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{For tho Nxws.)
DAN DARBY,

How oft T think of childhood days,

Aud tricks wo ured to play

“pont encl othier when at school,

To pasa the time nway = /rish Ballad.

O life! thou nrt n gntling lond,
Alomz' 1 rough and weary road,
To wretches such ns T'!

- » - " »

Tord, man ! onr gentry care as littly
For delvers, ditchers an® sic eattle;
They gank ns suucy by poor folk,

As I wad by a stinking brook.— Rurna.

Caxrto 1.
L.

Who were my parents, matters not to know,
Yetif you will, inhabitants of earth;
Suffice it, that in ages loug neo
Their grand—my greatgrand-—sires were of high
birth,
And knew of ald the luxary and mirth
OF Life, nxwell ux o its wirs and woues
In revelry atow, nuon io dearth,
As fhnerunting fortune fell or rose,—
Now hand in band with friends, now bilt to hift with
fors,
1L

This was in Lo there in obden thne

Held chiets nnd etans demimon by the sword ;
Jut foreign pertidies, trencheries and erimes

The sway of ganive chiefccoubl il aftord.
They wurked, nnd lorded every rightful lord,

A nation’s greaduess trampied o the duast,
Murde frecinen slaves, wied tof on dark reeard

Thoe raviched matdents shame, the marederer's lust,
The patriet’s Llood, or doom an chnins for life to

rust,
.

Sofell my sires of old . bt ot in vaiu,

They feft 2 unme nud fume which will not die,
Sut will v long us Erin self remain,

Andian her Auals rank “mong worthies high—
3t b, tod help e 1) from my theme § fly :

My puvpose wa Ji=cmy own sl fate
Al Bite to paing as well’s 1 ean, amd try

T single out what b disgust ar aate,
Bu it person, place or thing, poor, rielt, in shurch or

state,
Iv.

Tosny §am the friemd of ol maokind,
Aud wonsankind in cenerad, and the toe
Of tyrants, willing siaves and such ns grind
Poor wiwists, and muke this a life of wee,
To ray my eonntry ixwhere'er g,
Nomatter what its government or laws,
To say, the' terone land my =oul's ngiow,
And tho T fain would =oeunid ber sans” applause,
I am s partial whelp.—mine i3 all munkind's cause

V.

o ray | of wicien? Trish blond,

Anri that that blood to me as life 15 dear,
Turay i Erin { was born, and would

Resign my hresth, could 1t hut wipe o tear
From Erin’s eye; tg say that I this yeay

Awm twents-une, and therafore amoa man,
Will ke enouzh to introduce me bere

Tor the kool roador who my page may seah
Tmpartial as | weite, to eountry, coved orelus.

VI

My ourly day «--ui tistless tume 1 we
Were spent qus div v ool wavs -~
First, in the mud, on fours, 1 erawled between
The byre and farm-honse, and wus lullted by lays
OF wilkuaids, vung to sowe Toud Jovers praise,
While the white tinlk was frathing in the pail,
And splsshing rounid with that peculiar hazo
So e soomibd, oo pleasant o inhnbe
Bike brosah of Fastern dawn ju Bendewmeer™s green

vale,
VT,

I ran and playea as children play,
Did as mueh mischief axon child condd do:
Now had ou fire a cock of straw or hay,
Anou, | broke eld granny's pipe io two
Or with a pin or opike or knife merced through
The esh of some poor animal or chill,
f eared ot which, small matter what or who
I pinched or punctureid,—I was young snd wild,
Al knew not what Tdid, but sty gambols smiled.

VILL

I owns u plague on ghiuss and Chinawsre
And sundry things too long, too dull te name,
1 was & torment an voung Lslies” hair,
And in bad mood would pull the head of damo ;
“ihe wicked brat” they ealled me,—~by the samo
Well I remember how the wicked brat,
urg with omore thau rwent shate of binme,
Perehanes for var of dog or tail of eat,
Wax flugged and whipped and seourged and beaton,
and all that.

1X,

There was no doubt [ was w funny child,
(In sooth, [ never lncked a xontree of tun.)
A= ever eried or lnughed or sighed or smiled
Or fived or breathed underneath the sun,
There's nonght a child ean do 1 have not done--
But thix is ponzense,~wherctore do [ dwell
On echildhoed days, on hours that long have run?
[t is hecunso to maa tale they tell
0Of sman and of the world -~8Sweet Childhood, fare thee
well! R
X.

