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THE CANADIAN CASKET.

. REImee GORRAM,

"¢ With many a flawer, of birth diviro,
')R‘g?l!ﬁgrpco thialittlo gardon spot ; '

MNor on it Bicathio a thought, a'line,
Which, dying, wewould vish to blot.”

FOR THE GANADIAN CASKET.

TIME'S CHANGES.
s Leavos fu:ll. and flowers do wither at the north

tnd'sbreat!
Bup q:—,;ho.u ku'tl' all scasons for thino own, O,
Death”

My nativo hamo—my native valo
That onco delighted me;

How art thou past, and how does fuil
My troacherous memory—

Thy bahbling strenms and secret nooks,

hat once Lwander'd through,

How haxe they. faded in thair luoks

In.memqry's darken'd viow.

Tho thoyghts of all my wanderings,
Happy amidst thy streams,

Aro like tho crazy ponderings
Of childhgod over dreams,

And all my. fellows in those liours
Of childhood’s sunny day,

Like the sweot odour sip'd from flowers,
Havp flown, and pass'd away.

A change has pass’d o'er evory thing,
As ‘twero destruction’s breath-~

Time bears us on his ample wing,
And hurrics on to death.

My native home, my aative vale,
Biy memory cannot cling

To any spot within thy pols,

But with deep sorrowing. 8. E.

TO L—.
Sweet! when.last befure you kneeling,
Breathing passion deep, in sighs,
‘While the very. soul of feeling
Minglud-in our beaming eyes,

How you wiled me from my sotrow,
By your woman's witching power,

Till'Ithouglit not of the morrow,
In the bliss of that sweet hour,

While your rosy.smiles were wreathing,
¥n their beauty, round my heart,

And your lips soft music breathing,
Could think.that wo.must part

And when inmy arms I prest.you,
n our silent last fareweli,

How. my very spirit blest yoy,,
The last kiss alone can tell.

Soon, O z0on the gloomy morrow.
8hed its darkness o'er. my soul, |

And agrin the shades of sorraw.
Lo gy hioart’s-recesses stole,

‘Thus tha young, hright hopes we berrow.
Ecom sxmrgins‘-”symmﬂn
Soon. with exenjng, st in serrary, |
Or oig@teloué; exalt away. . M
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ODE TO CANADA.
Hail land of blise, thou gard n of the west !
Tho poar man'shome, the rich man's place of rest!
Thy air is hoalth, and wafis to all unspent;
Tho breath of freedom mingled with content,
What lovely prosy spread ‘dround,
What boautesus landscspes on thy face abound !
Thy glassy si.eams that flow along tho vales ;
Thy bills, thy forests, and thy woodland dates,
Alike the anpoct of thy ncenca improve,
And deck the tempting haung of youthfullove.
‘Ihy soil, luxariant clothes the fertite plain,
Lending its nuitare to the waving grain;
Thy forests crown'd with tow'sing onk and pine
Yiell wealth moro precious than Peruvia's mine;
Thy inlaod scas pour furth thuir finny store,
And wide as ocean wash the woodbound shore,
Whilst o'er thair bosoms, awilt wing'd vessols roam
To bring thy rich oxhaustless troasurns home,
No alavish realms with thee can e'er compare,
Slaves cannot breathe who toste thy liquid air;
Fro dom oxhales with ev ry breath we drave,
And walks upheld by virtuo and by law ;
Ni Loims. whilm pointing to her throne,
Behold the land that faedom calls her own
Thy cheerful villas rizothe pride of art,
Thy manly s 'no aro brave and kind of beart;
Prou Sc enco hails tho splendor of the sight,
Bursts chainsof vice and gives to darkness light,
Tl ename of Wolf, Canadion breasts inspire,
With all the ardor of beroic firo;
His glosies shine in tbe historic page,
In death & conquerar amd in life a sage,—
iiedicd in battle, but his honor'd name
Will live fo: ever on the acroil of fame.
Tho graliant Brock, shed glory on thy page ;.
The prids of war and hero of-hix ogo.
Whers rolls Niagora with rapid ude,
A lofty dom:e shows whera he nobly died,
And towering, like Colossus, o’er the wave;
Points out a sold.er # and a bero’s grave.
Thy deughtara tna the mnua dolights to praise,
And rpeak their worth in sweet poetic lays:
Beauty i8 theirs, her iavieh hands impart
What e'er can pleaso the eye or charm the beart;
‘Wilds « nce unknown now to the savage aye,
Blcom like the rose, ond human wants supply s
Where oncathe Savage trod the sylvan wood,
And-dy'd his ruthless hand n kwndred blood ;
Whers once the wigwam rear'd its savage form,
And wand'ring tr.bes took shelter from the sturm 3
Now stands the tow'rting spire or lofty dome,
The town, the farmer's cot, or tradesmen’shome,
O! thon most awful being, mighty cause !
Eternal one, who gives to uature:dlaws;;
Whose mighty finger rolls the seasens round,
Winds up the wheels, makes tight and life abound ;
To thee I bow— O hear a suppliant’s pray’r,
Idake t.is tho land of thy pateroal cave!

- WRITTEN FOR THE CASKET,
TO A S——y
Oh ever may the light of mirth
Within those eyes be beaming,
And never may they gaze on earth
With tears.of sorrow.streaming,

Aud ever may thy path.be bright,
And strewn with loveliest flow’rs,

And never muy keen sorrows blight,
Distract thy happy hours.

And when.thess pleasures all aze flown,
And life from thee is riven:

Qh mayst thou gladly scize upon
The purse joye of Heaven,

. E.W, I E

THE BROKEN VOW,

Hark! tho gay poal is ringing,.
The Brdul is o'er;

And the hopo which I fustortd
May fourish no more,

See! Seco! all rejoiving
‘Togother are gune,

And have left mo distracted——
Heart-broken—alone |

Yet onc there, the brighteat,
Where all are so bright—

Whose licart seems the lightest,
Where all hearts aro light;

Though Ler eye duncos gaily,
Though smooth is her brow,

There's a barh in her bosom—
A broken vow !

In the pomp of her bridal.
She thinks of me yet:
Though her hps have renounc’d mo,
She cannot toraet,
Yet think not I blame her—.
"Ths fate is my foe:
May it grant her that comfort
I never can know |

ON THE HOT WEATHER:
Said T'om 1o Ned, lot's give a call
On all our friends, for truly,
This is the time, what might befall, 3
'They cun’t1ereiva ua coolly !
b o R
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