
PREFACE

TLest> voTHe.s w»t(> writ'cii, tiiNllv, with a \it'\v to niiihiii^ my
imagination wliicii, i iiclievt", ^>>\ i v.mv goo.l oliauci' to dcvcloi),

not being li.iiui^'roil willi a WMi^'hty scliola.stic fdncation ;

spc'onilly, witli a view to tnttrtariiiig mvs -IT wiicii I am an old

man (if I ever iiv.' to ii.> olil), with a want of friends, wl.icli thingR

I am making poor headway al Hfciiiing ; thirdly, for tiio pleasure

of 6cril>I)'ing ou some letter piij)er which I Lave horrowed and

never expect to have the p ice to return. But in hite years, iie-

lieving that all men powsc>ss like passions, cares and griefs and
the same thoughts, if these thoughts would force themselves far

enough to leave their stamp upim the memory, I have endeavored

to expose my mind w'thout any fear of scorn.

I have lately completed one score of _%ears of the allotted three;

therei'ore I would fain offer an apology for thrusting these verses

on the unwary public, and it shall be this, that "out of the

abundance of the heari the mouth speaketh."

Thanking my few cherished friends for the cucouragenient

they have given me, and hoping, should j discover to my neigh-

bors in these few unfinished lines a want of genius antl they in

turn extinguish me immediately, that the Kuling Towers will

allow me to while away eternity in admiring the banks of the

beautiful Beaver.

I am the critics' resigned and most humble victim,

The ArxHon.


