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INTRODUCTION.

For a long time Mi- Ilowe lSked foi ww d to having
a duiing whkfi he be able 1»
vumpm-w, and puesent to the Publk in two or three

wolunx!% sen!ml litelim efforts, together
a number of his smaller poems w M moments

ci kis&e snatched at in Tv2ls fi the engrossing
of a %ery acfwe political lifé. His sudden

and ubtimély death unluppfly prevented the realization
of this ide;a4 but bis famiývj les-à-ing to cazzy out, as far
as it is in power, wbat he wisbed to accomplish,
bave deummined tu publish one vdume of selections
fir bis tha under happier - shmces would

hu appu-;meil in a larger and more complete form.
The9ý s-dectious embrace a number of 9wrt poems on

many of whkh weie vii in early
âfr,'some "fions of an unfinisbed poem. entitted
« Acadie the e" read on the tercen-

of Sha"lýSAMM-c in Halifax in ii8CM6 aràd now out



4

of prin4 and- severd.other essays; the wWe
a volum tha wiH fiÙdy iHus&ate the varied phasm
of Mr. Howes literary geniu!sý and tha it is hoped
and believed will be pfized by his many
AL the Dominiom



ACADIA.

PART FERSL

Where does the Sun its rioest radiance shed?
Where are the choicest gifts of Na 're spread?

On what blest spot does evry simp, e flower
Bear to the sense a chann of maffic power,
Whüe Fancy élothes with beauty every bâl
And music murmurs o er each crvstal rill
Where all the eye surveys can charms impart
'Mat mine, unbroken, round the generous heart?
"ILs where our household Gods securely stand
In the calm bosoin of our native land,

Where rest the bonord ashes of our Sires,
Ulhere burn, undimm"d, our bright domestic fires,

Miere we first heard a Mothees silvery tome,
And felt her lips, enraptured, meet our own,
Where we first climb'd a doting Fathers knS
And cheeed his spirit with our ï1dish gglee.

Yes, theres a feeling, that from pole to pole,
Té one dear spot still fondly links the soul,
EidIed from Home Foscari pined and died,

'And as the H-ebrew, by Euphrates side,
'11xxight of the scenes'that blest his childish hours,

Cangan's verdant groves and rosy bowers,
Ille founts of feeling, fill'd in other years,

Poued o"er his wasted cheek a flood of tears.
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IMe wand'ring Swiss, as LM the woi he
Sighs to behold the Alpine land be loves
And Wn ICI s rude, untutored, child,
With icy pinnacles arouM him piled,

Slumbers in peace upon his lichens grey,
IMough the gaunt wcH howls roSd him for his prey.

And bless the feeling, for it ever leads
To sacred thoughts and and daring deeds;

7was that illumed his eye wben Nelson feil,
rwas that which urged the unerring shaft of Tell,

Inspired the plaintive and the pàtriot strains,
I%ât Burns poued fi-eely é7er his native plains,

And breathes the influence of its, sacred fire
Oler many a chord of '-%Ioore"s seraphic lyre.
Wîth daring hand that feeling bids, me now
Twine a rude wreath around my Countrys brow,
And tho' the flowers wüd and simple be,

Take, my Acadia, tbose I twine for thee.

Peari of the West----sýince first my soul awoke
And on my eyes thy mivan beauties broke,
Since the warm, current of my "mthfül blood
Flow"d on, thy charms, of mountain mead, and flood
Have been to me most dear. Each wnmkg grace
Een in my chüdish hours I Wed to üraceý,
And, as in Bayhood o»er thy bill 1 strode,
Or on thy oamipg billows proudly rode,
At ev'ry varied scene my he;ýrt would thri%
For, storm or sunsbineý -twas my AXMtry sa.
And now, in riper years, as I behold
Each p bour some fairer charm unfold,

Acadiaý



In eN-,ry thought, in Wry wish I own,
in Wry prayer 1 breathç to Heaven's throne
My Country's weNare blends--and could my band
Bestow one floweet on my native land,
Could I but light onê Beacon fire., to guide
Ilie steps of those who, yet may be her pride,
Could I but wake one never dving strain
Which Patriot hearts might echo back again,
I'd as- no meed--no wreath of giory crave
If her smile my own Acadia gave.

appronng

'%Nlýat though the Northern winds that o'er thee
blow

Borrow fresh coolness from thy hills of snow,
And icy Winter, in his rudest form,
Breathes through* thy vaRies many a chilling storm.

Sti-Il there is health and vigor in the breeze
Which bears, upon its wing no fell disease
To taint the balmy fieshness of the air
And steal the bloom thy hardy children wear.
No withring phigue spreads o"er thy smiling plains
Its sickening horrors and soul sicke pain
No wild tôrnado, with its voice of wratI4
Spreads desolafion in its fearfui path ;

Xo parching Simoomi *s warin and sickly breath
Casts oer thy hi-Il the pallid hues of death

But Health thy rosy youth to labour cheers
A-nd teaches age to brave the blight of years.

And when mild Spfingý with e her magic power!4
SPreads der the land ber simple robe of flowers,



And fairy -- Lyrs softly secd along
Sweet as the mù*led mdody et son&
And Heavens, un ci on md ray

O'er wave and m o un ý».5z kwq;ýM to puy.,

And gentle sureaudets du %pu"" tw vaney MS-9
And Birds . repeat theîw ci love,
And clad in green thy teemirw vahs apPeaý,
Oh! then, Acadia., thS mt tilt=

'Tis Spring 1 "fis Spring 1 W"àWs reihm iS
oyer,

And North winds bend our foree grS no mSr-
AJLNow life and beauty bre.à'ý Ca cery

Bidding each heart with hope and
In flowery valey, and in kafy gxuw-ç,
Man reads in glowing fines bis MakWs Ime

Hears the bright sueam its joyous:andr-m raise,
While gent1j swelling S='hymus His praise-

The MiýL.YL1qjwei buds in simple beacny bring
Home to the heart the fir g9ad 1-1- --- spring;
A herald more attractiv Sw-er bom
Tidings to man of pleasme yet in stw;£;,
Gently reposing on its mossy bed,
In modest loveliness it rems Üs,
And yields its hugrance to theu
That lifts its leaves to rest and rewd them

Long may we greet its charms, al Morn;
Long may its buds Ac"es wâds adom
Long may its tints, so deficately rare,
Rival the bloom her Imely danÈbftn

-elamua-



Fancy neer painted to the son of song
Scenes to whkh more of Nattu 's charms belong,
lie Pimffl a brighter dress assume-
ne dark green Fir pu on a richer bloom -
ne Maple*s purple blossoms now appear,
And the Birch spreads its verdant leaflets near-

IU Spruce throws off its dark hued Winter dress--
The Poplar blooms in passing loveliness-

ne stately Hemlock and the spreading Beech,
Ileir branèbes der the gientle waters mach,
While the Oak boughs, which many a storm bave braved,
In gràcefül majesty are proudly waved
Mk bending Samach and the downy Palm,

The statéýy '-'Ub, lend every grove a charm
ne Aldees tassels wave wîth every breath-
The Laurel spreads seductive flowers, of death-

ne leafi- M-ithe and juniper are seen
Waving above the evergreen,

NNIffle the sweet Fern and arSnatic Bay
Shed perfume for the breeze to bear away.

d flowers and bursting buds are gaily spread
In rich luxm mce w n-eso'ýer we tread,

ne milk-wWte Stars are sprinkled o"er the ground-
ne rosy Clover spreads its firagranS round,

While here and there the Buttercup displays
Its golden bosom to the Sun"s bret rays,,
-ýnd azure Violets, whose Srulean dye
Boasts of a deeper blue th2n BeauWs eye.

Each loy-ely flower, and tail majestic bree
Speak to the Spiri4 gentle Sprin& of thee.

Acadia.



There the smooth lake its glassy bosom shoWs,
Calm as the wearied spirit's last repose;
Here frowns the beetling rock high o'er the tide,
Fanned-by the branches of the forest's pride;
Here gently sloping banks of emerald dye -

Kiss the pure waves that on them softly lie,
While buoyant flowers, the lakesunsullied daughters,

Lift their bright leaves above the sparkling waters.
There foams the torrent down the rocky steep,
Rushing away to mingle with the deep,

Shaded by leaves and flowers of various hues
Here the small rill its noiseless path pursues,

While in its waves wild buds as gently dip
As kisses fall on sleeping Beautys lip.

So blooms our country-and in ages past,
Such the bright robe that Nature round her cas4
Ere the soft impress of Improvement's hand,
By science guided, had adorned the land,&

Ere her wild beauties were by culture grâced,
Or art had touched what Natures pencil traced

When on her soil the dusky Savage strayd,
Lord of the loveliness his eye survey'd ;

When through the leafy grove and sylvan dell,
His fearful shout or funeral chant would swe%
While death notes breathed on every passing gale,

And blood bedew'd the flowers that sprung along the vale.

But let us pause, nor deem the labor vain,
O'er scenes which never can return again.

From shore to, shore see stately woods extend,
And to the wave teçir verdant shadows lend,

Acadia.10



No treacherous steel assails their stems of pride,
To God they bow, but stoop to none beside,

And 'neath thé shelter of these ancient groves,
The Cariboo with fearless footstep roves,
Or the gay «Nloose in jocund gambol springs,
Croppingr the foliage Nature round him, flings.
No gallant sails o'er ocean's bosom sweep,
No k-eel divides the billows of the deep
That fling o'er rock and shoal their dizzy spray,
Or, softly murmuring, seek some lonely bay.

But see, where breaking through the leafy wood,
Ile .\ýlicmac bends beside the tranquil flood,

Launches his light canoe from. off the strand,
And plies his paddle with a dexterous hand
Or, as his bark along the water glides,
-With slender spear his simple meal provides;
Or mark his agile figure, as he leaps

From crag to crag, and still his footing keeps,
For fast before him. flies the despiate Deer,
For life is sweet, and death she knows is near.
No hound or horse assist hiin in the chase,

His hardy limbs are equal to the race,
For, since he left, unswathed, his mother's back
They*ve been familiar with each sylvan track ;
Thev*ve borne him daily, as they bear him, now,
Swift through the wood, and o'er the mountain's brow
But mark-his bow is bent, his arrow flies,
And at his feet the bleedincr victim. dies.

M'hile o'er the fallen tenant of the wild
A moment stands the forest's dusky child

Acadia. 11



12 Acadïa.

From his dark brow ' his long and 9ýssy hair
Is softly parted by the gentle air.

The glow of pride has flush'd his manly cheek,
And in his eye his kindled feelings speak.
For, as he casts his proud and fearless glance,

O'er each fair feature of the wide expanse,
The blushing flowers-the groves of stately pine-
The glassy lakes that in the sunbeams shine-
The swelling sea-the hills that heavenward soar-
The mountain stream, meandering to the shore-
Or hears the birds' blythe song, the woods'deep tone--
He feels, yes proudly feels, 'tis all his own.

Thus, as the am'rous Moor with joy survey'd
The budding beauties of Venetia-s maid,

Drank in the beamings of her love lit eve
Her bosom's swell, the music of her sigh

He felt, and who can tell that feelinors bliss,
Moor though he was,"auties all were his.

With practised skill he soon di',Mes his prey,
Then to his home pürsues his devious way

Throuo,h many an Alder copse, and leafy shade,
And well known path by former ramble made,
To where a little cove,, that strays between
Opposing hills, adds beauty to the scene

Which natures hand has negligently dressed
With charms well suited to the Indian's breast.

The Camp extends along the pebbly shore,
A sylvan city, rude as those of yore,

By Patriarch hands within the desert bui,14
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M'hen fresh from Eden's joys- and Eden's guilt
Like those, 'tis man's abode where round him. twine

Those ties that make a wilderness divine,
No architectural piles salute the sky,
No marble colum'n, strikes the gazers eye,
The solemn grandeur of the spacious hall,
The stuccoed ceiling and the pictured wall,
Art's skilful hand may sedulously rear,
The simple homes of Nature's sons are here.

Some slender poles, with tops together bound,
And butts inserted firmly in the ground,

Form the rude frames-oer -which -are closely laid
forming, grateful shade,

Birch bark and fir bou,r,,hs, 12>
And shelter from the storm, and sunny ray
Of summer noon, or winters darker day,
A narrow opening, on the leeward side,
O'er which a skin is negligently tied,
Forms the rude entrance to the Indian's home-

Befittin'o, portal for so proud a dome.
fire is blazing brightly on the ground-

Cm;? 4..Y
The motley inmates scatterd careless round.

Some strip the maple, some the dye prepare,
Or weave the basket with assiduous care
Others, around the box of bark entwine
Quills, pluck'd from off the Il fretful porcupine,"
And which may form, when curiously inlaid,
A bridal offering to some dark-eyed maid.

Some shape the bow, some form the featherd dart,
Which soon may quiver in a foeman's hearL
The Squaws proceed, upon the coals to broil,

.
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Steaks cut from. off the new1y furnished spoü,
And these wîth lobsters, roasted Mi the she%
And eels. by Indian pr,,ýdates loved, so weH,

Complete their frugal féast, foir sweet conten4
'%Vhieh thrones have note mak-es rich the Indian"s tent

As to the West the gîorious Sun retires,
IMe kindle up their smouldering fires,
The aged Chiefs around the tents, repose,
The dark Papoose to laugh and gambol goes
'While vouths and maidens to the green advancç,
And clustering round, prepare them for the dance.
Nor smile ye modern fair, who float along,

IMe dazzling spirits of. the nightly thron&
%Vafted by mingled music's softest tone,
'%V'ith fashions every gracearound ve thrown,

Smile not at those, who, ere your su-es vere born,
Danced on the very spot you. now adorn,
Kindling, with laughing eyes, loves ballowyd, fireý

And swe gallani hearts with fond desire-1

Crossing his legs upon a mossy seat,
With maple wand a youth begins to beat
On some dried bark, with measured time- and sIoîwý
A soft low tune--his voices, sôlenm flow
Mingling with every stroke. IMe dance begins,

Not such as now the modern fair one
To mazy evolutions, wild and Eree,

Where forms of radiant beauty seem to be
Like beavenly pIanetsý whifling round at wifl,

Yet by fixed laws controll'd and govez 'd stffl,

Acadia.14.



But slow and measured as the musicls tone,
To which the dancers first beat fime alone,

.Nfurm'ring a low r :)onse. A broken shout,.
To mark the chanVng ibme, at times rings 1 out,

M'hen all is soft, and faint, and slow again,
Tilly by degrees, the music"s swelling strain,
Sweeps through the Warriors' souls with rushi'-, tide,
Rousing each thought of glory and of pride
Then, while the deeds of other davs return

IBY music's power clothed in "rds that burn,
M'hen evn the Dead, evo-ed by mem'rys spell,

Burst into life, to f;,crht where once they félI,,
" savage joy the dancere eves bespeak.,
" deeper tinge pervades each maiden"s cheek,
The glossy clusters of their long dark- h-ai
Are floating wildly on the evning air,
As from ihe earth, with fiuntic bounds thev sprin&
And rock and grove iwith shouts of triumph ring

Fhus we may see the R,her steal along
Noiseless and slow, fill gwwing deep and strongý

Its turbid waters féamý and curve, and leap,
Dashing with starding echo down the steep.

For ages, thus, the 3Ecmac trod our soit
The chase bis pasfime, war bis only toit
'Till o'er the main, tW-adventurous Briton steeed,
And in the wild, bis sylvan dwelliiig reaed,'

With heari of steel, a thousand perils met
And won the land his chidren tread on yet

IN'hen first the s eve discerned the saïl

1
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Expa dingr to, the gentle southern galeý
tsta . d wildly up the momtain side,

And loo "d with doubting,,aze along the tideý
Deeming, he saw some giant sea bird"s wing
Cleave the ligght air, and ôper the waters fling
Its featherv shadow. As. the Barik drew nigh,

He thought some spirit of the deep blue s-y
Had, for a time, forsook its, peerless home
NVith the red Hunter Wer the vilds to roam
1()r that a God had left his coral cave,
To breathe the air, and sim along the wave.
Lost in amaze the lordly savage stood

Conceal'd mrithinihe foliage of the wood,
And watch'd the proud Ship, as she winid ber way,
l'dl she cast anchor in the shelteed, bay.
Bu4 when the white man landed on the shore,
His dream of Gods and Spirits soon was o'er,

He saw them rear their dwellingus on the sod
Where his free fathers, bad for ages trod;

He saw them thoughtlessly remove the stones
His hands had gatherd o'er his, parents7 bones
He saw them fell the trees which they bad spared,
And war, eternal war, his, soul declared-

PART sîSNricý.
.41

As Britain's Son hangs. der the M tork page,
Fraught with the records of a darker ageý

'%Nlien o'er his, feeble land eacb wan£ring horde
Of rude Barbarians, roved, vith fire 2nd sword,

m

16 Acad;k
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when fireedoW-s shrÎne, by lawless power profiuied2
many a gSy r- was, stain7d,.0

M-Me foui cnnu ession 0ler the spirit duew
IMe ge '- fl ience of its sombre hue.
He lifts his eye., and sees his, fbg f md%
-lhe hope---the guide--the glory of a werldý
Swn-cys the fabrir, spiendid and sublime,
Mimse arch, Ue Heaven"-% extends, hom clime to CI i uie-

M-boLre pfllars, lâe the dreadful anget stand
On the deep sea., as fi as on the land,

M-hfle eneath the doine de sun of cz-- eeams_
L -

Relici-m cheexý-jmàgin;afS dream%
Tk Muses Lyre ennobling thoýglbts reca&%
And An his 0 easm es hmmgs arouqd the walls-
st,.ck ,ith the change., his, tears embalm, the 4ýýd

M-hcwle paujot blood on many a field was, shedý
M-hom-.e ferx-id eloquence the land awoke,

M-hose Z*ed minds 1 " & ioWs fetters broke,
Wl)e. ae the fire by nigh14 the cloud by day2hum the reaims of bondage led the way;ont 1 W

Who r"redý by cea-seless, toit the e
whose shade reposing mi-luims simile.

Thus, %lüe Acadi;is charms, my eve sS vq ýs
My soulrunbedeng tums to Other da.!sý
M-hen the 5tout-hearted reaed amidst the wood,

lleiir syh-an Homes,, and by their thir !sholds, stood
m-nh -rýn resoive the savage tn-bes, to, braveï
And win a peaceful dwelluý& or a grave.
Cone are the Paüiaýýmt we still may weep
Where " the E IL f- - of Our deep- »

17



Acadia.

For us ffiey freely poued lifes ci mon fidoý,-
For us they laboed, and for us they died.
And thme they rest in no time honoied. tomb,
Acadia7s wild flowers oer their ashes bloom-
Oh! could now her smiling'fields. behold,
M-hile in the breezes wave their crops of gold,
While on her thousand hills, her children stand,

And PéaS and Plenty crown the happy land,
'17vrould glad their Spirits, like soine Seraph"s su-ain
To know they had not toiJed, and died in vain-

Ilbey felled the forest trees with sturdy stroke,
The soit with gentle culture broke,
Scatteed the fruiffid seeds the stumps between,
And Ceres lured to many a sv-Ivan scene-
IM.en rose the Log House by the water side,

Its seams by moss and sea weed well supphed,
Its roof with bark o'erspread-4ts humble door
Hung on a twisted withe----ffie earth its floor,

Wth stones and hardehd élay its chimney form"d,
Its spacims.hearth by hissing green wood warmed.
k9und which, as night her deep'ning shadows throws,

IMe Hamlet!s wearied inmates circling close.
The sturdy settler laysehis axe aside,

M-hich all day long has quell'd the féresfs pride.
The wooden cleats, that from the walls extend,
Receive his gun, his oft tried faithful fiiend,

Which crowns his fruggal board with plenteous meals,
And guards his rest when sleep his eye-fids, suls-

As c a ati o - thé miser locks, bis store, -



Ile anxious parent barricades the door,
Then, having cleansed the ba1sam from his palm,
He bends him down, to where with cheek- as calm
As summer evýnîngs close, his Infant lies >
Breathincr as sôftly as a floweret skhs,
And while a fathers transports swell his breast
" kiss upon lits coral lips is press"d.
" look of earnest rapture fondly given,
" prayer, in silent gladnesst breathed to Heaven.
Meanwhile his wifé, the mother of his child,

His dear companion in the dreary wild,
Spreads o'er his humble board their evning fare,

And soothes his spirit with assiduous care,
Returns with grateful lips and fond embrace,

The kiss imprinted on her Babe's sweet face.
.Ud while ber eye betrays a mothers pride.

Points to her first-born, standing by her side,
Who waits the signal to his arins to spring,
And round his neck with filial transport cling-

1

Their supper o'er, the grace with fervor said
Another log upon the fire is laid,
%nd, as the blaze its cheefing 1 bestow%
'Me happy pair their seats togeth 4ose,
The Fathers arm, the Mothers waist entwines,

Wàile on their knees the fair-haired Boy reclines,
A prattling go-between, whose heart oerflows,
=changing kisses each in turn bestows,
And oft he begs the story nightly told,
Of monstrous giants slain by jack the bold
Or begs his, mother to repeat once more,

Aca,ùk ig



Some thrilling ballad fmm her fruitful store;
And as the simple notes melodious rise.,
The tears, uncaH'd, bedew the parents'eyes,

'%Vhose thougbts are borne to, scenes, now far away,
Where first their ears drank in tha simple lay ; %

While " absent friend-%" h-ke spirits round them, throng,
By Mem'ry painted with a tint as strong

As though but yesterday the joyous smile
Beam"d from those eyes, that, once in Albions isle,

Their rays of g1adness scatteed oer the flowers
Of hope and joy, in childhood"s sportive hours.

llci% hal forgetfùl of their present lot
They rove o'er scenes that ne'er can be forge.,

The joys and griefs of Ide---the light and shade
Of early thought that neer froin memory fade
Transport theîr spirits oer the Atlanties féam,
And bid them welcome to their island home-
As now their loved boy rests upon their knee,
The ' v nestled once, as light of heart as he
Anon they stand beside týe narrow bed,

And hear cold earth on aged temples spread,
And mark the ù-u-x--à--u'-g sob and tearful eve
That send to their lone hearts a sad reply,

The sSne is changed--iipon a verdant sea4
A glassy s amlet at their fée4
Fast by a cr âblirig castle, where decay
W'îthýýnt tooth gnaws stone by stone away,
A gallant oak, overhead,
To guard the simple flowers around them spread;

AMAL20



Clasp'd to each othees bosom they recline,
Mffle, from, each hearts, thomable mine,
Ile wealth of mutual love, so long conceaied,

By Passion"s magic power is all revealed ;
And while their hearts wi6th rapturous 1 feelings swel4

Vows are xhanged, they long had burned to telL

And then on Afflon"s distant shore they stand,
And féel the parting grasp of many a hand,
And see kind eves bedewd with many a tear,

While fond farewells fall heavy on the earý
And scenes they never shall behold again,
And thoughts that burn are thronging on the brain.

" Why do you weep ?" exclaim their gentle Boy,
Who knovs not what obscures the general joy,
Mlho understands not how the shadowy past

O'er present bliss, a sombre ýýud may cast
The fond enquiry, and the' ous glance,
Arouse their SP-ts fi-om theii wa-ing trance,
And absent firiends, and Albion's polish'd isle,
Are banishd by their pratding playmatels mile.

Then other thoughts succeed-while Hope displays
IMe prepwed, to gild their future days ;

And thus muse, and plan-now sad, now blest,
IM Nature warns them. to their wonted rest.

For them no statély canopy is spread
Dried fern and withered. leaves compose their bed-
Rough. couch-but still their waning strength it cheers,
For Labour sweetens, it, and Love endears.
How oft Ambition, on his, softest down,
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Implores the God of Skep bis caves to dWown
How oft the châd of CommerS uies

To calm his thoughts and close his sletpler»s eyes,
While Slumber mocks bis unavmTmg praver

And seeks the hut to surew its p-jjý them

M-hy starts, the motber fr tha soft repose?
Wh at mèans the horror that ber koks disclose ?

My are her children éLisped mi cageir.-care,
Mile Hope s'emswMy-su Despair?

Mly has the father seized the and lizoffé,
Li-e one resolved to combat Dea& for Life,
And -tield no vantage tha bis arm can hold
Though hungry wolves 2 his gmtk fold ?

Hark- to that horrid and soul-piercing vell
That seems the war-cry of a fiend hum Hell
That starts the raven - ftom die lofty pine

On which he closeitjuis at daes decEne.
And echoing back fi-ouf thë sSz- fi - hil%
The beating hearts " Ime 6bmage chi]]Xv e - -
For Hate, Revenge., àýa 3turdWs tone,
Tell them the ýJicm.-Ws -à-O-k me round -thrown.

From the wild caver ou the forest
By steaithy march their slc;-w-- was made-

Now, by the spreading f ceaied,
Nowy by some sudden OP7Bà reVe2ý
As to the setflers dweEàng'dwýr chew nigb,
And gazed upon it with mu e%e.
'Twas vet he noon wben it qwm%;ý,&a in
But for his work the 1 kwes *e
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In patient ambush round théy lay,
Content to finger ere they seized their Preyý

71ey marked the settler at his weary moit
And smiled to think how theyd repay his toa
Saw hîm partake the draught his boy would bring
To cheer his labor, from the cry týaI spring,
And vow"d, e7ér mornines dawfi, their souls- should

laugh,
While the parcWd earth his blood sbould hiwy quaff;

And when he sought his home at eventide,
Té taste the pleasums of his dear fireside.,

Wth cars attentive-4ootsteps %ýht and true,
And treacherous, hearts, around the eaves they drew,
Lsten'd the song the'mother sung her child,

Heard'the fight converse that the bours, beguiled,
And joyed to think the time would not be long

Ere midnighis cries would féHow evenines song.

M'hen sleep, bad élosed the weary cottars eyes,
Ther so-jet to take the slumberers, by sur PrLse-
EssayM the door, and then the-iindow tried.
W-1th zentle mssure, studious1v applied,
Nor knew how %ýht a doting mother sleeps,

q1hen neair ' ber babes its watch the spirit keeps.
ne first faint whLsper of alarm within,
Convinced themi force, not fraud, their pirey niust wim

Twas tht--n their shout of fierce defiance rose,
While List and vehement their heav y blows

On dom -ind shutter difigently fell,
Each followed by- a wild tumultuous veil
Nor are the ' .- *-- idl ogs of Wood,
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Trunks, cribs, whate'er can make defences good,_
Are piled against the bars that still are true,
Despite the efforts of the howling crew.

This done, the gun is seized-the Father fires,
Chance guides-a groan-one bleeding wretch ex-

pires. il
Again he loads, again a savage dies-

Again the yells upon the welkin rise,
Hope half persuades that till the dawn of day
The fierce besiegers may be kept at bay.

What scene so dark,, what stroke of fate so rude,
That Hopç canne a moment!s space intrude?
But soon he flies, for now an Indian flings

Himself upon the roof, which loudly rings
To every stroke the polished hatchet lends;

The bark which bears him, to, the pressure bends,
It yields-it breaks-he falls upon the floor-

One blow-his fleeting term of fife is o'er,
The settler's axe has dashed his reeking brain

Upon the hearth his soul had sworn to, stain.
Fast through the breach two others downward leap,
But, ere they rise, a knife is planted deep
In one dark breast, by gentle INoman"s hand,
Who, for her hpusehold, wields a household brand
The axe has clove the other to the chin.
But now, en masse, the shrieking fiends leap in,
Till wounded, faint, o'erpowered, the Fatheir falls
And hears the shout of triumph shake his walls.
The wretched Mother from her babe is tom,

Which on a red right hand aloft is borne,
Then dashed to, earth before its Parents eyes,
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And, as its form, deform'd and quivering lies,
Life from its fragile tenement is trod,

And the bruised, senseless, and unsightly clod,
Is flung into the soft but bleeding, breast

To which so late in smiling peace 'twas press'd.

Nor does the boy escape the smouldering fire
Is stirredý-and, as its feeble flames aspire

In wanton cruelty they thrust his hands
Into the blaze, and on the reddening brands,
Li-e Montezuma bid him seek repose
As though his coùch were but a perfumed rose.
Sated -tiith blood, at length thé scalps they tear
Ere life be yet extinct--ý-fqF these, with care,
The Indian tribes, lik-e prècious coins, retain

To count their victories, and the victims slain.

Now plunder follows death-then one applies
Fire to, the bed, from which the'flames arise
Fiercely and fast, as anxious to efface
All record of so sad, so foul a place.
Around the çot the Indians form a ring,

And songs of joy and triumph wildly sing
With horrid'gesture and demoniac strain,

Then plunge into'lhe forest depths again.

Such are the scenes Acadia once display'd
Such was the price our gallant Fathers paid

For this fair land, where now our footsteps rove
From lake to sea, from cliff to, shady grove,
Uncheck'd bv Peril, unrestrained by fear
Of more unfriendly ambush lingering near
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Than timid rabbits lurking in the fern
And peeping forth your worst intent to learn
Or mottled squirrel, frisking round the pines
To seek the buds on which he lightly dines
Or featherd fav'rites, who, on ev'ry spray
Cheer and enchant with many a simple lay,
And though their plumage canhot boast the dyes

That deck the féather'd tribe 'neath milder skies.
Their ev'ning songs can sweeter strains impart
To charm, the list'ning ear, or touch the heart.

While in her backward flight, the Muse essays
To paint the gloomy scenes of darker days,

The bloody--5trife, the discord, and the fears,
That soiled Acadia's infant face with tears-

That checked improvemen4 kept repose at bay,
And frighten'd bright eyed science far away;

Her vision rests with retrospective glance
Uspon the stately Oriflamme of France,
As on the fresh'ning breeze each lilied fold,

Gleam'd in the ray of mornings dazzling gold,
And from Port Royal's rude but massy wall

Proud warning gave, that here the valiant Gaul
With Englands Sovereign clairrM divided sway,
And strove from. England's crown to tear away

nis western gem-then rayless and obscure,
Kow, wrought by time, so p* reciious and so pure.

In vain he strove-in vain his thunder peal'd
O'er many a s4ftled wave and gory field,-
In vain his wamors trod Acadia's hills-
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In vain their blood ran down the mouritain rills
To lose its tint in Ocean's boundless wave,

As fades the purple cloud diffused o'er Heavens blue
nave.

ýThe alternate conquest, stratagem, and toil,
The leaguer'd fortress and the cruel spoil,
The patient ambush and the dire surprise,
The warrior's groan, the maiden's streaming eyéý-,--
The Muse might paint-of fair La Tour might tell,
M'ho bravely stood where sturdy warriors fell.

True to her faith, her country and her l'ord,
With hiuh soul'd valor waved her husband's sword
Spurn'd at the foe-their worst revenge defied,
And check'd their power with all a woman's pride,
T'Îll sold, betrayed, a cruel victor's hand
Tore from her gentle grasp the purple brand,--
Forced her to view her faithful followers fall

Unarm'd. beside their long defended wall-
Forced her the ignominous cord to wear,

Unseemly ornament of neck so fair.

O'er gallant d'Anville's fate the Muse might bend,
And freshening tints to fading memory lend-

Miuht paint the flee4 as oer the western waves
It bore the warriors to, ignoble graves,

While hope, and joy, anticipations proud,
Swell'd the warm bosoms of the active crowdl

Who in their dreams, Acadia's bosom press'd,
And called it theirs. Within thàt bosom rest

Their mouldering bones-their shatterd ships repose,
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Where Bedford"s placid waveabove them flows-
-Their disappointinent, !ýufférî'ngs and despair,

Ile Muse reluctant leaves to dark Traditions care-

For, ere a moment rests ber wearied wing-
E'en sadder scenes across ber spirit

Their sic-'ning shades, of anguish. and of woe,
And bid ber tears in sorrowing gushes flow.
Oh ! for the Bard of Auburns melfing strain.
Oh! for a Harp whose strings are tuned to, pain,
To sing the horrors of that fatal dav

N%-hen from their homes and country torn away,
The sons of Minas left Acadias shore

To weep, and wander, but retuor no more,- «
To rove o"er hilis, and hear in every tone

Of whisp'ring wind&---ý" Oh! these are not mine own
To pluc- froin southern výaJes, the fairest flowers,

And fling them by with thoughts, of childhoods bours-
To .mark strange forms--to seek -Y-ain to trace

SomË sign of k-indred in each unknown face,-
To hear, where all are calm and joyous rSmd,

A general discord- in each social sound,-
To feel-what Kxiles féel--that earth7-s wide breast
Contains but one dear spot where they would rest,

A grave of native mould-whose IlWry sod
The buoyant steps of childhood lightly trod-

àlefliinks 1 see the sad and N throng,
'%%"ith slow and measured fôotsý move along-

Now looking back, and, the stax us'ug tear,
Gazing their last on all their hearts hold deari---..