The child, they say, ig tather to the
He is, and ey, tather to the boy—
Boyhoad ! Uh uerry season of shurt span,
Denr, reckless sinte of pagtime nud of joy,
How Heoting art thou !—how thou dost destroy
Our being by consiguing us to nge.
And thought, nud tail, eod trouble, that anney
Aud torture thro' life's drenry pilgrimage
Our eaptive souls, until they iy thiz earnal cage!

XL

Again to be a boy, who sould not wish?

Thus aang some bard whose nume Tnow forget :
My heain is not quite clenr,~"tisliko n dish

Of thousand things promiscnously set:
Therefore, il | should quote, which Lmay yet.

T nm ay likely to be wroug ns right,
And beg the patient reader will not frot

At blunders which may sour ot shoek his zight,
Nor think that T have lost already mem’ry’s light.

XIL

I havo not: and the bard hath warblad well,
And true to uature,and [ feel as he
Folt, nnd thua [ could forever dwoll
On dreams of boyhood, and thosa dreams to me

Bring rocollections, thoughts of things that be
Voven in our nature, not, a5 pome suppose,
Received from or by means,~I flee
Backward to pluck the Bhamrock nnd the Rose,
To chni‘o the bounding ball, to charge, to press and
close. -

X111,

Around tuy youthful, eprightiy, mimic foes,

WVho atumi in rendy file for tournnment :
Little wo kuow of how the world yoes,

Suve that we feel we're comething of and in't.
Yet do we deem we are for pleasure meant,

And plesyare follow, till we tire us down
With onrown wantonness. By stranse intent

Or aceident there be, perchance, to crown
The xlmrls. some hloobshut eyes or biack ounos.~-

There’s n clown

XIv.

Upon the davecing ground, nnd round him sit

A rustic audience, not o’ermauch refined
In modern finery, learning and false wit: )

Plain youths and mnids: more noble, pure of mind,
More worthy of themaelves and of their kind,

Than the uuworthy things where now I tread—
Earth’s refuse,~dwellers in this innd of wind

And rain and snow : beaux of Saturnian head,
And b-;-}(!les,—-unsigmly snows of pride and paint! 1

said.

XVv.

~—What said 1?7 T remewber not-=whu does ?

PI'in faney all.~mere thoughts of what Lins been,
Yet be it so.  The merry lnughtergoes

Around among the rustics on the green,
As the npt comic mixes wit and spleen

And love and nnd anger, eloguence nnd soug,
Or cnats his glanees at some Fair colleen,

Whose large, bright eyes grow shy and look among
Her celoak’s ur kirtle's folds to "seape a light so

strong,

XVIL
Tue burlesque is ended, and the dance
Comnences, and the nimble too and heel
Of vouth and muaid beat time. reireat, advance
Tu the bold notes of Iredand’s native Reel:
See how thiey trip it,—round and round they wheel,
“ Heaith to yer sowls, my sons!"" sume grand dam

erivs,
* Brave hearts, bold hearts, free hearty, youug Huarts
of Nteel,
To it ! sume bent and rusty sire replics, =

And waves his stick in air as warring with the skices.
XVIiI.

These were but hours of pleasure which
Came between hours of work and busts
Had in themrelves ncertain moral foree,—
An equulizing power of poor and rich.
The dancing maids conld only spin ard stiteh,
And make the fabric which gay gandies huy
The lively youths conld al=o mise the diteh,
Maow, guide the pough, the swamp or marsh drain

of courre,
5, which

LA
There are no vouths more brave, -—-no  mwaids of
brighter eye.

- » - - -

XVIIL

I had tu work, and did in my young days

More work than serves a strippling’s health to do
In fzet, rough toil too eariy clugged my ways,

And clogs me s2ill, and will my whole life through,
If 1 not burst the monster's bead intwo,

Spurn my place among the menial crowd.
Bid to zervility a long adicu,

And bhie me to where cringing knee ne'er bowed.
And think me portion of the lightniog aud the cloud.

XIX.

These uro wild words,~It can’t be helped,—1 must
Needs take from past to present timnes a fight
To vent feelings,—~but no more | tyust;
CThey drive my verse out of its nweasure quite.,
Conld 1 with regulanty indite
Aud give my thoughts in proper place and time,
In seli-considered words, and in clear light,
luw wmach more free, more gracetul were my
rhywme!
Not thus should, it drag ony~A spail in its own slime.

