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ORIGINAL POETRY.
ro* the UTEH*mv tumtiiw*

Sir,—The following was written l>y my late 
lamented friend, in 1 lyde Park, London, in 
the year 1828. It has «*•’• ver appeared in print, 
as Î have the only copy. If you think it 
worth inserting in the Transcript, your doing 
so will oblige \ our», kr.

B. & ('. School, ) K. C. titcuiiu
25 th January, IKtSw \

THE SPANISH RFATtiF.E.
BT JOHN MM KtV WII.SOW, tl'TIIO» OF M THE 

TAI.ES of the BORDERS.”

Ere now I’ve marked thee exiled w»r 
A friendless wanderer, and alime

With sad and Ihmigliful eye,
And in that loneliness melhuiigt*
There tv ns an agony Ilia» sought

Peace in the Stealthy • gk.
There is no tear u|hiii 111) cheek,
But if ils sunken form rould speak

Who would not weep to hear 1 
Thine was a hasty parting, and may he 
Those that thy heart most loved heard loi) from Mar 

Wild aceents iiiqirecatioiis and despair— 
While the last kiss
Of parting torture : id of whirlwind bliss.

Was snatched in hurried madorn 
From her lips whose bosom gave 
Life to existence : and to have

A knowledge of her truth,—|»r wee,— 
her swine*»,—

Feel the convulsions of a *i-|Mi*ation 
From her, from kindred, how : and from the nation 

Of thy nativity and love, to he 
An outcast and a wanderer, dwetb tire 

To muse in solitm * desparalion 
Upon the past and future, while .tone 
Oblivion is thy prayer, wronged, injured MM.
Oh, Heavens ! *tis terrible to part,
With a wild brain and bursting heart,—
To kies the cheek, the lip, the hand,
Within a moment, and to stand 
And feel the blood bum and the heart-string* gaim, 

To have a thousand things to *av.
Then sudden, frenzied burnt away,

Aud cry, “ Far-well, for ever !”
And sueli I ween 
Thv lot lias lii’i n.

Proud one. Now on thv garb there is itefi-ftlmi. 
Want in thy vitals, tortures in thy breast, 

Which revel in the harrowing refterlinn
That the pure blood vour fathers gave 
Sha’I rot within an exile’s grave 
Ere v« through tyrants’ ranks have prrst, 

And with the crimson'd sword in hand,
Have shed it for your na'ive land,

So thou ap|v»reat, exiled one.
But fear nut thou, ’lis not for ever :

A spirit now hath walked nhromt,—
A ray from heaven,—the voice of UriJI 

’Tis power, light, freedom, and ’twill sever 
The tyrant’s chains, and trample an 

The bigot’s creed ;
And ye, the best and Hie bravest men 

Of ninny lands, w here the trees d-op wine 
Empurpled and red down the mountain gkw 

And stain the deep ravine,
Again that land shall tread.

THE TWO KATES.
■T THE AUTHOR OF “THE BUCHtNEER," |u\

“ I cannot help observing, Mr. Seymour, 
that I think it exceedingly strange in you to 
interfere with the marriage of my daughter. 
Mary your sons, sir, as you please ; but my 
daughter ! that is quite another.”

Anil Mrs. Seymour, a stately sedate matron 
of the high-heeled and hoop school, drew her
self up to her full height, which rwithout the 
heels) was five feet seven; and fanning h r- 
i“!f with a huge green fan more rapidly than 
•he had don» for many months, looked askance 
upon her husband, à pale delicate man, who 
teemed in the last stage of consumption.

“ A little time, Mary !” (good lack ! could 
such a person as Mrs. Seymour bear so sweet 
a name ?) ** a littlo tim», Mary, and our sons 
may marry as they list for me ; hut I have 
yet to learn why you should have mire con
trol over our Kate than 1. Before I quit fais 
painful world, I should like the sweet child to 
be placed under a suitable protector.”

« You may well call her child, indeed j,

little more than sixteen. Forcing the troubles 
of the world upon her, so young. I have had 
my share of them, heaven knows, although 1 
had nearly arrived at an age of discretion bv 
tore 1 united my destiny to your».”