1
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The joyous streamiet, whose refreshing wave
Strength to their fainting spirits freely gave,-

The budding corn they fondly hoped to reap,
The sportive flocks that round the pastures leap,
The verdant fields their tÔils had taught to bloorE4
The stately woods, whose reverenfial gloom
A holy fervor to their prayers supplied,
As bow'd their knee at placid eventide.
Oh! power divine! that by a thousand ties
Can bind the heart to all that round it lies,

How many tender thoughts the bosom swell
M'hen e'en to woods and wilds we say fareweIL

Methinks as on the sorrowing Exiles move,
1 see their pathway strewed by those they love,
IIark the pale cheek-, the swoll"n and streaming eye,
And hear the burstinc, sob and thrillin« cry;
M'hile aged temples to the dust are bow*d,
And wailin'g infantý swell the mournful crowd

Iro Boyhoods breast the form of Beauty springs,
And, round his neck- with frantic fondness clings,
M-hile look-s that waft the eloquence of years,

From, soul to soul: are beaminer through their tears.
The Father stoops, while vet he may, to trace

His manly features in his infanfs face,
To soothe the anguish of the hea,%ing breast,
That form"d the pillow of his nightlv rest,
And k-nows that ere a few short hours e--pire

His Wife will want a mate, his child a sire-

Methinks I hear the solemn hyrýn they sung,
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Té calm the cries that' the welidn rung,
To raise their thoughts to Him ýLwhose wil ear
The Widow's moan and OrphaWs hear.

Methinks 1 see the sa unfurl'd,
ýMe azure waters by the zephyrs cm M,

M'hile far and wide the flickering flames arise
From burning cots, whose blaze the net defies,

While round their light the fdeted watch dogs bay,
And seek the hearth where erst loved to, play.

But when the floweis shall oler hîs ashes spring
M'ho now his countrys charins essays to sing;

'%N'hen on the sod that decks his lowly rest
The wanderers féot unconsciously is pressed
And when his spirits dim, and fading fire

Returns to Him who, breathed it o7er the Ivre
M7hen bis untutored verse and humble name
Not e'en a siggh froin dreamirýg, mem'ry claïm
Still my Acadia, may the gentle gales
Fan into loveliness thy peacefùl Y-ales;
Still mav thv thousand streamlets raise their song
Of -joyous music as they steal along;
SÛR mav the brilliant beains of çdence shine,
And learniiia-'s boundless storès of wealth be thine
St'll may the muse, to simple nature true,
Her wreaths of fadeless, verdure twine for you

Still may thy Fair-nefflecfing flimsy art,
Charm by the holy magic of the beart;
May manly breasts with noble feelings tbrill
And freemen proudly roam, der every hill;
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t,%M may the stoms tha rush éPer rock and wave
In theïr ftS passage never mieet a slave-

Ulo has not marked with an d «% exle,
As, storms and clÔzmls obscured ilhe arching sky,
TW hosffle elements dSk warfare cease
de lovdv and mmods of peace?
No longer 7d by paring fées,,
Thas has Acadia féand a sweef repose:
Wàr? and 6 scenes of hardship and of arife
Ille savager, and the bloody knifé-
The àege.,--94uLse,--the rescue and
Ilie mothere shriek,---the maidéne
The manly stiý and the midnet fray,

Wth aU their horror% wbeTe, Oh! where are they?
Gosea the records of a féarful age

In dark Tradition"s stores, or HistoWs, page-,
Of scemes like fbese vou now shal find'no trace
On 1-mîr --Icadia«s calm and smffinger f are-

Uer the -stout hearts that death and dabger braved,
Ile flag of Etitaim çsoon %ictorious wayed.
Pùý r-mDes. oncý now freely blend
In hap. y union, each the o-thers fiiend
Stri as nobly for the general grood

As once tbeir faihers 4zuove in field-s of blood-
Here Emfflames,sons, bv fortune led to main,

Now find a peaceful and a happy home -.
llx-- Scouimian rears his dwellingr by some streaý
So ae to tha which blends with boybood"s drearril
That present joys with old world tboughts combined
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Repress the sigh for those he left behind. Y
And here the wanderer from. green Erin"s shore
Tastes of delights he seldom, knew befSe-
He toils beneath no laws unequal weight.
Né rival parties tempt his soqù to hate;
Nô lordly Churchman passes oer his field,
Té share the fruits the generous setsons yield.
%Vîth joy, Acadia welcomes to, her swand
These venturous wanderers froin their Fathedand-
A Ilothees love bestows---with pride, beholds
Them mark the charms her simple form s -

CMen to her breast with filial rapture élinge
,.And, cast their lot beneath her pleasant wingý

111%,

%Vîth equal pride a numerous race she rears,
Sons of those sire's who braved the Indian spears
And those whove sprung froin that dev-oted barkdý
'Who, when rebeffion reared its impious
Spite of her faults, to -Albion's standard tnie,

Fought "neath its folds, fill fate her power o7erthrew
IMen soiýcrht amidst Acadias wilds to'daim.
A Briton's feelings, and a Briton's name-
B-at see, extending upon every side,
Ver Cottage Homes! Acadiaýs noblest pride

There honest Industry, by daily toil,
Covers w-th firuits and flowers his native soil
And calm contentment, with an Angel*s airý

-Ud. humble hopes, and smiling joýj%-s, are there-

But ha--ý> not time---that drowned the dim of armsý
De-faced. Acadia7s nild and simple ch rms.
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Broke the deep spells of woodland solitude,
And banished nature with a hand too rude?
Oh! no, together Art and Nature reign,

Smile on the mountain top and deck the plain
Though Labors hand full many a scene has cleared,

Of all that erst upon its face appeared
Yet there are spots by Art still unprofaned
Where Nature reigns as ages since she reigned-

Such sweet Lochaboe * Sydneys sylvan pride,
Lake of the woods, the orestsgentle bride-
It-is thv lot to be Lifes ubblincr stream
Must cease ere 1 forget the vi-tid dream
Of olden time,, that tranced me as 1 stood,
]Beneath the sfiadows of thine ancient wood.
Fresh is the vision, yes 1 see thee yet-

A sparkling, Dipmond in an Emerald set-
The morninc,'s sun illumes thy placid wave

M-here chaste Diana micht her beauties lave,
Nor fear to be observed-so deep--profound.
The ' lulling st'illness, that prevails aroundL
M-indinor,- in graceful folds, 'twixt hills that rise
On either side, fair Lochaber lies.
Now to the eve its crlon-ing charms revealed,

xo,%Vy li-e a bashful Beautv'. half concealed
Beneath the robe of spotless green she wears,
The rich profusion of a thousand vears.
No axe profane has touched a single bough,
No sod has yet been broken by the plough
Far down the ancient trees reflected lie
Stem, braich, and leaf, like fairy tracery

M - 1 1 -- -1 -M
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Wêve round the homes of soine enchanting race,
17he guLardian, nymphs of this delightfül place-

Such is the scene, beneath Canaans heigh4
'M'here Nature seems to shrink from human sight;

And shun the intruding step, and curious eye,
That seek to know where her deep, mysteries lie.

There t you stand, beside that stream,
Nor ought of man or of his doings, dream, ;

%MÙle high above you towers the riffed rock,
Crowned by old groyes, unscathed by tempests shock
As from the steep its waters spripg

And at pur feet their broken féam. wreaths Ring.

'Tis eveningý and the suns refifing ray
From rock and hill is fâding fast away;
Yet, lik-e a friend who parts but for a while,
'%Vears, as he bids farewell, his sweetest smile.
The gentle breeze that blows from off the shore
Scarce curls the blue wave as it dances oer-

'%V-ith loaded bill the sea bird seeks its nest
To feed its youngý or taste the sweets, of rest.
Acadia*s hardy son, with ready hand,

His frail bar- launches from her rock-y strand,
Hoists his white sail befère the gentle wind

And leaves his humble home, far, far behind-
Born on the wave, accustomed to its, swell,
His, manly bosom loves its motion well.

His reckless. spirit toil nor danger féars,
M'hile for the sréa, his, dauntless course he steers
Ocean and Oceans storms he nightly bravef%
For God has cast bis bread upon the waves.
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As t,%ilight fades, and all around is dark,
He furls his, sail and moors his little bark ;
And as his, line to ocean's depths descends
In patient hope he o'er the gunwale bends,

d if with plenty Heaven his pravers shall bless,
Heeds not the toil thafs followed by success.

But if kind fortune should refuse to smile,
Thought, busy thought, will many an hour beguile
Tbx swelling billow rarely breaks his rest,
But ems the hea-t-ing of a mothers breast,
For now the moon is up, anýýl her pride
Of pomp and splendor rests upon the tide
Dear to the Lover is, her silver gleam,
Dear, doubly dearý the Poet loves her beam

But, holier fàrý the charms, her smiles impart,

-10 cheer the lonely Fi-sher"s drooping heart.

But see, von little cloud, slow rising o"er
The horizon"s edge, is spreading more and more
Though but a speck, when first it met the eve,
"lis steafing fast oer all the bright blue sky,
l'dl a-e the conq'rers path, although we find
Beauty before, theres nought but orloom behind.
The ' are up, and oer the arch of Heaven

Wîth many a crash the fiery bolts are driven,
While waves oer waves in Alpine grandeur rise,

As though they spurned the threatenings of the skies.
Ile F-shees moorii-ng parts, and high in air

Ris Bark is tost, but yod he feels is there ;
Down in some frightfül gulf it next descends,

But still on s1till and coolness he depends.
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Back to the shore bis - -- - comse be stem
And his heart gladdem as a appp2rç;
But see, yon mety waye comes roifing on,
Where is, his Bark? to oceam ca% %W:s gSe

And where is, he ? wq aM in Ïbe bdkWs fSm
MýIhiIe Maddening of ri"-kirP" and of home
Nerve his strong 2rm and animate bis

Life the rich prize.-the shore the kmged for goal-

For oh 1 tis hard upon tlu-- aç to die
With our own firelet jejczming in the eye.

But vain his for bis sbSUming breath
And wearied limbs speak of deatL

Ere light winged Hope descris mi a sigb,
He casts one eamest fingming kok on kg% -
And that omniscient ]Eye wWich IùéIîýî, Wer ait

And even notes the Émy spmiow's faIL
Beholds and pities, and whùe Iffé 1 1 1:212
A billow wafts him and the bemâ he o=mm-

Lull'd on the lap of hvawy and case,
With cheeks unfanned but bm- the mâîest breeze,

The listless sons of weaIth and pride repose
Nor heed the poor man7s toë---libe pSr man«Is woes.
Oh! little think the. y when the smm-s of Heai4n

Around their sheltered homes am wMy driven ;
M'hile round their warm and brbûv bwming fires

M-it lends, its, mirth, and BeauWs smae« MSPffes;
Oh! little dream thev haw Many Poor
Industrious, activeý «* dw car
T cil- on the waste of waters--wb& the

36 Acadk



37

a M M a

And sleet and snow, f1wir manly limbs.assail;
How many pkg wives, and children mourn,
Ile loss of those who never can return.

Inured to toil, with the storm,
Around our coast these hardy boatmen swarm,
W th nerves well strung to battle with the wave,
And souls as free as are the winds they brave.
Acadia loves to hear her rock-y shores
Echo the music of their dashing oan;
And h2il the offspring of her sea girt strand
T h e S -u-m- the pride, and sinews of her landL

But let the Muse the willing fancy- bear
Home wi the Boatman, and behold him. there
Safe from the stormy peril of the deep,
W-th grateful heart he climbs the rocky steep,

Té where, just Clinging to, the mountain side
His humble cot o'erlooks the troubled tide.
Through the clear pane he fondly stops to, gaze,
And sees, around the cheerful fagoiCs blaze
His little happy flock, his hope and pride,
'Whose 1 eyes adorn his fireside,-
Twx) mend. the net, a thîrd, with wonder, reads
Of Crusoes haïrbreadth %capes and daring deeds,
And as strange scençs his infant thoughts, beguile,

Half wishes he were cast on Crusoes Isle-

With brow that RI her care conceaLs,
The watchfül mother to the casement steals,
And tries to pierce, with an enqu'«ng eyeý

Ile gloom that ens earth and sky,
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Trembles at every gust that wildly raves,
While her thoughts fly to him upon the waves

As the wind rises, still her fears increase,
A step,-a voice-2tis his, and all is peace.

- Oh! Love, in stately dome, or princely bower,
Man owns thy holy soul-subduing power,
Feels that the sweetest charm- his spirit knows
From thy unsullied, sacred foùntain, flows
For splendor sheda cold and cheerless glare,
If Love diffuse no ray of gladness there ;

Buti if you have a still more precious charm,
A smile more lovely, or a ray more warm,
Oh! it is that which fondly lingers o'er
The rude and lowly cabins of the poor.

Their humble meal the mother now prepares,
O'er which they soon forget their former cares;

The children's prattle crowns the parents'joy,
Who often dwell upon their wandering boya-- 1\1--ý
For 'twas but yesternight that they'rýce1ved-
News too delightful to be disbelieved.
Fraught with glad tidings from, a distant land,

The letter trembled in the iathers hand.;-
The seal was broke, whire all the little crowd
Around him. press'd, to, hear it read aloud,
For he, the cause of all their anxious fear,
In foreign lands had wanderd many a year,
Led by that ceaseless restlessness of soul,

Which still Points onwards to some brighter goal.
O'er many lands his wayward steps had roved,
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Since last he bade farewell to all he loved.
They deemed him dead, and long had ceased to mourn,

Or look,or pray, or hope, for his return
And all they dared to think the scroll could tell,

Was where, and how, and when, the wand'rer fell.
But when the father's eye, undimmed by age
1lad cast one hasty glance upon the page,
And read " Dear Parents," with -a burst of joy,
He cried,, 'tis from my Boy, my long lost Boy!"
While to each heart a throb of gladness sprung,
And prayers and praises faltered from each tongue.
But from, the mother's lips no accents fell,

Though her eye beamed with more than words could tell
Had she not looked more earthly than the dead,

One might have thought herjoyous soul had fled-
,And it had fled, on memorys, airy wing,
Back to the past, round sacred hours to cling,

While many a feeling which despair had dried,
Rushed to her heart in one impetuous tide,-

In thought, she saw her first born on her breast,
And softly lull'd him to his evening rest,-
In thought, descended on her raptured ear
Those faint, first words, to mother's heart so dear,
NIhile every smile hewore in boyhood's days,

Li-e magic sprung 'neath mem'ry's backward gaze,
'Till her tranced soul, recall'd from former years,

Was soothed and calm'd by one long burst of tears.
The letter told of much that he had viewed,
In busy crowd, or trackless solitude-
Of joys and perils, hours of bliss and pain,
But still his spirit sighed for home again.
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For, though Acadia's sons may stray at times
To lands more fruitful, and to milder climes,

Still, though the flowers may richer odour breathe,
And, overhead, the vines their tendrils wreathe,
Though the sun's constant and serenest ray
O'er scenes of beauty fondly loves to stray-

Though all thats fairest falls from Nature's hand,
The exile pines to, tread his native land;

Her rocky mountains, and her wintry storms,
Her fertile valleys, and her lovely forms,
Crowd on the mind with dreams of mighty power,

And cheer his heart in many a lonely hour.

SABLE ISLAND.

Dark Isle of Mourning-aptly art thou named,
For tho- hast been the cause of many a tear;

For deeds of treacherous strife too justly famed,
The Atlantic's charnel--desolate and drear

A thing none love-though wand'ring thousands fear-
If for a moment rests the Muse's wing

Where through the waves thy sandy wastes appear,
'Tis that she may one strain of'horror sing,

Wild as the dashing waves thai tempests o'er thee fling.

The winds have been thy minstrels-the"rent shrouds
Of hapless barks, twanging at dead of night,

Thy fav'rite harp strings-the shriek of crowds
Clinging around them feebly in their fright,
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The-song in which thou long hast had delight,
Dark child of ocean, at thy feasts of blood ;

'AThen mangled forms, shown by Heaven's lurid light,,.-.ý-
Rose to thy lip upon the swelling flood,

While Death, with horrid front, beside thee gloatingr
stood.

As lurks'the hungry tiger for his prey,
'Low crouch'd to earth with well dissembled mien,

Peace in his eye-the savage wish to, slay
]Rank-ling around his heart-so thou art seen

Stretch'd harmlessly on ocean's breast of green,
M7 hen winds are hush'd, and sleeps the placid wave

Beneath the evening ray-whose glittering sheen
Gilds the soft swells thy arid folds that lave,

Unconscious that they cling around a yawning grave.

The fascination of the Siren's song,
The shadow of the fatal Upas tree

The Serpent's eve that lures the bird along
To certain doom-less deadly are than thee

Even in thy hours of calm serepity,
When on thy sands the lazy seals repose,

And steeds, unbridled, sporting carelessly,
Crop the rank -grass that on thy bosorn grows,

While round the timid hare his glance of caution
throws.

But when thy aspect changes-when the storm
Sweeps o'er the wide Atlantic's heaving breast;

When, hurrying on in many a giant form,
The broken waters by the winds are prest-
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]Roar'tno, like fiends of hell which know no resi,
And guided by the %htninjs fitfül flash

Who dares look on thee then--in terror dres4
As o-.i thy lengtl;'ning beach the billows dash,

Shakino, the heavens themselves with one long deaf' î
crash-*

The Winds are but thv blood-hounds, that do force
The prey into thy toils ; th" i nskious stream

Tiiat steadily pursues its -noiseless course,
Warmed by the glow of many a tropic beam,

Té seas where northern blasts more rudely screa»
Is thy perpetual Almoner, and brings

AU that to man doth rich and loyely seem,
Earth's glorious gifts,--its fair and holy thingsý,

And round thy dreary shores its spoils profusely flùig-&

The stateliest stems the Northern férest vields,.0
IMe richest produce of each Southern shore.,

* Thogse who have not personaDy miuwssed tbe effects of a
storm upon thîs place, can form no adequate. idlea of its horrSs.
The reverberated thunder of the sea, when it sür&es this attenua-
ted fine of sapd, on a front of thirtv nu-les, is tndy and
the vibration of the Island under its mighty Pressure, seems to
indicate that it will separate and be borne zway- by the ocean.

t Zhere is sufficient reason to believe that the Gulf Süeam at
0 ý

42 JO,', running F. N. F. occasions the waters of the St. Lawrence,
raniènar S. S. '%V., to glide to the westward. The strength of this

current has never been noticed, and threc4ourths of the viessels
lost have been supposed to be to the eastwwd of the Idand when
in fact, they were in the longitude of it léi£
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The gathered harvests, of a thousand fields,
Earn'd by man-s sweat--or paid for by his gore.

The splendid robes the cavernd M-onsters wore,
The gold that sparkled in Potosi's mine,

The perfumed spice the ,t*wrn islands bore,
The gems whose rays like mornines sunbeams shine,
All-all-insatiate Isl these treasures all are thine.

But what are these, compared with the rich spoils
Of human hearts, with fond affections stored:

Of manly forms, o'ertaken by thy toils
Of glorious spirits, 'mid thy sands outpoured.

Thousands who'ye braved Wars desolating sword,
Who've walk'd through earth"S worst peýils undismav%_%£,

Now swell the treasures of thy ample hoard;
Déep in thy vaults their whitening bones are laid.

M'hile many a burning tear is to, their mem'ries paid.

And oft-as though vou sought to, mock man's eve-
Thy shifting sands their treasured spoils disclose

There may we some longr-missincr wrec- descry
Some broken mast, that once so proudly rôýe

Above the peopled dec-; some toýy, that shows
The fate of her uj)on whose breast it hungý

But who now sleeps in undisturbed repose,
M-here bv the waves her beauteous form was flunZ

lUay peace be with her manes-the lovely and the
youný...0

1 After a gale of wind human skelet---lrs are --- ometimes exposed
to view, and timber, and pieces of wocèd, are disinterred which
have been buried for veam

1
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does the Father, at tbe dàwn of day,
Fly from his coucb and horrid dreams,

And up the mountain side pursue his way,
And turn to gaze upon the sea, wMch seems

Blentwith the beavens--untë the gorgeous beams
Of the brights ru 1, each cloud and wave reveal?

Whence comes the tear timt o"er that pale cheek
sbýewns

As, fired with gazin& on the earth he kneels,
And pours in prayer to God tbe a uwumish that he féels

Mliv does the matron beave fl=t constant sigh?

Why does she start at every distýt sound ?
Hèr cheerful fire is blazing 'neath her eye,

Her fair and happy children sporfing round,
Appealing to, her beart at emy bound, .

M-hile on her lap one rose4ipped babe reclines,
And looks into ber face with joy profound-

But yet the mother secretly I"IDIIEý
And through a tearfül eye hér spirit dimly shines.

M'hy does the maiden shun the griddy throng,
And find no pleasure in the festive hour?

Strange that the mazy dance, and choral song,
0"er one so young should hold no speIl of power.

Vý%v droops her head, as in ber fairy bower
Her lute is only tuned to sorrow:«s strain ?

Is there no magic in the perfÛmed flower,
To lure her thougiits froin ofi the bounding main?

Oh! when shall joy miLmwa to that pure breast again?
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Canst tixm noît read this riMe. gloomy isle
Sav---wý shall that old m2n behold his bov?

Whcn shall a sSs glad voiS-a son"s bright smile
Wake in that mothe-s heart the &rob é! joy?

Wben shali glad tboughts flu maiden"s hours employa?
Xtlwn sh2il ber lover spring to ber embrace
Ask of the winds :1 r r mtomed to, destrov-

Aýk of the waves, which know their resfing-place-
And dw-y in thy, deep caves their eariv graves may

t=ce--

Farewell q- dark Isle--the Muse must spread ber wingý
Té se& for brighter themes in scermcs more

Tê,- happy if the strain she strove to si:p&
Shall warn the sailor of thy deadly snare

Oh a".would the gods but hear ber fervent prayerý
The fate of famed AtIantis should be thine-

'Ne ýo%er crSching in thy dangerous lair,
%t sank far down beneath the 'whelming brine,

Known but to, History"s page-or in the poefs Une.



THE STEWIACKE.

rrhe Rivu Stewiacke takes its rise in the he 1 to, the -%Gnth-
ward of Ifount Tomý and flowing for a dîstLnce of 4o miles through

one oi our finest Agriculturai settIementsý enq)ties into the Shu-
r , ïï - at Fort Ellis. The Inhabitants li-ke t1iâm of Musquodo-

boit, whom thev nearly resembIeý are off-shoots fir the Truro and
Ouslow stock-bat preserve greater sr'mplx»,e-y in dress, and man-

nerss, than the present Inhabitants of those older Townsh4is. The
- of tbese lines has done but verv U'UFC" justice to the

beauty of the Vale, or the steffing qualities of its but
beâevu% that there are not wanting in this Country, the mu IS

for poetry7 bc would fain others by a few rude M im ft
of that opùàon.]

Flow on bright spit of a pleasant vale-
Tý%-pe- of the social life its fruits sustain --
With steady strength thy noiseless waves, prevafl
O'er fink that check, and fret, but neer resu-am
Thy gentle passage through the smiling plain ;
Till, blent with other streams, thy beauties fade,
TIby folds are lost within ihe boundless main:
-As they who tread thy banksý in smiles arrayedý

Shall, miln-linpr with their God, forget the forms he made.<ý «ýF

Sweet Riý,er-'tis not that the sunbeams, rea
IÀ-e Lovers' thoughts upon thy swelling fide,
Catching and shedding beauty-nor that blest
Iýv gushing streamlets from. the mountain side,
Thou roll"st along in loveliness and pride,
That 1, with such delight am lingring here

Not e'en the Elms that gracefully preside
Thy banks above, could stàrt the gratefùl tear,

NI or all the emotions, prompt that render thee so dear.
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The fruitful fields that spread on either hand,
Won from the fores;4 by a hardy race ;
The Cottage Homes that near them meékly stand,

M-bere all my Countryes féatures I can trace-
MIere life's best feelings have their dwelling place,

Its sterner virtues and endearments sweet,
M'here health sits blooming upon every face,

And hearts with conscious independence beat,
Ilese make me love, fair stream. thy sparkling wave to

greet-

Tho' richer harvests crown the slimy Nile,
A race of slaves are there the fruits to reap;
Tho' clearer skies above the Tagus smile,
Let the degenerate hounds their river keep,
And make it still, with tears of blood to, weep;
Beside thy ban-s, Stewiacke, let me recline,
And in thy rural charms, my senses steep,
For Freedom. Peace, Industry, all are thine,

And here Religion guards, her meek and boly shrine.

Here dweH the gray haired Sires, who pleased, survey
Their children scattered o'er the fruitful soil

M-hoý looking back to many a weary day,
Yet feel themselves repaid for all their toil,

Thçy know, when e'er they quit this "' mortal coV
A numerous progeny their steps shall tread,

M-hose birthright lawless power can neer despoil,
But who, iln peace will earn their daily bread,

And hallow in their lives the memories of the dead.

1
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Here dwell the fi-uitful mothers, who supply
The tide of Ide that swells along the vale,
On whose chaste beds no blighting curses lie,

Whose hands neer fire-whose spirits rarely faiL
Unlike the wretched beinks, wom and pale,

%Vho, in the crowded cit-ys poor retreats,
Hear with dismay,, the newborn infaniCs wai4
ýUd ill can spare the scanty food it eats,

While luxuWs pamperd steeds, go prancing through the
streets.

Here buoyant vouths thtcir hardy nurture speaIr,
With brows erect, and manners frank and free

The well knit fi-ame, and ruddy sunburnt cheek,
Shew that the sons of sloth they scorn to be.
With grateful thoughts thy pleasant fields thev see,
And, as their fathers sink into, the grave,
Restinar sweet stream, their time worn forms by thee,
They think- of all they dared-of all they gave,

.nd go with cheerful hearts their lighter cares to brave.

And few there are in loneliness that ply
The varied labors that their hand.-s employ;
There*s many a rosy lip and beaming eye,
.. ,,nd many a face all radiant with joy,

To catch the fancy of the sanguine boy,
And lure to love-walks by the River side.
Nô maidens these with idle féols to toy,
Yne slaves of fashion, or the dupes of pride,

But form'd true hearts to prize, and poor men's house-
holds guide.

48 The SIcwiackeý
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Oh! mighty Father, whose judicious hand
Taught this sweet Vale to "blossom as the rose,"

Still bless with scenes like this my native land;
Nt-here'er a River onward flows,

Foster the habits that ensure repose,
And strike the genrous mots of virtue deep
(Yer Luxury, and all its train of woes.
Let not my Country eer have cause to, weep,

But still its nerves of steel, and graSfùl vigor keep.

MELVILLE ISLAND.

Record of War, behold yon little Isle,*
Whose brow is crownd by many a mouldering pile,

'fflâere groups of buildings sin to decay
IMmw their dark shadows oer the narrow bay,

Whiéh, with a mirroes smoothness, brightly shines,
M%île the last ray of sinninees sun reclines
Upon its placid breast-where the blue sky,
And blended rocks, and groves, reflected lie.
As round the windinr path we onward stroll

'Beyond the Isle the Arm's clear waters roll,
Along whose eastern margin spots of green
And rural cottages fill up the scene.
No sound disturbs the cove where echo sleeps,
«Unless some fish 11 the calm surface leaps
Perchance a gu% while high in air he soars,1

M-elvffie himd wasused as a ïï duripg theu ar of igi2-L-

meipi& IsAznd



50

His wrild and startling note of discard pours;
Or the scared parnidgr, as -4m upward springs,
Breaks the deep silenS with her noisy wing-s.

The Guard House there, mi fimares well supplied
To point the ready gun on evRy

'%',-.Iiere walked the wakefid sentry day and night,
Lest some might strive- to ma a despemte flight-

Where once the cup, the Lmqýb, ttiè*je-st, went round,
Is still and drear-, unconsciow> of a nd-

.. Ud the small spots wbich used to glow with flowers,
The soldiees pasùme, in his kisure hours,
Redeem'd from rocksý mi txamatwu soùled,
And lookd the lovelkr bosoWd in the wild,

IVith stubble, briars and bmmWes ucarpown7
Nature may now rec-ùm thein as ber own.

Il 1
We cross the bridgç, where etist the cannon stood,

To guard the narrow passagreer the flood-
Ifère Time, as with ligbt he onward flew,
lias left his féotprint upon all we view-

--x Rg&,Vvmlmt ý1R -How changed--how ui appears-
How all unlike the scenes of other- yeus-
Each door which once was m chIdu, jealous care,

Unhing,'d, admits the balmy « mg air.
The large red, building wbkh cared i&e
Some twelve years since, a perfect human hive-
Crowded and busyý where the qe mi9w
All save the calm of the ber,

Now with its, dreariness the bent appah,
So still and liféless are the sdent *21[s ;

0
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Each narro* window, aiýUý- ýî m barý
Speak to the soul of all the iUs of war.

The buffle note may élevate the soul,
Ile beart beat while round the thunders ië14

11e sbout of tri 1LUUPU and the hard won fiel",,
A glorious rapatüre to the warrior yield-
This is wars, briÉhtest side-and still wfll dumn
The y oui, beart, while hearts are warm.

Bti4 the last groan of hùn who figbts and
And on his, God to feed his orýhans =Hs--
The widoWs :inguish and the mothWs

.1le mieking wüd and bitter cryý
And the lone prison, on the mind. will
Ile trutb, tha Wàr, in detail, îs a

While oer the spirit Mem'rys spell Wic as4
We leave the present to recaH the pasL

To the minSsý eve how vividly. appear
The busv crowd4sý which used to mingle'herç;
Doom7d to one common fate, to be confined,
And teach theïr manly souls to be resigned-

Althope a prison, yet -the IMe Isle
Was not a common eol for culprits vile-
No félon.7s foot its genial soil Impressed,
No hightfül dream here broke the murderers rest-

Their only crimewho, round its cônfines moved,
Was nobly daring in the cause loved-

Hére the giey weran, nm&ed with maüy a scar,
Deplored the sad of *ar
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He loved the cannon's glorious voice to hear,
The cry of Il Board 1" was music to his ear
If on his soul a ray of -rapture beam'd,
'Twas when his cutlass o'er his foeman gleamed-;,
Shipwreck'd he oft had been, but yet the sea
He féar'd »pt--on its, bosom-he was free.
Unbending, and impatient of restraint,

How shall the Muse his manly anguish paint ?
When no spectator of his grief was near,
Down his brown cheek oft rolled the burning tear,

And his dark eye, which up to, Heaven was turned,
Displayed the spirit that within him burned.

Buty if some straggler should, by chance, intrude
Upon his restless, joyless, solitude,

He quickly dashed the tear-drop from his eye,
None saw him weep, or ever heard him sigh.
In the calm hours which Nature claimed for sleep,
Fen then, in dreams, his soul was on the deep,

The deck resounding to his measured tread,
His country's banner floating o'er his head,
His good- ship scudding under easy sail,
Mile all around the laugýh, the jest prevail
Or, if'the God of dreams should sfrew a train
Of darker, bolder shadows o'er his brain,
His brow is knit-his nervous, powerful, hand,
In fancied triamph grasps a well-known brand,

While locked with his, o'ertaken in the chase,
Some frigate lies, in deadly close embrace ;

Guns roar, swords flash, the dying and the dead,
Mangled and bleeding, o'er the deck are spread-
While the fierce shou4 and faint and feeble wail



Me/ville Island.

Together mingled, float upon the gale ;
With nimble foot athwart the yard be runs,
Descends, and drives the foemen from their guns ;
'Midst blood and death their flag he downward tears,
And, in its place, his own loved banner rears.
His shouts of victory through the prison ring,
His startled comrades round his hammock bring,
While drops of sweat his manly temples lave,
His broad chest heaving like the troubled wave,
He starts-he wakes-" Oh ! God, and can it be,
Arn I a captive ? am I not at sea?"

Here the fond Father, from his home exiled,
In fancy fondled o'er his darling child,
Folded the little prattler in bis arms,
And saw, as fathers do, unnumbered charms,.
And made confinement's tedious moments less,
Tasting the bliss of sweet forgetfulness.

Behold yon youth, whose brilliant, speaking, eye,
Is mildly, calmly, fixed on vacancy.
In vain Sol's loveliest beams around bim play,
In vain the linnet pours her sweetest lay,
In vain bis cheerful comrades, wandering near,
With mirth and gladness strive bis soul to cheer,
He sees them'not, nor bears tbeir idle jests,
Fix'd as the rock on which bis elbow rests,
And, while bis bead reclines upon bis h:and,
Tbe boy is thinking of bis own bright land ;
In fancy wandering round that bappy home
He loved so much, ere bonor bade him roam,

5 3
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Where, while his eye with youthful ardour glowed,
A Father's hand a Fathers sword bestowed,
And, as he gave it to, the stripling, said :

Behold, my boy, no spot is on the blade,
Take it, and use it for thy countrys weal,
This arm, though feeble now, has proved the steel
And when in peace you bring it home again,
See that the blade wears no unworthy stain."

And well the youth obeyed the warriors words.
Where flashed Britannia's best and brightest swords,

There his was wav'd-and when Old England's sons
Drove Gallia's seamen from theirýs-1lent guns-

When British Tars, whom. Valor could not check.,
Foré'd ev'ry foeman from the quarter-deck-

E'en when his chief, to stay the deadly strife,
And save an useless waste of human life,
Resigned his ship and sabre to, the foes,

The Boy's red arm was dealing desperate blows,
His bri ht eye flashing with unearthly fire,19 %
He thouoht of home and o4 Ns gray-hair'd sire,
And when commanded to give up his brand,
He grasped it closer in his bloody hand,
Glanced o'er it once, nor stayed to look again,

But flung it wildly to the watery main,
And proudly uttered Il only to the wàve,

Will I resign the sword a Father gave."

