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ORIGINAY, POETRY, &C.

RPOBRRBY.

Original.
. LOVE IN TIIE ARMY
Afizhting old soldier fel) wmadly
Intove with a fliring coguelto,
‘Who pester'd her lovera most sadly—
Like wice in the claws of a cat.
At times she Wwas plessant and funny,
But soon without reason gol vox'd;
This mowent far sweeter thon honey,
Move-bitler than eloes the next. -

ler form was a pérfect Madona,
As sculptor e’er chisel’d from stone;
Tler vaice far ekcell’d & Clemana,
For music;and -sweetness of tone.
Her lips were like Poming red clierrieg— -
Iler colorSiberii’s snows ; .
Her foot was as neat as a rnlry’s,
Hor cheeks far out-crimson®d the rose.

Iler lavers, spe))-bound by her magic,
Whin'd, fretied and wheedled in vain,

*Till the wise.oncs declar'd something tragle,
Would flow {rom her tickle disduin,

She canter'd all day en a pony,
Or saunter’d the'stréets upund down ;

A flittiug with cach’Macaroni,
And dandified spoony in town.

The soldier long strove to unfetter
His heart-strings, but finding it vain,
Rcsolved! to indite n war-letter,
To cach of the dandified train.
Less skifled with the quill thau the rapier, -
And having spoil'd'many a pen
+ And neat litsio eheet of gilt papor,
He verbally challeng’d hiis inen.

To meet him, prepared with a swivel
A shot for the fair-one to take;
But fghting they veckon'd wacivil,
So gave.up their claims (ot hissake.
‘The sollicr a fove-tale in verses,
Address'd to the fair-one.in rhymo ;
The tongne of tradition relienses,
Their:tenor (os follows) sublime

¢ Have mercy hright mirror of beanty!
Campassion ! pray thou wiltlake,

On him who would-count it his duty,
To lay down-his life for thy sake.

Pve danc’d in the Spanish Bblero,
With Freachmen in ull parts of Spain;

Ten places besides Talavera,

re thousands lay dead on the plain.

#To raise my sad heart above zero—

That thirty below it doth stand ;
Accept of the hand of a hero,

Yours, ever love, SAMSON SIIARPORAND,”
e waited threo weeks for an answer,

And like an old soldier-he swore,
On hearing a puppet-show dancer,

Bhe fled with twelve minutes befere.

. JEREMY LOVESICX,

Orlginal.
. ‘THE GIRL I LOVE.
Thy last sweet looks cling to wny heart
o flimly, time can never mgve .
Them thenee, and oft my teas will start,
Till wo shall meet ngain, my love.

My heart sincore for thee was fram’d
Iy 1ind from thee dolh never rove,
For months of thee each night I drcam'd
With all the ecstacy of love,

‘There’s none on earth so gnad, so fuir—
None that can chorm likethee, my love
Thy winning amile and modestair,
Strange mogic wrought on e, my love,
‘Then say the gentle word Lwish,
And hie to church with me, iy love—
'l kiss away the malden blugh
‘Then on thy chiock will be, my love.
) TWhen thou say’st yes, life’s future hours,
*' Will sweetly speed away iy love ;
‘We'll poss the thorns and'culi the flowers,
That ehanee flings in our way, my love.
Barton, Dee, 1832, YOUTH.

Orginal. .
LINES ON EVENING.

‘When the sun no more is seen,

. Brightlv glowingin the west;

‘When misty clonds o’ereast the sky,
And all has sunk to rest. -

‘When nought is henrd but the southcrn hreeze,
Gontly passing by ;

Then softest strains of musicseem,
In tho wind’s wild notcs to sigh.

Whon the silont streom is stealing,
‘I'hrough some sweetly shaded grove ;

And cich gentle wave scems siriving,
Not tv wake Lhe peace ubove.

+ 8uch is the evoning’s Llissful hour,
As atimo for rest ’twas given ;
A time to lift our henrts in prayer,
Up to the throne of Heaven,
York, Dec. 1832,

M.A.B.T.

Original.
MILD AUTUMN ADIEU!

Mild autumn adiew! from thy flowers

‘Lhieir frogrance aud beauly have flown,
Tathe Mussulivan’s over-green bowers,

‘Where wiater’s chill blast is unknown,
Through thegroves of the Iarem they steal,

To the Minaret dome and Kicsk,
Sultsna’s with sweets Lo regale

And the Infidel hiordes of the Mosque,

Sweot autumn ! alf fled Is thy froit
‘Ihit tempted like gold on thetree ;
And the winged musician is mute,
That hymn’d his last anthem to thee
Fav, fur from the bonghs of the lime,
Where thy dirge-note he mournfully sung—
He hath flown toa sunnier clime,
Where the vines with rich clusters avo hang.

Allscattered around are thy leaves,

‘To moulder upon the cold ground—
The blast o'er them dolefully grieves,

With & wailing and sorroivful sound.
ONl Winter all hoary with yeurs,

Drives on with his chiming sleigh-bell;
Al) nature in mourning appears,

As ho tolleth thy fancral knell..

. Dack vapors o'cr shadow he aky,

As they rush thraugh the dim atmosphere ;
Ever changing thelr forms as they fly,

What a steange geoup of phantoms is there.
Through the key-lole and lattice, the breeze

Is chonling a canzonet shrill— N
Loud wail the bare bouzhs of the trees,

While the snow gathers deep on euch hill,

Grim Winter with frowns on his face,
Comes wrap'd in his maotle of suow;
INisupproach at the enves you may trace,
Wiiere hisicicles silently grow.
Cold Wiater, oh speed thee away,
‘That Spring her greon Jeaves may unfold,
And Sumimer, her offepring, um:(v
In ctneralds spangledt with gold. A STUDENT.
York Callege, Dee. 1832,

Hellidorus says, “ Women area compound
of trees ; the tender hearted of weeping wil-
low, the stubborn of knotted oak,and old maids
of crab tree ™

Gratitude.—A celebrated advocate heing
1 on the point of death, made his will, and be-
queathed-all his wealth to idiots and lanatics.
On being asked the reason, he replied that he
wished to return his riches to those from whom
he had drawn them.
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