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TO MY SISTER—TO MY MOTHER. 178
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E‘e"i‘ant task of pinching Bijou’s curly ears, or if

ei:referred it, revolving in her mind the pre-

g conversatign, whi ing b

— sation, which was anything but
pi:eiuch) scenes as these were .Amy's days
20 N Parties of pleasure in which she found
%nverﬂse‘mem, persons \nfhnnl she z.xlmost hated,
by uy ]Slauons which wearied and disgusted her;
P“evig were the happy hO}U‘S sl\e. had known,

ow “:1)' to her entranceinto society replaced.
e ‘° ten when preparing for some glittering

» i which her heart was not, did she look
‘Vhenw.im a bitter sigh to that blissful period
i she was at least free. Dut that time was

"itlt:;:d now tao frequently she had to wreathe
on wers g brow that throbbed with suppressed
. Y. The only circumstance that tended to
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How often, on such nights as this,

So calm, so bright, so fuil of bliss,

When the young moon has stooped to kiss,
Each rapid billow in its flight

And tinged it o'er with mellow light,

I've scanned our graceful ship with pride
And wished that thow wert by my side,

To pace the moonlit deck with me,

And breathe the hour's tranquillity.

But Lucy, see! even while I sing,
The storm to windward gathering!
That little cloud of silver hue,
Which hid the young moon from our view,
(As if she would have blushed to stray,
Unveiled along the milky way,)
Has spread itself o'er all the sky,
‘And called from far those sleeping gales,
We long nave wooed to fill our sails ;
1t freshens—fleeter, and more fleet
Along the foaming main we fly—
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t}lat e'l‘ these scenes of galety supponable, was, But,unh. tl;cdsce‘ne that “n's so sweet § —

true In them she enjoyed tolerable quiet. "Tis All now is darlness to mine eye.

to LailSlr Gem‘ge was ever beside her, but he had 0! thus, thus, many a dream I.’ve d"eri;l;:e?;

b ¥ laid aside the impertinent manner that And many a hope, long, long since perished—
8 g, h . . And many a bright and rosy hour,

Hig at > '_)eked her on their first acquaintance. I've passed in Love and Friendship's bower,

ang tentions though devoted, were unobtrusive Although replete with all the joy

tlicate, and her prejudices against him were
Ceptibly wearing away. In this monotonous

liyy, . 2ried life time sped rapidly on, and she
heeded its flight.

(To be continued.)

TO MY SISTER.

WRITTEN AT SEA.

"Tig gy BY CHARLES GREATREX,
ght—but not a night to sleep—
ll;:: th_e blue and moonlit deep;
A“d“li{ht to think of home,
Ang thf'l-wuds, and all the heart holds dear,
vﬂllgh so far from thee I roam,
Y sister ! thou wilt lend un ear.

bree thousand miles now intervene
B“:::een that happy home and me,
ough three millions it had been,
ey could not keep my thoughts from thee;
To (’_w too, thine will often stray
1 kno'm who wanders far away—
ce‘: that r.mt a night has past,
ub hou did'st gaze upon me last,
To hey hat thy lip has breathed a prayer
| % ovﬁ'n for me, thus doomed to rove,
To o:‘ a hgppy tand I love,
nd ne which cannot be more fair,
Hoy !:Vel‘ half so dear—Alas!
re Ic'*“y more such nights must paas,
a cl::l‘hope to see thy face,
P thee in a long embrace !

That earth could give—and soon destroy—
One single moment has o'ercast,

Till T have learn’d to feel at last

Bome other world contains the bliss,
Which I had vainly sought in this.

Four bells !—"tis time to sigh adieu!
Would that the bark which bears to you
These lines, could bear me o'er the main,
And give you to my arms again.

TO MY MOTHER.

WRITTEN ON TH BLACK RIVER.

BY CHARLFS GREATREX.

Yes, oft when o'er the sleeping main,
The moon has shone serenely bright—
And the pure stars, like silver rain,
Have strewn it o’er with liquid light,
In the lone mid-watch of the night,
When slumber had no charms for me—
My thoughts would sweetly wing their flight,
To home and thee, sweet home and thee!

And when, through billows white with wrath,
Where myriads have met their doom—
Our ship has ploughed a foaming path,
And every billow seenied her tomb,
And fitful lightnings lit the gloom,
Where would my heart, my fancy flee?—
Where could they wander, and to whom,
But home and thee, sweet home and thee!
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0‘1 :iWns night upon the sea— And now, as down this peaceful stream,
™ ttle bark, with wings unfurled, I urge my light canoe along,

Wh;m us to that western world,

%0on will smile beneath our lea--
o, E;J:husly from wave to wave,
iy w’}?’ agallant seaman'’s grave—
Liyg jgwem'the stars reflected shine,
els in an eastern mine.

By forests bathed in sunset’s beam,

And golden isles all bloom and song,
Though not a wild flower blossoms nigh,

But hns some gemtle charm for me—~ ¢
8till, still I think, and thinking sigh,

Of home and {H¥ sweet home and thee!
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