A Prisoner now, while stretched at length he lays,
And -ponders o'er the themes of other days,
Perhaps the blessing which his mother gave



Ere he embark'd upon the mountain wave,
Is faintly, fondly, breathed into his ear,
And dims his hazel eye with many a tear;
While thought on thought, at Mem'rys bidding, springs,
Around his neck an only sister clings.
Those who have felt, alone can truly trace
A parting sister's lingering, ýond, embrace-,

While all the joys that guileless childhood knew,
By Mem'rys magic start upon the view;

And the faint, feverish, tremulous " good bye
The heaving bosom, and the broken sigh,
The streaming tear-the blanch'd and bloodless cheek,

Plainer than words a Sister's love bespeak ;
While hurried prayers to God's high throne ascend,
And call on Him to guide, protect, defend ;

While round each neck their youthful arms are cast,
And each fond look is des'tined for the last:
'Twas thus they parted, and when far from France,
Toss'd on the wave, that Sister's parting glance

ý%'as,%ý,ith him still, and on the little-Isle,
Wouid oft, from all around, his thoughts beguile.

b,

At length the bland and halcyon smile of Peace
Shone forth, and caused the trump of War to cease.
As Spring's mild ray, while Earth's glad breast it warms,
Expels stern Winter, with his robe of storms.
What heartfelt rapture did that beauteous smile
Shed o'er each bosom upoii Melville Isle.

"'Tis Peace! 'tis Peace," around the Island rings,
And blissful visions to each fancy brings.
The thoughts of home, of friends, of children, roll
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The Flag of Old Engknd

A tide of heavenly rapture rSnd the souL
Each trod the earth with firmer, dier, ü=d,

No narrow bound befère his spread
Each gave the little Isle a blithe good bye,

joy in his heart, and freedm in his eye,
And, when to, home and frien& wed.

Forgrot Captivity, and all its pain.

How pure the bEss, how balmy the irepose
Which, after all his toils and all his woes,

The weary traveller, doom'd no moue to roam,
Tastes in the hallowed precincts of his, home-

If of the jors the righteous, share in Heaven,
One foretaste ' sweet to eu-tbly man is giver4
'Fis when his Côt---his ark of hopes, and féars,,
After long absence to, his, view appears;
'Tis when that form, the dearest and the bes4
Sp'ngs to his arms and swoons upon his, breast

'Men Woman's lip--warrr4 passionate, and puvcý
'Is Press'd to his-as if its balm could
His wounded soul, if wound should there
And charin it back- to joy and peace again-

THE FLAG OF OLD ENGLAND-
[A Centenary Song, written for the one ary ci

the landing of Lord Cornwefis at Hahfim]

All hail to the day when the Biritons came over,
And planted their standard, with sea-féam still wet

Around and above us their spirits wfll hover,
Rejoicing to mark how we, honor it yet.
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Beneath it the emblems are waving,
The Rose of Old the rSdside perfumes -

The Shamrock and Thistle the north winds are bravin&
Securely the Mayflower* blushes and blooms.

CHORU&
Hail to the day wheh the Britons came over,

And planted their standard with sea-féam still. we4
Around and above us their SPM will hover,

Rejoicing to, mark how we :I: it yet.
Well honor it yet, we11 honor it yet,
The flag of Old and 1 weT honor it yet

In the temples they founded, their faith is maintained,
Every féot of the soil they bequeathed is still ours,

The grav'es where they moulder, no foe has profaned,
But we wreathe them. with verdure, and strew them

with flowers!
The blood of no brother, in civH stffé pourd,

In this hour of rejoicing, encumbers our souls!
The frontiers the field for the Patrioes sword,

And curs'd be the weapon that Faction controls!
Chorus-Hail to the day, &c.

Then hail to the day! 'tis with meinories crowded,
Delightful to, trace 'midst the mists of the past,
Like the features of Beautyý bewitchingly shrouded,

They shine through the shadows Time o'er them has
cast.

As travellers track to, its source in the mountains,

* The Mayflower is the embkm of the Province of Nova Scotia.
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ne stream, which far sweHùvr Oer the pl
Our hearts, on this day, fondly tur to the fountains

Whence flow the warm cSir ts that bound, in our
veins.

Chorus-Hail to the day, -c-

à
And proudly we trace them: No warrior flv*g
From city assaulted, and fanes overthrown,

MI-kh the last of his race on the battlements d
And weary with wandering, founded our own.

From the Queen of the Islands, then fainous in story,
A century since, our brave forefathers came,

And our kindred yet fill the wide world. with her glory,
Enlarging her Empire, and spreading her name.

Choiw-Hail to the day

Ev'ry flash of her genius our paffiway enHetens-
Ev'ry field she explores we are beckoned. to tread,

Each laurel she gathers, our fùture day bretens,-
Mle joy with her liVM& and mourn for her dead.

Then hail to the day when the Britons came over,
Ànd planted their standard, with sea-foam stiR we4

Above and around us their spirits shaIl hover,
-Rejoicing to mark how we honor it yet

Chorus-Hail to the day2 Èr.



OUR FATHERS-*

Room for the Dead 1 your living hands- may pile
Treasures of An the stately tents within.

Beauty may grace them with her richestsmile,
And ýý there spontaneous plaudits win-
But yet, amide the tumult and the dm
Of gathering thousands, let me audience crave
Place daim 1 for the Dead--.:twere mortal sin
When banners oer our Country's treasures wave,

17nmark7d to leave the wealth safe garneed in the Grave.

The Fields may furnish forth their lowing kineý
Tbe Forest spoils in rich abundance lie,
Tbe mellow fruitage of the clusteiCd Vine

Mingle mi flowers of every varied dve
Swart -Arfizans theïr rival skfll may trvý

And, while the Rhetorician wins the ear,
Tbe pencil"s graceful shadows charni the eye,

But vet do not withhold the grateful tear
For those, and for theïr works, who are not here.

Nôt bere? Oh! yes, our hearts their presence féel,
V, ieidess, not voiceless, from the deepest shells

On r p shore harmonious echoess, steal,
And which, in the days. gone k, were spells,
Are Ment with that soft music. If there dwells
The spirit here our Country-s fame to spread,

TMs poem read at ffie opeuing of the first Provincàl
ladusuial Fxbffiffim of Nova Scatia, October, iiS_5.1-
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jr- - - swens,

While evry breast with joy and tri&zll£RlM
And earth reverberates to our measured tread,

Banner and wreath will own our irevercLeq.ýc for the Dead-

Look up, theïr walls enclose us. Look around,
Who won the verd an t meadows fi-om the sm ?

Whose sturdy hands, the noble highways wound
Ilrough férests dense, éer moun moor and lea?
Who spanned the spreams ? Tell me whose works

be2
The busy marts where commerce ebbs and Rows ?
Who quell'd the savage? And who, spared the tree
That plèasant shelter o'er the pathway throws?

Who made the land they loved to blossoin as the rose?

Who, in fi-ai] barques, the ocean defied,
And ftained the race that live upon the wave?

What shore so, distant where they haýe not died
In evry sea they found a watery grave.

Honor, forever, to, the true and brave,
Mo seaward led their sons with spirits hW4

ne the red-cross flag their faffiers
Long as the billows flout the arching sky,

Theyll seaward. bear it still-to, venture, or to die.

The Roman gatherd in a stately
The dust he honord-while the sacred fire,

Nouàsh7d by vestal handsý was made to burn
From age to age- If fitly youd aspireý -
Honor the Dead ; and let the soundming lyre
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Recount thek virtues in your fésW hours
Gather theïr ashe:sýýý and heer

Nourish the patrie flaine tha history dowers,
And, o'er thé old mens graves, go strew your chokest

flowers.

SONG FOR THE 8im JUNE.

Hail to the day when the Briton came o'er
And planted his flag where the Mayflower blow%

And gathered the blossoms, unheeded befôre,
To entwine with the Shamrock, the Thisde, and Rose.

Let us never forge, while our revels, we keep
'Neath the shade of the green woods duat hang over-

head,
IMe labors of those in our churchyards who sleep,

But fill up a bumper to honor the Dead.

Oh! dear to our hearts is the land they bequeathed,
And the standard they reared proudly waves oer us

yet ; 1

While we gather and cherish the flowers they wreathed,
Let us never the graves of our fathers, forget

ney vanquished the forest to make us a home,
Though the knife of the savage defended each grove

And, while océan"s proud, waves round our headlands
shall féam4 i Iz

This day must be honored whère'ever we rove.



62 The Streams. f>

The valleys their garments of emerald wear,
The flocks on the mountains unherried repose,

And the songs of our maidens rise ' and clear
By the side of each stream in the starlight that flows.

The Cities are growing with wealth in their train,
The Hamlet securely expands in the glen; -

And our white sa;ls are glancing far over the m
To the islands that nourish'd those stout hearted men.

Then fill, up a bumper, uncovered, well name,
And drink to, TEm Dy-AD, and the day theyve en-

deared;
May the spirit they left, Ue a circle of flame,

Guard férever the homes and the standard they
reax"cL

THE STREJiMS.

In joy and gladness on ye go
My countrys pleasant streams;

And oft through scenes as fair ye flow
As bless the Poet!s dreams-

From ' hffis, where statély férests rear
Their heads the breeze to brâve-

From dark morass, or fountain clearý
You roll to oceaii!s vave.



The noble Lakes your strength, supply,
And now the crystal spring,

Wheie undisturb'd the wild birds fly,
Or bathe the weary-wing.

Through narrow gorges here you foam,
There down the valley rove,

Like youths who leave a quiet home,
The world's delights to prove.

A thousand ceaseless h-mýns of praise,
W-ith music in each tone,

In mçitic harmony you raîse,
And heàrd by God alone.

But though. to us it is not given,
The blended song to know,

Sweet sounds, that have the air of Heav'n
Delight us as ye go.

Ile granite diff its shadow flings
Far down into the tide,

To deck VOUÏ bink e flowiret springs,
And scents -e as y glide.

As through the spreading intervales
Your devious course you steer,

The waving grain your passage hails,
1 And flocks and herds appear.

Ir And there the graceful F-Im are found,
Your own peculiar tree ;

And there stout hearted men abound-
ýMe happy and the fiim 1

j

Ï4
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64 Thank-çeùriitgr Hyam

And childhood"s mexiy is beard
Along the bil to Boat,

As, b * the gentie breezes %ÙWd
You waft his boat-

Where vouthfül forms at eve repose-.0
And tales of passion te%

While Beautys check ùwre S grows,
And snowy bosoms su fflý-

In jov and giadness tÀwr ye g%.0
My countrfs pleasant çlmrý2ms;

And oft throug-h scenes as fair ye flow,
As bless the Poefs dreams

TH..jNKSGIVILNG HYMN.

-Almicrhty Father! at Thy Throm
A grateful people kneeL

Father of Mercie% Thou aloue
Canst compass what we féd-

We thank Thee for dw land
In which our lots are cast;

The guidance of T-hy cydant
% Through all its perfls pm&

We thank JjjS for the i guaird
The herties we prize,

For every cherisWd old Chun*lar4
Where rest the good and wise.

1.1, - m 1 1 a



Thankspiviur Hymn. 65

We thank Thee for the Altars fîeeý
The Courts without a stain-

Ille glowing page of History,
The Bards heroic strain;

Ile Martyes death---the Prophefs fire,
Ile Chrisfian soldiers sword;

1 1
But cbiefly let our hearts aspire
To thanIr Thee for thy Word:

And for the haUo*d life and-death
Of Rim to guide us, given U

IMe hopes that upon His breatb, ý£
LIý

The promised. rest in Heaven. 1

For lesser mercies teach us too
The gratefül song to raise:

Ut all we and say, and do,
Be moulded to Thy praise. ýj14

We tli2nk Thee for ffie daüy bread,
That humgn life ç;ust.-dus

For flocks and herds profusely spread
(Yer e our ]hi-]] and plains.

We flianIr ThS for the wealffi we firing
Up-from the pre"-t

For ages stored-each precious
Is ours, and yet is Thine.

6



We thank Thee for the mighty deep,
To which our sons go down;

For tranquil bays that calraly sleep
Beyond the tempest's frown.

We thank Thee for the stars above,
The flow'ry soil we tread,

For friendship's grasp-the smile of love,
The song bird over head.

In prayer and prai e o r souls ascend
To Thy AlmightÎyý Ârone;

Father of - Mercies--guide and friend,
Our humble tribute own.

Dec.. 8. 1868.

MY NATIVE PINES.

My native Pines-my nativè Pines,
I love beneath your boughs to stray,

While mornines sun upon you shines
With bright, and warm, and fervid ray
For oh! 'twas thus in childhood's hours,

I rov'd beneath them mild and free,
And orathered May's unsullied flowers,

That spruna around each forest tree.

My native Pines-my native Pines,
While noon-day breezes steal along-

And 'neath your fringe my head réclines,
I love to hearyour sylvan song.

My Nalive Pines.66



For oft in youth my form I threw
Upon that soft and mossy bed,

While every gentle wind that blew,
Seem'd fairy music round me shed.

My native Pines-my native Pines,
Nle Luna's soft and silv'ry beam,

In holy, bright, and dazzling lines,
Dwells on yourboughs,-I love to dream.

Of those unclouded moonlight nights,
When youthful friends around me stood,

And all the blissful, dear delights,
We tasted in the lonely wood.

S
My native fines-my native Pines,

Your stately tops still proudly rear
Than blooming flow'rs-or clustering vines.

To me your boughs are far more dear.
Your spreading branches still retain
Their verdant, bright, and emerald hue,-
Oh! could the feelings thus remain,

M'hich first my boyish bosom knew.

FAME,

And what is Fame? Go seek some battle field,
M'here the war trumpets deepest tones have pealed
M'here to the winds proud banners were unfurlé'd;
Where met the mighty masters of the world,

%N'hile noble chargers shook the trembling ground,

JI
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And glittering swords a goodly harrest found
Where gallant spirits poured their latest breath

Secure of Fame, and smiling upon Death ;
Where Earth's sweet bosom, 'neath her childrens

wrath, 1
Seemed like the fèll destroying Angel's path.
Here ask what Fame is, but shew no surprise

If Echo's voice alone to yours replies;
Nor wonder if the winds steal calmly by,
And lovely flow'rets greet the raptured eye

While the glad warblers of the peaceful grove
Chaunt undisturbed their mutual songs of love.

Nay, murmur not that Nature hides the stains
Which Man has cast upon her smiling plains,
Leaving no trace to, mark where armies stood
And spreading flowers to, cover fields of blooy

Noi be surprised,-if not a single name
Of warring thousands lives,-for this is Fame.
Or breathe the question oer the mighty deep,

Within whose gloomy caverns millions sleep;
Where they who startled Nations by their deeds,

Repose on beds of sand or tangled weeds
U-here the proud chief, and war's poor menial slave,
Sleep in one vast, unfathomable grave.--

Where fleet met fleet, andman to battle sprung,
Till death-shouts o'er the placid waters rung;

While 'mid the stifling clouds of sulphurous smoke,
The Cannon's voice in notes of thunder broke;

Where the bright sabre, flashing to the sun,
Performed whate'er the bullet left undone,

And warriors, while it reddened with their blood,

68 Fame.



Sank to repose beneath the peaceful flood,
And ere their bones had scarcely time to ro4

Their names, their deeds, were by the world forgot

Then what is Fame? Go. ask yon orphan girl,
Whose brow, just breakino, through the silky curl,

Is turned to Heaven in meek imploring prayer,
In hopes to find another Father there ;

Whose little hands which once a parent grasped,
In bitter agony are firmly clasped ;
Whose guileless breast where joy erst built its bower,

Now owns griefs cold and desolating, power;
Whose eyes, on which a Father fondly gazed,

Now dimmed with tears, before her God are raised;
Whose cheeks, which used the rose's hue to wear,
Now pale and whitened, speak but of despair.

Oh! she will tell you, it -was Fame that wiled

The doting Father from his infant child,
That lured him to the wars beyond the wave,
And plunged him, nameless,-in a bloody grave,
And left her desolate, without a home,

O'er life's unsafe and danaerous path to roain.

Or, ask the Mother, who has stolen her Boy,
The cherished source of all her future joy?

Whose step was lightest in the memr dance,
Whose eye beamed joy, wheneýer it met her glance,
Who on her breast in childi-sh pasthne laid,
While throuuli hi,-7 flowing hair her fingers strayed
Ver whom sht, praved, wept, with aching
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70 Fame.

When sickness made her dread lest they might part
O'er whom she smiled with mingied jo- and pain,

Z n health, returning, flushed his cheek aggain-
,, shel, with all a mothers grief, will tell

How Fame enticed, and how he fought and fell
How that bright form a Mothers heart revered,
By bloéd and dust was blackened and besmeared;
And lhow his tombless bones ungathered lieý
And bleach and moulder, 'neath a féreign sky.

Mark- yonder maid, whose vacant wande'
gaze,

O'er Earth and all its charms unconscious strays,
As if, for her, it owned no bower of rest,
No spell to calm the tumult of her breast

To whose dark eyes unearthly beams are given,
N lhose tresses wave befère the winds of Heaven.
Oh 1 she was lovely oncei--yes, far more fair

Than any flower that scents the. evening air;
So pure, so stainless, while bright gleams, of soul
Shed light, and life, and beautyý o'er the whole
But Iwàs her lot to love-the passion twined

Its holit--st feelings round her spotless mind
And she was lovedý as she deserved to be,
XVith all Youth"s fervent, fond, idolatrj
Hope sweetly smiled upon their future years,
IN-4en War's shrill trumpet sounded in their ears
He heard, and )ielding to the lures of Fame,
Sighed for a laurel wreath, and deathless, name

While with hio,,h hopes bis ardent breast would sweU
Bu4 brief the tale-he left her, fouo,h4 and fell



La Tribune. 71

(As thousands. do) unnotiSd and unknown,
Remembered, loved, and wept by her alone

Though no proud Volley echoed o'er'his head,
%ýection's silent tear for him. was shed

And if no marble told. his place of rest,
He still was shrined in lovely Woman's breast
And what can all Fames empty j '- art
Like the pure homage of one guileless heart?

Oh! Fame, will man neer cease to bow the knee
Before thy bloody shrine, and strive to free

His spirit frm thy heavy., galling, chain
Which bows it down to toil, and guil4 and pain?

Can. he not see that at thy Altars rise
No incense but of jears, and gréans, and sighs ?

That Disappointment, Madness, and Despairý
Are the High Priests that love to finger there ?

june .5, 1826.

LA TRIBUNE,

The knell of death is on the blast,
The seas are wildly driven,

And those who, cling around the mast,
Look up with prayers, to, Heaven-

While every swelling dark-blue wav*e
Strikes terror to the eve

Of men who, think they see their grave.
Yet feel -tis, bard to, die.



And who, in such an awful hour,
Will dare approach the wreck?

When He, who, only bas the power,
The waters wM not check.

For oh! the deep sea7s suBen roar,
That sounds so fierce and loud,

And mountain waves, tha lash the shore,
A pal the shrinkinir CrOW&p

But who his little bark has launchd,
And to his oars has sprung?

His cheek by age seems yet unblanchd,
His brow is fair and young-

His light, and almost childisb, form
Seems far too weak to brave

The'fearful howling of the storm,
The terror of the wave.

But yet a high and féarless soul
Is glanbing in his eve

Which tells that he wi Ù reach the goa4
Or on the waters die-

His boat the billow proudýy cIeavesý,
While bounding fro!n the shoreý

And those who on the beach he Ieavesý,
Ne'er hope to see hhnemore.
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But mark the sacred fteight he bears
From off the troubled

Two human hearts--what bliss is theirs 1
Restoréd to life agam-

And oh! what feelings sweH the heart
Of tha undaunted Boy;

Could Roman tri phs e7er impart
So sweet a dirob of joy?

Acadia7s child--thy humble name
Ilie Muse will long revere,

Tk wreath you nobly won ftom Fame
Shall bloom for many a year-

Long as the thoughts which swdl*d thy breast,
Il»e flnme that lit thy evr-,

Shaâ in our Countrys bosom res4
Thy name never die Y

HONiýM

A spot there is, from public gaze refired,
Sought but by few, by fewer still. admirekt

Where Féeling's boly fountain sparkhng play,
Illum'd by Reason's calm, yet briffiant ray;
Where the fired spiri4 weariýd and oppressed

Far from the crowd may find its wished for rest;
7
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M'here the heart's purest, best affections sprîngý
Round which the siren Hope, delithts to cling

Mlàere Genius loves his valued stores to shed,
And Fancys rich, yet simple flowers, are spread

Where Dissipation, with her frenzied mien,
And sickning, tasteless joyrs, is never seen
To which, if sorrow comes, a sacred-eàarm--
Poum k its deepest wounds a healing balm
Ulàere Disappointment, robbed of half his care,
Forgets to point the pathway to Despair;
Where, if a tear at times should dim the eyeý
It beams the brighter when the tear is dry

Ulàere, like the Indian altars steady flame,
lAve"s fire burns on, from youth to age the same;
So blest a spot, tho' o'er the world we roam,

We neer can hope to find, as H~, sweet Home-

TO THE QLfEEXi.

[Presented to His Royal Highness the Prfnce of Wales,,.
V-mdsor, by Lady Laura Phipps, in behalf of the ladies t

IL=ts CoMtY.]

Queen of the thousand Isles! whose fragile form,
Widst the proud structures of our Father Land,

Graces the throne, that each subsiding storm
Tàat shakes the earth, assures us yet shall stand,

Thy gentle voice, of mild yet firm command,

To The Quem.74



Is heard in ev'rv clime, on eVry waye,
Thy dazzling sceptre, like a fairv wand,

Strik-es off the shackles from the stnýcrg-li.g slave,
And gathers, 'neath its rule, the great, the uise, the

brave.

But vet, 'midst all the treasures that surround
Thv Royal Halls, one bliss is still denied',
To know the true bearts at thy name that bound,

M'hich ocean from th- presence must divide,
M-hose voices never swell the Wsterous tide

Of hSirly homage that salutes thy- ear;
But vet who cherish, with a Briton's pride.
And breathe to infant lips, from vear to year.

The name'thy budding virtues taught them to revere.

How little deem'st thou of the scenes remote,
la which one word, glI other words above,
Of earthly homage seems to gaily float
On everv breeze and sound through everv grove
A spell to cheer, to animate, to move-
To bid old age throw off the weight of years,
To cherish thoughts of loyalty and love,
To garner round the heart those hopes and féars

M'hich, in our Western HomesVICTOIUAS name en-
dears.

'ris not that, on our soit the measured tread
Of armed legions speaký thy sovereign sway,
'ris not the huge le.iathans that spread
Thy meteor flag above each noble bay,

7-o 7-he Qzieen. 75
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76 Makiiig Land

Ilat bids the soul a forced Ôbedience pay!
--ý-The despots tribute from the trembling thrall-
No At our altars sturdy freemen pray
That blessings on Vic-roRL-%,"s head may fall,

And happy household. groups each pleasing trait recall.

And goïadly, with our Countres choicest flowers,
Thy Son and Heir Acadias maidens gree4
M'ho shared thy roof, and deigns to honor ours
For moments raptrous, but alas! how fleet!
And if in future times the thoughts, be sweet
To him? of humble scenes bevond the sea,

NMen turning home his moth'ees smile to meet
And ming-le with t1âe high born and the free-

Well long remember Him who, best reflected Thee 1
ILS60.

MAKING LKND.

[On viewing England for the fffst time-]

Land of my Fathers ! do 1 then behold
IMy noble outline rising from the sea ?

Is this the Isle of which such tales are told
Home of the wise, the valiant, and the free,
Dear to her sonsj-perchance as dear to, me,

Whose tongue is hers-and whose impetuous, tide'
Of life is of the sap of that great tree,
The trunk of which stands here in all its pride,

Forwhose majestic limbs the wgrld i s- scarce -too wide.



And is this and ? let more sail be- spread,
The mother's breast intites her unknown child,
The glorious visions which his youth have fed,,
Crowd bn the mind and mak-e him almost wild

W-ith ecstacy, as, in the distance piled,
Her verdant clifEs in solemn grandeur rise:-

By mixed. emotions every sense beguiled
The tears are standing in his straining eyes,

While all too slow each cloud the lagging breeze supplim

And is this England? Shall I shortly tread
The hal bwed soil froin which my Fathers came?

Where sleep in honored graves, the mighty dead,
W'ho bat the stately fabric of her fame,
And, in her Temples, still have k-ept the flame
Of Freèdom burning on from age to age ?
How, li-e famihý-ords, each magic name,
1 n childhood conned from the historic page

Of Patriot, Warrior, Poet,, Saint or Sage,

Comes bac-'upon me now, while draxing near
The soiJ on which they labored, fought and sung;
And shall 1 view the scenes they, made so dear,
And stroll, entranced, their mouldering tombs among?
Stand where, -om craven John z-eluctant wrunor
The Charters ample guards were first unroll'd,
Where, 'neath the Lion Banner, old and vounot>l
The hardy Yeoman, Priest, and Baron bold,

A lesson. gave their sons more precious far than gold

And shall I rove beside the venr stream
MIhich Shakspeare loyed ? beneath the trees recline,

1
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That broke from bis htb brow the noonday beani,
Less radiant, ayr, and aImae less divine
Than were the gems fi exh mine
The brow codtained, 7flxme vealth the worid supplies,
Whose teeming Hke to gen«q wine,
Ripen w-îdi,ý? Sweetmt et 2nds ties,

Mere'er her chàdren live, there akspeare never dies.

On,, 0114 good Bark!-l go where Wton sleeps,
Where Hampdens soul despotic power defied,

Where Nelson's urn a gratefui %LIaùm keeps,
Where Dryden wrote, and gaflant Russell died,

M'Ihere in her ancient Temples, side by side,
The master spirits of my Country strove,,Where Fox and -qf-hýIM tin ----A.. in their pride,

Where Spencer Unes oif varied sweetness wove,
Where precious memories baunt each ino=taim stream

and grove-
1838.

TIIE RIILXK

The Rhine-the Rbàw-beneaih me now,
A mighty volume pours,

Its source, the distant g-ý'n" brow,
Its grave the northern shores-

By nations loved, by poets sung,
The noble su-eam goes by

By crumbling £ane and «Wr ô9erhung,
And cliffs that charm die eyeý

78 ý T& Rküm
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But yet, three thousand miles away,
Some gentle streams there are,

That here, midst aU this proud array,
Té me are dearer far.

1 see them, winding through the vales
IMe Clovers breath perfumes,

Where, fluttennig in the summer gales,
IMe scented M'ild Rose blooms ;

And where the Elms, with graceful ease,
- Tkir fiinged branches droop ;

And where the tassell'd Alder trees
Té kiss their waters' stoop>' -

While glittering in the rosy light
At days serene decline,

IMey murmur onwards, calm. and brigh4
IMose pleasant stream of ' e.

1 see them from. the mountain gush,
M-here wave the ancient woods

0"er rock and steeps impetuous rush,
Té blend.their sparkling floods.
Now wand'ring through the forest gl
Té sylvan lak-es expand;

In.every form. of beauty made,
To bless the pleasant land.

Axd, midst the charms that greet me herc
Besside the swelling Rhine,

IMeir voices steal upon my ear,
Those far--off streams of



go Coming Home.

What though no ruins* rise above
My Countrys pleasant streams;

Nor legends wild, of war or love,
Invoke the Poet's drearns.

No lawless power can there disturb
The Peasant's tranquil sleep ; -No towerst the -free--h&rfiý--s6d to curb,
Frown o'er each lofty steep-

Then, derman, keep your Drachenfelst
Vine-clad and foaming ]îhine,

The taint of bondage on them dwells,
Far happier streams are mine.

1838.

COMING HOME.

-Mantled in snow, my native land,
I hail thékfrom the sea

Cheerless to others looks the strand',
But oh 1 how dear to me.

My fellow-voyagers gaze and shrink,
As blows the breeze'from shore,

With raptured pulse the air I drink-
The Northern breeze once more.

The rernains of the old feudal castles are seen in gri pro.
fusion, crowning the hills on both sides. of the Rhine.

t A fortress, with a strong garrison, commands each largc s. èty on
this river.
1 The Dragon Rock, celebrated in Byron's Childe Harold, and

which forms a noble feature of the Rhines sublime scenerv.
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They, thinking of their Southern homes,
And of the trellised vine ; '

,Wonder from icy shores there comes
Excited thought like mine.

As landmarks, they, thy headlands view,
Right glad to pass them by;

To me theyre pictures, stern, but true,
That charm, and cheer the eye.

They cannot see the scenes beyond,
Of happy household mirth,

The skaters on the-glittering pond,
The children round the hearth.

They cannot hear ' the tnerry cheer
Of coasters on the steep ;

They do not know how soundly here,
The free and happy sleep.

They cannot hear the peasant's ax'e
Sharp ringing through the groves,

Nor see the blazing fire he piles
To gladden those he loves.

The sleighs go through the crowded street,
Like swallows oh the wing;

Beneath the furs warm fingers meet,
Hark 1 how the sleigh-bells ring.



82 Saturday Nighi at Sea.

There's not a sound that cleaves the air
But music has for me;

Nightly the warm hearts beating there,
Have blest me on the sea.

The stately piles of old renown
With reverent thought I've trod,

Where noble hearts have laid them down
With History and with Crod.

The crowded mart, the busy throng,
The gay and brilliant halls;

The tramp of steeds, the voice of song,
- The many-pictured walls,

Are all behind; but, all before,
My native land 1 view;

A blessing on her sea-girt shore,
Where toil the good and true.

january 25, i86:z.

SATURDAY NIGHT AT SEA.

Sweethearts and Wives-the Goblet pass-
A Bumpèr let it bey

Bright eyes are sparkling through each glass
'Tis " Saturday night at sea."

The matron sits by her fireside,
Her children at her knee ;

They're breathing prayers that we may glide
In saiety o'er the sea.



The maiden droops in her shady bow'r
What cause of grief has she ?

The heart that heeds not bird or flow'r,
ls with us on the sea.

But, brighter hours are yet in store,
From ev'ry danger free,-

We'Il share the smiles of those on shore,
We toasted on the sea.

THE STORMY PETREL.

Away-away-o'er the deep blue wave,
1 spread my froward wing,

And the Winter's gale as proudly brave
As the balmy airs of Spring.

A venturous life and gay I lead,
Whatever wind may blow,

There's a boundless sky above m head,
And boundless seas below.

Let the Birds of Land to homes repair
Beneath the greenwood tree,

The hunter's tube awaits them there-
He dare not follow me.

I scorn the land and the landsman's hate,
The sailor's Bird am I ;

My life is charm'd, for he knows the fate
Of those by wh'om 1 die.
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In shady groves and woodland bower,
Let others rear the nest,

On the crested wave, in its wildest hour
1 fold my wing to rest

Though the hedge may boast its perfumed rose,
And clear the Streamlets, shine,

Oh 1 what are the joys of earth to those
That ev'ry hour are mine?

1 il

The Linnet may list the Peasant's sigh
At rosy eventide,

1 catch the glance of the Rovers eye,
As he clasps his sea borne Bride.

The Icebergýs dangerous track 1 mark,
Till it wastes beneath the sun,

And I float above the ravenina> Shark,
M'hen his struggling prey is won;

I mark the sportý when the black cloud scowls,
And the Tars aloft are sent-,

And the sun-bleached sail, while the tempest howls,
From their hands like-chaff is, rent- .

M'hen the pumps are choked, and the gâflant ship
Goes dourn to ocean's caveY
flap my wing o'er her pennon's tip,
Ere it sinks beneath the wave.

When embattl'd fleets, in fierce array,
Their sulph'rous broadsides pour.
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The Coaskr.

The varying fortunes of the day,,
The belching cannons' roari--

The dying groan-the rallying cry-
The Boarders desperate leapi--

These are the scenes that glad my eye,
The wonders of the deep.

Then away -away--o'er the wave Ill rove
With restless wincr and free,

The timid may see- the leafy- grove,
Give me the stormy sea.

THE COASTER-

Though the idle may heed not the wealthy despise
The race to which I and my fellows belong,

My voice o'er my own native waters shall rise,
And the deck of my shaHop resound to, my song.

Though my cratt may be small, she is snug and she's trim,
And her crew are accustomed to, battle the wlave,

They are cheerful of heart, and athletic of limb,- And follow the business their bold fathers gave.

Throuorh the storm and the sleet of the winter we sailY
Whilè the rich and the feeble on couches repose ;

There is health in our toil, and a charm in the gale,
And our courage, still rises the hardez it blows.

LI

,e
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EverY harbor from Sable to Canso% a home,
Every depth from the Banks to St- Lawrence weve

tried,
And we care not though round Labrador we may roam4

Or sweep on the strengath of old Fundy"s fierce tide.

Now wealth from the wave we draw forth wilh our lines.
And now with a cargo of produce we're stowd,

Or hâvinry a full freigrht of coal from the mines,
We sail on with our cumbqc-r-some load.

Though the Merchantman looks c-ayý ber crew are but
slaves

And own not a stick- of the vess-el zhey steer,
Thouah the Fria-ate glides by. E-e the Queen of the

Wavesý
We know that the cat and the biffioes, are there.

