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'THE AMARANTH.

Written for the Amaranth.
TO C“CLAIVAY

Ixlooking through “ the Amaranth” for March,

I thought I missed “ minc own familiar
friend 3

And instituting, then, most rigorous scarch,
Slap from the coloured cover to the end—

To where old “Finis,” solemn as a chureh,
Does to the book an air of coldness lend ;

Ifound not whatIsought,and, tho' no swearer,

T out at once with “ Hang it, where is Clara?”

T would not give a fig for all the storics,
And poems which occupy the recent number :
Deara’s beauty, and O'Rourk’s fell glories,
ATac Murtagl’simmortalities, might slumber
In Ossian, whenee the tale of love and war is
Extracted from a mass of other lumnber;
I’m very sure no sinner like Deara
Would ¢'er have figured in a tale by “Clara.”

I wonid not have you to suppose I speak
'Disparagingly of dear Mrs. B—n,
Whe dates from that romantic spot, “ Long
Creck,? [every wee hen—
Where “wood notes wild” are heard from
Where dying pigs most musically squeak,
Andbarndoor fowlsexalt their cackling pzean,
Telling 1o Betty that their trouble’s o'er,
That there’s an egg where they were—in the
straw.

I merely mean to say that such narrations
Proceeding from a single iady’s pen,

Would lay her open to grave imputations,
And horrify all modest nice yeung men ;

Who like (aht ! what a pity) those flirtations,
Which charity absurdly styles platonic, whea

Insulted virtue calls me o prohibit *en,

Believe me, I'll apply the scourge ad libitum.

But I must not induige 1 such digression,
Which would, if persevered in, fill a volume
Fullof soft nothings, like the Housr in Session :
Ihope ir's notabreach of privilegeto call’em
By such a name—but, dear me! it the expres-
sion {solemn
Should be 55 construed by their wise and
Deliberative wisdom, lord ! how odd 1
Would feel when 3Mr. Scrgeant 0ok my bady.

He'dsearch for me no dovbi,and when e found
N7y body, as commanded in the wnit,
He'd find that bady streiched upon the ground,
Which hemight shoulderif heso thought fit.
1'd not oppase the warrant for a paund,
Bat vet I would not walk or budgna bt
He'd have to rarry me to Mr. Speaker— [er,
I'mbicssedawhenwear wethuthe’d foel weak-

Than when we started from Saint John.—
dear '—
I’'ve been again digressing—well I never!
No matter—this one verse may go; I swear
That it shall be the last, I must endeavoy
To curb my Pegasus, inclin’d to rear ;—
In other words, I am so very clever,
That I must take a limit bond repressing
The muse’s flight beyond all rule transgresany

Rerenons a nos moutons—and so here goss
Inpraiscof “ Clara,” though vnknown tor
Her features—if her eyes are like two sloes,
et lips like coral biushing from the sea,
Her cheeks soft bloomred as thecabbageres
Or any other well-worn simile,
Whiether un pelit nez retrousse, or a Roman
Or Grecian pair of snuficrs, mark the woma|

She’s my ideal beauty, and the love
I bear my unknown goddess is as bright
As is the ray refiected from above,
Thro’ thedark waters, shedding its pure ligy
Wherelies some ;. wel in its wave washed grow
Flaskingback splendor through surroundy
night ;—
Though ail unseen the source of light may #
That ray unites them in strong sympathy.

And such is she to me—her’s is the beam~
The intellectual ray of light, which reach
Feclings long buried, till I scaree could dcv;]

My lone breast harboured them.  Like ned
found riches
Enclosed by shipwrecked sailors i the sear
Of scine old half~worn, tar-stained paird
breeches ;— [strippin;
Some landsman secs a corpse, and finds. ¢
The hidden treasure frem the waist-band sig
ping.

She must be Leawsiful—T see her now
Seated within Ler chamber’s deep recess:
While genius sits enthroned on her brow,
And high thoughts temper her rare lovehnzs
She looks the novice musing on the vow,
Aad every vain thonght able to suppress—
Her carnest gaze fixed on the starry threng.
As tho™ her spirit heard ereation’s song.

Oh bright one? listen to the tugged muse,
Of him who now addresses thee, and degd

To t2ke the humble oftfering, nor refuse
The tribute, tho' the casket may be plam—

The giver's heartis withat when he woos
The lyre’s mistress in umwortay strain,

Fromtheerushed flawer the fragrance willard

Respoasive to the touch by which it dics.
1. Jokn, March; 1842




