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I love thee, as the moonbeam loves
With gilver tinted ray,
To sport among the violets
That by the streamlet play. -

1 love thee, as an aged one
The Gospel's joyful sound,

When the lamp of lite is tlitting fast,
And darkness gathers round.

I love thee, as the mountain streams,
‘Their leaping course to run,
With chilly apray carcering,
Beneath a rayless san, ,

I love thee, as the spring-time loves,
With balmy air serene,

To meet the suinmer solstice,
Its youth and age between.

I love thee, as the autumn loves
Its golden smiles to spread

Upon the changing verdare,
For winter's mantle shed.

I love thee, as the stars to peep
Through the rent passing cloud,
Like a fair lady’s tiny feet,
From 'neath their silken shrovd.

I love thee, as the poet loves
To ope the treasur'd store

Of fancy's rich dominion,
And count its jewels o'er.

I Jove thee, as the soul to hear,
« Be all thy sins forgiven!”™

When the subtle chords that bind to earth,
By angel's wings are riven,

Ilove thee, as I Jove the grave,
Where Mary’s ashes lay—

The deepest love that man may feed
For animated clay!

Montreal, August 28, 1849,

TO ONE DEPARTED.

Thou wast a p.ortion of etherial Alry
And hast returned to it, Inthee was Fire
Fervid as Phabus, fierce as my desire;
Earth lent its loveliness to make thee fair—
Water its sensuous essences 3 cach had share
In thy creation, Starry were thine eyes— .
(Would I had never scen such planets rise!)
Ruby thy lip and check, and debonair
The widnight tempest of thy ebon hair:
The jwperial swanliness that made thee move,
As if a deity possessed thy love,
Was worthy Dian, than thysclf less falr,
But thou art gone :  Earth, Air, Fire, Water, gave,
And took again :—I weep beside thy grave.