Then, who would exchanc,e the rougb Iifé that we lead,
joiht owners at sea, and free sons of the soil,

At the',Ibiddirg of others to labor and bleed
With but little of pleasure to sweete-a our toiL

We build our own shallops. we rear our own crew,
And life has for us sweet endearment in store,

For though Iu-xuý ' y's fetters our souls never k-new,
Bright eves bid us welcome when pe-1 is o'er.

we Coasters enrich the fair land that we love,
,And if danger should threaten. the cutiass we«d seize,

our bearts and our sinews in baffle should prove,
at the spirit of freedom is nur---ýped bv the breeze.
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THE SONG OF THE MICMAC.

Ohf who on the mountain, the plaïn, or the wave,
Wth the arm of the Micmac wiR dare to contend?

-ho can hurl the keen spear with the sons of the brave
Or who ca n the bow with such energry bend

IN-ho can féflow the Moose, or the wild Ca-boo,
M îth a féotstep aS licrht and unwearied as he

M-ho can bring down the Loon with an arrow so true,
Or paddle his bar- o*er as stoimy a sèa?

Who can traverse the mountain or su iii the broad, lak-e ?
'%Vbo can hunger and thirst with such fortitude bear?

Or who can the Beaver as skilfallv take?
Or the Salmon so nimbly transfix with his spear?

Amd if the wild war whoop ascends, on the g,-ale,
M-ho can with the 'Nfijpnac the tomahawk wield ?

Oh-" when was he known in the combat to quail?
Whoe«er saw him fly from the red battle field?

Free sons of the férest, then peal forth the song,
TiR each vaIley and rock shall of victory tell,.0 - à ý

Amd the ghosts of our heroes, while flitfing along
Wth triumph shall smile on the spots where they fell.

THE M-ILD CHERRY TRE.E.

CHd of the wflderness-,crladlv I see
IMy bkwfflms unfolding on hill-side and lea
By streamlet and river thy white veil is spiread,
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Where the Wtch Elm looks lovingly down en thy head;
In the depth of the forest the Moose turns aside
Té gaze on thy branches with pleasure and pride;
And the Salmon leaps higher, if lit by the beam
Of noontide, vou g'racefully droop o"er the stream.
Oh! dear to all nature, but dearer to me
Is the pride of the Spring time-the ýVfld Cherry Tree.

Seorm-tested,, the Oak on the mountain top grows,
,And the date of its seedling- no living man knows
IMe '-%Iaple, in Autumn, islèvely to Niew,
And the tremulous Aspen, that shak-es off the dew;
Li-e a Temple the Pine Grove invites us to prayer,

And we worship "midst beauty and solitude there;
By the Beech in the pastures, 'tis pleasant to, lean,
Amd the Fir, through the snow wreath, looks cheery and

green.
Though highly I prize them, yet dearer to me
Is the pride of the Spring time, the W-fld Cherry Tree-

IMe Laurel's pink blossoms'look gay on the moor,
The Larch's red berries droop round the church door;
The Mder Clumps, dress'd in their tassels, are fine,
And the Rockets, the ýVý'indfalls with beauty enshrine;
IFhe w"mgs of each zeph-y-r the Bay-leaf perfumes,
And, rich in its odors, the modest Fern blooms.
Oh-"' countless the blossoms the woodlands display,
And. varied the scents on the night air that stray-
From childhood I loved them-but dearer to, me
Es the delicate flower of the Wild Cherry Tree.
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1 blooms on the barren-it smiles through. the grove,
It hangs o'er the path where the young lovers rove
Like a sweet flag of tmce, at'the Pensionees deci-,
Itgladdens his eve when lifes warfare is oer:

ýRound the fs- clearing, far back in the wi«'-d
it catches the e-e of each frolicksome child,
And the Indian draws, in the gloomiest hour
Ni e-w health f rom its bark, and gay thought f rom its

flower.
And black eves will spafk1eý whenever they eee

Festoon%-d round.the MIgwara, the Wild Cherry, Tree.

Êair child oLibe woodland, wherever I'roaml
1 neer can férgýet that you bloorad roundiny home;
That the brow of that sister Ive wept oer fol- hours,

Was crown"d with thy berriesý and wreath'd with thy
flowers-

Tha+.,. the roa(ls where we ra kbIed, the knoUs where we
stood

While our voices in gladness rang clear through the wood,
Thafthe spots whîc14 love haRow-7c4 still verdant appear

U nchanged in a féature-undimmed. by a tear,
Wére graced by thy prýsen5e, aiid. coke back 1--0 me
M7hen Spring decks in bl ýàsoms ihe Wild Che= Tree,

T ÎR E i\IICýý%IAC.

T,iouorh o"er Acadi 's- hil's and plains
The wa nd-=ng-"\Iicmac nSËeS!*3ý StMvs -

scarce a single trace remains
R w1het he was in oth-er davs.



And though hÏ outeast seems
Upon the 1 ds his Fatýers trod,ye ýýer beamsAnd his dark ýý
With pride which bent but to his God,-

71oie the fire-waters deadly wave
Which even pride could not èontrol,

Has drown"d each feeling high that gave
Such innate grandeur to his soul

There was a time when Nature's child
Wîth nobler port and manner bore hirn,

.And rwiged with joy his native wild,
Or slept with Heaven's blue curtain o'er him

Long ere the white man"s axe was heard
Resounding in the forest shade,

Long ere the rifle's voice had stirrd
The stillness of the Sylvan glade,

Ere Science, with her plastic hand,
And Labor, with his patient toil,

Had changed the features of the land,
And dispossessd him of the soil.

M-4 en let fair Fancy change thé scene,
While gazing on"the -Nlicmac's brow,

And showing what he once has, been,
-Nfake us forget what he is now.

The Mimu.90



MY FATHER.

[These Unes were written at the age of 16, and published ir
the'%Veeklv Chronicle, in iS:!i.]

His form, combining health aud ease,
And features form"d bv Heavýn to please,

His face is placid. In his mien
1%lee-ness and Chan'tv are seen.
If vou could view his polish'd mind,

Relia-ion*s self is there combined
With grace, and truth, and manly pride,

M'hich to Relîa-ion are allied,
You*d find, if vou his life could scan
God's noblest work-, an honest man."

GLIDE '-\I-ERRILY ON' «NIY LITTLE SKIFF.

Glide merrilv ony my little skiff,
O'er waves lit up by Luna's smile,

There'lies no shoal or rufrzed cliff
Betveen thee and von fairy Isle.

Skim lightly oer the glittering- tide,
The stars shall be our lamp the while,

And bear me quickly to the side
Of her 1 love on vonder Isle.

Theý"-%Iiser doats upon his store,
And dreams the Warrior's heart beguile,

If fate bestows, 111 ask- no more
Than her who lives on yonder Isle.

1827.

Glide me?7iy on my Aille skiff. gi



TO MY WIFE

My gentie Wife, though girlhood's peach-like bloom
Perchance is pàssing from thy cheek away,-
And tiioiiY,h the radiance that did erst illume
Thine eve be temper'd by a milder ray;
And tnough no more youth's airy visions play
Around thy heart, or flutter through thy brainý-
Still art thou worthy of the Poet's lay,

Still my spirit breathe the Lovers strain,
And, if approved by thee, not breathed perhaps in -vain.

Fen as the Painters or the Sculptors eye
Dwells on some matchless vision which combines

All fliat they deem of Beauty, ere they try
By insriration"s aid, to catch the lines.

To deck earth's highest and her holiest shrinesý-
So did I oft my boyhood's heart beguile

With one fair image,-and the glowing mines
Of Ind would have been freely given the while,

To bid that being live to glad me with her sinile.

But ý\vlis.--n in maiden loveliness you came,
Givinrr reality to all the fair

And graceful charms that, bient with woman's name,
Hý1('I .:ý ý,ým"d too rich for earthly forrâs to wear,

Yet ý,:, ý id beside me in the twilight there
The,! the agony to artists known
The diad that visions so surpassing rare
Mav r.,,de away, and ne'er become their own, --

And their hearts to mourn, all desolate and lone.

7 -0 My Wife.92
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Thou wert the guiding star whose living beam
Flash'd o'er Youth's troubled thoughts and vague

desires ;
Something of thee was blent with ev'ry dream

That fed Ambition's fierce but smother'd fires.
The gentle fancies Poesy inspires-
The hopes and fears of Manhood% early dawn,

That lent their witchery to youthful lyres,
Were of thy guileless fascinations born,

And threw their spells around the fount whence they
were drawn.

if en my youthful breast one thought uose
That had a trace of Heav'n. it caught its hue

From the instinctive virtue that o'erflows ,
'#* d and act of thinej-and if I thrèw

Aside those base desires that sometimes diëw
My spirit down to earth's unhallow'd bowers,

'Twas when I met, or heard, or thought of y0ý4
Or roved beside you, in those ev'ning hours, \

Beneath the boughs that waved wide o'er your island
flowers. \

Thou canst remember-can'st thou e'er forget,
While life remains, that placid summer night

M'hen, from thethousand stars in azure set,
Stream'd forth a flood of soft subduing light,
And o'er our heads, in Heaven's toprnost height,
The moon moved proudly, like a very Queen,
Claiming all earthly worship as her right,
And hallowing, by her power, the peaceful scene

Spread out beneath her smile, so tranquil and serene.



94 -Ta MY Wfe

Then, as you w deed, tuem my side,
Gush'dforth the treasmed its of yIII!ým a

And your young ear drank in the împetuýms fide
Of early passion--boýýýs hopes and féars-

Affirm'd with all the enerff, of tears.
And then love wove around our bearts a chain.

Which evry passing m n nwnt more endears-
MingEng our souls, as 1çbeams tha seek the plain,

Through wastes and flowers tu pass, but never part
again.

Years have gone by since tben-and 1 have seen
Thy budding virtues blossom and expand ;

Still, side by side, amide IiWs cares we've been,
And o'er its verdant spots roved hand in hand;
And I have marked the easv self-command

That every thought and movement still pervades-
The gen'rous nature and the h-beral hand-
The glance that gladdens me, but neer upbraids,

And the confiding soul whose faith bints not nor fades.

Like to the young bards ELup, whose magic tone
Delights, yet startles, wheehe sù*es the strings,

And stirs his soul with rapture all its own
As an unprac ised hànd he ôW it

Thy heart was once tu me. But now its springs
Of deepest feeling 1 have known so long,
Its treasured stores of rich and hoýy things,

Its sweetest chords round whkh soft accents throângt,
That life becomes to, me Ue one Ci Song.
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Nor flùnk, my love, that time can evér steal
Its sweetness froin me. Years may w 1 ander by,

And in their course the frolic blood co4geal,
(Yr dim, the lustre of that hazel eye.
But, even then, with proud idolatry
On that pale cheek and wasted forin Ill gaze,
And wander backward to those scenes wÈere I
Bent o'er thein first, in youth's primeval days

Where memory all her wealth of hoarded thôpet dis-
plays.

The lonely beach on which we often roved,
And watched the moonbeams flickering on the'sea-
The ancient trees, whose grateful shade we loved,
The grassy mounds where 1 have sat by thee
The simple strains, you warbled, wild and free.
The tales I loved to read and you to hear,
With every glance of thine so'linked, shall be,

'That every passing jay ànd circling year,
Shall to my faithful heart my early love endear.

PH paint vou as you bloom'd in that sweet hour,
When friendIv faces beamed on every side,

And, drooping like a frail but lovely flower.
'Fore God and man vou claimed to be my bride,
Or, as vou now, with all a mother's pride,
Fold to vour beating breast your darling child
And thus, though years beneath our steps may glide,
My fancy still, by mem'rys power beguiled,

Shall whisper: Thus she looked-'twas thus in youth
she smiled.

JulY, 183 2.
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TO MY SISTER JANE

[Written at Musquodéboit after the elections, in 1847.1

Sister mine, I'm home- at last,
Life's severest conflict"s o'er,

The seals are set upon the past,
And, like a tempest-shaken mast,
That press of sail, and shôt, ànd'blast,

Have spared to reach the friendly shore,
Conscious of neither warp nor strain,
And draped with bunting once again
Be mine, the tasý my dearest jane,
Forgetting ocean's helter-skelter,
To deck the port I've toiled to shelter.

Sister mine, when April showers
Strewed with buds each woodland glade,

Our hearts expanding like the flowers,
A tryst betwix us two was made,

How kept, you know; or, by this token,
You rather know how it was broken;

Men summer came, and you were free,
No hour had I to call my own;

And now the sunny hours have flown,
The cares of life environ thee.
Another year must pass, ere we,

«%Vith tearful eyes and full hearts yearning,
Our steps to keep that tryst are turning.
Would we had kept. it, sister mine,

And looked. into each other's faces,
For 1 would mark, with jealous care,
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The slightest touch, the faintest traces
That Time, upon that form of thine

Has left, and miser-like, compare
The treasure spared, with what I knew
When first his light wing o'er us flew.

We cannot meet, but yet our souls Jf
Evér commingle day and night,

The past our current thought controls,
Our hearts are mutual in our dreams,

At times how sombre, then how bright,
We climb the hilis, and trace the stre

In which we used to take deligh.4
Recallina scenes recedin ever
And fôrins to be forgotten-never 1

That circle first, beside the sea,
So dearly loved by you and me,
On which, as in Art's grandest themes,
The light of love divinely beams,
From one whose gracious presence seems
To bless the Earth, and charm. the Air,

And shed effulge»ce everywhere.
Oh! how we loved him, love him, now,
Our noble Father. By his side
My Mother, who my faults would chide,
With cares domestic on her brow,
More wayward, and of sterner T oody
But ever provident and good ;

Hating all shams, and looking through
The Beautiful, to find the True,
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Sits knitting by the window pane,
Can you not see her, dearest jane?

The Cottage too, its ashes now
Are borne on every idle wind,

The walls are down, and not a tree
We loved remains, but yet how soon

We can replace it on the brow
Of that sweet knoll, and, if inclined,

Restore it all, as you and me
Prized it all earthly piles aboon.

The dear old place, so quaint and queer,,-
Our home for many a pleasant yeàr.

By Pine Groves from the world shut out,
And battlemented round about

With rude stone walls,-that cleared the sofl;
And shelter to the bushes yielded,

Where grew our treasures, precious spoil,
From cutting winds securely shielded.

The Lilac Hedge, rememberest thou,
That wandering lovers used to rifle.

The Barn, and then the old red Cow
That gave us syllabubs, and trifle ?

See'st thou the Apple Trees in bloom,
Or leaves with Cherries gaily braided?

The stiff old Poplars grim and high,
Like sentinels dropped from the sky,

To guard the d'or they never shadecL

Half hid 'neath Blackberries and Roses,
The crystal Spring is yet o'erflowing;



0M.-
Unlike, Narcis-sus, we can gaiý,
And by the light of other daý's.
Find in its depths vain ý4i>tà to, smother,

And still more dearly love ach other.

The Lawn, with Oak trees round the edges,
Sister mine, how oft we've trod,

North the Currants formed the hedges,
South the Maples worshippéd God;

Lovely when the sap was flowing,
Lovelier still in Autumn glowing,

Smiling when the Sun caressed them,
When the Frosts in purple dressed them,

Smiling still as'we"s'hould smile,
Looking heavenward all the while,

Though the Frosts have sometimes found us
With our kindred falling round us,

The Il Arm," upon it be my blessing,
Yet in beauty ebbs and flows ;

Labor's hands its shores are dressing,
Crime, upon its margin pressing,

Sad purgation undergoes.
Carriage drives are formed and forming,

Where our fèet but Dathways found,
Amd the Boutelliers * are storming

With the pick our berry grqund.
]But the water yet remaineth

Blue and cheery as before,
Nôt a cove but still retaineth

Wavelets that we loved of yore,
A family living in the neighbourhood.

la
To My Sister 7ane. 99



M Sister .7ane,,

Lightly up the rock-weeds liffin&
Gently murmuring qer the san4

Like romping girls each other
Ever brilliant, ever shifting,

Interlaced and interlacing,
Till they sink upon the stmd.
Sweet the voice of music sounds

On that lovely bay at night
When,'as the oar the water wSnds;
'Tis bathed with phosphorescent jet

And the Indian's torch, afar
Glimmers like a fallen star.

Pleasant was it to, bèhold
The veil of f(w, at morning roll'd
By the sun from, off that bay,

While it like, 0-a mirror lay ;, ý- ý1
Bridal vesture drawn aside,
Never lovelier looked the bride,

Pleasant was it Sistex
When the eve sun would shine

Down the 111 Arm 2" in all his splendor,
Like a lover, warmer 0

growM&
As the hour approached for going

Then, as grew the tints more tenderi.
Pleasant 'twas to, see him, fade

In rosy bowers his beams had m,
Lighting with his sweetest snifie,

Wbat appeared his, funeral pile,
As the Monarch we are told

Midst ci btmbaric peails and ple
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To My Sister Yan& 1-01 It

On the couch his hand had fired,
Like a reveller expired.

Could we have kept our treasures round us
Till the parting hour, dear jane,

Oh how rich the year bad found us,
How exulting then the strain;

But of loving, count the cost
In the treasures we have lost

Nearl all that stood around usy
In the sunlight on that shore,

AR that to that Cottage bound u.%
To the grave have gone befère. -

As we gaze upon the Ocean,
Calm and tranquil as it lies,

.Who can check our souls' motion ?
Ulho shall dry our tearful eyes ?

The sea has pictures, Art might sigh for,
Grand and terrible and true,

Tableaux that our thoughts enflumll,
SSnes that Memory can recall,

V'Mdly eaéh tint retaining
Till our-6enses, over-straining

Clutch the very forms we view.
Those weve nestled and would die for.

Two such pictures hang, unfading,
In our hearts, my dearest jane;

How intense the depth of shading,
Every ray of light is pain;

But the pleasant faces round us,



And the happy homes we share
Win us from the thoughts that wound us,

And forbid us to despair.

Sacred are the dead whove perished
On the land and on thr m * *Be their memries ever cherished,
But to joy let!s turn again

Goodý and dutiftil, and true,
Toil your girls to comfort you,
And my children full of grace

Make my Home a holy place,
Where work and stady, thought and play,

AIternateý wile the hours away.
Come and see us, Sister mine,
Welcome shall your féotsteps be

Merry eyes will brighter shine,
Eager arms be stretched for thee-

Come, and she, who, by mi side,
From the hour I claimed my bride

Has bred my chicks, and made the nest
Ever jocund, ever blest; .

Shall strain you to, the heari Fve proved,
And tell you how your brother loved.

TO SUSAN ANN.

Though but a few short days have flown1 Since clown your cheek the tear drops strayed,
And round your neck my arm, was thrown,

And fond," goodbYes " were ling'ring said.

.Tû Susait Ann.102



And though"twM mX be long till 1
Shall bound again to yow -,&- aS;'naze jýWhen joy shaU 14;bt yow- hazel ey,

And banish smiiow"s Wry trace.

At morn pur kiok of kwe 1 miss-
Your voices, music. all day long

At eve yow chaste and babay kiss,-
The of Yom sonfr

The silent piressme of youx band,
Your spotless bosoWs gentie swell-

And wanfing these, 1 kmg to stand
Once more wfthin maec speIL

The Oak îts branches üù%s on high,
The lovely River réUs and shines,

The morning breezes, softly se
Among the stately forest PÙxs.

The Birds are -pom-g forth. their lays,
The wild Rose scents the balmy air,

And the bright Suds unclouded rays
Are shedding beauty eve-ily--

Tho' grand the scenes, 1 tread the while,
And fair the Rowers oer wMch 1 roam,

I long to meet youx placid smüe
And sigh for Home--my bappy Home.

To Snim Aux. 103
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OH THINK NOT THAT MY HEART CAAN ETR.

Oh! think not th2 my heart can eer

Before anothees altar bow,,

Or diat vou-fl cease to be as dear'

To that fond heart as you are now.

Oh! think not when we shortly sever,
Anothers form. wiR dearer be,

Oh! noý-"tis you--and you férever

Mv bosom*s idol stiR must be.

For while existence 1 can cl

In my heart7s core youll be enshrined,
In death 111 breathe vour much loved name-

The deares4 far, 1 leave behind-

Yon bid me tlhink of you no more,
But can. 1 fium my bosom tear

ýMe thouo,,hts of her 1 must adore,
Whose bu,.,e stiR lies bur--ed there?

Oh! what is àR this world can give

Of riches, splendor, pleasure, pride,
If she, for whom alone we lixe,'

Her heart,-4iker smile--has stiR denied?

What are -Ambition's charms to me?

Altho' my mind they oft beguile,
Ulut are they all if wanfing fhee?

Uat. are they worth-without your smüe ?



Oh! if vour heart must ne'er be mine,
one more worthy be it given,

And
Se' each blessing may be thine

1be my constant prayer to, Heaven.
1823.

-NAY, CHIDE ME -NOT.

Nay, cbide me not, although I take,
W-ith trembling,,,, lip, one holy kiss

For naught on Earth can e'er awa-e
A throb of joy so pure as this.

One instant -on those lips to dwell,
NUch none before have dared to, press

One instant feel that bosom swell
Responsive to my fond caress.;-

NN'hile in jour mild, expressive eye,
And on that beauteous brow of thine,

And on that cheek, where roses lie,
1 your trusting heurt is mine.

Oh! lovely are the mellow beams
Of Summers Sun at evening stra)-ino,,r,

And soothingly the Moonlight gleams
When o7er the sleeping Wave 'tis playing.;-

And beauteous are the Forest flowers
WhqK freÉ»h from Flora's hand they spring,

And, dear are childhood's early hours
Etound which the memory loves to, cling.

Nay, chi& me not. 105



io6 i tm Beach.

esthese have charms, yet purer still
To youthful hearts a joy is given,

Which touches with a deeper thril4
Which, snatched on Earth, sfiR tastes of Heaven.

Then chide me not, altho' I take
With trembling lip one holy kiss

For naught on Earth can eer awake
A throb of joy so, pure as this.

1827.

THE BEACH.

The Moonbeams slept upon the Wave
Which scarce a wand'ring.zephyr curl'd,

And with their silvery brightness gave
Dreams of a fairer, holier world.

The distanf1sý their shadows t-brew,
Dark'ning the waters fair expanse,

While Nature's placid stillness drew
B witchery forth the Soul's romance.y

A rapture o'er our spirits broke
Till that still hour unknown befère,

And many a thought which love awoke
Was utterd on that lovely shore.

For wild and lonely was the scene
On which the sacred beams descended,

Rock, Igle and Wave, and Forest green,
In lights and shades were softly blended.
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Along the pebbly Beach we stray'd,
And gazed upon the shining Sea,

And raisd our eyes to Heaven, and pray'd
As bright and calm our lives might be.

The drowsy world had sought repose,'
No wandering footstep lingered n-ear

To check thy song, which sweetly rose
Like fairy music on the ear.

Your cheek was pillow'd on my breast,
My arm around you fondly clung,

And, as the Bird bends o'er its nest,
In hope and joy o'er thee I hung.

And from the glorious bright array
Which Nature spread before the sight,

Tum'd, half unconsciously away,
To watch your eye's unsullied light.

érhe Pilgrim, thus, 'midst fairest bowers,
One cherish'd, deep sensation feels,

Nor heeds the rich and fragrant flowers,
While to his guardian Saint he kneels.

1827'.à 1

THOMME MAY STEAL THE ROSEATE BLUSH.

Th& Time may steal the roseate blush
On' which I now so, fondly gaze,

Its sternest power can never crush
The love which lit my youthful. days.



i oS 7ýW Time may stmI the roseaie blush.

Your cheek may bLwwh, v(mr eye grow dim,
lit Your clusteripg locks with sorrow fade,

But still youll be as dear to him
Who on your breast in Boyhood, laid.

Mho 0 er you bent whole happy hours,
Or round pur form clung,

Mhile Love and Hope transformed, to flowers
The sharpest thorns thzat near him sprung.

Mho, in his childish heart would cherish
Bright thoughts tha kindled at your name,

Mhod rather làife and Peace should perish,
Than try to quench the glowing flame.

Who, when the warm and genial fide
Of youthful blood, flowed fi-esh and free,

Was only happy by vour side,
Was never blest tiH loved by thee.

Time may steal on, and Age advance,
Affection's rays w-H breter beam,

Fll love your eye"s mild meHoied glance,
As now 1 love its sparkbng.gleam-

And though the hand of -Age may press
Its furrows on vour genfle brow,

In meek and faded. loveffimss
'Twill be as dear as it is now.



Smig log

The glow of Mind, the Spirit's light,
'%Nlàich Time or Age can never tàke,

Will still shine on, undimmed and bright,
And many a holy rapture wake.

And Memry will recall the hours
W-hen side by side we sought the grove,

And there in Nature's beauteous bowers,
Poured forth our vows of mutual love.

Wàile to, my bounding heart I held
All that to, that fond heart was, dear,
And your unsullied bosom swelled
-1 With Love, unchecked by doubt or fear.

And thus, while Mem'ry's power sh'all last,
Time neer can break Love's flowerv chain

That links the present with the past,
And brings youths pleasures back again.

1827.

SONG.

Oh! calm be your rest-may the Spirit of Dreams
In her gayest attire, steal over your brain,

Till the splendor of mornings enlivening beams,
Awakes you with miles to bewitch us again.

Oh! calm be your rest-may tach vision that springs,
Be bright as the hues which o'er Eden were spread,

%NHe Sleep, from his lightest and downiest wings
Around you his slumber-steep'd poppies shall shed.



j tie Birik Day.

Oh! calm. be your rest while your lids gently closè,
Like the leaves of the Lily when sunlight has flown,

And a flush, like the delicate tint which the Rose
Wears at eve. 0 er pur cheek in its stillness is thrown.

Oh! calm be pur rest-may your thoughts steal along
If in sleep they intrude, like some silvery rill,

W'hich at night never Sases to murmur its song,
But wanders 'mid blossoms and flow'rets still.

Oh! calm be vour rest-but while kneeling in prayer,
When the glow of devotion is kindled most bright,

Let a thought of your lover be lingering there,
And his name, 'mid your orisons, fondly take flight

THE BIRTH DAY.

Believe me, love, I've kept the day,
But not with noise or glee-
I've cheerd my heart, though far away,

With quiet thoughts of thee.

1 have not breathed thy name above
The wine-cup's sparkling tid.,

But oh! I've dreamt of all the love,
Ive shared when by thy side.*

The glowing picture of thy youth,
In maiden charms attired

The vows of tenderness and truth
Thy modest worth inspired,



The ardent hopes, the anxious'fears,
That mark our wedded lot- ,

The sweet, delights of by-gone years--
These have not been forge.

But o'er my head, and on my brain,
Theyve crowded thick and fast,

Until I've tasted o'er again,
Each joy that crowned the past.-

Then trust me, love, I've kept the day,
But not with noisy glee
I've cheered my heart, though far away,

With quiet thoughts of thee.
May12, 1834-

THE WEDDING DAY.

This ' sunny morn-this sunny morn,
How fair a dream'it ýrings-

How bright the thoughts, of Mem.'ry born,
It o'er the Spirit flings-

Methinks I still can see thee stand,
Wîth pure and stainless brow,

Methinks I press your plighted hand.
And hear your nuptial vow.

Vihile down yÔur cheek the gushing'tear,, >ý
By mingled feelings stirred,

Rolled in its pearly brightness there
At every solemn word

04

TIM We&in'j Day. il 1



112 The Wed-ding -Day-
À

That broke the thousand sinless charms
Round childhood's dwelling thrown,

And took you from parental arms
To give you to my own.

Methinks your cheek this morn appears
To bear its bridal hue

Your eye the soften'd radiance wears
That then it mildly threw.

Methinks the kiss your lip bestows,
Thrills through my spirit now

Like that, which, spite the blush that rose,
Then crown'd our marriage vow.

fo
And thouggh alông Life's varied way

We've met some cares the while,
I still can see our Wedding Day

Reflected in your smile.

Though e'en the chilly hand of Death
t Has crush'd one tender flower,

Its memory, like the perfume's breath,
But sanctifies this hour.

And still as time this morning brings,
May ev'ry year disclose

The depths of those unsullied springs
Whence young affection flows.

February 2nd, i8,3o.
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To Ellen. 113

TO ELLEN.

My gentle child---my gentle child,.
I scarcely knew how dear

Thou wert, while in my arms you smiled,
Or laughed and gambol'd near.

But now, thàt thou art far away,
And I am all alone,

1 long to join you at jour play'And catch each tender tone.

To hear you call l' Papa!" once more,
To dance you on my knee,

Or hear your whispered 'I yes 1" breathed o'er,
The tales I'd tell to thee.

I long around my neck to féel
Your little hands entwine,

And from your lips sweet kisses steal,
And pay you back with mine.

1
But many a vale and mountain wild,

As here I sadly roam,
Divide me from my gentle child,

And from my happy home.

A thousand infant forms appear,
Lit up by laughing eyes,

But still my Ellen is not here,
And still her father sighs.

10



114 A Love Song.

1 see the happy parent fold
His darling to his, breast;

But when shall I my babe behold,
My beautiful and blest?

A LOVE SONG.

My Marys eyes-my Marys eyes-
What would I give, to be where they

Are looking blue as summer skies,
And shedding joy with ev'ry ray ?

And then her little rosy lip,

'à That breathes my name with such a grace,
If I could now its nectar sip,%

T'would brighten up this lonely place.

There's music in her roughest toneý
There's magic in her ev'ry motion.

I'd rather be with her alone,
Than sailing on this tçdious ocean.

Oh! could I fold her to my breas4
And feel her arms my neck entwine,

I'm sure I'd be so nearly blest
I would not, for a week, repine.

Perhaps you'Il think, so warms my song,te
That I some naughty.tricks have taught her.

But Mary is but hwfed kng
My smiling, darlin& blue eyed, danghta-.
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THE UNSEEN BABE.

God's blessing on the Baby Boy
Its Father ne'er caress'd.

How much of sadness and alloy
Are blent with every thrill of joy

That agitates my breast

While o'er earffi's fairest scenes I roam
And feast my raptured eyes,

As thouorhts of thee unbidden come,
To min me to the quiet home

In which the New Born lies?

M'hat would I give, at this still hour,
For but a glance at thee?

Hast thou a spell of magic power,
Thou delicate and fragile flower

That sleeps bevond the sea,

That thus my waking thoughts you share,
And mingle in my dreams?

For, like a Spirit of the air,
O'er all thats rich, and grand, and rare,

Some fancied féature beains.

1 stood on Snowdon's topmost height
And far beneath me lay

A thousand hills in all their might,
Tinged with the sunsees rosy light,

A fair and proud array ;

The Unsem Babe. lis



116 The Unseen Babe.

But by thy cradle then to kneel,
And gaze upon &y face

Thy little hand in mine to feel,
To make a Fathers first appeal-

Thy answering smile to, trace-

Could I lfave turn'd, such bliss to know,
To spend one hour with thee,

The splendid scene that lay below,
Loch, vale, and stream, and sunset's glow

Few charms had had for me..

O'er sweet Killamey's placid breast,
My bark this moment roves.

And never did m spirit rest
On scene, by Heaw,n more richly blest,

With all the waiïd'rer loves.

But there's a chamber-lar away,
A mothers glance of pride-

Familiar forms, that, wonderin pray
lî- gy

That they with 'Il Brother "-still may play,
That haunt me as I glide.

74 And thus it is, go where I will.
ereerýmy footsteps roam.,

A Cherub face is with me still,
Mingling with rapture's wildèst thrill,

And beckening me home.

1839
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TO JANK

Sister mine, ]Pm on the sea
In mid ocean once 

a

Amidst the waves I think of thee,
My ever noble Skster janeý

Like a maftôn, myriad breasted,
Ocean% billows rise and fall,

Roundly swellirwr cuded and àestect
Heavenly blue oer arching aIL

,Living seems the World of Waters
GrandIv throbbing 'neath the eYe.

Waves on Waves, Ue Neptune's DaughteM
Dance and frolic 'neath the Sky.

Intensely varied the expresmon,
Movements rapid as the wind.

Soaring tholet and sad depression,
Flying oer the gazees mind.

Mirroed on the waves of Ocean,
I my Sisters form Can trace,

with t love and deep devotion,
On the Clouds 1 see her face.

See her as 1 saw her firs4
Juno's form, and neck, and brow,

Then when une has done his wors4
I see her as I know her now.

1



Ever Queen h-ke,---graceful---good
Ruling gently all aroun(t

As before my eves she stood,
On," the Arids " enchanted groundL

As Ehe stood beneath the W4How
In the dear old poplin dress,

As she smoothed my nightly piHow,
W'ith thoughtfW word and kind caress.

As, in white, she went that day
From the scenes her girlhood knewý

Unconscious of the wearyway,.0
That Fate with carkmg cares would strew.

As, in matron pride, she shone
When Johnn]ýs cherub face was near,

As she mourned when he was crone
1%e early lost--td both so dear.

As she looked when Sarah left us
Nel'er to bless our set again,

Dearly loved and early 'reft us,
Doomed to die upon the

As she ever, Sister kindes4
Bravest, bes4 has been to me,
Ever to my faults the blindest,

Comes she now upon the sea.

