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ORIGINAL POETRY.

POBDPRBRU.
DT
.TO MY PARTNER.
Come to my all the poct’s nablest pow'r,
';ro sing of her 1 love and bless the heure

1 her ot first heheld, wl.ose lovely amilcs,
¥all many a dull and ‘tediolis hour beguiles.

Her beauteous self, ycs, next to heav'n T fove,
.. Whose esrthty joys with mine together inove;
~ Coutent with herl taste but Jittic sorrow,
Nor wish from otler joys a sbare 10 borrow.

Tositaud hear her sing some song tha loves,
(We arc as happy as iflection’s duves!) .
Enrapturd with the sweeltness of tl.e strain,
Iclasp her foudly o’cr and o’er again, ’

My only prayer to the Almighty Will,

. 1abut for her to live, and love bee still;
As when 1 0ret beheld her moilest charms,
“Till death doth clasp us in his icy anns. <

. Niagara, Nov. 1832, “EL DONADOR.”

“Original,
. A DREAM.
When slumber my eyé-lids had seal’d,
A (rir onc appeur'd to my view;
In a fanciful vision reveal’d,
And liow sweet was the pictuve Tdrew.

Her cheeks wilh carnation might vie,

Iler forehend scemy’d snow lgrom the pole,—
The arrow thot sped from her eye,

Pierc’d the inncrmost shrine sf my soul.

1er accenis enchantod my ear .
*I'was sweeter than music to-me;
And 1 ask’d while | trembed with fear,
- If she still remain’d single and froc.

My passion { straightway disclos'd,
%\tilh c)oqllgncc,g chaste and refin’d—
Ard with weansport 1 found her dispes'd
To accept of iy vews and be kind.

&he rojoined 1 am singlc and free,
To you now tender my heart:

And lier words were se pleasing tome, |
That I woke from my dream with astart,

Buch once were the dreams of my life,
. For 1 tasted tho pleasures of love;
t {hal drean was extinguisbed by swrife,
And my hwpes now reposc all ubpvé.
Lockport, N. Y. Nov. 1632,

Mea. Evrror—1 send you & few stanzas of something, I do
not know what—1I cannnt call it poetry. Il you think them
worthy a place in your invaluable miscellura'. please insert
them, und oblige A SUBSCRIBER.

STANZAS.

They say T nover was in Jove.
Pmvsure Ican’t tell why! _
There’s not a day 1 step ubréad,
But setwe sweet givl I spy.

‘Whose tonder ferm and,beauteous face,
My senees captive moke; .
And'to describe my fealings thon,
Sir Wulter’s pen *twould tuke. .

I feclso strnn%e-l knownot how,—
Tknow not how I moye;

Come tol) me—come, I'd liko to know, .
Avo not these signs of Love?

Ifnot; I cannot comprehqnd,
Its dark mystevious meaning ;
*Tis snmething ~nnmeless, I suppose,
- 'I's nothing uppertaining.
Barton, Dec. 1832
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FrE.

. Origingl.
WHAT I8 LOVE?

Nothiog Hut an idle pussion,~

Poels often cull itso;
Must | treot it in thelr (ashion?

¥onest fcelings answer, no.
Lovers cease! in vain your preacbing,

Age has turn’d your hearts to snow;
Can | profit by your teaching?

Honest nature answess, no! ELIZA.

Criginal.
LEAVING NY NATIVE LAND.
tiberniw's hoary cliffs adieu !

An éxile now, frowa thee Pm tarning
With bursting heart, though tear-drops faw,

For,uh! far deeper is wyy mourning.
Fare—fare-thce well, my native vale!

Ye mountnins blae and grotto'd bowers,
Where oft Pve wander'd to inhalce

Theodor of thy fingrant flowers.
Dear comrades all, a last adi2u !

Oh, 1 could weep ! iny soul is smarling,
To be divore’d from home and you—

Alas ! Iscarce can boar this parting.

In weslern climes I'l] ne'er forget
The jo{ous hours we spent tagether;
When oft in youthful glee wo met,— -
Yet thoughis like these my heart will wither,

~ Though destin’d far from thee to roam,
And wer the rongh Atlantic wanders *
My mind shal) dwell on thoe und home, ¢
‘Whilc round me *whelining waves meander.

And shauld T live to cross tho maih,
Il fondly nnrse the dear reflection,

That nought but deazh can break the chain,
Which links our bearts in wurm affection.

Fair blows the breeze, the anclior’s weigh'd,
Qur gallant burk o’er occan’s fly:ng,

With sheets like ont-spread wings arruy’d, |
Aud tbrough the shrouds the winds are sighing.

Once more, green Erin, fave.thee-well!
Along, u jost adicu I—Wesever,—
But nought on earth can break the spell,
That bindz my heart to thee forever.
Port Hopo, Nov, 1832.

Mr. Epiror.—Thie following linos weio written in a La.
dy’s Album ut her request, by n young man who nevor bo.
fore attempted poetry; if you think them worthy of it,
please insert them in the Garlund :

What tribute can a novico bring,

‘To graee an Albuin’s puge? .
Must] of Love or Friendship sing,

Or chant the Battle’s rage ¥

If Love—how dull would be my straia!
Iow cold and insincere ! X

The weak attempt would be but vain—
And War would force a toor.

A trifle then, I¥) only bring,
My muse’s flight to prove;

And scorn not l?rieodship'u offering—
The feeling next to Levo.

Twill not wish thee peace screne,
As sumnwuer’s cloudloss sky;

Unbrokeu by one gloomy sceno
Of cure or miscry.

For such no morta) yet hath soen,
In this cold world of sorrow ;

Wheve joy lo~-day teo oft I ween,
Betokens grief to-morrow.

Bat duily 1 invoke for thee,
A moderate share of bliss;

&ince hore on earth wo ne'er can sce,
Unchequer'd happiness.

May L from virtnons actions flow,
Mild purity of heart;

And charity for these below,
Can huppiness impart.

Anad wlicn thou Qic'st, the widow’s teav,
Aund orph w's will be sied

Their proyers will reach the cherub’s sphere,
For blussings on thy head.

Ona other wish T have in store,
Transceading all I've glven;

Oh! may’st thon know forever more,

W, W,

‘The changeloss joys of heaven. WILLIAM.
Hamliton, Nov. 1832,
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