“ No you had, my dear you were, 1 think, 
dose upon forty 1*’

*♦ Think, Mr. Seymour, if yon had married 
• givl-about, who would have watched over 
my children i” (she never by any chance said 
tmr children.) •• 1 have never been outside 
the doors (except to church) them* four years ! 
If you had married a termagant, how she 
would have Down at and abused all your little 
—did 1 say little t I might with tiutli 
lour great peculiarities. I lower interfere, 
never ; I only notice—for vour own good— 
that habit, for instance, of always giving Kate 
sugar with her strawberries, and placing the 
tonga on the left instead of the light of the 
poker—it is verv sad !” ** My dear,” Mr. 
Ncymout won hi interrupt,** what does it sig
nify whether the longs In* to the right or left ?”

•* Bless me, deki sir, you need not fly out 
so ; I was only saying that then» are some 
women in the world who would make that a 
hone of contention. I never do, much ps it 
annoys me—much as it b ails the servants into 
careless habit* -much as it and other tilings 
grieve and worry my health and spirits—I 
never complain ? never. Nome men are 
stran gely insensible to their domestic blessings, 
and do not know how to value earth’* great
est treasure—a good wife ! But I am dumb ;
I am content to sutler, to melt away in tears— 
it is no matter.” Then, after a pause to re
cruit lier breath and complainings, she would 
rush upon another grievance with the abomi
nable whine of an aggrieved and much in
jured person—a sort of mental and monoto
nous w ailing, which, though no body minded, 
annoyed every body within her sphere. Her 
husband w as fast sinking into his grave j her 
sons had gone from Eton to Cambridge ; mid 
when they were at home, took good rare to 
In* continually tint of earshot of their mo
thers lamentations— the servants changed 
places so continually that the door was never 
twice opened iiy the same footman—and the 
only fixture at Seymour liall, where servants 
ami centuries, at one time, might be almost 
termed synonymous, was the old deaf house- 
keeper, who," luckily for herself, could not 
hear her mistress’s voice. To whom, then, 
had Mrs. Neymour to look forward, as the fu
ture source of her com forts ?—i. e. of her tor
menting; even her daughter Kate—the bonny 
Kale—the merry Kate—the thing of smiles 
and tears—w ho danced under the shadow of 
the old trees—who sang with the birds—who 
! nuned industry from the bees, and cheerful
ness from the grasshopper—whose voice told 
in its rich full melody of young joy and his 
km riling train—whose st -p was as light on 
the turl as the dew or the sunbeam—whose 
shadow was blessed as it fussed the window 
of the poor and lowly cottage, heralding the 
coining of her who comforted her own soul bv 
comfoiting her fellow-creatures.

Kate’s father well knew that his days were 
numbered ; and lie looked forward with no 
very pleasurable feeling to his daughter’s 
health and happiness being sacrificed at the 
shrine whereon he had offered up his own. 
Kate, it is true, as yet had nothing suffered : 
she managed to hear’and laugh at her mother’s 
repinings, without being rendered gloomy 
thereby, or giving offence to her mornful and 
discontented parent. She would, in her own 
natural and unsophisticated manner, lead her 
forth into the sunshine, sing her the gayest 
songs, read to her the most cheerful hooks, 
and gather for her the freshest flowers ; and 
sometimes even Mrs. Seymour would smile, 
and he amtis-d, though her heart quickly re
turned to its bitterness, and her soul to its dis
content. But Mr. Seymour knew that tilts 
buoyant spirit could not endure forever, and 
he sought to save the rose of his existence 
from the canker that had destroyed him. She 
was earnestly beloved by a brave and intelli
gent officer, who had already distinguished 
himself, and who hoped to win fresh laurels 
whenever his country needed his exertions.

It would be difficult to define the nut of feel
ing with which Kale received hi* attentions. 
Like all young, Very young girls, she thought 
that affection mu hi to !*• kept secret from 
the world, and that it was a very shocking 
thing to fall in love ; she consequently vowed 
ami declared to every body, •• that she had 
no idea of thinking of Major Cavendish—. 
that site u.m too young, hutch too young, to 
marry—that her mamma said *o,”

I must observe, that Kale’s extreme vuml

she believed—she thought—she even hoped;'* 
imp so the matter terminated. Ami that very 
evening she sang tolar lover his favourite 
songs ; and her lather that night blessed her 
With so deep, so heartfelt, so tearful a bles
sing, that little Kate Seymour saw the moon 
to bed U-foie lier eyes were dry.