XX.

But, 1 cannot make method nor urranye
Things a2 they should be: and =0 am content

With my dull fay such av it is. No chinuge,
The sages say, lends, will lend, or has lent

A foree to Nature or to whut she meant ;
Nature has been, and will be till the Power

Which gave withdraws her essence, T am bent
On fellowing her the way she leads, nor tower

Aloft with gilded erest one artificial hour.

XXXI

This is iy nature, and to it T eling:
'l bave my views, have others what they will,
Of life and men, myself and everything,
Aud as they strike my mind. so shall they fills
My page. 'l be my own sole centre still,
Condetan who choose, applaud you who think fit ;
What reck it me if toolisl, good or itl
You deemme? if & stohd ass or wit
Should datan or bless my nume, what of it?—Not a
wihit.

XXX1I6L

1t was thought prudent [ shonld go to sehool
When {1 beenme of understanding age,
That is st ten,—In Ircland, as a rule.
Children too young and raw Jo nut engage
In study, for it brings an after enge,
A chrouie (vo the dear mannns beliove)
Derntigemnent, which no magic cain assuage,
Qr spelt dispel until lite's darkening eve
Cals down the troubled head,~death’s arms tha
wreteh receive.

XXIITL

This in iteelf should be a guarantee
That, as in body, I am found in miud,
[f uny doubting Thomnses there be;
1t I shonld have an epithet unkind
From, or be to dull deltishness consigned
By the politoness of gome fair she-tool,
Hlatl ou her streteh on casy seat reelined,
I begto say, remember Ireland's rule,~—
[ was full ten yours grown ere first 1 wont to school.
XX1iv.
My progress was at any timo not much
{u tho abstruse definitions of huoks:
1 wns both farm and school hor—being such,
Small wonder I found hanl to make pot-hooks.
Figures and lottors, strokes and Jegs and orooks
otherod me, wherofore marvel it f did

Tontrivo at times, by gostures and odd looks,
Lo’i“o n:nko & little fun,—what if L hid

Same other poor gorsoon or girl benoath the lid

XXVv.

Of master's desk, or burned his rules nnd rods,
Listened to what ho said with secming zeal,
But when he saw not wimicked all his nods
And wished his erneltyehip littlo weal.
I conld—who could not. ?—rending glances steal
At mister mastor's sleepy morning face,
Which nsed with nice exactitude reveal
His temnper for the coming day, and place
Mo on my guard to act with good or evil grace.
XXVI.
Much did T love Cayenno pepper as perfume:
"Tis 0 sweel incenso no one can dcnr,
But its effect parinkes spmewhat of gloom—
A sort of tendeney to grin and ery:
Oft bave | witnessed weeping every eye
At schiool, and oft the tnaster's nuse upturned
Suiting to ** see whence cawe the steam : and why
Thix fiery fragrance? What ! thus rules are
spurned ?
Or shall T have my optics. nose and muzzle burned ?"»

XXVIL

'"Twasin my time eompulsory to hrings
Each morn in Winter, two substantial and
Well-drigd sods of the old year’s turf—a thing
I did ubhor und could not undersiand
The justice of, when 1 made no demand
Ou haviog five ot schaol: 501 Gethought
Mv of u most praiseworthy, sleight-of-hand
Tuvention which I kept dark and said nought,
But put it mto force, and this is how it wrought :—

XXVIIL

I bollowed sut Lwo sods and put a charge
OF blasting powder thorough-packed in each :
The quantity of cour<e was nuto'eriarge,
I did notinern it to effzet a breach
Tu the oid walls,—T only weant 10 teach
Explosion on a vmadl and bomely scala,
To make - What d’ve el that part of gpeceh t—
An e nation: Muster, hail all hoil!
Loug last the Irish buy=! hurrab for Clan-na-ghael !

XXIX.

My worthy wmaster sat hefors the five,

The swirls” elosy sat roand Lim in a row;
Their fine, white lezs Gyhite Jegs T mneh admire)

Were at full leneth, becanse thev sate them low

1 saw ewch shin and nicely turoed tas

CAnd ankle, Lint respeetive distunee ke!‘t.
I zrieved the fuir aves should ture iH, when—THo!

CA biast I—the fire i all directions leapt,

Upset the master, scorched the bewuteous legs, and

swept

XXX.