Silverd o'er the locks of raven
Black- that bound her brow,

Unes of suffici in& deeply graveu,
Change the sweet expression- now.



But ber form, erect as ever,
-Ud her gracious style and mien,

Time himself shall blight them never,
She shall live and die a Queen.

Not like her who, soTrow stricken,
Buflt her throne her knees beneath,

But howeer the dark clouds thicken
Crowned by Heaven with dutys wreath.

Yes! mrdearest, thou hast ever
Duty's pathiray bravely trod

Swering froiq the precepts never
Of vour Father andyour God.

Li-e the billows restless motion
My unquiet life has been,

Grand and stormy as the Ocean
Bits of blue and sen between.

Wth the tides of conflict swerving,
High of heart and stern of will,

Iffiou, however tried, deserving
Heaven's serenest pleasures still.

Thev are coming, Sister mine,
Not, on Earth they come to thee,

Hový'ringý now, thy Spirit fine
From our midst prepares to flee

Té the realm where half our treasures,
Safély garnered in the sky,

Wait to greet with endless pleasures
Her whose eyes were rarely dry.

7'o 7a ne. liq
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TO SOPHIA.

Lady, the verse which I have promised long
And still delayd-the Muse would gladly pay,
But, those bright thoughts which are the soul of Song,
Those feelings which inspire the Poet's lay,
With Boyhood's years have long since passed away,

And m-ay not, canne, be recalled again:
The busy-World, and all its strange array
Of cares, hopes, labors, and excitements vain.

Weigh on the heavy heart, and overload the brain.

Else easy were the task, a Poees dream.
Might well be woven rourid a form like thine,

Well might his spirit, kindled by the beain
Of that dark eye, flash o'er the graceful line,
And all a Lover's hopes and fears entwine

With the bright flowers Imagination rears ;
An humble aim-such, Lady, shall be min

Though Friendship's lay more cold than Love's
appears,

Oh! may the prayer it breathes cling round thy future
years.

May thy path onwards through the Vale of Life
Lie through its pleasant scenes where all is fair;
May that pure spirit that now shuns the strife,
The converse, the contagion, and the glare
Of Fashion and her votaries-to share
The joys that froin the heart more freshly spnng,
Ne'er fade beneath the with'ring blight of care

MayPéace, Love, Friendship, each theiîr offérings, brin&
And, round thee, gentle girl, their fairest treasures fling.
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TO A LADY.

[In answer to a charge of Flattery.]

Oh! 'tis not Flatt'ry-though I own
That thus to ramble on with thee

(Save Natures presence) all alone
Has many a pleasing charm for me.

To watch the flush that feeling throws
-In roseate tints upon your cheek,

Or catch the unsullied thought that flows
In every artless wôrd you speak.

To mark the smile those lips impart-
That bright and airy form to view

Or hold communion with a heart
To Virtue's holiest impulse true.

Nay, there's a spell of secret power
Charming each word and look of thine,
That haunts my Mem'ry since the hour

Your eyes first opened upon mine;

A spell, that all my Spirit's Pride
(Which fancied coldness once awQýe)

With many a struggle strove to hide,
But., never, foran instant broke. -

A spell, which Time nor Absence ne'er
Could for a single moment sever.,

Which to my heart has grown so dear
'Tis twined around its core for ever. ý1P

M a- M - 1 1
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TO M- J. K-

High of Heart! though some may sneer,
Tread thv path and have no féar-
Bow thy thoughts to, làé's dull duties,
Feast thine eye on Natures beauties,
Brood not o"er thine hours of sadness
Till the soul is stungr to madness-
Heavy clouds which hover o'er us
Tell of sunshiS vet befère us--

Without the Arfiýs depth of shade
No noble picture e7er was made-
Corn grows but on the furrowed soil
And V-irtue sprbiags froin care and. toil
Then clear- thy brow oh «Nfaiden fair
And tune thy Harp to liÉhter air.

1. Eke you, have mourned the Dead,
Scalding tears have oer them shed;
Noble stems iave faflen round me

Rending ties which strongly bound me.
To Life's dear departed hours-
Delicate and fragile flowers,

On my breas4 have drooped and paled,
Till, their fragrance had exhaled,
And gently to, the «-.-kies ascended
NVith Heavens incense meekly blended.

Bowed, and crusbed, and hardly knowing,
While my cup was oveiffi wing,
If my Soul its depths could drain
And wake tu Life and joy aga-in.

To M. _7. K.122



I have stood the Dead beside
And my tears of sorrow dried,
Gazed upon my broken tree,
O'er my flow'ret bent the knee,

Till high Resolve has come like balm,
The bruised Spirit's pulse to calm,
And voices'whispered from on hicrh

Thy Native Country canne die."'

These still survive, nor e er can perish
The feeling which her offspring cherish
For every wild and rocky strand,

Which girds and guards our Native Land.'
For every hill-top, forest-crowned,
For every stream. which winds around
The Cottage Homes that deck the vale,
For every white adventurous sail
That cheers the blue surrounding sea,
And wafts the children of the free.1
Be thine the task, whate ' 'er betide,
To dash the gushing tear aside,
To raise the rich ennoblinz Sonz

-LY ýç7
Such hallowed feelings to prolong-

To turn, from, musing on the Dead,
To paint the charms around thee spread-
To let thy gentle Spirit beain

On forest tree, and spar-ling stream
Till as the Sunbeam woke v of old,
Soft music in the Statue coldY
Thy Genius with its touch of fire

,Shall patriotic thought inspire,

7-o M 7. K. 123



1«24 To Ma ry.

To everysýçene new charms impart,
And melt in Song the coldest heart.

june, 1845.

TO MARY.

Oh 1 blame me not, Mary, for gazing at you,
Nor suppose that mv thougghts from the Preacher

were straying.
Tfw" I stole a few glances-believe me 'tis true-

They were sweet illustrations of what he was saying.

For, when he observed that Perfection was not
To be found upon Earth-for a moment I bent

A look upon you-and could swear on the spot,
That perfection in Beau1ýr was not what he meant.

And when, with emotion, the worthy Divine
On the doctrine of loving our neighbors insisted,

1 fêlt if their forms were as faultless as thine,
1 could love every soul of them while I existed.

Anci Mary, Im sure 'twas the fauIt of those eyes--
'rwas the lustre of them, to the error gave birth-
Th4 while he spoke of Angels that dwelt in the Skies,

1[ was 9" with rapture at one upon Earth. ,



125

a --- M -

TO ANN.

It is said in the Scripture, who weds will do well,
But who does not is certain of bliss ;

Yet believe me, dear Ann, if the truth I must tell,
You will gain very little by this.

You have'spread every lure and left nothing untried,
A helpmate to gain it is true;

And although no fond partner reclines by your'side,
Living, singles no Virtue in you.

OH! IT WOULD MORE THAN TRANSPORT BE.

Oh! it would more than transport be,
That light and airy form to press

At midnight hour, when none but me
Were near to own its loveliness.

While all those rapture-giving charrns,
Which well might lead a Saint astray,

Were circled in these trembling arms,
Or on this beating bosom lay.

To meet that eye's warm, glowing glance,
To feel that cheek on me recline,

And, to complete the blissful trance,
Your sweet lips gently press'd to mine.

To Ann.
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Oh! Pleasure should our Idol be
And Love would every joy refine

Our sighs, breathed short and rapturously,
The incense offered at her Shrine.

To pass an hour of bliss-of love-
Of rapture-on that beauteous breast

Oh! nought on Earth and nought above
Can form. so sweet a place for rest.

N Vhile Cynthia's mild and soft'ningbeam
Would heighten all our ecstacies

For never shone her silver gleam
On fairer form. or brighter eyes.

Oh! let the Eastern Sages tell
Of Joys their Paradise contains,

Where Love and Peace together dwell,
And ever-varying Pleasure reigns.

Where all is fresh-and fair-and lignt,
While sweetest fragrance fills the airý

And all that's beautiful and bright
Is delicately mingled there.

To me your eye& are brighter still,
And what so fragrant as your sighs?

Let On*7éntals dream at will.
Thy breast shall be myý ParadisF.

zî
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LINES WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM.

If, on the page where Beauty's gaze
A new attraction still discovers

In Friendship's dearly valued praise,
Or tributes from more ardent Lovers

A Stranger, dare a thought to trace,
A has stanza rudely wreathe,

]Before he le ves thy dwelling place,
For thee, ir jane, a prayer he'll breathe,

He will not praise the youthfül form,
Where health is blent with fairy lightness,

Nor linger, with a verse too warm,
Upon that eye's unclouded brightness:

The lip, like some sweet instrument,
That music gave whene'er 't%%,>as stirred-

The gentle soul, that feeling lent
To every gay or thouglit-ful word;

All these to younger Bards belong,
Whose hearts are fresh, whose hands are free,

The burthen of the Strancrer's son
Shall only be a prayer for thee.

-Oh! may the graclous God above,
Who reared so sweet a forest flower,

For Age to bless, and Vouth to love,
Protect thee to thy latest hour.



May smiles still deck that speaking face,
And, iý at times, a tear should start,

Let it leave no unlovely trace
To show there's sorrow at the heart.

That Peace and Lovç your path may strew,
The World its brightest aspect weýàr-,

And Hope and Joy still smile on you,
Shall be the Strangers fervent prayer.

* TO VALENTINE

Not with the general crowd, behind thy bier,
In mourninor weeds, lost Artist, could. I tread,

Nor can I now enforce one fruitless tear,
Though standing by thy moist and narrow Bed.

I would not, if I could, thy Form restore,,
To toils that task'd it far beyond its strain

Nor win t4 7 Spirit back, now free to soarý-
To struggle in the world's harsh strife again.

Unfitted thou the thorny steeps to dare.
Where Lucre dazzles. and where Fame is won.,

Not thine the vaunt that makes the vulgar stare:
Art's unpretending, artless, genuine son.

Self-taught, without the coarseness which betr;mrs
The sturdy nurture humble life imparts

Self-poised, yet shrinking from the flickering rays,
Which Fortune flung thee but by fits and starts.

The Artist who painted his Fathees Pidtum

1

7'o Va kn lin e.128
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Loving the Pencil for its innate power,,

To seize and consecrate what others love
Pure thoughts, and childlike, were thy richest dower,

Thou noble man, yet gentle as the Dove.

Poor Valentine! The easel vacant seems,
A Rembrandt shadow clouds thy dwelling place,

But, breàking through, a light froin Heaven still beams%m>
To soothe us with the blended tints we trace.

Thou art not lost: li-e odors breathing round,
Thy modest iirtues çýÉ11 shall grace thy home

And praise of thee shall ever sweetly sound
To those you cherish'd wheresoe'r the roam.

What they have lost, perhaps, I better know
That o'er me bends the Fathers face and form

You rescued for me, many a year ago,
Benignly smilinar through Life's ev'ry storm.

Would I could trace a lik-eness that should last,
For them to gaze upon in after years,

For then the bitterness of Death were past
And Hope would spring exulting from their tears.

TO
[Written for a lady whose only brother was about to sail on a long

voyage-]

Farewell! my Brother, since 'tis so-
Our hearts must bend to Fate's decree

But, when to brighter shores you goe
And -sunnier climes-sfiR think of me.

.To Va kn tîne. 120
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When tost upon the stormy wave,
Or when 'neath spreading Palms you roam,

Retall the kiss your Sister gave,
And let it turn your thoughts to, Home.

Where swiftly flew our childhood's hours,
When side by side we fondly strayed,

And culled Acadia's simple flowers,
Or, on ýthe greensward, thoughtless played.

Where oft you've lain upon this breast,
And often I've reposed on thine-

Where off my lips that cheek have press'd,
And yours have fondly dwelt on mine.

If 1 was sad,-my transient grief
IN"hateer its cause-was felt by you,

If you were pained,-'twas some relief,
To know your Sister shared it too.

Still band in band,,we roved al(inýFýÀw
Or sat beside our cheerful board,

Tocrether heard the Linnets song
Of love, at rosy morning poured.

Tog-crether pluck'd the Evergreen,
And round our brows its foliage wreathed,

Together knelt, when, all unseen,
Our evening orisons were breathed.

Together marked the billows' foam,
The southern gales would fling in air.
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Nor dreamed 1 then, that far from Home
ýMe Wave my Brothers form would bear.

But, since we partý farewell 1 farewell
Yet ere froin my embrace you break,

To tempt tIýe 1 " 's féarful swèll,
A Sisters pafting blessing take --

Oh! may that Eve which beams above,
StiU watch your path upon the Main,

And, to, the few you dearly love,
Light you inHealth and Peace àgain.

FAPJEWELIL
[A word that mua be Bjpi-ûn.]

Farewell to thee Sister, it may be forever,
These moments of Friendship perhaps are our last,

And our hearts, by the framing of Fortune, may never
Be blest with one hour U-e those which have pass"d-

Farewell !--though each feeling of Love and Affection,
Which Friendship has taught in our bosoms to swell,

And which long have encircled our youthful connexion,
Should burst at our parting dear Sister, Fareivell.

TO SARAH.
0 1

Forgive me, Maiden, if a word of mine,
One idle word has caused a moment's pain,

And take this hasty, penitential line
In pledge your friend wiR ne'er offend again.
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Perhaps, the swSt famiMar name you wearý

Prompted a broth&s free and careless tone,
Perhaps, pir P -ç il on the love you bear

To one who from my childhood 1 have known,

1 chafed your spirit with a_àoughtless jes4
And made you sad when mciÊ;t ' 1 wishd you gay,

And scarcely felt how much my words express'd,
Till more was said t1han e"er 1 meant to say.

IW oh 1 forgive me--ffiough the time is past,
Mhen 1 could worship such a form as thine,

For love 1&-e yours set Life upon a cast
And all Ambition"s dreams ind cares resigý

Té kiss that polish"d,, intellectual brow,
That speaking eýé's mild radiance to behold,

And hear, from lips like thineý the maiden vow,
To youthful hearts more dear than hifà tgoId.

Though these are not for me, 1 still revere
Ile form of beauty and the soul of graS

In such an eye 1 would not wake a tear,
Or cast one shadow over such a face.

THE BIRTH-DAY.

,%Lfv Birth-day is it Take a kiss,
Thou junior of my Une

The thiirteenth ! yes, by George it is
And 1 am fifty-nine.
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Come hither, Boy, and let us dream
Of birth-days long gone by;' 4

Cloudless and merry many seem, 1

And some that make me sigh.

My first was, stormy, wind North-west
The gathering snow-drifts, piled;

But cosy was the Mothers breast
Where lay the new-born. child.

And ever kind and ever true
That Mother was to, me.,

As yours has ever been to, you,
And will for ever be.

And thirteen times the day came round,
'%Vithin that happy home;-

The " North West'Arm'.ý " enchanted ground,
Ere 1 began to roami.

'Midst Treeý, and Birds, and Summer Flowers,
Those fleetiný_years went by;

With sports and books the joyous hours,
L&e lightning seemed to fly.

The Rod, the Gun, the Spearý the Oar,
plied by Lake and Sea-

Happy to swim from shore to shore,
Or roXe the Woodlands free.

Té sk-im the Pond in Winter time,
To pluck the flowers of Spring,

'Twas then I first began to rhyme,
And verses crude to string.
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You see the Picture o'er the fire
That smiles upon us now,

-The pleasant face we still admire-
The broad and noble brow

Î
Stamp'd by the Maker's hand with lines,
That he who runs may read,

The Christian Patriarch, there he shines,
In thought, in word, in deed.

He was my playmate in those years,
My Father, friend, and guide,

1 shared his smiles, and dried his tears,
Was ever at.,his side.

And oh! my boy, when Death shall come
And close my eyelids dim,

May you, where'er vour footsteps roam,
Love me as I loved him.

My next ten Birth-days Labor claimed,
And hard I work'd my son;

But still at something higher aimeçI
Whene'er my toil was done.

I work'd thýq Press from morn till nigh4
And learn'd the types to set,

And earn'd my bread with young deligh4
As you will earn it yet-

In the dull metal that I moved
For many a weary hour,

I found the knowledge that I loved,
The Life, the Liglit, the Power.



But something more turned those young days
Of steady toil to joy-

Something we both may kindly praise,
Your Mother's smile, my Boy.

And now that I arn growing old,
My Lyre but loosely struni,

For God's best gift my thanks be told,
I loved while I was, young.

For five-and-thirty years that love
My varied life has cheer'd,

Through all its mazes deftly wove,
The light by which I steer'd.

Each birth-day brought its glad increase,
Whatever fortune came ;

In storm. or sunshine-war or peace,
That smile was still the same.

Birth-days there were when both were sad,
When loved ones went to Heaven ;

On this, thank God, our hearts are glad,
To joy let this be given.

And, youngster, when in after years,
1 Your son sits on your knee,
Half smiling through the starting tears,

Then think of '63.

Dec. 13, 1863.
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136 To w0maff.

WRIMRUX LX A BIBLE

[Given to Georgina Osmond, danghter of my landUady in Sloane
Street, London, for whom. 1 was pez uaded to stand Godfather in

When vou can read, my Georgie dear,
lus Book 1 hope youll prize,

And then, though 1 should not be here,
You'Il learn to loyr, and duly fear,

Crod-Father in the sides.

TO WOMANý

There is a flower whose iiiýever-fading bloom
Cheers man's rougià path froin childhood to the tomb
In simple loveliness its fiugrance throws

Alike oYer Indi;aýs sands, and Zembla's snows;
In everv val-ley of Earth7s vaned. breas4
On ev7ry mountain ht% and roé4 cres4
Fragrant, in spotless purity it springs,
And o'er the heart its softening influence flings.
That flower is Woman--first in Edens bowers
She lent her smile to cheer Mans lonely hoursJï '> -him to the wild,
And when Transgressýon forced
He still forgoi his woes when Wéman. smiled,
And wiped away the unavàhng tear
When her soft accents broke upon his ear.
'And still she cheers and charms-her soothing voice

Still breathes débet to bid our souls rejoice
And cares and griefs, like ilnorning vapors, fly
Mère the magic of ber radiant eye.
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Touched by her plastic hand, Life's sharpest stings
Are turned to hannless, if not holy, things.
And where could Man his fevered temples reiý4
Or seek repose, if banished from her breast ?

How many Ilnýgering recollections play
Around the heart, of Childhood's early day,

Like'music wafted from a distant shore
Where we once trod, but ne'er can visit more.

How oft in thought we meet that wakeful eye
Which watch'd our slumbers!-hear the heavy sigh

That told an anxious Mother's hopes and fears,
Or feel our cheeks still moisten'd by her tears 1
Who that around a Mother's neck has clung

Can e"er forget the thrilling airs she sung,
UThile on her lap, in sportive mirth reclined,
Her matron locks about his finger twined,

Slie fondly clasped her dear delightéd boy,
Her full heart bounding with a holy joy,

And her raised eye, so eloquently mild,
Asked of her God a blessing for heiFchild ?

And ôh! how. long a Sister's silvery tone
Hangs round the heart with music all its on-n.

Years may'svieep on, her rosy cheek may fade,
In the cold earth her youthful form. be laid,
The heart which throbbed against our boyish breast
Be seared and broken-still, like something blest,

Her image, conjur'd up by Memory's spel4
Comes from the tomb, of happier hours to, tell,

Of scenes of innocent and early joy,
Unstained by aught of passion's base aUoy,Iff

12
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Whai is a Friend.

Ùf looks of love, and words, of fondness spéken
Iong, long, befère that tenderheart was, brokén.

Oh 1 lovely Woman, 'tis to, thee we owe
Each charm that robs the world of half its woe

Thine is the mile that gilds our early days,
Thy accents form our Manhood's noblest praise
Ily gentle hand, when Age has, stolen our bloom,

Can strew with peace the borders of the tomb.
NVho deem thee faIse, have never feft the power

Of Womans faith, in Sorrow's darkest hour-
Have never known how steadfastly she clings.
Een round the basest and the worst of things

Nor flies, thongh all beside the world have fled;
Nor though death hangs o'er her by à thread.

WHAT IS A FRIEND?

NNat is, a Vriend? A being who
Through all the changes Time may ýnng,

E'en. though our joys may be but few,
WM still around us fondly cling.

M-ho, on Youth's bright and brilliant mom,-
A dearer chann to pleasure lends

Mbose smile can sweeten and adom
Eac4 gift that Heaven so kindly sends.

%Vhose approbation onward cheers
Oùr souls in Manhoods busy strife,

Through scenes of toil, and woe, 'and tears,
Gilding the darkest shades of Life.140



Who shares our joys if Fortune smiles,
And shrinks not should she darkly low'r,

But with a hallowed balm beguiles
The anguish of each trying hoûr.

And if we win a wreath from Fame,
Whose heart with joy and pride will thrill;

And e'en through guilt, and sin, and shame
Will shield, excuse, and love us still.

And when by Death we're called away
From all our joys and sorrows here,

Will often to our Mem'ry pay
The tribute of a burning tear.

THE PROMISE.

[While rambling through the County of Sydney, 1 was forced,
by heavy rains, to seek shelter in a Log House, with a family who

had seen better days, but who, from the pressure of misfortune,
had been obliged to settle in the foresrL From the old lady, who

was at her whee4 I learned the family history. Three of her
daughters had married within a fýW months after the clearing was

begu " While we were all togeAher said she, " we were com-
pany for each other-but when the girls were married, the old

man began to lose heart-for he thought the others would go too,
and we should be left alone in the wilderness- But Agnes cheered
him up, and promised to stay with him. three years at least. That
time is past-but she has kept her word, though she might, if she
chose, have been married long since." There was something to

my mind, exceedingly touching in this voluntary surrender of the

î

7'he Promise. i'-ý-9
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prospects and pleasures of youth, for the solace and support of
age ; and if I have not done justice to the subject, it is certainly

not because it is unpoetical. I had passed the place some years
before, about the time when it is probable the promise had been
made. On my second visit, the hopes which I have attributed to
the girl had been partially realized, and a few years more will

probabl place-the family in a situation of great comfort and inde-
pendence.]

Nay, do not droop, my Father, I will stay,
Though all should leave thee midst the black'ning trees
I will not go, though better prospects tempt
To homes where less of hardship and of toil

Perchance await me. I will not forsake
The hut, which Age and Fortune's sad decline
Forced thee within the Wildemess to rear.
Then do not droop, my Father---check the sigh
That o'erwrought feelings, woven frorn former wrecks

And present desolation, vainly prompt.
We may be happy here-and that which seems

A curse, may yet o'erflow with lasting joys.
Trust me it shall-though now our clearing wears
A dreary aspect-though burnt logs and stumps
Deform the scene, and leave but scanty space

On which the grain its treasures may u ol-d-,
1 Î.

(Our only hope when Summers past away;)
Though our Log Hut but poor defence affords
Against the rain, or Winter's searching blast,
(Unlike the ample home of other days,)
Yet never droop, my Father ; we will toil

With steady aim, and meek undaunted heaýts,
Until -the Wild shall Il blossom. as the rose,"

Èe And plenty crown our hospitable board.

1



From. morn till eve shall Agnes at your side
Your spirit soothe and every labor share ;

Attentive still, each step, each thought to save,
And chase the shadows from thy anxious brow.
Over the wounds that Poverty inflicts
Upon the noble mind, Ill pour the balm

That from youth's sanguine disposition springs,
And catch each fugitive delight, and bid
It nestle where Despair so lately dwelt.

Though no society, nor books, nor friends,
Here in the Wilderness their pleasures strew,

We'Il have no lonely hours-nor ever sigh
For what, by Providence, has been denied.
The sense of mutual cares, and toils, and liopes,
Our hearts shall knit, with an enduring tie
Promiscuous friendships never yet could boast;
And as we meet beside the Winter fire,
You shall dispense, from out your ample stores,
Instruction to your daughter ; by whose smile

All that you've seen and read, shall be revived.
Thus -I shall -grow in knowledge, while you learn
In turning o'er the leaves of Mem'ry's tome

To sweeien every bitter thought they yield,
By lad recurrence to, the present joy.

Then do not droop, my Father.

07" y.tue Promise. 141



THE THREE FLOWERS.

Flowers strew the earth, as stars the sky,
And on them rests the human eye

With exquisite delight
Their perfume haunts the air we breathe,

And graceful hands their petals wreathe
Round fairy forins at night.

The glowing forests solemn shade,
The rugged mountain's brow-

M'here Man, of Nature half afraid
Allured and charmed, but yet dismayed-
Flora'with graceful skill can braid

As only she knows ho*.

Around the mansions of the great,
Festooned with artful care:

Lending their sweetness to the weight
Of fetid city air.

They tempt the lily heads of those
Whose blush might almost shame the rose;

They win the wandering outcast's gaze
To rural scenes and brighter days,

And hang like Spirits every where.
Betý%veen the gentle and thevile,

On' human pride, and sin, and care,
On pampered ease, and gaunt despair,

With equal grace they mile.

Note. This was simply introductory; the intention being to

present three flowers as types of three fair woman.

0171NIFi tw ThrS Flowers.142



Of all that ever smiled on me,
Three Flowers 1 still retain;

In an old volume lie the three,
Crushed, faded, scentless, ne'er again

To court or charm the wanton air;
'Unconscious why 1 keep them there
As is the volume, quaint and old,
Whose leaves their pretty wrecks enfold.

M'rinkled and dusty, old and brown,
Three times a year that book comes down

And rests upon my knee ;
And when with moist and thoughtful. face,
I rise to put it in its place,

feel as sad as vou will be
.0 JO

M'hen 1 have shook vour tears in showers,
By telling what the faded flowers

So often tell to me.

TO 'Mts. NORT01q.*
[At Lady Palmerston's Soiree-]

Lady how eagerly 1 thread the maze
Of ran- and beauty, 'till thy noble form
Stands full before me-'till at last I gaze,
In joy and than-fulness, to find the storm
That shook- the fruit profuselv, spared the tree;
To realize my dreams of timë and thee-

Mrs.'Norton w-as a Granddaughter of Richard Brinsley Sheridan
and Aunt tO e present Earl Dufferin.

'C
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144 To Mrs.. Norton.

-lut To find the eye still bright, the cheek still warm,elb: - -
The regal, outlines swelling, soft and free,

And lit by luminous, thoughts, as I would have them. be..

Unconscious thou, how, far beyond the wave,
The lowest murmur of thy softest strain
In early life articulate music gave
To thôusandswho, when agony and p

Shook every tremulous string, yet sigh'd-again,
That ever sorrow should the notes prolong.
Unconscious thou, that 'thidst the light and vain,

The Stranger turns him from, the glittering throng,
In Mem'ry's stores to, hoard the graceful Child of Song.

How oft, in weariness, we turn away
From what we've sought, from picture, fane, or

stieam
But well dost thou the lingring glance repay

With full fruition of the fondest dream
The light that o'er the billows used to beam,
Lodged in a stately tower. The minstrel's smile

Is sweeter than her Song-the playful theme
Of çarly genius, even less versatile

Than are the matron charms that Soul and Sense
beguile.

The Maple, in our Woods, the frost doth crown
With more resplendent beauty than it wears

In early Spring. Its s*eetness cometh down
But when the Woodman's stroke its bosom tears.
And thus, in -spite of all my doubts and fears,
I joy to see thy ripened beauties glow



'Neath sorrWs gentle touch that more endears
To feel thy sbuins wiR all the sweeter flow
From that deep wound that did not lay thee low.

TO FANCYý

Oh! come, fair Fancyý dwell with mel
'aoù airy, lovelv child of Heaven - 1.

Let all thy brilliant witchery
To soothe and cheat my soul be given.

Come ftom. your dwelling in the skies,
Your ever-varying beauteous home

U-hich the mild rainbow canopies,
Round which bright wayward Planets roam.

Oh! take my heart, and bind it still
With thy deluding rapturous, spell;

You know each chord that makes it thrill,
And you alone can touch them weIL

Comealet us rove together now, ,
Too soon, 1 féar, well have to part,

When sorrow stamps my boyish brow,
And chifls the current at irny heaxL

THE BLUE NOSE.

AjiL-Wamper of Bjvrgàýndy-

Let the Student of Nature in rapture descant
On the Heaven:e cerulean hue;

113
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146 Friendship's Gardm.

Let the Lover indulge mi poetical ran4
When the eyes of his Mi >tress are blue.

Bat fill your giasses---fiU, fiR to the brim,
Ivè a différent toast to propose:

Whà such eyes, and s6ch skies, sfiB are beaminÉ, for him,
Here's a health to the joUy Blue "ose.

Let the Frenchman derht in his vine-covered vales,
Let the Greek toast his old classic ground

Here's the land where the bracing Northwester prevails,
And where joRy Blue Noses abound.

làSg-4ong may it flourish, to all of us dear,
loved and honored by hearts that are true

But4 should evei a fée chance his nose to show here
4e shall find all our Noses tme Blue.

FR-IENDSHIP-PS GARÉEN.

'Twas on a lovely summer day
FoHy, Philosophy, and Reason,
Té, Friendship's Garden, took their way,

M here fruits and flowers were in season.

AU that the nicest taste could please,
AU that the eye could fancy

Was on the bending Trýý
Or sprung in rich profasion there.



Philosophy, with cautious éye,
Could neither fancy fruit or flower-

In all the last he thoras would spy,
And all the fSst, he feard were sour.

And FoUy rambled on the while,
Each gaudy flow'ret heedless choosing;

Plucking each fruit that seem'd to smile,
Unconscious she her time was losin'g.

But gentle Rçaýon. smiling went
.Ud chose ýËý flowers th at grew retired

Whose leaves a pleasing perfume lent,
To heighten what their charins inspired.

M'hen Friendship mark'd them onward strapng,
Her arm round Reason's neck- she threw,

And press'd her to her bosom, sa)ing
My bowers are only meant for you.

TEARS.

Tears glisten in our infant eyes
' N%-heu first upon the light they break;
Tears flow, as; ere the spirit flies,

A last leave of the world we take.

Tears trickle o'er the cheek of age,
M-hen, looking round for those who shed

S*eet flowers to cheer his pilgrimage,
He finds them number'd with the dead.

7èars. e
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148 The Travellers.

Tears flow while at the sacred shrine
In Bridal vestments Beauty bows,

And calls on Heaven with rites divine,
To listen and record her vows.

Teaýs tremble in the Mother-s eyes
While bending o'er her infant sleeping,

His Father's smile she fondly spiesý--
This is the luxury of weeping.

Tears start, when at Fate's stern commandý
From those we love we're forced to part,

And wander to some distant land
With heavy and repining heart.

And Oh! what tears of joy bedew
The wanderer's eyes when safe returning,

He clasps the loved, the hallowd few,
And sees his Cottage fire still burning.

And there ge tears-yes, bitter tears.,
Which like the torrent, fiercelv roll,

Telling of guilt, remorse, and fears
The burning lava of the soul.

THE TRAVELLERS.

As gallant Barks, on Ocean's tide
When su'iner breezes blow,

Oft meet and journey side by side,
Communing as they go;
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But soon, by varying wind and wave,
Are parted on the Main,

The stormy seas alone to brave,
And never meet again.

So we, by happy fortune thrown
On Pleasure's crowded ways,

While brilliant sSnes around us shone,
Have spent some joyous days.

But soon to different havens bound
A separate course we steer,

And where shall meet, in life's dull round,
The circle gather'd here ?

We may not meet, but yet those hours
So blest to -ea»ch and all,

Sol strew'd with variegated flowers,
The spirit may recaIL

On distant shores, when memory warms
Till life's unsunn'd decline,.

We'lf round us bring the feïendly forms,
That parted on the -lWne.

TO THE MOOSE.
[In the jardin Des Plantes.]

Wild native of the western woods,
I grieve to see thee here,

Far from the hills, and groves, and floods,
To both of us so dear.

6 .1



What evfl seoke to bondage ga Vee
That gaunt but agfle frame ?

Curse on the slave,
That sold. theeto this, sb2me.

Wast thou in MI career oerthrown,
Ntlounded, but not to die,

Or. lured by notes adroitly blowe
Didst read the sylvmlie ?

Or wast thon cauLc,rht in tender years,
And brought froin o7er the sea,

To grow, in agony and tears,
Ile idleiCs sport to be ?

Poor capfive! rould that we had met
Upon our native Ihill

But here--to, see thee thus bese4
My soul with sorrow fills.

«Î. The tiger roars within his cage,
The lion shakes his, mane,

And tries the bars with baffied rage,
Then sink to, sleep again.

In far off scenes, 1 never scann'd,
These monsters pant to roan4

But thou art from mv own fair land,
And speak to me of home-

A Common mode of luring the mome is to hnitate the can of
his mate by blowing througb a numpet made of birch bark.

&à,



The 7à1bots.

We've roamed beneath the same tall trees,
Plunged in the same bright streams,

t hear the murmur'd tones of theseý
And see them in our dreams.

Thy thoughts, like mine, are far away,
By western lake and grove,

Wherefree as air we loved to, stray,
Where now our kinffied rove.

I go once more those scenes to tread,
But, thou a prisoner here, A

Must heave the sigh and droop the head,
And feel the captive's fear.

Be mocked by idlers every hour,
That dare not, in the wild,

Unanned, attempt to show their power,
Or check the forest's child.

Farewell-poor Moose-I would my hanâ
Could set the captive free-

But often in our own dear land,
My thoughts shall turn to thee.

THE TALBOTS.