How heavily upon some do the shadows of 
life test ! Those who are horn and sheltered 
on tlu» sunny side of the wall know nothing of 
them. They live vu sunshine—thev wake

of resemblance to either her hiouriiiul mother, I’ the sunshine—nay, they even sleep in run- 
or her pale and gentle father, was not more . shine.
«lnw.din.Mr tiw, tint Maw Cwm-IUh «» | l „„ Mr. Sr,row, ha.m* mined Ml prat 
»e have -the ridw and «gawd Majei, „| I, „ defiance nf hi. wife'.
UveroW, .1J.lw«.,_sU,ld evince j„llg..... ,a> » U).rK<N, to dl.,„lrd ,
» grealan alU',  ......nr Ihe aminatid and g,rL ,..„di,h, ,„y
»l. cr-.lul , whan,, feu. ,. at. Ik hne I... ,....... . . „ .ffh tht ««.I vf

»'■ liadle.-tui.d ln.wd la. v«i„ r>I>iinK ill
ed with—b , . .. », »>**'* î» cou.pi tuning voue ringingua, U.t romped-Ntaj.it < am.- ■; lhiII , vmiM. io ,llH ai|,mg ma

-.hal .hall lead II then I-lathed I-,», ..... lie , «arid. M„. See men, had m i. , ...a-
he ve la;,.,, ,hd lawh, uanvralU Ihej,....... . ..... .,. e,e, of aflvcl.nn
Ü J'1., t-V'“1,al‘^“0l~l"! ‘‘I* fre I'd her I.,he had neve, aeeroed In ,io

L . . J dette ...........  a/.,., an ...... ... ............ ,, «..til Ihrn. Bui th.
“ . ' V *"“« 'mil. «... ,1» |.,d .h„led « l„ ,h .uLj, , l j

Ï \ TV "‘.‘T* T I Im-eaneX la..—tier hemhand’a vi.t./e—
.. .. .1 I l" y r* ’„ l .................. . her lmal.al.d-. faulti-were all new

y oung and handsome, in would lliuik v| mar
riage, ** Ur was so grave ;” hut on the sarint 
principle, 1 suppose, that tlu- harsh and 1er. 
rilde Umo.lt r i.s tire cuuipanion of the gay and 
brilliant lightning, majestic and sohvr hus- 
humls often most desire to have gay ami laugh
ing wive*. Now, for the episode. Mis,
N-y iuour had fretted herself to sleep, Mr,

themes ; ami the was positively charmed in 
her own way at having a fresh cargo of mis- 
forttmv* freighted for her own especial use. 
Nhc became animated and < loquent under l.tr 
troubles; and mingled with lier regnts for 
her ” poor near depatted,” were iiinunieiaLle 
wailing* tor her dauglitei's absence.

Seymour had sunk into hi» aftimuon'ttai.,1, t axemlisl» had aet onipaiiied her bus- 
and Kate stole into her own particular room, short deceitful peace of
tocoax soinethim» like ihcIimIv outof a Span-j ro,Ml1'Vf* to laris; and there the beautiful 
trii guitar, the Lst gill ot Major UiiVendU. I M,,’t avvn«l»»*h was distinguished as a wo„ der 