The sehioo! bito eonfusion sneh av tonk
v range things

asd a learngd Lo

JUwas we were not to the
fShean” sdd the master, " on y
- Wetturt on fire,—take tury ne?
Select your sl o=t earelully, bring noue

Tu which there's vapour, gas or red-bog rust -
Bless God we were not blown 1o uudivided d

Sput.
ar lives, hoys, shun
vitserust:

XXX

Here was a glorious theory, Put enough !
That is—what verse? =the thirty-first, v tale
Dirages to unwieldly leugth, this school-hoy stuff
Slips theo’ iy head as thro' a sterk a snail:
I earch and will withhold jt. What a gale,
A passion-storm ‘twonhd raise i master had
Reud it! "twould make his heurt and heart strings

at
With indignation, or, what is as bad,
"Twould make his craniuw ache and drive old
Philomath mad.
XXXIL
Did I not koow how serious is to be
What is not writ, Tmight go on and pafl
My riwvme with wirth anddrellery and glee
And sehoot and sehioolboys, Tbackey, beer and snufll
Besides, [ have seme fears ot ug thought rongh:
Which Tam nnt, wus e wd they He
Who fay ¢0,—T bat simply pluyed the chatf
During the tew hadt-recktos: hours whieh I
Have had )iu wy sad lite. Yet why sad call jt?—
W hy 7

XXXIIL
Wait, andanon I'il tell thee—"tis too #oon,
Yet not too soon, but stitl “tis well to ™ wait
A wee' inall things, even when to the moon
We dream to fiy at uight when ratherlate
We tind ourselves outside the garden gate,
With eye and enr avigil, when the Rey
1s turned by Jessie, Mary, Jane or Kate,
Aad & 'soft whisper breathes, " Come on, love,
flee”’—
Yes, even then "tiswell tothink and wait a weo.
XXXTIv.
But thought or forethought in the present song
1z wunting, ordispensed with, it you please,
Soisadelay; then let it jox along
In its own freedom, artiessness and ease.
1t 35 pot meant to torment or ty tease
Any one person, or to give offence
At Lurgo,~—its pirpose being, by degrees,
Ia simple words, plain tatk and eommon sense,

To show the how, the why, the wherefore and the
whence

XXXV,

1 am the wretched mortal tha: T am.
uf this in time hereatter.—1 became
Ascalm and meek and quiet asa lamb,
And in good seriousness beaan to blame
Myself, and to my tinrs whisper, shame
On we for all thos<e golden hears of thme
Misspent,or not spent well, which is the same:
Hoow sad, methousht, it £y scue distant elime
My lot should lead we yet, to be in manhood’s prime

YXXVIL

A booby! This reflection was too much
To be withstood by me : und 01t fired
My fucaltios (ey, sturt not) at first toueh,
Aud at that touch my follies all expirved.
Books which before T hated 1 avlmired,
Study henectorward wus even unto me
Asthe ' discarded’ i to Miss when, tired
Of angling tor hitn who tmay hersnot bo,
She offers, he aecepts graca, tuvor, compromise,

XXXVIL

Noaw was a period ne'er to bo forgot:
1 kuew not how, I found myselt within
Collexinto walls, where studonts and what not
Keptup anearly never-ceasing ding
Like to the noise of diztant roaring linn,
And miozt unlike the sound of human throats,
Yet war it musie, Toby sanl, wherein
(Good faith, thought ¥, oli dector dreams or dotes)
Were jarred aud blended all the wost harmonious
notes.
- LY » - -

XXXVIIL

I saw the world before me,and I saw
Objects and ends in their true colors shine ;

I started, shuddered, and I gazed with awe—
No one fixed end, no goal | conld eall mine!

To what attained L 7&whut was my design ?—
What could [ do. and do the most I could?

Nothing, nnd why ? for ensh, ve gods benign!
Was wanting, and assist none was who would ;

How, thedrffore, end or nitn or hope could I maks

good!

XXXIX.

Yet did I not despair: I had 4 soul
And have, which was not.cannot be subdued,
Which will not hend heneath misfortune’s whole
Waight, which will stund the shock, however rude,
Qf purpose arossed, hope blasted, lite pursued
B’;' dizcontent still urging on—on—on!
What if I'm cast amongst the lowly brood
Of lewd things of which I am not one,
Shall my bold spirit yield ?—Despondency begone !

XL.