[The French were engaged in the siege of Castillon, when Talbot
marched against thein. His first approach drove in the Franc.

Archers. This success emboldened him to attack the intrenched
camp of the French. Though now eighty years of age, Talboi on



152 Th e Ta lb o is.

.ùeý .0 foot lied his men of arms to the assault. The fight was bravely
sustained on both sides, until the English General was struck

down by a culverin. His son, Lord Lisle, flung himself on the
body of his parent ""FIV, my son :" said the expiring Talbot, 1' the

day is lost It is vour first action, and you may without shame
turn your back to the enemv." Lord Lisle, nevertheless, with thirty
nobles of England, wus slain before the body of Talbot- Crowe's
Hm aryaf -France-]

Fly, fly my son," old Talbot said,
The day can ne'er be ours

I feel 'tis not for us to spread
Our banner o'er yon towers.

Then fly, you can without a stain,
'IYou're but a youthful Knight,

And yet may live, renown to gain,
In many a gallant fight.

Vour Mother sits within our Hall,
Your Sister at her knee

And tho' on this rough field I fall,
They still can clinor to thee.

For thou canst arm. my Yeomen bold,
And bid my hearthslone blaze;

"And Talbot's name and power uphold,
In England's happier days.

1 will not fly," the youth replied,
No tongue shall ever say

That while my Father bravely died,

t

I turned and fled away.



Could all the fame of after years
Efface so deep a stain ?
Could piles of dead, and streams of tears,
I'Briý honor back again?

'I'Thy dying breath wouid curse thy son
"My Mother's tearless eye
Could ne'er, in gladness, look upon

The Knight who feared to die.

"My Sisters hand would seize the blade
,"Which I had thrown aside,
And come t'appease thy gallant shade,
Il And die where you had died.

Then fare thee well, my noble Sire,
Il But ere your eyelids close,

Mark Talbot's sword and soul of fire
I'Deal vengeance on your foes.

Our blood in France may mingle here,
"Our whit'ning bones decay;

But English hearts shall aye revere.
Il The mem'ry of this day.

Then raise my banner proud and high.
Strike Knights, and Yeomen true
Let England be our battle cry-
"'Once, more, brave Sire, adieu."

He said-and o'er his Father's form,
He stood in youthful pride,

The 7à1bois. 153



And braved the battle's fiercest storm,
And still the foe defied.

His eye was like a beacon fire-
His sword the lightnings beam,

That bade the daring foe retire,
Or die beneath its gleam.

Then backward rolled the power of France,
A moment kept at bay-

But soon unnumbered hosts advanceý
And join the fatal fray.

Shadow'd by swords-encompas*LW6d
By many a levelled spear,

Ha died within the human mound
His arm, had toiled to rear.

1827-

CORNELIA'S ANSWER.

To the Caiùpapian Lady, who, after making an ostentatious
display of her jewels, expressed a wish to see thàse of the Roram
matron.

Oh! precious are the brilliant tbing-s
That in earth's peaceful bosàm lie,

And bright the beams the Diamond ffings,
In radiant lustre on the eye..

Cûrnelia's Answer.154



Rich are the Ruby's dazzling gleams,
And pure the Pearl's unfading ray,

And mellow are the golden bea.ms
That round the costly Topaz play.

There's light in many a sparkling gem,
And wealth in many a precious stone,

But let them deck the diadem,
And blaze around the monarch's throne.

Cornelia never casts a thouglit
On baubles valueless as these,

Such gems by Monarch ne'er were bought
As nightly deck Coýnelia's knees.

Elastic forms, bright eves of flame,
And souls lit up by Nature'sfire,

Which point the glowina- path to fame
And still to glory's meed aspire.

Hearts that through battle, toil or death,
In virtue's cause would nobly stand,

And proudly yield their latest breath
To guard their own, their native land.

Such are the gems Cornelia owns,
From such she claims her dearest joys,

For what are all earth's precious stones,
Compared with these-my-Boys-my Boys?

1827- 
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CINCINNATUS.

The purple robe was oer him flung-
They hail'd him Chief in Rome-

But yet a tear unbidden sprung,
He sigh'd to leave his home.

He look'd to Heaven-it sweetly smiled,
He look'd to Earth-and there

The flowers of Spring, untrained and wild,
Shed fragrance on the air;

Ir
A stream beside his Cottag+traydý

And murmurd as it went;
The Birds, in varied plumes arrayed,

Their gentle music lent

All Nature seem'd at peacîi-the breeze;
That lightly wander'd by,
Scarce shSk the foliage of the trees,
'Twas soft as Beautïls sigh.

And who would leave a scene like this,
Il To tread the battle field,

And change life's peaceful hours of bliss,
For all that war can yield 1

There's music in the charg'g note,
'l- To Warriors spirits dear;
But sweeter airs at evening float
Il In mingled softness here.
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The shouts of triumph-loud and long,
'Ir, May ring o'er earth and sea:
But yet Attilia"s evening song

Has sweeter charms for me."

'Twas no unmanly childish fear
That bade his spirit sigh ; 1

But thoughts like these, which swell'd the tear,
That dimm'd the Romans eye.

TO THE MAYFLOWER

Lovely flow'ret, sweetly blooming
'Neath our drear ungentle sky-

Shrinking, coy, and unassuming
From the gaze of mortal, eye.

On thy bed of moss reposing,
Fearless of the drifting snow,

Modestly thy ch di losing,
Storms but mre tshem brighter glow,

Springs mild, fragrant, fair attendant,
Blooming near the greenwood tree,

While the dew-drop, sparkling, pendant,
Makes thee smile bewitchingly.

Oh! I love to, look upon thee,
Peeping from. thy close retreat,

Vffle the sun is shining on thee,
And thy balmy fragrance greeÈ

To ik e Mayfo w e r. 157



158 To the Linnel.

View exotics, proudly growing
On the shelter'd. mild parterre,

But, if placed where thou art blowing
Would they bloom and blossom theré.

April's br'eeze would quickly banish
All the sweets by them display'd,

Soon each boasted charm would vanish,
Every cherish'd beauty fade.

Scotia's- offspring-first and fairest,
Nurst in snows, by storms caress'd

Oh! how lovely thou appearest
When in all thy beauty dress'd.

Red and white, so sweetly blending.
O'er- thy fragrance throw a flush
While beneath the dew-drop bending,

Rivall'd but by beâu*t)eiý blush.

Welcome little crimsori favor
To our glades and valleys wild

Scotia ask'd, and Flora gave her,
Precious boon, her fairest child.

TO THE LINNET

Oh! fear me not sweet little Bird,
Nor quît the bough for me,

But let your evening song be hea'rd
Of artless minstrelsy.
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Think not 1 wish to do you hann
Or drive you from the spray,

In hopes your song my thoughts may charm
I'm to your lay-

Oh! sing the saddest, wildest strain
. Youve eer been taught by grief,,o

And chauni it o'er and o'er again
"rwin my soul relie£

If you. have watched a Parent dear
Whose life was on the wane,

The mournful soùg pray let me hear,
You sang to soothe his pain.

If you have seen his eyelids close
Wthout the power to save,

Warble the lay, 'twill bring repose,
You sang:besidehis grave-z

How oft by yondeï a ed tree,
My Father at my side,

17ve listen7d many an hour to thee
At silent eventide.

For then, the merriest roundelay
You sang en summer eve

Was welcome, to a heart so gay
It knew no cause to grieve.

Fen yet your simple strain I love
Altho' by care oppressM,



J', 11ý 160 To ilie Firefi-y.

To hear thee warbling as 1 rove
Relieves my aching breast.

Then fear me not, sweet little Bird
Nor quit the bough for meý

But let your eve song be heard
Of artless minstrelsy.

TO THE FIRE-FLY.

little Insect, brio,hdy gleamincr
Through the murky shades of net,

Most assiduously beaming
AR around thy transient light

Still e eve, tfirough aircareering,
Thôugh the scene be e*er so daik,

Yetyour little liet appearing,
Shines a gay resplendent spark.

Shine again, thou pretty meteor,
Though the night be drear and damp,

Lovel lucid, speck of Nature
ýLight agaîn thy little lamp.

Spread again thy airy phnion,
Let thy ray once more' appear,

Come, dame Fortune'- favoed mu*n'on,
Learn a moral lesson here.
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Lull'd on luxurys 1ap supine.,
M'hat avails your worldly pelf,

Mhough through life you glide divinely,
Yet you live but for yourself-

View this littje Fly, commencing
Undisturb'd, his evening flight,

To pýoud man a ray dispensing-
Gen rous Fly--to gmide him right.

Wth the little God has given,
And to worldly troubles blind

He lights his taper up at even,
Sparkles, flies, and is resigned.

île

THE DESERTED NEST.

Deserted nes4 that on the leafless tree,
Waves to and fro with every dreary blas4

W-th none to shelter, none to care for thee,
Thy day of pride and cheerfulness is past.

Thy tiny walls are falling to decay,
Thv ceR is tenantless and tuneless now,

The winter winds have rent the leaves away,
And left thee hanging on the na-ed bough.

But ve4 deserted nes4 there is a spell
Fen in thy loneliness, to touch the heart,

For holy things within thee once did dwell,
The type of joys departed now thou art-
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With what assiduous care thy framers wrought,
With what delight they viewed the structure rise,

And how, as each some tiny rafter brought,
Pleasure and hope would sparkle in their eyes.

Ah! who shall tell when all the work was done,
The rapt'rous pleasure that their labors crown%

The blissfül moments Nature for them won,
And bade them celebrate with Joyous sound.

A Father's pride-a Mother's anxious care,
Ç4 Her flutter'd spirits, and his gentlest tone,

A all that wedded hearts so, fondly share,
To thee deserted nest, were surely kno,%vn.

Then thouggh thy walls be rent, and cold thy cell,
And thoug.;htless crowds may hourly pass thee by,

Mhere love and truth and tenderness did dwell
There's still attraction for the Poet's eye.

TO A ROSE.

[On an Opera Dancers Skirt.]

Sweet Rose that each voluptuous whiri
With deeper blushes dyes,

As soars yon frail but lovely girl
With locks of jet and teeth of pearl,

Before our wondering eyes.

1 wish thy leaves had perished where
In innocence they bloom'd,
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Wasting upon the desert air
Their charming tints and perfume rare,
Nor to thi»S fate been doom'd.

How oft upon the'Rose I've dwelt
With exquisite delight

How oft to catch its odor knelt,
But ne'er the mix'd sensations felt,

It conjures up to-night.

I've seen it nestling in the lace
The timid Maid had thrown

Above the snowy orbs of grace
Where sin had found no resting place,
Nor broke the virgin zofie.

Above the Bride's unsullied brow
I've seen it lightly wove,
WÈe solemn- word and whisper'd vow,-

The cheerful scene's before me now,-

Gave latitude to love.

I've seen it scatter'd o'er the tomb
Where little children lay,

Type of their beauty and their bloom,
Their withering charms and early doom,

As fair and fleet as they.

Whenever met, the Rose lias been
My cherish'd favrite flower

The ornament of every scene,
With vermeil tint and foliaoe green
And beauty for its dower.
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Bu4 dangrling to tha gauze-like dress
That scarce a limb conceals,

That woos, in verv wantonness,
The fetid zeAes rude caress,

And every charm reveals.

It seems to féel the sad disgrace,
And blushes deeper red ;

Another rouiýd it may not üuce,
Its leaves, dishonord, oer the place

In parting showers are shedL

1,83K

THE WREATFL

Yes, keep the Wreath, and let it be
'Twixt yon and me a gentle token
Of smmy hour% spent joyously,

And merry thoughtsý in friendship spoken

-Of bursting buds, and opening Spring,
Of flowers round our féotsteps wreathing;

Of Robin Red Breasts on the wing,
And trees baLsamic odors breathing.

Of gushing streamlets, winding down
The mountain sides as we ascended,

Sparkling their last, before the brown
And turbid waterý with them blended.



Of starlight night, and homeward ride
Beside the lonely Avon River,

Then keep the Wreath, whate'er betide,
And sometimes think upon the giver.

FALmou-rH, May io. 1869.

TO THE TOWN CLOCK-

Thou graveold -Time Piece, many a time and oft
I've be en your debtor for the time of day

And every time I cast my eyes aloft,
And swell the debt-I think 'tis time to pay.

Thou, like a sentinel upon a tower,
Hast still announced "'the enemys" retreat,

And now that I bave got a leisure hour,
Thy praise, thou old Repeater, Pll repeat

A very stnking object, all must own,
For years you've been, and may for years rem

And though fierce storms around your head have blown,
Your fonn erect, and clear and mellow tone,
Despite their.violence, you still retain.

A " double face," some foolishly believe,
Of gross deception is a certain sign

But thy fourfaces may their fears relieve,
For who can boast so frank a life as thine.

You ne'er disguised your thoughts for purpose mean,
You he'er conceal'd your knowledge from the crowd,

Like knaves and asses that I've sometimes seen,
But what you knew with fearlessness avow'd.

1 
If

1
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Time, with his sc could never mow you down,
Thouo,,h you c him up in fragments small,-

Showing his halves and quarters to the town,
Old Quarter Master General for us all.
Though unambitious, still the highest place

All ranks and classes cheerfully resign,
And II looking up to thee," feel no disgrace

If to, I' look do wn on them thou dost incline.
While some the Graces seek,
And others love the Muse's rosy bowers,--

Thou art content from week to week,
To revel with the ever fleeting Hours.

How many curious scenes and odd displays
You've gazed upon, since first you took your stand

How manv sad, how many brilliant days,
You've had a hand in-Oh 1 that you could hand

Vour knowledge down
Your Logg-your Album-all your observations,

jokes and remarks, on what you've heard and seen
If besides 'Inote of time your cogitations

On all the doings that in time have been
You had recorded,

No book would sell so well
About the town,

Nor anv author be so well rewarded.

Mat variotis feeling._ý-s, in the human heart,
Thv tones hallleýtirred

How hast t e Lover cuý'd thee, when he heard
Thy voice pro laimine it wàs time to part.

0 

to,
With hat a start

1
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Of quick delight, about to be set free,
The schoolboy heard you say that it was three; CA

ii îÈnext mornino- how he'd sio-h and whineBut then, le., ý
When you as frankly told him it was nine;
Oh! cruel Clock! thus carelessly to shout it,

If e'er vou'd play'd
At Ball or By the Way, on the Parade, gel,
You never would have said one word about it. îï-i

To wretch condemn'd for flagrant crimes to swing,
What horrid anguish would thy clear tones bring

Telling his hour! 4
But, to the pilloried koundrel, placed on hich

letRound whom stale fish and rotten eggs did fly-
A fearful shower

Whose dodging shoulders, a--n-d averted eye,
Half uttered prayer, or sharp and piercincr cry,

Betray'd his fears
M'ho thought " his hour " would surely last all day,
Sweet was thv welcome voice when it did sa.1 > y

The storm. about his ears
Should cease and die away.

How oft hast thou observ'd the hapless wiorht,
Mo'd toil'd, and ra-ed, and scraped, from morning

light
Till nearly thj-ce;

And vet had not enough his Note to pay,
Turn round to thce

While th1-obbinoý bro-%v., and nervous (Yait did say,
Hold-hold-good, Clock, another quarter stay-

For if I cannot raise, or beg or borrow,



My credit will have died before tomorrow,
For this 1 do'assure you's, my Il last day."
The Sun stoodstill at joshua's command,
Oh 1 be as kind, or 1 can never stand;
Ah 1 do-if you of pity have one drop,
If you "go on," by Heaven Pll have Il to stop,"

How many dashing blades have gone to pot,
Who sought on Folly's files the first to be;

But never one, of all the precious lot,
Could live, old friend, so long Il on tick " as thee.

The cunning fellows, too, thou put'st to shame,
Who scheme, and plot, and plan from morn till eve;

Thy Cc wheels within wheels " always go the same,
While they, some Il screw loose " failing to perceiveý

On evry side their wreck'd machinery leave.

A good example
To -all the idle chaps about the town,

Who trample
'On precepts by economists set down,

You always gave;
Your II hands " were going night and day

From year to year you toil'd away
Like any slave;

Your limbs from heavy weights no hour were free
And Sunday dawned no holiday to thee."
You the whole figure " went while others falteré'd,

And howsoe'er tîmes changed, your time ne'er altered.

TO Me Town Clock.16g



A Toast.

A TOAST

Here's a health to thee Tom,* a bright bumper we drain
To the friends that our bosoms hold dear,

As the bottle goes round, and again and again
We whisper 1'we wish he were here."

Here's a health to thee Tom, may the mists of this earth
Never shadow the light of that soul

Which so often has lent the mild flashes of mirth
To illumine the depths of the Bowl.

With a world full of beauty and fun for a theme,
And a glass of good wine to inspire,
E'en without thee we sometimes are bless'd with a gleam
That resembles thy spirit's own fire.

'Yet still, in our gayest and merriest mood
Our pleasures are tasteless and dim,

For the thoughts of the past, and of Tom that intrude,
Make us feel we're but happy with him.

Like the Triumph of old where the absent one threw
, A cloud o'er the glorious scene,

Are our feasts, my dear Tom, when we meet without you,
And think of the nights that Éave been.

When thy genius, gssuming all hues of delight,
Fled away with the rapturous hours,

* Il Tom" was judge Haliburton, better known as Sain Slick the,
Clockmaker.

16o
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And when wisdom, and wit, to enliven the night,
Scatter'd freely their fruits and their flowers.

When thy eloquence played round each topic in turn,
Shedding lustre and life where it fell,

As the sunlight, in which the tall mountain tops burn,
Paints each bud in the lowliest dell.

When that eye, before which the pale Senate once quailed
With humor and deviltry shone,

And the voice which the heart of the patriot hailed,
Had mirth in its every tone.

Then a health to thee, Tom, ev'ry bumper we drain
But renders thy image more dear,

As the boule goes round, and again, and again,
We wish, from our hearts, you were here.

THE FANCY BALL. No. I.

Oh! were you at the Fancy Ball,
Or did the pastime set, man

The stately old Masonic Hall
Lit up with life and glee, man?

How lived you through the waltz's whirl,
Or stood the Polkas tread, man
Is not some gay, bewitching girl,
SÛR dancing in your head, man?

I've just escaped, as well I might,
1 fled the scene.gproarious-

As many a stalwart, thirsty wigh4
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Was fast becoming glorious,
With life I fled-but jupons court,

Symmetric limbs revealing,
And busts, where Love himself might sport,

Yet through my brain are stealing.

The music'swild voluptuous swell
My wa-ing senses scatters,

And my poor heart, by many a Belle,
Is torn all into tatters.

I've kept the field, mrith sword in hand,
When bullets round me hurtled;

But how the devil could I stand
Limbs so adroitly kirtled.

Eyes "craining influence," were there,
And chee-s that shamed the roses;

Mlith sylph-like forms, surpassing fair,
Small feet, and powdered noses.
Oldmaids, well rouged, 1 might defy,

Their airs and vain pretences- 14.
From Mrs. R-s bewitching eye

The soul has no defences.

The Quakeress-a thought too old,
Howe'er the spirit move her-

But Jessica's bright eyes are roll'd
And all the world must love her.

Of little girls, a score I passed,
They put me in a flutter,

With budding charms, expanding fast,
They smelt of bread and butter.
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A Knight of Malta struts along,
And makes the heathen stagger.

Vll baék against his weapon strong,
That dark eyed maiden's dagger.
Sarmatia's widow, young and fair,
Could I her fate control-

I'd revel -in those beauties rare,
Nor rove from Pole to Pole.

Bluff Harry, every inch a King,
A pair of black eyes prizes,

And quits, full oft, the glittering ring,
And to the dais rises.

'Crush'd by his helmet, staggers round
The Trooper young and slender,

And ever looking on the ground,
Revolves the young Pretender.

Prince Hal, with sprightly step, goes down,
And well sustains his part-

But girls beware, who stole a Crown,
Perhaps may steal a heart ;

A Cossack bold, with visage grim,
Looks at thedance Shakspearian,

When supper's served-just look at him,
He'd pass for a Hungenýan.

Good Fisherman, with sky-blue shirt,
Thy net is wanted here,

To guard each enterprising Flirt
From Il lowe fish " wandering near.1
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But faith Im off-my brave Maltese
Before 1 quit the scene,

Some scarlet skiffs are on the seas,
just watch tha Algerine.

THE FANCY BALU NO. 2.

Joy rules the hour--the Fancy Ball
Invites us all to pleasure-

Who would not answer to the call, 5 >ý
And tread one jocundpeasure.

Ten fathoms deep let Care go down
Beneath the sparkling tides .41 Ï-1

Where Strife and Envy sink and drown,
And Beautys suiile pre§ides.

The lamps are lit, and Musie's swell
Voluptuous fills the Hall,

And, yielding to the magiq_ spell,
Let's view the Fancy ML

L
Not Xeries eye, from Salamis,

Such countless tribes discerned
Not Peters army equaWd this,*

Nor joseph's coat when turned.

Turks and Albanians, Suliotes, Poles,
And Indians from the mountain,

They gleam and rush and past us roll,
Like bubbles in a Féunta*
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W 'ho have we here, bold " Robin Hood,"
Arrayd in kirtle green;

But Cupid has a shaft as good,
Young ribs to glance between.

John CMnaman, in rich costume,
To trade comes o*er the sea;

Heart whole he paces round the room,
Yet does it toi T.

-With stalwart limbs and ample chest,
Pprings forth the Matadore,

«No bull he fears but by ' cres4
He can't abide a bore-

Well dress'd and stately, Charles sustains
With ease, his kingly part,

ais head is safe, but faith he strains
wFihat blonde too near his heart.

What ho 1 Sir Miner, pick in hand,
You're countermined, 1 féar,

The Safety Lamps of all vour band
Could not protect you here.

Of proud Venëffà's itoblest-son---
Behold ihe stately mien,

joy comes, but when the revel's done
His heart's not in the scene.

The Course is élear-whoR win, who'll win
A Gallop--.off t4ey roll-



Good jockey hold that Filly in-
She"Il bolt, upon My soul. 

Je
See, see, they fly,-round, round, they go,

Some lady's lost a garter
That girl, who thinks she's caught a beau

Has only caught a Tartar.

Sage William Penn must go the pace,
That brawny maid will prove him,

IN'hoIl take the odds, heIl win the race
For flesh and spirit move him.

Bright Flôwer Girls, full half a score,
Exhibit Fancy's freaks,

We prize above their gather'd store
The roses en their cheeks. :È

With Jupon court and juste corset,"
Yon Regimental daughter,

'%%'hene'er she turns her eyes this way,
D'oms all our hearts to slaughter.

Perhaps 1 might withstand her glance,
Her smile I do not dread

But, whirling in the mazy dance
Her foot Just tums my head.

Art, o'er that antique Dame has thrown,
The air of days gone by,

Yet cannot curb the heaving zone
Nor cloud that roUing eye.
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Young Demoiselle, from, Chizetcook,
To sell your égg prepare,
Pll buy it spite your merry look,
If you the yolk (yoke) will share.

The Queen of Sheba--Queen of Love,
May joy and bliss betide her;

But Charlie boy be on the move,
There's Solomon beside her.

See gentle Night, our hearts assail,
So modest, yet so gay,

If shadow'd by her mystic veil
Who'd ever wish for day?

FEBRUARY) 1850.

TOM'S APOLOGY.

[The son of udge Haliburton (The Clockmaker) very early
evinced a taste for musical composition, so strong, that he deserted
all the sports of boyhood to sit for hours at the piano. This
decided biàs towards a pursuit but little adapted to the circum-
stances of a new country, occasioned much parental anxiety. The
following verses were w-ritten for Tom, on his presenting the

writer with an original air:]

Oh! tempt me not with meaper joys,
Nor rown, if I decline

The sports so lov'd by other Boys-
The World of Sound is mine.

1

7'o m's Ap o logy.176.
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1 care not for the, busy crowd
Mere noisy mirth prevails,
Mere peals of laughter, long and loud,
Swell Pleasure's glittering sails.

The idle jest, the vacant mind,
Let others freely share,

In Music's spells I still can find
Delights more rich and rare.

Oh! let me yet eath note prolong,
And treasure- every tone

That haunts the niagic realms of Song
And make them all my own.

just as the birds that Heavenward soar
The troubled earth above

From brighter regions catch and pour
The simple strains they love.

ONCE MORE I PUT MY BONNET ON.

Once more I put my bonnet on,
And tie the ribbons blue,

My showy poplin dress I don,
That's just as good new,

And smooth and, state1ýya a swan
Go sailing to, my pew.
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Once more, Ah! me, how oftý how oft,
Shall I the sSne repeat?

With graceful ease and mann soft
1 sink into my sea4

And round the congregation wait
The sense of odors sweet.

A finer form, a fairer face
Ne'er bent befère the stole,

With more restraint no spotless lace
Did firmer orbs control,

I shine, the Beauty of the place,
And yet I look all soul.

When to the sinful people round
My pitying glances rove

The dewy tints of Heaven's profound
Seem in mv eves to move,

Too sorrowful their hearts to wound,
And hardly asking love.

And thus for four long years I've sat,
My gloves without a crease,

For two of them. 1 wore a hat,
For one a blue pelisse,

When will. the wicked know whats whaf,
The weary heart have peace?

My head gear twenty times, I've changed,
Worn Paris flowers in Spring,

Wheat ears in Autumn, re-arranged,
Tried birds of every' wing,
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Bade that from Paradise estranged -
Its lustre o'er me fling.

But N-et, as " nether millstones " hard
The hearts of men appear,

Smooth shaved, "or bea rded like the pard"
They're worse from vear to year.

My 9& virtue is its own reward.,"
Fm Sitting single here.

The Rector's eyes, a brilliant pair,
Lit up with love divine,

Beaming with inspiration rare,
And phren' « y very fine,

Li-e nestlino; birds from upper air,
-éWould gently droop to mine.

What could I think, as day by day
His aaze nicre-eýtmest grew,

Till half the girls began to say
He neither cared nor knew,

Thouoh all the Church should-go astray
If he could save my pew.

I read divinity by reams,
The Bible got*by heart,

I studied all the Church's " SchemesY1
Prepared to play my part

Of Rector's wife, as well beseems
A lady of high Art.
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But, let the truth at once be told,
Religions cause was nought,

For Twenty Thousand Pounds in gold
The Rector's heart was bought,

And -1 was most completely sold,
The Blackbird was not caught.

The Curate's hair was, crisp, and brown,
His color very high

His ample chest came slopinu down,
Antinous-like his thigh,

Sin shrank before his gathered fro'wn,
Peace whispered in his sigh.

So young! 1 hoped his steps to guide
From error's devious way;

By bad example sorely tried,
I feared the youth might stray

To life's allurements opening wide
Become an easy prey.

I did my best, I watched and prayed,
His ardent soul to save,

But by the 'sinful flesh betrayed,
What could I do but rave?

Ten stone of blonde in lace arrayed
Walked with him down the nave.

If Gospel truth must now be told
I've selfish grown of late,

The Banker next though somewhat old,
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And limping in his gait,
And quite as yellow as his gold,

I thought to, animate.

I'm sure my Note he would hâve Il done
With Il two good names-" upon it

I do not think he ever run
His eye glass o'er my sonnet,

Or counted, in the.morning su'n
The feathers î*n,ýmy bonnet.-

The widowed Judge I next essayed,
His orphans kindly viewing, 1

Read'Blackstone nearly through 'tis said,
All gaudy dress eschewing;

But, àm I doomed to die a maid?
Not oret he comes a wooing.

Once more Vll put my bonnet on
And tie the ribbons blue ;

My showy poplin dress VII don,
That's just as good as new,

And smooth and stately as aswan
Go sailing to my pemý.

Merchants and Lawyers, half a score,
Bow on their bats to pray,

Tho' scattered round, Pm, very sure
They always look my way.

Fll re-appear, encore! encore!
- Who shall I catch to-day?



-0182 A New Member.

A NEW MEMBER.

[During a discussion in the House of Assembly a large dog made
good his entrance and walked about the House, apparently

astonished at the singularity of his situation. The following lines
were suggested by the incident.]

Why, Rover, by what wily art
Did you get entrance here?
By playing well a Patriot's part,
And wasting bread and beer ?

By kissing each Elector's wife,
And flirtino- with his sister

And swearin(y that upon your life,
Your heart could ne'er resist her ?

ÏO-* »I

Did you shake many a voter's hand,
And tell full many a storym--

For days upon the hustings stand,
And bow to Whig and Tory?

While rights, and liberties, and laws
Were always on your tongue,

Enlisting hundreds in your cause,
You'd just as soon have hung?

And now you're here, come tell us, pray,4le

Which side you mean to sit-
What part do you intend to play,
A Dummy or a Wit?

Will you seek fame like H. and B.,
BY making lengthy speeches,
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Or range upon the side of D.
When 'gainst our punch he preaches?

And will you kick, and be and bite,
When Road Votes come before ye,

Or put the Council all to flight,
Whene'.er thefit comes o'er ye?

Will you stand up, ten. times at least,
To speak on every question, , -_

And give the House a glorious feast,
Enough to check digestion ?

Or will ydu sit your sixty days
For Five-and-Thirty Guineas,

And ne'er attempt your voice to raise
Like many other ninnies ?

For- êrly members -of the House of Assembly received 35
guineas for the session, which was supposed to, last 6o days,



EPIGRAMS.

[On being told by a Lady that the face was an index to the
mincL]

AI gh you protest it again and again,
s 111 must beliëve you are jesting,

Èor what must thy exquisite volume contain
When the Index is so interesting?

î_;

184 Epigrams.

PATIENCE

Tim says that the maid who first kindled a flame
Of desire 1ýn his heart was called Patience by name,
But at length Tim discovered this beautiful creature,
Who was patience by name was impatience by nature.

THE ROSE AND THE THORN.

Thy vermeil cheeks, janette, I swear,
Deep blushing as the morn,

Like two fair rose buds do appear,
Thy nose portrays the thmw.
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TO A LADY.

DVhose eyes were remarkably small.]

Your little eyes, with whiOi, fair maid,
S trict watch on me you're keepingg,

Were never meant to look, I'm 'fraid
They're only fit forpeebinj.

PRECEPT AND EXAMPLE.

Renounce the -world, old Cassock cries,
With vice and folly it abounds

But yet, in worldly vanitie,,,
Cassock spends Twenty Thousand Pounds.

ON A MISER.

fflo was very ugly.]

He grinds the faces of the poor,"
Said Ned with solemn tone.

Does he?" said Dick. I'm very sure
He'd better grind his own."

116
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SHAKSPEARE

[An Oration delivered before the St George's Society, Halifax,
N. S. April 23,184]

Not quite two thousand years ago, in a smail village

of judea, a poor Carpenter's wife was blessed,%%rjth a son,

who grew to manhood beneath his reputed fathers roof

-who wrote nothing which has been preserved, who

died yovng, and who but for four or fîve years ap-

peared conspicuously on the stage of public life.

This divine man so lived, for that short space of time,

that by the dignity of his person-the grace and fasci-

nation of his manner-the purity and simplicity of his

life-the splendor of his eloquence-the novelty of his

doctrines-the mira ous power which he displayed, he

7 
lo'so, alarmed the hiera hs and bigots of his day, that they

put him to death, to e rpate what they conceiveà to be

a pestilent heresy dangerous to existing institutions.

A few short discourses--one new commandment-

some exquisite parable-s,-a few noble bures of righteous

indignation-a fervent prayer he-re all there-two or

three touching lamentations-some Impie reproofs-

and a few beautiful illustrations of his courtesy to

women and children, and of his sympathetic considera-

tion for the Wants and weaknesses of his fellow men,
are all that remain to us of the Biography and recorded

speech of this poor youth.

Yet every Sabbath, all over the Christian *orld,

millions of people assemble to, do honor to this person



-- to repeat his words-to ponder upour his life, and to
endeavour to mould the growing generations by his

example. We, in view of the miracles he wrought and
of the wisdom of his teaching, acknowledge his divine
origin and attributes ; but millions, who regard him only
as a man, are yet won to daily and weekly recognition
of the hoâness of his life-the wisdom of his words,
and of the self-sacrificing spinit in which he died for the
redemption and security of his fellow-men.

