay. 

Thu3 thought tbe youth, o~ sorrow'~ frown, 
Leaving his seut with daisies til'own, 

And whistled fol' a'Vbi'e ; 
There is Xed aud Will-both w,\it fur me, 
The lIay day festival nl see, 

lIe said wiLiJuul a smIle. 

I will lift my flowers and away 
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An<l see the May uay games to day, 
W here, perhaps, my grief will flee; 

Yet still the plougbman drooped his head, 
I knew his tbougbts by wbat he said

Must I n ploughmau be ? 

TllE WILD WOOD JAY. 

List to the music sweet 
Tbat througb the wood does ring; 
Hark to the vanous notes 
Of birus upon the wing. 
Oh ! mark wilh me that cry 
Heard from this wootl1and way; 
It is the call of a birr! well known, 
The cry of the Wild Wood Jay. 

The Swept Wiiliam poms it song, 
The Robins' minstrelsy hpside ; 
The Goldfiinch tunes her tbroat, 
Her skill 'With success is trieu. 
The RiDg Doe's gentle coo, 
The Thrnsh 'neath the tenuer ~pray ; 
Though rich their uuited strains 

Give me the Wild Wood Jay. 

Come rove with me this wood, 
Grateful is the forest shade; 
The mysteries with me trace, 
In its deep recesses laid. 
While we fiDd tbe shrinking flower 
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That gem3 this green pathway, 
I will tell you Lucy, dear, 
Why I love the Wild Wood Jay. 

Mid these thick bushes wild 
Plainly our steps are heard, 
The crackling branch has hUilhed 
To slillnes. the singing bird. , 
When iu childhood the forest track 
Oft became my fa,orite way, 
Its stillness was cheered as uow, 
By the cry oflhe Wild Wood Jay. 

Gay was her plumage blue 
Upou my youthful sight, 
Still memory so dear 
Does make its beauty brig~t. 
A tale dwells in that 10v'J sOllnd 
Of many a by gone day, 
Of young life's hopes and dreams, 
The waker the Wild Wood Jay. 

----..... _ .. ----

THE BiTTLE FIELD. 

The snow lay O!l the baUle field, 
A winding sheet for the frozen dead, 
And many a dying warrior's gore 
Had stained the pnowy covering red. 
Fate now had stayed the conqueror's blow, 
The boundless sway of Napoleon's reign, 
And Moscow's frost and Russia's snow 



87 

Successfuily the hero cbaiueJ. 

A wounded youtb lay on tbe ,now, 

And his fine eyes once strange to fear 
Now drooping sank beneath ue'lth':; h~nus 
That soon will stay hi., li:l~'s carEer; 
With visage pa!e. desparing look, 
While from his ble 1st acrim,on tide 
Unheeded flowed, his mlutle soaked, 

His bed of snow with,purple dyel. 

A heap ofs'a'n pillowed hi, head, 
No aid nor comfort there was nigh, 
No human sOllnri refleshed hi, c r, 
But dying groans, death's bitter ,igh 

From his brave comraues i:J arms, 
1\ ow weltering ou the b:ltt!e field; 
Aloue in deatb, from kindred far, 
With uought from Rnssia's fr03ts to shield. 

'J.'his youthful bero'left his bome 
In eager search of the phantom fame, 
To have his life's yonDg Slln thus set, 

Oblivion to enshroutl his name. 
Fresh from the halls of laughing France, 

'J.'he gay saloons that Paris grace, 
The conrted bean of fashions train, 
And pleasures gay aud giddy race, 

He knew that morn would ne'N expand 

Its beauties to his dying ('ye, ; 

In prayer he could no solace find, 
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No hope had he beycnd the skies. 
He tilought of the fading joys of life, 
The worldly praise he EOJght to win, 
But bobbles of a moment's tirr.e 
Now empty trifie3 seemed to him. 

Again he thought or lo.ed Lisset, 
And of a broken hearted sirt', 
And gladly ;vould h:n"e welcomed hope 
To quench his heart's despari ug fire; 
Bot hope n native of the skies 
The gay young worldling would Dot cheer,. 
And death with all its horrors chosed 
This officer's worldly career. 

