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ORIGINAL POETRY.

RPOBRRY,

. Original.
Mg. Epiron: : -
'Y hum a stave a denced ehort or long one,
Just as the humor prom‘ns my minstrel labors;
Pl giveiny reason, which | count a etrong ono—
I sing to plense my (ancy, not my ne} fibors.
Just when I choose il fling oy hurp na%do,
Or take it up, let who will praige or chide.

Perchonce my sirains ns amooth ns ofl nmay flow,
Orrough as waves wlhen growlsthe rambling storm;
Aud ifthe critics on my stanzas blow,
Nothing Icnre for that in any form : -
Unmov’d as fate, I'll chant my lyrie story, .
Because I never sing for coin of glory.

I on these vague conditions, Mr. Editor,
You'll please to give iy random hurpings birth,
T'll doem your libera) printers-ship ouc creditor,
Aong the very few 1 hiove on earth,
Dt to delay you longer were a pity,
8o Pl cutshort the prelude to iy ditty.

ENVY,

When winter’s brecze wiibsullen cadence sighed,
And hoary drift came hovering on the blast;
With vacont gaze the parlor fire 1 ey’d,
And musing deeply o'er the ages past :
1 thought on those sweet scencs, (descriv’d so well
By Milton’s muse,) ere our first paronts fel),

And gpe'd the gates of sorrow, toil nnd death—
Of envy, slander, hatred’s felon glcom,
And all those evilsthat beset our path,
From curly boylhood to the closing tomb ;
"And how far different, were the few sweet hours
Our hapless parents spent in Eden's bowers.

Ere yet the fiend sped there in borrow'd zuise,
Fair Eve to tempt with rmooth seducing tonguo ;

Tip’d with the venom of the slanderer’s lies,
‘Though honey oa his eaitiTacconts hung :

Alus! too well the arch deluder sped,

And o’er the earth sin’s foul contagion spread.

Talyo thought of that dread battle-field,
Where satan first Qunipotence defied,
And thunder-riven with his squadrons reel’d
Head-foremost down amid the hlazing tide
Of that ved Inke whose sdamantine walls
Close like o dome o’er grimn sepulchral halls :

Aund how 'twas envy urg'd the traitor on

To war with hoaven, and tempt monkind to ill;
Enoy, the fivat-born sin of ages gone,

And fetile source of countiess cvila still—
Whose nogious b I de the carth,
And giveto every fiendish passion hirth,

'Tis Envy sounds the war tramp's horrid knell,

In poison steeps the phrenzied murderer’s durt—
Rings the abhor’d traducer’s tocsin bell,

And turns te goll the wretched miscreant’s heart;
In Jove, in war, in rade with venonvd fangs,
8he rends his felon son! with deadly pangs,

The wisc and good her fell approaches spurn,
None but the evil-minded, lowly elf

Lamments when (ostunc fills his ncighbor's urn,
Or hatos the man superior to himself;

Such crawling reptiles, on onr race a livel,

Had better tearn the procepts of the bible

Eavy, the bane and tormont of hisJife,
Expels each nobio feeling from his soul ;

His days ure apent in r~igery and strife—
Beforo his eyes the tines of passion roll.

At times, to gratify his fiendisb malico,

The caitiff foul with poison drugs the chalice.

The moody gloom of sullen discontent,
£tawps on his brow the mark of satn’s brand ;

But Virtue, beauteaus handmaid s
Lights up a sm’.2 and knits the sociu) band,

I ties so close each breast with pleasure glows,

And heartfelt joy that from affection flows.

Of carthly joy, but scanty isthe meosure
To man allotted since his parents fall;
Then why refect the stintod bow! of pleasure
To drain.the overflowing:cup of gall;
And liko a senseless ninny still add movre.
. To lreap the bowl already flowing o'er.

l

Men reap such wae from Envy, ‘tis most strange
“Chey'd entertain o savage, traechernus guest

That heart and soul and reason doth derauge,
And heaps the’counls of wae upon his hreast—

Making her dupe the constant blewing horn,

Of fix'd disdain, contemptuous hate and scorn.

8o let him pine, and liko the adder, sting
Himself, until his worthless spirit flics.
To where the flends their hatefui vespers sing
In strains composed of malice, feaud and lies:
There with his kindred splrits let him dwell
Hislot enchang’d, for caxth 1o him was hell.“

February, 1833, ORACE.

Original.
TO JEALOUSY.
Avaunt thou tyvant! count nnt me thy slave,
‘Thon art munkind’s pe: fidious, deadly foe;
Where love resides the path with thorus you pave,
~ Too oft thou cliongest happiness to woe. .

Begone fell monster, with thy galling chain,
- ‘Thy foul advice sny heart did once ensnars-
.. I’ve burst thy bonds, and never more again
Willlist thy wl¢ or thy vile fetters wear.

Thy venom’d ating once taught me tn rebel,
Against true love, unchanging ever kind,

But generous feeling toll’d thy dying kuell,

And dug thy grave, thou phantom of ihe mind.

Twas basz in me 1o think that she could rangr,
As roves the fickle bee from flower to flower;
Al, no! a heart like her’s would scorn to chonge,

For allthe glare of station, wealth or power.

What bronght thee here from thy demoniac haunts,
‘I'o sting my heart with keen and bitter woe ;

To hreak my pence thy felon bosom pants,
Avauat, thou fiend! 'to thy hot laic below.

- Again my breast with love’s soft passion burns,
Since jealousy’s pule spectre’s fled afar ;
The ardent fondness of my heart returns,
Aad doubt no move our f;nppincss ahall mar.”
Niagora, Jan. 1832, REPENTANT.

Original,
THE YOUTHFUL VOYAGE,
- How )ike on ocean voyage secms,
The changeful scenes of life ;
The pleasant aivs, the sunny beams,
Tho tempest und the strifo.

In pleasure’s bark with comrades gay,
We young adventurere start;

But ah | what finttering dreamws betray,
The too confiding neart.

Onr bark is wreck’d our hopes are gone,
Onrfaithless frionds have fled ;
A cloud upon ourlpulh is thrown,
© Tho flowers of life are dead.

Yetlink’d to some lone beart, remains
A charm no change can scvor ;
For when we're bound by truo Jove's chains,
It binds ue fast forever. DONNA JULA.

Qriginal.
TO MARY.
‘When the low heart with griof is worn,
And-tenrs are flowing fost;
‘When mem’ry bids our young hearts mourn,
O'er noments that are post.

fSweet to the soul the whispering
Of hope and promise, when

Fancy’s soft fairy voices sing,
Wo port ta meet sgain.

‘When souls are link’d in union sweot,
And sorrow laid to rest ;

‘When radiant eyes in kindness moet
And friendly hands are prest.

O'cr scenes like these should fortune fling,
The severing storm, oh! then
Hope's sweet enchanting voices sing. -
Ws part to meet again, ANE **t¢°2,
Barton Oottugo, Jan, 28, 1833.
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