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U1GITIVE V ERSES
(TO FANNY.)

ET WILL.

love t'The eeas the mourner love.
Thbeacon light of heaven,

hy the stormis of cruel fate
fragile bark is driven.

thee, as the fever'd one

Ite burst of morning's light,
Tht lbngth, uith the day-spring,

ong and sleepless night.
IT y ee, as the prison'd soul,

Thate waiting angels hand,
&Uides its weary footsteps home

te air spirit Land.

loe th
N e, as the thirsting flowers,

Tlça te htarmn sun is high,
e Wh the lw'ring cloud appear
weepiLjg ini its eye.

Ti t, as the lonely one
n th odOp her weary heade vorn and acliig bosom

ence all her hopes have fled.

Tr et aS the sunlight oves
A i ithe early dew,

i thdeeks the waking flowrets
ditlrops of pearly hue.

Sthee, as the zephyrs love,
To net 'enia rnomnth of Mjay,Ir i

s
5tle

to0 ýngst the green leave,ewaton glare of day.

I love thee, as the stars to peep
Through the cent passing cloud,

Like a fair lady's tiny feet,
From 'neath their silken shroud.

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

Of f:ney's rich dominion,
And count its jewels oer.

I love thee, as the soul to hear,
" Be all thy oins forgiven l"

When the subtle chords that bind to earth,
By angers wings are riven.

I love thee, as I love the grave,
Where Mary's ashes lay-

The deepest love that man mayfee
For animnated clayl

Montreal, August 28, 1849.

TO ONE DEPARTED.

Thou wavt a .crtion of etherial Air,

And hast returned to it. In thse ws Fire
Fervid as Phoebus, fierce as my desire;

Earth lent its loveliness to make thee fair-
Water its sensuous csseces; each had share

in thy creation. Starry were thine eyes-
(Would I had never seen such planets rise )

Ruby thy lip and check, and debonair
The iidnight tempest of thy ebon hair:

The iuperial swanliness that made thee movT,
As If a deity possessed thy love,

Was worthy Dian, than thyself less fair,

But thou art gone: Earth, Air, Fire, Water, gave,
Anri took again :-I weep beside thy grave.

FUGiTIVE VERSES.

Stn once more that von love nie, I loie tiee, as the ioonbeain loves

et tos, ' I am c oent to die.' And a Vith ilver tinted ray,
, h p c n ta To sport a iolg the violets

ePûk Y o riuiphanit, pure as that heaven she That by the streamlet pay.
Cha ttd oi ht r dying countenance.

si0.ne ou her for some minutes in I love thee, as an agei one

1tif fui tO interriiupt a tranquillity st The Gospers joyfnt sound,

S I Ut the cuiducís of the hand he held When the lamp of life is tlitting fÏat,
4bjIl alrri<., hi!l ad hi rose from his kîsc And darlsness gathers round.

ide her iiadh oe rmhske
tiv ' aN hl'"ie would shut the door, as the I oi e thee, as the mountain streams,4  

as hii. 'rheir ictping courçe to run,
ha III lot hurt mne now, Charles," she With chilly spray carcering,

ed; lie felt his hand convulsively Bencatharaylessssn.

he sa Y hers, he hea-rd one short (lee-p siglh, and I love thee, as the spring-time loves,
t îil tat sie Was no more. Hle saw by the Vith balm-y air serene,

Still illumined her countenance that To meet the summler solstice,
ts errin.K but now purified spirit had fled to Its youth and age between.

t e h e-but he felt his vanity had killed I love thee, as the autumn loves
- in'g he ever truly loved on Earth. Its golden &miles to spread

Upon the changing verdure,
For vinter's mantie shed.
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