I stood within these wallz where for the first
Time in my life I saw the many ways
In which men differ, here it was [ narsed
That sour Jdislike to persons who by praize,
Or complimeunt, or flattery, nuwadays, -
Are tnovable; here was it that I reft
1 was not just exactly what oheys
The world—a turm of commou clay—there dwelt,
And :.Lwe}ls within me still, that which has never
nelt,

XLL

And will not kneel to lick the paws of pride,
Of monster pride begot of wealth, begot
Ot dirt and nuthingness. 3 i

Yourselves, you buiky erestares, ere you rot!
Thivk you that [ wilore you? Lo ner,

Far be it from me,—no. nor even respect
Your naimne to me is wormwoond, faze lot,

I am your foe—your friend-hip I rej
And us your foe my task I never will negleet i~

XLIL

Down with the great, O Lord, by all menne dowa 2
Down with the prowd the lowest of the 1ow !
Down with corruption ! down with those wio frown
On underhings !—Ye heavenswork acir woe
Who with an air of hatred by us e
legarding us az less than ratwen
Up brother wretehes! say why
Are ye on earth dead, soulle
Gorillas, apes or tonds or large reptilia

XLIfL.

to the obedience when it lowers

ou o a rank below the nnthinkivg brate;
ou lel't vour native shure.—
with awe wiod terrer maie
et? Up,siaves, and o't}
k.—he torward, tree and bold;

sold
o lifelong contempt for paitry gain of gold.

XLIV.

nrrogs?

E rt vour rights like men. and tie not

Iu

-

Botter by {ar tv never have heen born

Than born tu live a life as I do now:
A Hife of gall, bte, bitterness aud seorn,

Raunecour and wretchedness—  How long wilt Thou,
O Mighty Majesty! be pleased altow

To bind my spirit this tormented elay?
Thy wiil be done,—~"Tix written on my brow—

Earth is my purgatory, of blisinory,
Shull light my path until the close of Lifv's durk day.

XLV,

What pity 'tis I have not some commard
Over whatever hmpulse "tis that senis
My thoughts confused ,—what pity thut my hand
Obeys the impulse ! At my ftogers enas
I have an iteh which irritates, ur tends,
If I not saerateh, irritable 1o be, R
Saving your presence ; then, my honest friends,
You are injustice bound to pardon me
For this my regular ircegularitie,

XLVIL

I am—good faith I am a pretty hoy.
A soft and tender soul Lord kuows L am,
A sweet young fellow, an angelic toy,—
I swear it by the queen of bearts urpam.
Did [ nottell you I was like a lamb?
I think I did—but whether I did or net,
You are to know that I would uot say " damn”
Or any curse if' 1 were to be shot. )
Nor would 1 tell a liv if you kitled mo on the spot.

XLVIIL.

Dou't you think I who am all this and more

Am to be pitied when 1 tell 3ou 1.
For want of funds, vutside the outmost. door

Saw myself ere u twelve-month had goue by
In this elysium ?—The dark blue sky.

The Wter's seowl. the hardy, bracing breeze,
The dreariness around me, the shirtilery

Of birds, the lowerless, grassless, herdless leas,
Alleeted me and chilled and {elt e noue at ease.

XLVIIL

Loose on the world, at Iarge without a howe,
Without & prospect, with i preity tair

Kuowtedge of men and business, than o roam
Abroad and seek my tortune wirl was there

Qther for me? there was nought bui despair,
Of which Lwaseapable. 1 tovk

The notion in my bead,nt least todare
Upon a more extensive sealo to Inok

On manners and on men; and as I caunot brook

XLIX.

Proerastination when I oncoe resalve
To act, I actedlittle decrming that
I flow from wmisory but to invoive
Myself to torment, wretchedness, or what
You wish to eall it—that which waits on Pat
(i lauds atar: that whioh we deem the curse
Of sl misfortunes,—lite which coat or hat
Affordeth not: hard work, lean diot, sinck purso,
Contempt and degradation which than deatn is
WOrse.

L.

Bright were my dreams, as merrify and free
The exile ship shot out upon the main,
0Of the halt-Fden land beyond the sea.
The homoe of Freedow where but Freemon reign.—
Alas! that after pleasure should come pain
As after sunghine showars ;—ones worte alas!
Thut suunicst hopes should algo be most vain,
That hypoerites tor semi-anints should nss,
That Iying tongues should pierce thro’ walls of stesl
and brass!

“Duxsor.”

Montreal, Des, Tth, 1858,