There she salon a low ottoman, her profile f‘'>“«*'le -‘«si geiit.lle”-‘*si .iaive”-
Ihrown into full relief by the haekgn.uml, I , the most accomplished of
tu ing * curtain of heavy crimson velvet that , *'i« uvh court could not be like her, foring a curtain of heavy 
toil in well-defined folds from a gulden arrow 
in the centre of the architrave, while summer 
drapery of white muslin shaded the other 
side—her features hardly defined, yet exhi
biting the tracery of beauty—her lips rich, 
full, and separated, as ever and anon they 
gave fui th u low and melodious accompani
ment to her thrilling cords. Thcic she sat, 
practising like a very good girl, perfectly un
conscious that Major Cavendish was standing 
outside tlie window listening to hi* favourite 
ail* played over and over again ; and he 
would have li*U-iud much longer, hut sud
denly she paused, and looking carefully 
round, drew lioin her hosoui a small case, 
eontuing a little group of flow. is painted on 
ivory, which lu> had given her, and which, 
poor fellow, he imagined she cared not for, 
because, 1 suppose, she did not exhibit it In 
public I Row little does mighty and magnifi
cent man know of the workings of a young 
girl's heart ! Well, she looked at the fluwvis, 
and a smile, bright and beautiful, spread ovei 
her face, ami a blush rose to her cheek, and 
suffused lier brow—and then it paled away, 
and her eye* filled xvitli tears. What were 
her heart's imaginings, Cavendish could not 
say ; hut they had called forth a blush—a 
smile—a tear—love’s sweetest tokens ; and 
forgetting his concealment, he was seated by 
her side, just as she thrust the little case un
der the cushion of her ottoman ! How pretti
ly that blush returned when Cavendish asked 
her to sing one of Ins favourite ballads ! the 
modest, half coquettish, half natural air, 
witli which she said, “ I cannot sing, I am 
so very hoaise.”

** Indeed, Kate ! you were not hoarse just

“ How do y ou know ?”
“ I have been outside the window for more 

than half an hour.”
The blush deepened into crimson—bright 

glowing crimson—and her eye unconsciously 
rested on the spot where her treasure was con
cealed ; and alter more, far move than the 
usual repetition of sighs, and smiles, and pro
testations, and illustrations, little Kate did 
say, or perhaps (for there is ever great uncer
tainty in these matters,) Cavendish said, 
** that if papa or mamma had no objection—

they had forgotten to be natural ; and the 
novelty and diffidence of the beautiful Eng- 
Jish-woHian rendered her on object of univer
sal interest. Petted and feted she ceitainly 
w..s, lut not spoiled. She was not insensible 
to admitation, and yet it was evident to all < 
that she preferred the affectionate attention of J 
her husband to the homage of the whole ’ 
world ; nor was she ever happy but hy hie 
side. Suddenly the loud warwhoop echoed 
throughout Europe. Major Cavendish had 
only time to convey his beloved wife to her 
native country, when he was called 111,011 to 
join hi* regiment. Kate Cavendish was ne 
he mille. She loved her husband with so en
tire an affection—a love of so yielding, so re
lying a kind—she leaned her "life, her hopes 
her very soul, upon him. with so perfect a’ 
confidence, that to part from him was almost 
a moral death.

Youth little knows what hearts can endure ; 
tliey little think what they must of necessity 
go through in this uoik-a-day world ; they 
are ill prepared for Uie trials and turmoils that 
await the golden as well as the humbler pa
geant of existence. Kate Cavendish returned 
to her mothers house ; her very thoughts 
seemed steeped in sorrow ; and it was happy 
for her that a new excitement to exertion oc
curred, w hen about five months after her hus- 
I,ami’s departure, she became a mother. Des
pite Mis. Seymour’s prognostications, the 
baby lived and prosjiereü ; and by its papa’s 
express command was called Kate.

How full of the true and beautiful mani
festations of maternal affection were the let
ters of Mrs. Cavendish to her husband !
“ Little Kate was so v ....................
her eye, her smile 
on, and Major C’a 
i>..-nl liv hi, bravery, the v.umemolhn chîo- 
nicled her .child’s wisdom, her wit, her voire 
—the very tone of her voice was so like her 
father’s—her early love of study ; and during 
the night watches, in the interval of his long 
and harassing marches, and his still n ote 
desperate engagements, Colonel Cavendish 
found happiness and consolation i- the perusal 
of the outpourings of his own Kate’s heart end 
soul. In dne time, his second Kate could and 
did write those missliappen fhnractors of affec
tion, pot-hooks and hangers, wherein parents,

wavcimisn 10 ner husband ! 
was so very like him—her lip, 
mile;” and then, as years passed 
r Cavendish had gained a regi-
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