----... _·1'~---

'fBE RAMBlE. 

My child the eve is fair, 
O'er fields we will stray .. ~ 

To mark the beauties of the parting day, 
Behold the splendor of the dyiag snn 
And think of him who bade its task be done, 
And see the varigated purple "ky 
And know 'tWIlS God, its Y!lried tints did dye
Tbat little rill by many n hillock wound, 
To fertilize for mlln tbis pasture ground, 
And it, my dear, a lesson does impart 
Of nsefulness where life to all is sbort, 
Of good to otbers and of calm contcnt, 
Thougb earth its riches to tbee has not lcnt •. 
See here, a violet lurks nnd tcacheih tbee 
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-- Our Saviour's charge to men, humility; 

What beauties it cau boast, Bnd yet it hides 

Its modest face, fair tiny flower so prized ; 

Too ofteu crushed beneath our careless feet 

To scent in kind return with grateful sweet. 

My child observe the ants upou this hill 

And glean the wisdom that their care instill ; 

And lay up treasures in the heayenly land 

While youth and health lend thee a willing hand, 

Julia, here comes a toiling honey bee, 

Homewards it wing~, its lncious burden see; 

Mark the load of wax it carries to the hive: 

From the bee learn labor, love it and you'll thrive; 

Foresee, like her, the winter of the year, 

For storms and feeble ago thyself prepare, 

Dear child no longer view that giddy fly, 

Though rainbow hues its nmbar wings bedye ; 

A II is not precious that is decked in gold, 

And diamond lustre no real yalue own: 

This useless insect of tbe summer hour 

Will breathe its last with ~ummer's painted fiowers, 

'l'he 10volV flower that o'er your hand does stoop, 

So pitiless the noontide SUIl did droop; 

Its curious cup and silken texture view, 

No wea.er's satin has so ricb a hoe, 

And think, if God, a fuding flower thus clothed

Will he forget tby rainlPnt, warm or cold? 

How fair is nature, it is wisdom's page, 

A book of knowledge each succeeding age; 

The very dews now fulling on tbe eartb, 
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Refreshing verdaut life i granting new birth" 
'Vith morning's ray upon the grass will sh,iue, 
The flowers pityiug that at eve did pine i 
The flocks aud herds now feeding on yon lea
Thy hand, my deal', we'll go 'the sheep to see i 
These resting &heep auu lambs how meek ,tbey 

look, 
So often mentioned in God's holy book. 

Now twilight gray has cast its shauowd dim, 
The birds have sung their la3t vespllr hymn 
In praise of God, they never do forget; 
In this, my Julia, they example set i 

Let not the birds in praise sweet music pour, 
And you forget the Lord you should adore. 
Behold o'er yonder trees the evening star 
Twinkling w bright in its blue home afar, 
And see the creScent moon, her diadem, 
The golden stars that Heayen's curtain gem; 
Homewards we'll go by this Ethereal Light, 
A ble$sing ask of Him, the king of night. 

• 

THE LITTLE GRUES. 

There are two little gral'es ill yon churchyard, 
A mother's fondest hopes lie buried there j 

Two babes there slumber in the slcep of dea.th, 
Lost to the world, unknown to a1\ its care; 
Their mother wept the more to think of two 
Thus gone, that both her babes must die i 
Mother, in bitter grief, forget not hope. 
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For your lost treasures s~fe in rleaven lie, 
The more you loved them the more you tl'y, 
To seek the road that "'nda to tbeir abode, 
Those babes will make mor~ bright tbe Heavenly 

way, 
And smiling point to yon the Saviour's road; 
The Lord in mercy took tuem ; bow your heau 
In full submission to bis cllastclliog rod; 
He knows the best anu would not have a hope 
To tempt thee to forget lIe is tby God, 
The means were bleot unto that mother's soul, 
She seeks out II caven for her hopes are tbere, 
Her pride is humbled, she tho world ro:';;"oce, 
Her sins acknowledgell and h"l' SaYiour dear; 
And she has JIeaveoly hope and doth confess 

That God is good to us whate'er bet'de ; 
His namE! is love thaugh he doth punish mau 
For his rebellion-for his sins and pridr . 