How many Emperors, Kings, Conquerors, Tyrants,
have lived and died within these two thousand years,
for whom no festivals are kept-whose exmple no man
quotes-whose wisdom no man ponders. Their mailed
figures, as they appear in history, seem to shake the
earth, their pride to flout the skies---their policy to
cover the globe. Yet there they lie, the best of them
with their marble or bronze hands folded on their stone

sarcophagi, looking up to the Heaven they outraged, and
challenging from the earth which they devastated but
scanty notice or recogrâtion. From all which we

gather, shutting divinity out of the question, that the
world knows and will ever know its benefactors from its
oppressors--that the beauty of holiness outlasts mere

earthly splendor-that the still small voice of wisdom
will go echoing through the hearts of successive genera-
tions, whom the hoarse command of authority cannot
sûr. 0

A little more than a century ago, a child was bom in
the cottage of a poor Scotch peasant in Ayrshire, and
but a few years have passed since the Centennial
Anniversary of thàt boys birth was kept throughout the
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civilized worid. You kept it here. I was not present,
but I read the account of your celebration with interest
and pride. Throughmzt the British Empire--aH over
dÙs continent, wherever the British races miýgIe and
British literature is read, bonfires blazed and cities were

iDunriinated-Balls were given, and Dinners and Suppers
were enlivened by the songs of Burns, or by sentiments
uttered in his praise. I happened to be in Boston, the

city that, next to Halifax and London, for many reasons,
1 like the bes4 and where I feel the most at home.
Two festivahwere held, one at the Revere House by
ée North British Society, the other aý the Parker House,'-"

by the leading literati of New England. 1 was honorèd
by invitations to both, and at botla witnessed the

enthusiasra of the hour, and the intellçctuat-ýâffluenS
of the community. The Governot of 'the State, the
Mayor of the City, the leading Merchants and Bankers,
the Professors of Cambridge, Whittier and Emerson,
Holmes and Hilliard, ýFields and Whipple, and a score

more of men who give animation to the social, and fire
to the public 1 ife of the old Bay State, were there ; and

we all lifted our voices to honor the memory of that
poor Scotch Peasant, ýnd bowed our heads in reveren-
fial -thankfulness above his literary remains. What we
were doing in Boston, you were doing here, and the

intellectual. and appreciative all over the world were
doing in the same spirit on the same occasion.

Now, how did it happen that the noble and the high-
born, the Scholar, the Novelist, the Historian, the

Statesman, the Poet, all mingling with the joyous accla-
mations of those wider classes that come more nearly
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down to his own woridly station, gave point and signifi.
cance to festivals got up to honor the memory of a po«
Ploughman a century after he had passed away? The
man was no saint-sharp of speech, and loose of life,
at times he had tried the patience of many friends, and
made, many enemies. He had lived and died in poverty;
bis errors, whatever they were, being vefled 4 nô
drapery of convention, nor refined away by the ordhury
accessories of elegant self-indulgence- He left béhind

him no relatives who could defend his memory---m
to battle for his opinions-no wealth to, purchase venal

advocacy-no station or. organized influenS to disarm
independent criticism. How was it then, that ail. the

world, by a simultaneous impulse, moved as one man to
do honor, on the same dav,, to the memory of this poor
Scotch Ploughman ?

It was because, long after he iras dead, and his faults
and follies were forgotten, it was discovered (as it had
been befère by a few keen sighted and appreciative

friends who knew and loved him) that in this mans souï
there had been genuine insýiration---that he was a

patriot-an artist--that by his genius, and independent
spirit, he had given dignity to the pursuits by which the
mass of mankind live, and quickened our love of nature
by exquisite delineation. It was found that hy isy
stood rebu-ed in presence of his broad humor--that
he had put one lyric invocation into the mouth of a

dead warrior that would be worth to his country, in any
emergency, an army of ten thousand men-that he had
painted one picture of his countrys rural life, so, touch-
ing and so eue, that it challenged for her the respect
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of millions who knew her not; and gave character and
refinement to, the thoughts of those who knew her best

%Vhat has become of the wrangling race of bloody
Chieftains, whose murual slaughter and mutual perfidy,

Tytler so well describes? With the exception of Wallace
and Bruce, we would not give the Ayrshire Ploughman
for a legion of them. ý What has become of the drowsy
Hély Willies, ewhose interminable homilies made the

Sabbath wearisome, in Burns' time, and. the gospel past
finding out? They are dozing in the churchyards, as

their congregations dozed in the churches and no-one
as-s to have them wa-ed up by a festival yet the man

they denounced, and would have burnt if they could,
sho*s his "I Cottar's Saturday night " to the admiring

world and puts them all to, shame.
Three hundred years ago (1564) William Shakspeare,

whose Birth Dav we have met to celebrate, was born, of
comparatively obscure parentage, at Stratford-upon-

Avon, a small English village. His father John
Shakspeare, deaIt in wool, and though at one period
of his life he had been better off, was, before the Poet's
death, so, poor as to be exempted from the payment of
local assessments. His mother, Mary Arden, wasr des-
cended from a familv some members of which had
served the office of Sheriff, and brought to her husband,
as dower, 65 acres of land and £6 13 4 in money.
Our Poet was the eldest of ten children. Before he was

three months old the Plague ravageà his native village,
--Ing off a seventh part of its population, but seems

to have spared his family. He was educated at the
Free School of Stratford, till withdrawn to assist hi'

17
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father, whose circumstances were becoming straitened.
At eighteen he married Anne Hatheway, and con>-

menced business for himself, but, being arrested with
some other youngsters for Deer Stalking in Sir Thomas
Lucy's Park, to escape the law he fled to London, and
joined a company of Players. He became an Actor, a

Dramatista Poet, a Theatric4eanager, won the favor
of the Earl of Southampton, an"d of Queen Elizabeth.
He earned a competenceand after the death of the

virgin Queen retired to his native village, where he pur-
chased a handsome house and enjoyed an income of

£3oo a year. He had three children. He died on his
birth-day, the 23rd of April, at the earlyage of 53.

This is nearly all that is knôwn, with certainty, of
the marvellous man whose Tri-Cýntenary we have met
to celebrate. The very acute editor of one of the
latest and finest collections of his works, thus mourns
over the paucity of material for any authentic and
enlarged Biography:----ý'That William Shakspeare was
born at Stratford-upon-Avon; that he married, and had

three children' ; that he wrote a certain nun-tber of
Dramas; that he died before he had attained to old
age, and was buried in his native town, are positively
the only facts in the personal history of this extra-
ordinary man, of which we are certainly possessed;
and if we should be solicitous to fill up this bare and

most unsatisfactory outline, we must have recourse to
the vague reports of unsubstantial tradition, or to the
still more shadowy inferentes of lawless and unsatis-
factory conjecture."



M'hether Shakspeare actually held gentlemen's horses
at the door of the Theatre before he became an Actor

-how much or how little he knew of Latin or Greek,
or of any foreign language ; to what books he was
indebted for his plots, his conceits, or his Jmagery, are
questions which we linger not to-day to ask or to answer.
Have not these, and other kindred themes -of specula-
tion and conjecture, for more than a century furnished
employ-ment for ingenious critics and commentators ?
We must brush them aside. If we stood by the grave of

Richard CSur de Leon, we should not pause to,,enquire
who taught him tricks of fence, or of what nutriment his

muscle had been formed; and, standing beside the
gra-,-e of this great Englishman, it is enough. for us to

know that he lived, and died, and made the universe
his heirs.

This rnan founded no sect, sat on no throne,, con-
ducted no. government, led no army, upheaved no

ancient dominion. Ilow is ît, then, that three hundred
years after he has beýýead and buried, in a Province

of which he never heard which was a vnflderness
for two hundred years afteri-V was born-how happens

it, that in a city not founded for-a century and a half
after he was in his grave, Neç ' ar8;assembled to hold high
festival on this man's natal day? How does it occur
that the highest in military rank and civic station comes
here at the head of all that is distinguished. by culture
and refinement to do honor' to the memory of Shak-
speare? that the Parliament adjourns--that the Courts
are closed-that business is suspended---that the place
where Il merchants most do congregate " is deserted
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and that all ranks and classes, by a common impulse,
have gathered here to do honor to, ' this màn*s memory?
As your procession moved through the streets, the sSne

was most imposing, and now 1 can scarceb- see your
heads for banners consecrated to every branch of our

nationality, and to every fonn of Christian benevolence.
Faces as fresh as Rosalind"s, and e ' ves as bright as
juliet*s, smile approbation or rain i*nfluenS on this
scene, until the heart dances at the sight of an intel-
lectual community doing himage to Genius by methods
the most graceful, and with a unanimity that is
marvellous.

On Saturday evening this Hall resounded with the
music interspersed through Sha-speare*s Plays. 11r.
Passow will presently delight, us with some readings.

'n"e shall plant an Oàk on the sunny sideýof our Pro-
vincial Building, in commemoration of this Tri-Centen-
ary celebration, and close the day with tÈe " feast of
reason and the flow of soul."' To-nio,,ht we re-assemble
here, to enjoy a second. time the delightfül entertain-
ment which the OfScers and Soldiers of the- garrison
have kindly consented. to repeat

But, after all, what is our poor Festival, rich in sin-
cerity and enthusiasm though it be, compared with
-âat we know will elsewhere make this day memorable.
All over the Briti.ýh Islands, all over the British Empire,

it will be kept as a holiday, and enlivened with all that
intellect of the highest order can contribute, or art the
most chastened, yet elaborate, combine..

In the great Metropolis of the World, whose financial
pulsations are marked by millions-where war or peace
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foi ha the trembles in dié boudy x-brations
of human mm batile for weaith, and
distinctions aid -poirer, w au m itypr*-

poffioned to the value of the prizes to be won even
,diere- on this day the grSt heaft of the EÈup7r-e wili bý

shMed for a.time, tha all theworld may witness how
piLofourÈd is the which the gemus off Shak-
speare has made in iial ci where

-in. for
his raal-q bave ù%bdy emiti uted to the

intellectual Me of the
At Stratford, the Bi.rth Place of the Poet a PavHion

has been emeted wb" wM hold )eople-,ý5o
have been engag and'CAmcerts, Oratorios,

BâIls, and Theatricd wm gather teggetherý
en" notfor. a limèes

m«e distinguidýd by wealth and stafion, f hm remark-
able for intéHectime culture and shrewd knowiedge of
books and mm

But not - only in. E%4and wM àis day be L-ept In
and., where the memories of her Poets, and Drmna-

tistý, and Orators are as the richest element
of natiomLý1- Efe, the -ggreat' Fn4isbmau who was loved
and honored by them all, wM. be tbis day crowned nizh
the deepest verdmqEý, and ha-fled by acè!ama-
tion. Scodand wM'put aside her theok' and n'ictar

pbysic!sý and the, cross, with Sh2kspeare .zl
upon i4 will be sped hom city to. and &om
tain to mmmtai. the Ch to riralm wilh ail
the world. ýbnfires -wM Mwm upon Ben uXe.;-:s and
Ben Venvié'.- axid the boues of her great Poets wif'L stir
beneath the maible
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has reared above them, in recognition of the merits of-
this great master of our tongue.

All over the Empire--in the grèat Provinces of the
East-in the Australian'Colonies-at the Cape-in the-
%Vest Indies-in the neighboring Provinces of Canada

and New Brunswick no less than in the Summer Isles,
where, if Prospero's wand no longer wavesý we have
Moore's warrant, and our own experience, to assure us
that 'Miranda's fascinations may yet be found ; îhérever

British communities have -been formed, and British
civilization has been fostered, will this day be honored,
and the memory of this great man be " in their flowing
cups freshly remembered."
ý If our American cousins, North 'and South, do not
keep this Festival as they kept that in honor of Burns,

it will not be from. want of inclination, or frorn iguo-
rance of the merits of the great Dramatist whose works

they read, appreciate, ac4 and quote, with an admira-
tion as intense and with a familiarity as ready as our
own. Engaged in these Il great wars,'- which, from, their
magnitude of proportion, ougght Il to make ambition
virtue," and which another Shakspeare, half a century

hence will be required to illustrate, they may not have
leisure for any but militairy celebrations ; but of thisý

we may be assured, that Shak-speare has gone with the
camp furniture of every regiment, into the field,
whether North gr South of the Potomac; and that his

glorious pages have cheered the bivouac and the hos-
pital, whenever the tedious hours of inaction were -to, be
wiled away, or the Il ills that flesli is heir to," and which

combats surely bring, have ha:d to, be endured.



Nor will these manifestations be con'fined to the lands
which the British races inhabit All over the continent,

where Shakspeare is known as we know Goethe or
Voltaire-where his wor-s have been translated and
illustrated by men the most discriminating and profound,

this day will be honored, and his name, ma-ing -the
circuit of Il the great globe itself," will not only awake
the Il drum. beat " which indicates the waving lines of
British power 'and dominion, but the echoes of warm.
hearts and sympathetic natures in every quarter of the
earth.

Shakspeare left behind him, when he died, thirty-
seven Dramas, and a few Poems. Upon these his
reputation rests ; but it is curious to reflect how tardy

the world, now -so unanimous in its verdict, was in
recognizing its benefactor. That Queen Elizabeth, and

the brilliant men by whom she xl£as alwavs surrounded,
applauded his Plays in the old Globe Theatre which he
managed, and enjoved his Poems in their studious

hours, we have authentic record. That the sturdy
middle-class of Eno,,Iish society for whom. his Plays were
written wept and laug,,hed three centuries ago, exactly

as we weep and lau,,çrh, no man can doubt. That the
critics in the pit wondered then, as now, at the fertility
of his invention, while the gods in the gallery roared at

his inexhaustible humor, are facts which we may
assume to lie upon the surfàce of all safe speculation.
But how did it happen, that for more than a centuryhis
works appear to have passed from the minds of men,
and that his reputation, like the aloe, took a hundred
years to bloom ? Who can safely answer this question?
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For more than two, centuries, the European races trod
the soil of Nova Scotia without perceivîng the gold that

lay beneath their feet; the Temple Church was buried
in rubbish for more than a century, till its beautiful
proportions, and elegant ornamentation were redeemed
and restored by a tender and Io-sing process, akin to
that by which the Dramatic Works of Shakspeare have
been redeemed and illustrated.

The Poet appears to have taken but little pains to
ingratiate himself with posterity. Though he published
his Poems, which went through several editions, during
his lifetime, but few of his Dramatic Wor" were

printed, while he lived. The whole'were coillected. and
published by his fellow comedians s ven vears -lf-Ler his

death.
But in 1623, the vear in which thev w-7--re p-ilolislied,

the world was beginning to be b things
than stage plays and dead Poets. at Historical
Drama in many Acts of which England was to, become
the Theatre, was in course of preparation. James the
First, with his pedantic learning, haughty favorites, and
high prerogative notions, was passingr away, amidst a

stonn of Parliamentary Eloquence more intensely ex-
citincr even than Dramatic Literature. Elliot and Pym,

Hampden and Vane, were unfolding the grievances of
Encyland as Mark Antony bared the woun.'ý- of CSsar
in the forum. - The first Act closed with the death of

james two yeàrs after the publication of Shak-spý.--are"s
Pla«% and Charles the First ascended the throne ir
1162'-

By.a. and bye money was wanted for féoli-sh Continental
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wars, and the Commons of England were determined
that the redress of grievances and supplies should go
together. The Star Chamber was busy with arrests and
thumWcrews, and Laud was busy dictating to all eartiest-

minded Englishmen how they should worship God, and
what they should believe. The «I times are out of joint,"'

and sweet Will Shakspeare must wait am-hile for
recognition

«I Till the hurlv buriv's done,
And the battle's lost and won.'*

Then Ship Money is demanded and resisted, and
Charles comes down to Êeize the members in the Com-

mons House 'of Parliamènt. Then Prynne's cars are
cut offin the Pillory, and the leaders of the people ire

fined and imprisoned; and now the action of the crreat
Drania becomes intenselv excitin(Y-the Cotinties berrin.0 t> týO

to arm, agq Hampdenlives in the saddle. 'l'lie King's
Standard is set up, and a rough looking soldierly man,

with broad shoulders, a huge head, and some pimples
on his face, begins to attract att-ention, as Washington
did long after when a man of action was required. By
1642, nineteen years after Shakspeare's Plays _wereý

printed, the Cavaliers and Roundheads are fairly at it.

Then come Edgehill, Marston and Naseby.

Hampden and Falkland are dead, Laud and Wentworth

executed. People are too busy makinçy historý- to care

much about representations of it, and Shakspeare must

sleep on. -

The slovenly looking soldier with the broad chest

has come to the frontand, at the head of a marvellous
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regriment of cavalry, has trampled down, on every battle
field, everything opposed to him- People may be

excused for not thinking of ;hakspeare, with such a
uen

cxomenon as Cromwell, in living flesh and blood,
trea the stage befère their eyes.
T T

n
om

10 _In come the capture of the King and his execu-
on-Irish and Scotch wars, Drogheda and Dunbar,
mor& materials for History rapidly accumulating.

Thén theré ..are pestilènt Dutchmen-Von Tromp, De
Witt and De Ruyter, ïn the Channel with 120 ships,
prepared to land and burn all the Theatres and other
property of the nation; and Shakspeare must be quiet

while Monk and Deane, and other gallant Englishmen,
sweep this nuisance out of the narrow seas. And

swept it was by the besoin of destruction, and no
brooms have been hoisted in the Channel since.

And bye and bye there is peace at home and abroad,
and the Lord Protector, with Joým Milton for his Secre-

tary, and John Howe for his Chaplain, is standing on
the place where the Throne of stood, known
of all men as a redoubtable soldier and a most wary
politician. But Oliver, though he loved a grim joke

at times, and could snatch off his son Richard's wig at
a wedding, or smear Dick Martin"s face with ink after
signing the Death ýVarran4. was no favorer of stage
plays, and it behovedV-dl S - to be quiet until
he had made- his exit.

Eiirrland was parcelled out into Districts, and a stern
Major General of the true CromweWan stamp, ruled
over each, with orders »to pull down the May-poles, close
up the Theatres, and set vagabonds 'n the
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stocks. There were no more cakes and ale," and if
Ci ginger was Il hot " in anybody's Il mouth " the less
he said about it the better.

But England is nothing if she be not Il merrie. She
had prayed and fought her way to freedom, as she

thouarht but here were new forms of restraint and a
tyranny more irksome than that from which she had
escaped. Better pay Ship Money, and lose an ear
once in a while, than have no more village sports and
city recreations. The Queen has been in mourning but-
for two short years, yet jqhn Bull grumbles at the

9100M. All places of public amusement have been
open, and everybody, outside of the Royal circle, has
done just as he pleased; yet something was wanting

whi" the Queen was sad, and a cheerful Sovereign
is inecessary to England as a Free Press and a

Free Parliament. Cromwell, with all his sacracity,
and bewildered in the theological fogs of the period,
did not understand this. He died, and l'apres mois
le deluge." The reaction of cheerfulness came with
the Restoration-the Theatres were re-opened and the

May-poles went up again. And now, one might
fairly assume, that Shakspeare's hour had come. But
it did not.

Charles, who had been twelve years an exile, if he
had not lost his English cbeerfulness, had becoine a
féreigner in all his tastes. The men who had shared
his expatriation, had learned to speak and write and
think in Frubch and other foreign languages; and
foreign fiterature---dramatic literature especially, wiiich
day by day beguiled the tedious hours of- banishment,
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bad become a necessary of life. Foreign tastes came
back with the Court, and were of course cultivated by

the higher classes.
How *% it with the great body of the people? The

Wars of the Roses had ceased to interest them. They
had had a Civil War of their own, brought home to their

ven? doors with stern reality. Mat were the fictitious
sorrows of dethroned monarchs, compared with the

real tragedy behind Whitehall? The ravings of Mar-
garet and the lamentations of Constance were forgotten
in presence of Henrietta Maria, with her children in
her hand, taking leave of the Royal Husband she was
to behold no more. The men who had seen a charge
of the Ironsides were not easily stirred by a flourish of
trumpets on the stage - and those who had seen Hamp-
den, Rupert, Essex, Ireton, and Desborourrh, in the

saddle, required no poet to show them what the men
and horses were like that broke the French at Agincourt
and Poictiers. And so sweet Will Shakspeare slept on
throucrh the Restoration as he had done throuçrh the
Protectorate, until the Court of England was composed
of men and women who had been bred at home--vho

could relish English humor and English sentiment
and a sturdy middle class had grown up, who had
wondered at Milton and laucrhed at Hudibras till they
were wéary of both; and had begun to long for some-

thin çr 1 ess exaggerated, and more germane to the realities
of every day human life. The Puritan Warriors and
Cavaliers had passed off the scene; and, to the new

generation, who knew - them not, both Civil Wars were
alike historical: while the Feudal chivalry of York and
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Lancaster, as drawn by Shakspeare, seemed, of the two
battalia, the most picturesque.

Another King had been driven out-the people had
seized the purse strings-Responsible Government was

established-Il the liberty of unlicensed Printing " had
been secured, and glorious John Dryden, Prior and

Ben Johnson, had taught the People of England the
flexibility and music of our mother tongue; and

Bun ' van,) Locke, De Foe and Addison, had shown how
all-sufficient it was for the expression of arguments the

most subtle, and for the highest flights of the most
luxuriant imagination.

Then the discovery was made that a dead English-
man, who had been buried a hundred vear& had left

to his countrymen a literary treasure of inestimable
value. M'hat was Coesar's legacy of seventy-five

drachmas to each of the citizens of Rome?-here was
a treasure inexhaustible, and capable of sub-division

amoncr the British races to the end of time. What
were CSsar's

walks,
His private arbors, and new planted orchards,

On this side Tiber?

Here were the gardens of the Hesperides, richer in
enchantment than the bowers of Calypso and Armida

---orchards, where "apples of gold in pictures of silver
were hung within the reach of all-arbors that a Mus-

sulman warrior would die to inherit, with Imogene and
Thasia, Cressida and Tita nia, Portia and jessica,

Helena, Cordelia, Olivia and Beatrice, flitting through

-- - a
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the foliage, with fascinations ever varyingý and smiles
that could never fade.

With a spirit of deep reverence and unsel.;.sh love
did the great Poets and Critics of modern England

ad(lress themselves to the task of exhuminey t1fis
treasure, and ma-ing known to their countrymen its.
extent and value. Foremost in this good, wor- wçre
Rowe and Theobold, Pope, Warburton and joh-r----.on;

and. .-Jter them have come critics and commentators by
the score till every obsolete phrase has been explained,
everv r)ld work transiated into current English, every
bleri çh detected, every beauty brought to the rfam
In this labor of love, Goethe, and Schlegel anq Vol-
taire, and the finer minds of Continental Europe, have
labnred mith diligence and often with keen discrimina-
tion, until the subject has been exhausted, and now no
wise man looks for a new fact or for a plausible
suggestion.

A brillant series of great actors and actresses have
devoted their lives to the study of Shak-speares Plays,
and have won fortune and high distinction bv their
illustration. Garrick, Mrs. Siddons, the K'eans and
Kembles, Macready, and many other brilliant -&rfists,-

have, for a hundred and fifty years, presented to
succeeding generations the master-pieces of this great

Dramatist Yet "custom, cannot stale his 'infinite
variety," and still." excess of appetite grows by what it

feeds on." 
1

During these hundred and fifty years the genius of
Shakspeare has kept possession of the public mind,
appçaled to by rivals in every walk of li --- and it
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may be safely said that no book ex-cept the Bible, has
ta-en a hold of it so, universal. and so firm. Tried by
every tes4 read in the light of ancient and modern
literature, Shakspeare has not only held his own, but

has steadily risen in general estimation.
Wîthin the period which has passed since he lived

and u-rote, the- Classics, redeemed from the wrec-s of
ancient civilization, have been edited with care and
elegantly translated into every modern language. As-
chylus and Euripides, Plautus ajýd Terence, can now be
read with as much facility as eakspeare. The great

dramatists of France, appealing to, a pepulation to,
whom theatricals and bread are the necessfnes of life,

have constructed Tragedies of stately s-,ferity, and
lighter pieces in every vein of humor. Alfien.-in Italy,
and Calderon and Lope de Vega, in Spain, have

presented their master-pieces to the admiring world.
Schiller'sgreat Dramas, beautifully rendered into English
by Joanna Bailley, have enriched the literature of Ger-

many; while in our own country Addison, Congreve,
Younge, Home, and Otway4 Byron, Shelley, Talfourd
and Knowles, with all the phases of modern civilization

expanding before them, with free access to, all the
treasures of ancient and modern literature, and with
the moving accidents by flood and field" which
history and biography have àccumulated in those three

hundred years, have done theïr best ; and each has won j
a place in the loving hearts touched by their genius
and refined and elevated by the exquisite harmony of
their verse. But which of all these men would we
venture to put beside Shakspeare ? If they were all
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assembled here to-day, they would confess their several
obligations to the great Poet, who 1' exhausted worlds
and then imagined new," and join with us in crowning

him as the great master of their art.
Now what is the secret of this great success-of this

universal homage? Who shall give the answer? The
ocean with its majestic waves, fathomless depths, and

ever receding outlines, who can measure or define?
The starry heavens are incomprehensible to the astrono-
mer, who can weigh the planets, as to the peasant who,
in simple love and reverence, sees them, shine above his
head. The incendiary, who destroyed the Temple of

Diana, could not comprehend the secret of that universal
admiration which made his act a sacrilege and a crime.

We stand beside Niagara, or beneath the dome of
St. Peter's, or St. Paul's, and are overpowered by a
sense of sublimity and beauty, for which we thank God,
but which it i6 extremely difficult to analyze. We hang
over a beautiful statute, or gaze at a fine picture, but
are lost and bewildered when we come to describe why
it touches our feelings, or excites our involuntary

admiration.
If the phenomena of nature, the sublimities of archi-

tecture, and the miracles of high art, thus impress and
confound us, we can readily understand how it is that

we stand awe-struck and bewildered in presence of a
writer who is at once a creator and an artist ; at whose

command " cloud-capped towers and gorgeous palaces 'y
spring out of the earth-who sets the sublime 1' artillery
of Heaven " to, music-who presents to, our admm**ng
gaze forms that would defy the chisel of Canova or the
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pencil of ýir Peter Lely; who, sketches scenery with
the wannth of Claude and the drippiing softness of
Gainsborough; who reasons li-e a philosopher, speaks
like a statesman, and jests like a Kings féol ; who infuses
life into the dead bones of History: clothes Warriors
and Kings and Prelates with living flesh and blood and
makes them unfold their policy as though he had been

familiar with their counsels, and act and speak as thoucrh
a Photographer and Reporter had been present all the

time. We accept this man as a gift froin the all-bountiful.
Creator, but we cannot comprehend him, or fathom the
secret springs of his ascendancy and power.

The reason why Englishmen should love him, as the
Scotch do Burns, and the Irish Moore, may not 'be far
to seek. He has won the first place in universal

literature for his country, and he has won it, so, far as
any body can. discover, without ever having been out of
England. He seems to, have been beloved by his
cotemporânes, and those who, knew him. best- Though

honored with the favor of his Sovereig-n and the pat-
ronage and friendship of Southampton, he was not
spoilt. I loved the man," said old Ben ohnson who,
knew him well and did honor his memory, on this
side of idolatry as much as any. He was indeed
honest, of an open,-and free nature, had an excellent
fancy, brave notions and gentle expressions." Gentle
Sha'k-speare," the Il Swan of Avon," Il Sweet Will
these were the endearing names given to, him by his

cotemporaries, and they have come down to, us as the
best evidence that can be furnished of the personal-

qualities he displayed.



Ilat he was a dear lover of his, country who can
doubt? With what pride and exultation and entire

confidence he speaks of her fortunes and her future, at

.a time when her great career of conquest and of Empire
had hardly begun:

«" This royal throne of kings, this sSptred Isle,
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, der£u-paradise;
This fortress, built by Nature for herself
Against infection and the hand of war ;

This happy breed of men, this little -oworld
This precious stone set in the silver sea,

Which-serves it in the office of a wall,
Or as a moat defensive to a house,
Against the envy of less happy lands
This blessed plot, this earth, this realra, this England,
This nurse this teeming womb of royal kings,

Fear'd by théir breed and famous by their birth,
Renown'd for their deeds as far from home,

(For Christian service and true chivalry,)
As is the sepulchre in stubborn. jewry
Of the world"s Ransom, blessed MaWs son,
This land of such dear souls, this. dear dear land,

Dear for her reputation through the worid."

Again, he calls her Il our sea-walled garden,11 -hich
she has remained, thank God, to, this hour. Awd
again : "That water-walled bulwar-, still z e

And confident from foreign pprpcý-,es.
This England never did (nor never -Shalll
Lie at the proud foot of a-con-,icrýor."'

Shakspeare had seen the proudï. '1_ý'panish Aumada, w- âh
its 130 ships -,of war, itS 2,dj,,D -Z.areat gums,-' and
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30,,000 mein4 scat by the lund cf Providence, and
by the valor of Drake and Howard; and he might vell

exult in the valor of his counùjuý and in the impreg-
nability of the " littie island " tha he loved. Could.
he see her now, with her 67o war ships, her weH
disciplined army and ber iSoooo volunteers, he would
not be less confident in her destiay-

How like the blast of a trumpet has the magnificentý
speech which pas into the inSth of our
Fifth Harry on the eve of the Battie of Agincourt, rung
through the bearts of FnAishnipn m" all parts of the
world At Toi , es-Vedra.% at Watedo% at Ink«mann,

at Lucknow and Dellà, wherever oux cuuu-uyîuc- have
been far from home and hard bestead, Shakspeares
glorious thoughts have been uppermost in their minds.

The time may comç, in these British Provinces, when
we m av be called upon to test the purity of , our

lineage and "the metal of our pastures and when
it comes, let us hope that S kspeares invocation may
not be lost upon us. Our volunteers, and militiamen
show weH upon parade, in their " gayness " and their

« gilt,"' but when the working day " comes, and they
are all b mç nàch7d-

With il ain'q in tbe paàdcd fieidglp

let us hope that they wiU emulate the valour of the
Mother Isles, without a W-estmoreland wi:sh to FI.-ive

more men from England-
Sha-speare*s National Deaxnas are avaluable adý-:- - r.i

to the Historv of our counuy- An Admiral of -- ýne
celebrityr declared that he rcid nothing else- 1 1-, ---.- e

read nearly all the works cf our popular Historians. Lut



hýw few of them paint the scenes they describe witIf
the vividness of Shakspeare ? and #here is there one
that presents the men of by-gone penodswith the same

dramatic power? Hundreds of illustrations could be

given. Take Hume's account of Buckingham's intrigues
to secure the Throne for Richard, with that which the

Du-e himself gives of the scene at the Guildhall ; or
contrast his description of the murder of the voung
Princes with that in which Shakspeare shows us how

Il the murderers,
Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs,

Melting with tenderness and mild compassion
Wept like two children, in their deaths sad st6ry,

0 thus," quoth Dighton, l' lay the gentl e babes,"
Thus, thus," quoth Forrest, "' girdling one another

Within their alabaster innocent arms : 1
Their lips were four red roses on a stàlk

Which in their summer oeauty kissed each other.
A book of prayers on their pillow lay;

Which once," quoth Forrest, " almost changed my mind,»

But, 0 the devil "-there the villain stopped
When Digliton thus told on-"we smothered

The most replenished, sweet work of nature,
Tha4 from the prime creation, e'er she framect"'

Hence both are gone, with conscience and remorse
They could not speak ; and so 1 left thein both
To bear these tidings to the bloody king."

Here we have the whole scene. This is th picture
that all Painters copy, and when we visit the C ber
in the Tower, or -recall this touchinOý event in EE oo,,Iish

History, it is with Shakspeare's and not Hume's
language in our thoughts.

The same may be said of the ten National Dramas,
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including seven Reigns, and spreading over a period of
three hundred years. The portions of History which

Shak-speare has illustrated afe invariably those into
which we have the clearest insight, and to which we

return acain and again vith. interest deepenin-u as we
read.

Of Queen Elizabeth we have only the Christening
benediction and a fine foreshadowing at the close of-
Henry the 8th, but what would we pot give for a Drama

by Sha-speare, in which the two Èval Queens, with
Cecil and Walsin,cyham, Raleigh and Essex, Bothwell
and Rizzio, were sketched with . the distinctness of the
York-ists and Lancastrians of an earlier-period ? And

comino- down to the later Civil Nurs, how hard we find
it without Shakspeal-e's guidance -and rtraiture, to

gather from all the historians and biographers (and
they are numerous enough) the same vivid realistic

notions of Cromwell and Monk, of Rupert, Ireton,
Waller, Fleetwood, and other Cavaliers and Parliamen-
tarians, that he has given us of Hotspur, Falconbridge,

Warm-ick, or John of Gaunt-
Btit- we are mt only indebted to Sha-speare for

viewg of Enolishk IfîýIorv. but for some marvel-cleare, * ýD
lous ci,,Iineations of stirrin-cr events and portraitures of
rem -iri,-.,tble men in times more remote. Plutarch and
Livv are hiohlv dramatic and picturesque, and vet we

rise f---ým the perusal of the;r charming volumes with a
drec.iý-.,; and indistinct impression of the scenes they

describe and of the characters the portray. There
is a haze of remote antiquity which we cannot com-

pletely penetrate; and the stately language they
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employ, while it faséÏhates, often elevates us above the
range of practical business, and the point of view from
which a clear insight can be had into, the affairs of
common'life.

