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ORIGINAL, TOETRY.

THE WANDERER’S REYURN.
By yon wida spreading forest 1 speat ipy voung days,
A{' ]!)ny like m':: maock bird, 1 sang my wild lays ; '
Bonoath yon tall enk-tree, I luid mo 1o rest;

- My thoughts were'then smootil b8 yon bright riyer's crest.

1

. Awh!
 Butere long

At noon tide T wandered to'pliuck the apring flower,
And dootn’d it to shine on my sweet little Dower,
Where I thonghtfully sat and enjoyad the cool hreeze,
That at evon tide stole through (hia Cark forest wees:
Oh then I felt pleasure,’1dceamt not of core,

No sorrow or tronble sould over come there;

My heart was then All'd-with yonth's transient glee, .
As 1 wandored (li2 Jands, wids, Jiess, and free. |
AN! Lright was 1o night when [lelt my ir liome,
Far over tho wide spreading ocean loyonm; - -
Clear shone the bright stais in the far vault of heaven,
Butsad was my heurt on thut sweect suiminer's even.

‘I cvoas’d tho wide acean, bnd moved frew the shore,

Par, far from the billows, tempestunug roar ;
Where sweetly the nightingales sing.in the groves,
‘Po-cheer the young woodinan as homoeward ho roves,
1 Yeft thoss fair scemes for my own native home, -
How light was my heartag Iplonghied the white foamn;
1 thought of the pleasure iy fri-ndes wounld enjoy, R
When they once again met with thelrown darling boy.

‘But sad were the changas g (e years had madé,

Ny purents, atas! in thecold gravo weve Juid,
And.my sister 50 lovely and tonder of mingd,
But o short time wus destined Lo finger behind.
‘I home I had decamt of, how changed: it was now, -
Not . vestigo remaincd of the 1all oak tree’s bough ;
No sister to welcome with siniles of delight,
Or chicer iny loné heart throngh the long winter's night.
Ry yon narrow path way I wandered Lefore, :
‘I'o gaze on -the stars ot.the even tide bour;
As lonely Tstrayed to ddmice the faiv secne,
1 found not a trace of what there once bad.been.
“'Tis flaished, *(is.donc, the dread struggle is o'er,’”
Nor Pnrem’s nor sister Pl ever sed more; .
e here they lingered, like visions of light,

thoy sunk in the dark gulf of night. .
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STANZAS,

on lis return this Spring.
The Spring is smiling aweelly,
" _The winter slormsare gone’y -
Thy gay companions grect thew
With many a merry tune;
Come Luild aguin thy bower
_ Beneath the plumb iree’s shade,
And charm the morning hgur
With thy sweet serenude.
‘Thoungh many e hope once cherished,
And inany a dear delight,
fave disappear’d and perish’d,
Since thou ditl’st take thy. flight,
And many a word's becn spoken,
That proved hut idle breaili,
." And mony a link been broken,
‘Chat twined this bosoms wreath.
Yot will [ grect thee warmly,
Thou hnpp{ litileone; -
- No ovil ¢’er shall harm thee, .
- The’ near the Limunts of man ;
Allpeace within thy bosom—=
Al heaven within thy view;
Thy bed, the.roses blossom,
Thy drink; the poarly deww.
Come ghant a sangof gladness,
- “To cheer iny poneive licart,
And wear awny @ sadness, .
In which thou hast no part;
It may Pcrchancc forget then,
- Awhilo each little paln,-
i Andthink, though hope had set then,
‘That she might rise again,
¥ea, come and dwell where lonel
%\y ‘bower.thon nsed to rear, . y
Andsioy withme, if only -
" Til) winter’s stormg are near,
Coine build again thy bower . .
Bencath the plumb tree’s ghade;
And charm the morning hour
With thy swoct screnade.

To the litlle bird that builds every.ycar over my swindow,

ADELA.

. " TO DONNA JULIA,
Sweet is'the warbling of Lhy muse;
My Donun Julin, fair, L
. Lil.e new blown flowcrs, all go profuse -
of lf-ought; amd: beduties rave.

In (avor of my humblo nanc,
‘I'hy late melodiounssungs *
- Like:the songsiers which procininy:
The Spring rouud Flora huag. .
Foir poctess listto the lay : -
Of thy admirer's yre, .
*Tis all the tribute he can pay.
‘T'othy poctic fire. S
May ull thie graces, and each muse,
Thalia and Melpomene, :
O'er thy solt struins their breath infuse;
And pour on thee felicity. -
None can dony (air woman’s powee,
To call 10 joy the tender heart; .
Hor smiles bid tly the frowns thal lower
Upon man’s brow, aud joys impart.

Of Peudng’.Jofty tire,
Thy.pen can give o second birth
To bliss thut would retire,
Donna Julia, damse] fair,
Ihid thee now udicy ;
But still thy worlh ghall.ever bear
Ay memory’s review.

C. M D

term used to convey a sense of something
disagreeable, something not accordant -~ with
the feelings s yetitisnotalwaysthus. There
areiimes wihen the mind secks this "and en-
joysit. Aye, even monotony is a pleasurable

not ‘without its associations—-pleasant and
delightful, Pointoat to us the individual, edu-
cated in the primitive sinsplicily of our fath-
crs; joining their honest and irreproachable
charaeter with a portion of the buoyant -feel-
ings of yeuth, aud love for their institutions
and observances, Let him depart from lis
parental hearth—join in the turmoil of the
world ; and when the Sabbath bell strikes on
his ear with its semi-mournful sound, it car-
rics him back to' the pleasant and peaceful
home; all those links that bind us to our kin-
dred and the spotof our nativity, lead us on—
we are carried from one recollection to anoth-
er, each leading its influence. The breast
glows with fervor, and his mind is wrapt in
those devotional feelings solely dependent up-
on early imbibed principles—then is the time

feelings, deeply concealed from the participa-
tion of his fellow man, bow before the supre-
macy of the-Creator. Such become hallow-
ed by a father’s prayer and a mother’s bles-
sing—Album. - v ’ :

Table of Light—The Musselman’s be-
Jrlie\:_e, that every thing which is to happen, to

Tight,called- Lou,with a pen of fire called Cal-
win-axer. . ' i
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Monofony.—We often see and hear this

he end of the world, is written on._ a table of

Full of [IaYiconian-worth . o :-;'

sensation. ~ ‘I'hat of the church-going bell js -

twhen manacknowledges his Author, when .