• 
THE FrGITI'i'E. 

A female wept mi(lst forest trees 
Standing' in tall array, 

No path between the wood she sees 
To point her tangled way; 

She sat upon a tree decayed, 
She looked to where the sky 

With w!'lcome Jip;ht its hurs displayed 
Through the matted leaves on high, 

A rosy babe lai.J on some moss, 
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Its littlE' E'rS wrre c1o~ed, 
Unconscious of tt.e sligbtest 105F, 

Or it3 fainting motber's woes. 
Sbe looked upon her blist~reu feet, 

To every bramble bare, 

Sbe knelt and kissed the babe asleep, 

Droped on its fuce !\ tear. 

For what then crossed the mother's heart,.. 
She must all hardships try, 

She caollot with her nursliog part, 
Ob ! better fur to die; 

She raised her hands rEduced and weak 
To press bel' burning head, 

Thio aod sallow was bE'l' cbe(,k, 
Healtb's roey bloom bad fled. 

ITer clotbes were by the bnshes to~,. 
Fatigne her uody bent, 

No screen upon her head i3 worn 
WhE'thH sun or min is sent; 

Forsbe had f1pd for 11,"ny a mi:e 

From where smoke and purple flam!} 
Seized or. her bomp, its wooden pile 

A ruin black became. 

And dearly loved were those consumed 
Amid the killiDg I·. eat. 

Of gbastly flame that night illumed 
With many a purple sheet. 

Tb!} red man's knife with crimson hue 

H ad pierced tLei \' bosoms warm, 



And wbat tl en could from d !atu re3~ue 
WbeJ tLat dread~d weapon's drawn. 

Their tomb was in tUQ r~~:t:b fire, 
And lDet no pitying- eye, 

Save ber'~, who weulinc38 bade expire, 
For her infant's ~:l!~.~ to fly. 

SlJe fled with III urn i:;!.!,·-'-; eurly ray, 
The dire uud di,lllal ,cpne, 

The ":tllI' p:'~o,,'.l to h"1' OOS0n1 hy, 
Sbe wlinuered hy bopes ;;ieam, 

A fug-iti,·" for 11I""y n day 
'l'brollci'b \\".\.,·1 aud wild dll! go, 

But track:ess w l3 the lonely way, 

The end how could she know. 
Now sinking nature she sll .• tainetl 

Wilh fure,-t food and plaut, 
"\IIfhplJ stillne" uubro[;en reigned 

She ""·,·it kind rfca\'cn [0 thank. 

The babe awokl" ",ill! c:rt'li;;g "I'm 

Raised from hi" 1!1-.:: .... :;;~>- uc·d, 
On her bowm ;'1'<"'1 flOm all olarm, 

\Vhere challce its gllillunce led; 
And wbat thcn coultl her 10:;0 heart cheer 

But hopc in mC'rcy gircD. 
For the denr out) her wnoderiDgs share, 

Her :ru~t reposed in heaven" 

In Lhi~ Yu;L cire .. ,Of ooiilUUtl 
No humau aid was nigh, 

But when she prayed Cl)r fortitude 
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The heayens neared to her cry. 
When night dismal"l her weary goal 

The nir was t~mpered mild, 
Her mossy pillow sleep would hail 

Though ill a frightful wild. 

Bnt hope ~o long deferred, at last 
DJubtful hail ma1e her breast, 

For weary days had'wandered pa~t 
}.:d ,till their was no lczt, 

Sweet nourbhment forsooth Le: babe, 
The f.Jrest food for~ook, 

That bard tbe mo,sy pillow mada, 
Poor pilgrim in distrpsp. 

N ow trouble prayed upon her mind, 
D"spair embitter'd g.-ief, 

Sie the [euest wag to lU~cour find 
For the suffer'ng"s relief. 

'Ihis morn ber I o,e Wilh heart more sadi 
To trae', hE'r wretcbed way, 