Shakspeare, in julius C,-esar and CoTiolanus, takes
us to, Rome, and gives us the very spirit of the scenes
that he animates with real bustling human beings. We
hear the mob roaring in the streets---ffie orators speak
ing in the forum-we almost touch their robes and feel

their warm breath upon our faces. The topics are
diffefent, but the men are perfectlv present to our

senses, as an English mob w2uld be shoufing in Charing
Cross or Lord Derby or John Bright speaking in

Parliament His Greeks are just as life-lik-e. Ifflhen.
an Englishman reads Homer, though he is charmed by
the rapidity and variety of moyement, and by the
exquisite skill of the versification, the celestial. machinery
is a sad drawback. We should ta-e but little interest
in a charge of cavalry at Balaclava, or in a fight between
Kinc, and Heenan, if juno were to interpose a cloud,
or catch up a pugilist, *hen the Russians or the .,meri-
can. were getting the worst of it. In Troilus and
Cressida there are no Gods and Goddesses: but Greeks
and Trojans, so life-like and natural, that we hear them.
rail, and jest, mourn, and make love, as though our

own blood relations or familiar friends were conducting
the dialogues; and when the combats begin, whether
sinale or general, it is stern, English, hand to hand

fightino,, by the heady cuiFrents of which we are swept
along, till we almost bet the odds, and clap our hands
with excitement, as the blows are struck or the charges



Shakspeare. 215

are delivered and sustained. By the aid of Shakspeare
I can see the burly form oft. Ajax, in action or repose
as distinctly as I can see Shaw the Life Guardsman.
Hector's plume is as much a 'reality to me as General

Doyle's, and Astýanax, introduced by the Bard of Avon,
is a genuine English Baby.

But wherever he wafts us it is the same. We revel
in the warm, air of Cyprus and drink the Greek wine

with Cassio-we float down the Nile with Cleopatra-'
or stand upon the blasted Heath with Macbeth ; and our
difficulty is not so much to realize the scene as -to get
back to full possession of our identity, and to be sure
that we are not a part of it.

Of the Dramas which are not simply historical but
cc'of imagination all compact," 1 have left myself no

time to speak. But what could I say if I had the whole
afternoon? Volumes have betn written about them,

and the subject is still fresh and new. Il To gild refined
gold, to paint the lily or add a perfume to the violet,"
we have warrant for believing Il is wastéful and ridicu-
lous excess." All I will say is, that from boyhood

upwards these great masterpieces have bee-n a study and
a delight. They have won me from the distraction of

State cares when these were most perplexing-',,hey have
charmed the evil spirit out of me often when'I would

have hurled a javelin or launched a sarcasm. Their
harmonies have interlaced the wildest discords, and
lent a silver edging to the darkest clouds of a some-
what stormy life.

Sh,,ký,peare's minor poems would form a charming
subjc -,, 1,- r a separate paper. They are less kqown than



his Dramas, but are not less desen-ing of constant study
by all who desire to comprehend the whole scope of the
great Artist's powei, or Iîho desîre to enjoy the melli-

fluous sweetness and flexîbility of " our land's lan-
guage.yy

But it may be asked, of what- use are these celebra-
tions? They have many uses- IN'herever God, for his

own Iwise purposes, bas endowed a hurnan. being with
great powers, and these have been wisely used, it
behoves us reverently to discern and to acknowledge
the Divine afflatus. It is becoming and proper also that
we should offer up the tribute of grateful hearts to the
michtv dead whose works live afier thern. More people

have seen Shakspeare% Dramas acted than now inhabit
the British Islands; and millions, who have perhaps
never entered a theatre, have yet read his works with

infinite instruction and'delight. Is it too inuch, then,
to dedicate one day in three centuries to mutual felici-
tations for this special gift? The Bird, that hangs by
our casementý charms us twenty times a week, by his
sweet notes, to înVoluntarv gratitude to, the Creator, who

smoothedý his plumage and made his voice so clear ; and
shall -%ve not be thankful for that sweet Sonuster, whose

music has been throughout lifé a solace and an inspira-
tion ? Oh! yes, iomtitude was the sin by which the
Angels fell; and if, as a people, we would prosper or

aspire, let us not beungratefuL
If it be permitted to the Bard of Avon to look down

upon the earth this day, he will see his " sea-walled
garden " not only secure from, intrusion, but every foot
of it embellisbed with all that wealth can accumulate or
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art displav. But he will see more-be will see ber
Cibappy breed of men " covering the seas and planting
the universe; rearing free communities in every quarter
of the globe ; creating a literature which every year
enriches ; and moulding ber institutions to the easy
governiment of countless millions by the light of large
experience. He will see more. He will see tbe three
kingdoms, hostile or disjointed at his death, united by
mutual interests, and formingr together a great centre of
power and ,domini6n ; bound in mutual harmony and
dependlence by networks of iron roads and telegraphie
communications, and by lines of floating palaces con-
necting them with every part of the world.

He wilI behold, wielding the sceptre of this wide .
dominion, a Lady to wbom bis own panegyric on bis
great Patroness, may, without flattery, be applied-

She shah be
A pattern to ail princes living with ber,
And aIl that shail succeed. Sheba was neyer
More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue
Than this pure soul shahl be. AIl princely graces
That mould up such a mighty piece as tbis is,-
Wi;.th aIl the virtues that attend tbe good,
Shall still be doubled on ber. Truth shal nurse ber,
She shahl be loved and feared; ber own shahl bless ber;
Her foes-- shall be like a field of beaten corn.
And bang their heads witb sorrow, Good grows witb ber;
In ber davs every man shaîl eat in safety,
Under bis own.vines, what be plants, and sing
The merry songs of peace to ail bis neigbbors.
God shahl be truly lçnown; and those about ber
Fromn ber shail read the perfect ways of bonor,
And by those dlaim their greatness, flot by blood.

'9
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He will see no barren virgin on the Throne, but a
Queen whose children are to embellish the courts of

Europe, and to whose bright succession there is a
princely Héir in whom all his mother's graces and his

father's virtues are combined.
Seeino, all this, and knowing that the races, by whom

this Throne is upheld, have lived upon his thoughts, and
more than realized his patriotic prophecies, it is fitting
also that Shakspeare shoulçl know that his intellectual
supremacy is acknowledgred-that, as civilization widens
his fame extends ; and that, committed to the keeping

of an enterprising and energetic people, his memory will
follow the course of Empire till time shall be no more

14
A TOAST

Here's a health to thee Tom,* a bright bumper we drain
To the friends that our bosoms hold -dear,

As the boule goes round, and again and again
M, le whisper "we wish he were here."

Here's a health to thee Tom, may the mists of this earth
Never shadow thelight of that soul

Which so often has lent the mild flashes of mirth
To illumine the depths of the Bowl.

With a world full of beauty and fun for a theme,
And a glass of good wine to inspire,
E'en without thee we sometimes are bless'd with a gleam
That resembles thy spirit's own fire.

Yet still, in our gayest and merriest mood
Our pleasures are tasteless and dim,

For the thoughts of the past, ahd of Tom that intrude,
Ma-e us feel we're but happy with him.



ELOQUENCE.

[A Lecture delivered before the Litemry Society, Halifax N. S.
September, 184-]

Mr Fresident,-I come, in obedience to the expressed
wish of this Society, to offer my contribution to the

common stock of knowledge. While others liave given
of their great abundance, 1, li-e the widow in HolvýN'rit,
must claim to have the insicynificance of mv oiffering
pardoned, for the cheerfulness and sincerity with. which 4
it is bestowed.

At the earlv meetin s of this Institution,- I was an
occasional attendant; and although of late, pressed by
other avocations, I have been something of a truant, I
have constantly heard of its well-doing-, and hme never
ceased to feel an interest in its progress.

The desigyn of its formers was I believe to establish.
a school of Eloquence, in which young men of the
Industrial Classes might meet, on leisure evenings, to test
each other's powers, and improve each other's minds.

Such objects would seem, to be praiseworthy ; and your
experience proves, that to a reasonable extent, they have

been attainéd. Truth has of ten been struck out here
by the collision of opinion-the imagination has spread
its noblest plumage, when fluttered by the breath of
generous emulation ; and the untutored have sometii-nes
risen to a height of genuine Eloquence, prompted by
infiate good taste, and the impetuous feelings of the

hearý4 often without any strict analysis of the rules by



which tÈe emotions they felt enabled them to act upon
the understandings and the f-----elings of others.

T'nus far then your meetings have been productive of
ple-.Lsure and improvement. But that vou may elevate

the standard both of recreation and utility, it is
neC-----,ýý,arv that you should ever have befère vou a clear

perceptIon, Of the true nature of the art YOU assemble to
culti\-ate and have deeply engraven upon vour minds a

few SilnPle principles, which are too apt to be overlook-ed
amidst the jargon of rhetorical speculations. It would

seeni to be not an inappropriate occupâtion of yourtime
to call vour attention to these at the opening of a new

cour---,e and to endeavor to inN-ite enquiry, rather by
the sýliliplicity than the profundity of my illustrations.

But first, it may be necessary to'vindicate our cla'n' to
deal with such topics as these-to, assert our right to
*- 'sstudy and employ the art which is to become our

thenie.
There may be some-here, there certainly

elsewhere, who believe that Eloquence lis =VP"ýI
sphe-re of the mass of mankind, who bélong to the
indus trious and productive classes. These in theïr social
and poli-ical system, they condemn to a lifé of 1t'abor;
and à they call thern from it, fow- a momen4 à is but as
listeners, to be moved or inouenced by de Eloquçpce of
the more favored classes-to wonder at their wisdom and
to bow to their commands. The Deity, howçYer, has
made no such partial subdivision of his gifts- ' %fan, by
the strong hand of power, or the àceidental arrangements
of society, may divide the earth, but the reaIýas of î
intellect and knowledge are the unditided property of
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all. The facts, treasured bv the industry of the whole
human race, are spread like a repast, before the human «

family. Individual use or appropriation, increases
rather than diminishes the common stock: the I)oor

man may become rich in knowledge, while the wealthy
is poor indeed he who owns a fertile country niav be

unable to reckon his income, while Poorest man
upon his estate can measure the heavensnd c.ilculate

the contents of the earth. The sensib ies of the
elevated in rank, mav be deadened and obtuse,.1 . ý"4the peasant's heart may respond to the most ddicate
and kindh- emotions. The inspiratiori, which conieth
frorn on High, may fail to unlock the icy eootibni of a

haughty soul (as the sun-burst thaws not the lof ty
mountain pea-) while it wakes the lowly nature to

CIMenthusiasm, to eloquence, to song

Thanks be to, God, then, that, in treatin,-r of
Eloquence-in tracinor it to its sources-in enifflnvingx

its powers, to, elevate and improve each other, wu are
not exceedinor our priviiege, or committing an intellec-
tual trespass.

But, it may be said, if Eloquence be of a n atu i-e so
catholic and universal, how does it happen tha+- sc) fiew
orators bave appeared in any age or nation. Micýi,_---,wer
is simple, but yet does not circumscribe our ct-,.'-i,,,,on
rights. Eloquence, like Poetry, in its hioh.--r mfý-) is
the gift of Heaven, and the gift is too precîous tr) be

profusely squandered, There may be few pocts and
fewer orators in any age or nation, but thesse -iay

spring from the industrial. classes, and therefore li-ive
they a common interest in the discovery of this crreat
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gift, and a common right to improve it by assiduous
and successful cultivation.

But, assuming that to these classes Eloquence was to
be a (Tif t denied, still they would have a deep interest in
the study of it-in the correct appreciation of the
nature and value of those tests by which its genuine

character may be ascertained. Eloquence influences
more or less, every moral, economic, and political ques-
tion, which involves the welfare and securitv of those
-vho Iiý-c bv labor. By one speech each man's worldly
possessions may be swept away--by one speech his
country niay- be involved in irremediable ruin ; and one
sermon, showy, declamatory, but unsound, may shatter
his nerves, or cloud his reason. Those whose temporal
and eternal welfare may be so largely influenced by
Eloquence, even thoug-h they may never become
eloquent thernselves, ouçrht to learn to judcre of the per-
formances of others by whom they maybe safely guided
or egrecriously misled. The Lo! here, and the Lo!
there, of oratorical pretence, is sounding continually in
the people's ears. There is as much spurious oratory

passing current in the world, just now, as there is
spurious coin. The ring of true metal almost every-ear
cati detect; nor would it be much more difficult, even
for siniple people to judge of crenuine Eloquencé, were
the lav.,s by which they are urcred to decide less volumi-
nous and contradictory. But there is no end to, the
makincf of laws, nor to the confusion which the manu-

facture produces. The laws of Rhetoric have increased
in proportion to all the others until, while rules for
making good speeches have been steadily accurnulating,



the number of good ones made is proportionally on the
decrease.

An old friend of mine, alluding to the increase of the
Statute Book, which he declared bis inability any longer

to cope with, observed, laving bis hand on bis heart,
but I have a little law-maker in here, and I must trust
to him to keep me out of law." I -rnust confess that
when sometimes seeking for the sources of true Eloquence

and puzzled '%vith the logicians and rhetoricians, and
sophists, 1 have been tèmpted to, close thé*ýboo-s, and
turninçr in upon my own thoughts, to, 'see- for some

simple stanclard, by which to form my own taste, and
findnivown,%vay. Manyof vou, I doubt not, bave done

the same - but there may be others to, whom a very
simple ride may be of service, if, upon reflection, it is

found to be of any value.
If ask(-d then by any youth in this assembly, how he

should beconie an effective, and impressi-ý-e public
speaker, 1 -would answer-

1' Speak the truth-and feel it."

I knom- of no rule better than this-1 know of none so,
good. 1 think it is fortified by all the best examples,

and includes the pith and essence of all that bas been
written bv the best critics.

A pr.-icticed speaker may utter what is untrue, and
may not feel at all ; but the impression he makes will
be in pi-oportion to the probabilit « y of the facts he

assumes, the plausibility of bis reasoning, and the
apparent earnestness of his manner. So universally is
this the case, that the very exceptions may be said to
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prove the rule, and may embolden any man, however
unskilful, who is strong in the truth, and really in

earnest, to beat down all the guards and finally over-
come.the most cunnine rhetorician. The actor, it may

be said, declaims what has no foundation in fact, and
cannot believe in the reality of what he utters.; but, it
will be found, that, just in proportion as the scene is
true tonature, the sentiments noble and elevated', and
the actor is really convulsed by the passion he deli-

neates, will be the depth and overpowering character of
the impression made upon the audience. The orator
must really feel what the actor feigns, or he must

become an actor, and feign so adroitly what he ought
to, feel as to create the belief that he is indeed in
earnest. This will ever be a task of great difficult-y and

delicac ; the sufer course, for plain men dealin-c- %vith
the practical business of life, is-

" To speak the truth-and feel it."'

Let it not be supposed that this rule is too simple, and-
includes too'little of labor and research. There may
be cases, in'which a few words, embodying an important
truth, or a noble sentiment, and spo-en with dipmitv
and force, may carry a point more surely, and producé
a more powerful effect, than the most skilful and

elaborate oration. Of this character was the address of
Rochejacquelaine to the Vendeans

If I advance, follow me-if I fall, avenge me-if I
fly, slay'me."

That of Heggetorides, the Tharian citizen, who at the
risk of his life proposed the repeal of an impolitic law.
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Fellow Citizen!sý 1 am not igmrant Of the fate
which awaits me; but 1 am happy to have the power
to,,Purchase, bv my death, vour preser%-atioi,.- I there-

forecounsel you to make peace with the Aý,hcniins.*"
That of Sc2ev-ola, to the of Tuscany. when his

hand was burninor
ci, Iearn how little those regard pain who, have befère

theïr eves immortal glorv-"
Volumes of words could not have produced the

effect of ffiese short sentencesý which any man of
ordinary intellectual powers, wi bout study or premedi-

tation, might hax-e ut ýred- Whence the electr cal
effects, précipitating masses of bal armed Peassants,
upon the bayonets of disciplined Soldiery,, in the one
case ; and in the other% preserx-ing the lives of the
speakers, doomed to apparently certain death ? These
men spok-e the truth, or showe- by their courage and
elevation of soul, by the imposi energy and earnest-
ness of their elocution. that they felt wh-at theysaid-
that they were in earnesL

M"'hat a noble sentence xas that spo-en by-Nelson,
from the masthtead of the V-ctory, whl._n zoin--r into

action: "' Enggland expects every man to do hiý--, du
and ever-y man did it Whv? Because he -new that
Nelson was in earnest ; that. he felt what he ; that

he would lead the way into the thic-est of the fight.
and lay down. his, Me for his, Counüvý That bit of
bunting, then, was, tiruly eloquen4 because he- who

hois'ted it was a m2n to the action to, the word.
But SuDpose à to have been hoisted by a poltroon-a
man of no mark, or aelibood or experience thouglî
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none could have objected to the sentiment, very- few
could have been warmed by its, 'utterance. Its influ-
enc,ý,n, was electrical, because every sailor in the fleet
saw Nelson standing on the quarter-de his, eye

flashing with patriotic ardor, and his shattere "frame
ready to en-force the signal with its last pulsation.

You will perceive then, that somethino, more than
mere earnestness of manner is required to oïve e ffect
even to such short sentences as these. To attain their
ob ect, there must be somethincr in the life, thc- posi-
tion the achîevements, of the party who speýi«Ks, to

give to his audience a guaranlee of earnestness and
sinceritv. For the absence of theseýxiothin-s can com-

pensate. So livéthen my young friends, that when -a
great truth, a noble and elevated sen'LIýM'#_:1nt, rOlses to
your lips, it may find an audience predisposed to feel
that it is not out of place.

It is a mistake to suppose that genuine Eloquence is
confined to the Pulpit, the Forumni or the floors of

Parliarnent. 'There are a thousand situations' in
which a good and a brave man, by a few words well

chosen, spok-en with earnestness, and deriving weight
may serve himself. his nel

from. personal character, 1
or his couniry. Treatino, of the most ordinary of these
occasions, Bacon hath well said: Discretion of
speech is mofe than eloquence and " to agree-

ablv to hini with whom. we deal, is more than zc peak
in good words or in good order." There is roonvi for
the best kinds of oratory in pleading the cause and
statina the claiins of the humble in the ordlinary affairs
of life. How often will a word flash truth int-o the



coarse or sc'ý--zh mind - a look-, or a gesture, put aside
some petty oppression. And, in these cases, what

weiolit is CnVeil ýo words bv a conviction of earncstiiess
of deep feeling. by the guarantee of an upriglit and
guileltss life.

There is rooin for Eloquence by the fireside, and in
the social in soothing, the infirmities of and
in openincr the minds and stiniulating the ambition of
the young. To my eyes there is no more bctutiful
picture than that of "an old man eloquent," j-ouring,
with all the ftcrvor of affection, the treasures of expe-

rience into thý.,, minds of children clingincr round bis
knees, in whose transparent features he reads the story
of bis early love and of his check-ered life. Ves,
there is perhaps a picture more attractà-e ; it is that
of an increnuous youth, who, as that old man declines
to second child-hood, rouses bis dormant powers by
apt discussion, or new intelligence; and supplies from,

his teemino, stores the il without which the flickering
t> ê"lýï y A

lamp of intellect would Sýarcely shed a ray.
How weightily fall that\ old man's words when his

children feel that he is in earnest, and that they have
the pledge of a well-spent life for the sincerity of bis
convictions. But who shall paint the smile which Eghts
up that venerable countenance, as the patriarch, strain-

ina each rioid sense, recogmiizes in e,,-er-\, tone and
gesture, in each elevated sentiment and m-ell s(-Ïccted

fact uttered by the boy, indications of intelligence and
enthusiasm 1 m-hich assure him that the fire of bis
intellect and the manly qualities of his nature, will
survive, for the use of his country and the illustration
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of his name when his bones are mouldering in the
grave.

There may be few, here, who are born to be gmat
orators. I trust there are many who wiH realize these

pictures ; and some, who, if occasion present themselves,
will show how truly eloquent men become, who, in a good

cause, back their words with heroic self-devotion.
You will expect me to apply my rule to Eloquence in

its more extended sense, and 1 shall endeavor to do so
bye and bye ; although 1 must confess that I love to
linger upon the less pretending, domestic, and, if you

will, inferior departments of the art. Perhaps it may
be that I feel my inability to cope with critics by whorn
the high road has been beaten, and am more at my
ease in the b3rways. It may be that 1 would rather
have you all good men and true, able " to give a reason
for the faith that is in vou and to speak- a word in

season, without dissinifflation and without fear, than
have two or three of.you distinguished rhetoricians.
able to maintain either side of'any question, and not
much caring which side you take. It ma-« be that I
overvalue this essential element oý sincerity ; but I

cannot bring myself to believe that there is any true
Eloquence without it. I would rather listen to Ster-ne's
Starling, mournfully singing, " I can't e out," than
read the most pathetic description of unreal misery that
rhetorician ever'uttered.

1 will not go to the length of saying that Lord Nelson
was a greater master of Eloquence than Demosthenes,
although I might almost prove it, froin the rhetoricians
themselves, who define oratory to be " the art of per-
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suasion." It was the design of the great Athenian to
persuade bis countrym en to win battles, not to lose

them ; to secure the liberties of Athens against the
encroachments of Philip, not to fall, after a few vain

struo,01les, prostrate at bis feet. In all the great objects
for which he spoke, passing over the temporary excite-
ment whieh he created, Demosthenes signally failed.

It is almost profanation to say, that he was not in
earnest in anything, except in the desire to make good
speeches, which he did; but that if he had spoken less,
and died on the Macedonian spear, with one terse,

vehement, national sentiment on bis lips, in all pro-
bability the liberties of bis country would have
flourished half a century longer. Demosthenes filled

bis mouth with pebbles, declaimed by the sea shore,
gesticulated with drawn swords suspended above bis
shoulders, but threw bis shield over bis head and fled,
when his sincerity, the real depth of bis feelings, came
to be proven. The Athenians admired the orator, but

could not depend on the man; and probably thought
that if they were all slain in defending the liberties of
their country there would be nobody left [o admire the
next oration, in which Demosthenes should undertake
to persuade the people to do what he shrunk from
doing himself. Lord Nelson would have spoken a
single line, but he would not have left Philip a single
sail in the Classic sea'. With that line spoken in
earnest and backed by bis own high spirit, he would

have accomplished more than Demosthenes with bis
studied orations.

If then, Campbell is right in saying, that Il Eloquence
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in its ryreatest latitude- denotes that art or talent by
which a discourse is adapted. to its end," or if the

object of oratory be the "production of belief or if
rhetoric be I' the art of persuasion -7' in either or all of
these cases. Nelson may. perhaps, be considered the
more eloquent of the two. At all events. if I had my

cho-ic.--, 1 would rather have one practical and sincere
man, 1*t--,e N-,7elson, in 'Nova Scotia, with hîs heart on his
lips, ,aud his life in his hand, than a dozen Rhetoricians,

with mouths full of pebbles, uttering &4 sound and fury,
signif-vinc nothino, "

, ' ZD Z>l
This may be a harsh judgment of Demosthenes,

whose speeches are the hi-orhest models of rhetorical
composition-worthy of all imitation and all praise.

He doubtless was a sincere nun, to, the whole extent
that he knew his own nature; but incapable of that

heroic self-devotion which he inculcated as a dùty upon
others, which was the true Eloquence his country

required, and without which she could not be saved.
To give full effect to the Eloquence, not only the action

of the body, but the action of the lâe must be suited
to the word. Elliot, dying in prison, pleaded more
eloquently for the liberties of England, than Elliot
declaiming in the House of Commons, Chatham,
falling in the House of Lords, touched the hearts of
his countrymen more keenly than his noblest passage,
delivered in the plenitude of his matchless powers.
Had Demosthenes rounded his periods with a heroic

death, his name would have "fulmined over Greece "
with a majesty which even his oratory, almost divine

as it was, could never reach-
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Take a few more instances of the effect of sincerity, as
an essential element of successful oratory. Some of
the inost beautiful are to be found in Writ.

M-hen Nathan spoke these words to David, thére was
Somctli.,iir exquisitelv touching in the picture w1iich he
drew

There were two men in one city; one rich and the
othe, poor."

"The rich man had exceeding many flocks and
herds."

" But the poor man had nothing, save one little ewe-
lamb, which he had bought and nourished up; and it
grew up toucher with him and his children ; it did eat
of his own meaý, and drink of his own cup, and lay in
his bosom, and was unto him as a daughter."

"And there came a traveller unto the rich man, and
he spared to take of his own flock, and of his own

herd, to dress for the wayfaring man that was come
unto him ;' but took the poor man's lamb,,and dressed
it for the man that was come tb him." ,

There may be finer things than this in classic oratory
and poetry, but I must confess- that I know not where
to find them. Mho can wonder while he beholds in his

mind's eye, Il the little ewe lamb," -lying in " the poor
man's bosom," that David was moved to terrible indig-
nation, and said:-

Il As the Lord liveth, the man that hath done this
thing shall surely die."
All this is beautiful, and natural ; but when the poor
Prophet, moved by a sense of duty, and holding his life
in his hand, as the gauge of his sincerity and deep
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conviction turns to the o-reat King, and pointing his finger
at him, pronounces these terrible words, Il Thou art the
man ! " the whole scene rises in oratorical sublimity,
to the level of any passage, in any language.

Why is this? Because Nathan risks all-dares all,
from a sense of moral obligation, because he Il speaks

the truth, and feels it." Becausé ý; to him, whatever men
most value, the pride of place, the favor of a mighty

monarch, nay, life itself, are perilled by the expression
of virtuous emotion, and a vindication of the eternal,
principles of justice.

We have had some dissolute monarchs on the throne
of England, and I have searched among the divines for

parallel reproof to this, but 1 have looked in vain; and
therefore it is, that while this short sermon has lived for

centuries, and will be read to the end of time, many of
their gilt-edged volumes of discourses, perfect in rhe-

torical proportion but which they dýd not feel, are mould-
ering on the shelves.

It may be said that Absalom defeats my theory, for
though a dissimulator from the first, Il he stole the hearts
of the men of Israel." He did, but it was by a consum-
mate imitation of truth, aided by elevated rank, and
the most rare intellectual and physical endowments.
Absalom was the Alcibiades, the George the Fourth of
his day with "fascination in his very bow."
Il In all Israel there was Pone to, be found so much

praised as Absalom, for his beauty; from. the sole of
his foot to the crown of his head there was no blemish
in him."

When such a man, the heir apparent, stood in the
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King's gate, descanting on the grievances of lsrael.
shak-ing hands with the jews, and regretting that he was
pot a judge, it is not to be wondered at that he had
influence. But this proves, not that he was an orator,
but that the people had not the sense to detect the
artifices of the showy and plausible rhetorician. Had

they applied the true tests to Absalom ; had they asked,
Has not this man slain his brother?-Is he not

stirring up sedition against his father ?-Can a monster,
so unnatural, be a safe leader, and a good judge?-

Absalom would have exhausted his rhetorical arts in
vain. eS, 4

There is a fine oratorical scene in the Old Testament,
where Solomon, having completed the Temple, "stands

before the Altar of the Lord in the presence of all Israel,
and spreading forth his hands to Heaven," beneath
that gorgreous structure, which bad cost him eleven years
of toil and anxiety, upon which thirty thousand men had

labored which had exhausted the forests of Lebanon
and the gold of Ophir, puts up that memorable

p raver filled with devotion to his Maker and solemn
admonition to his people. Here, again, it is his

sincerity, theutter negation of self, which is most to be
admired, and gives the highest charm. to the perform-

ance. Though he has just reared a noble pile, the
wonder of his age and nation, and was about to sacr,,Lfice
two and twenty thousand oxen, and one hundred and
tventy thousand sheep to distinguish its dedication, not
a vainglorious word escapes him. He even attributes
the original design to his parent; and when invoking
the presence and the benediction of his Heavenly
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Father, and contrasting the eternal temples, not made
with hands, with his hiorhest architectural conception, he
checks hiniself and exclaims:-
"' But will God indeed dwell on the earth-l Behold

the heaven, and heaven of heavens canne contain thee
how much less this house that 1 have builded?

There are few things finer than that burst of Job's,
whose sincerity we cannot doubt, where, after portray-
ing the abject misery of his present condition, he turns,
with the eye of faith, to the promises of a Saviour : -- -

"Know now that God hath overthrown me and hath
compassed me with his net"

"He hath also, kindled his wrath against me, and he
counteth me unto him as one of his enemies."

I' He hath put my brethren far from, me, and my
familiar friends have forgotten me."

They that dwell in mine house, and my maids,
count me as a stranger: 1 am an alien in their sighC

"I called my servan4 and he gave me no answer;
1 entreated him with my mouth."' %

" My breath is strange to my wifé, though I entreated
for the children's sake of mîne'own body-"'

ii Yea, young children despised me ; I arose, and they
spake against me."

AU my inwa rd friends abhorred me; and thev whom
I Ioved are turned against me.'-'

What a picture of utter loathsomeness and personal
desolation is here. How str-a*n""gely it contrasf.s with
Nathan's sketch of the p'oor man, surrounded by- alil the

kindly charities of life, with the pet lamb Iving in his
bosom.
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Yet', when job rouses himself, and peering through
the darkness of his present condition, behold the
brightness of the Saviour's glory, there is an oratorical
elevation in his hope, which casts even Nathan's
indignation into the shade. We no longer see a broken-
hearted old man, covered with sores, but beliold a
Prophet of the Lord, glowing with holy inspiration :-
94 Ohý that my words were now written! Oh, that they
were printed in a book!

'Il That they were graven with an iron pen and lead in
the rock forever."

" For 1 know that my Redeemer liveth, and that he
shall stand at the latter day upon the earth."

" And though, after my skin, worms destroy this body,
yet in my flesh shall I see God."

But, it may be said, what have these passages to do
urith oratory Much ; the painting in both is admirable,

and the rhetorical bursts taken in connection with the
positions of the speakers, are m-âgnificent. Besides: it
may be as well to show that the sermons of those who

boldIv reprove great men live longer than the fulsome
adulation of the sycophant ; and that there is no situa-
tion, however loathsome or abject, to which a human

being may be reduce , to which strong 'inspiration and
elevated sentime may not lend dignit-y and grace.

In readin(y é New Testament, how often we are
struck- with fine oratorical passages and imposing posi-
tions. How often is the interest deepened, if pot wholly
créatedl by a conviction of perfect earnestness in the
speakers. The Apostles wé*re no mere teachers of
rhetoric, visiting differentcities, to display their skill in

1
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reasoning upon indifferent topics, with equal ability and
ease. , They were men dealing with the highest interests
of humanity-who, "' spoke the truth, and felt it." There
is no mannerism, no mere tinsel ornament, no shrink-
ing, no fear. Whether surrounded by the infuriated
jews, or the wondering Gentiles-in the synagogues, on
the hill side or before the judgment seat of Kings,

we find them self-possessed and eloquent. It may be
said they were inspired-I grant it: but I hold that a

firm conviction of the importance of great truths, ever
has brought, and ever will bning, sufficient inspiration
to make men eloquent in their promulgation and

defence. I say a firm èonvictic>n, because men may
accept truth, without feeling its value very inten sely, and
such will ever lack the inspiration to, proclaim it-to suffer

-to die for it. Such may be cold rhetoricians and
elegant mannerists, but they will never be eloquent, or
produce any'enduring or permanent impression.

Let us test the correctness of this observation byrefer-
ence to some of the successors, of the Apostles, who were

,-no otherwise inspired. Show me a successful preacher
of the Gospel, who has produced any remarkable effect
in the religious world, and I will show vou a man
thoroughly in earnest. Take St- Patrick for an example,
and you will find that he was not only eloquent, but that
his oratory gushed out from a heart, filled to overflowing
with fervent piety, 4n which reverence for the
High was blent with an enlarged philanthropy ; so that
every word he uttered was enforced by purity of life,
and nobleness of soul. Think you, if he had been a
mere rhetorician-apt at scholastic disputation, but
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living, like many a modern prelate, in luxury and pro-
fusion, on princely revenues, drawn from the sweat of

poor men's brows, that he would have converted a
kingdom to Christ? No: hundreds who may have

believed the truth, but did not feel it, have tried that
experiment, and what is the result? That the people
have left the trained rhetoricians, with their senior

wran(yler's diplomas in their pockets, and have gone to
hear genuine Eloquence, from the poor self-den3ing

priest, or dissenting clergyman, ovér the way.
What was the secret of John Knox's success in Scot-

]and? Again the answer isý-he was in earnest: so
much in earnest, that even the first principles of

rhetorical science were constantly iiolated by the coarse-
ness and intemperance of his manner. To him. the

delicate proprieties of life, the artificiai divisions of
society, the triumphs of architecture, " thrones, princi-
palities and po,%vers " were as nothing, when they
appeared to dam up, or discolor the waters of life. ýý 440.
was in vain thatt-he clang of murderous weapons brc;ke

upon his ear-that glaived hands menaced, and noble
brows were bent. «I Wist ye not that 1 must be about

my Father's business," was the prevailing sentimentof
the enthusiast, as he turned from or defied such vanities
as these. The smile of that royal beaut-y-so wiiining
and nusistless which faintIv reflected by the pencil,
we at this very hour, fell on the torn2rz of Knox's

eloqu.,1-1(--e, as the sunbeam falls upon Niag,-ira - revealing
it ma%- I)e, its depth and volume, but power! ess to c1jange

its cu,.,-i-ent, or quell the deafening thunder of its roar.
The Scottish hills were fillied with orators of this



class during the persecutions ; whose spirit and whose
principles survive them, and whose memories Wili

probably haunt the heather while it grows. These
were no subtle schoolmen, trained to artistic disputation

-they were men who had " embraced the truth, and
felt it;" who preached upon the hillside where týey

were prepared to die; who poured forth the tru ' ' ey
felt with beautiful simplicity, with the bay of the slot
hound, and the tramp of dragoons, sounding in their
ears. These men were listened to, believed, and loved,

because they were in earnest; and many became
orators, as the dumb son of Crcesus learned to speàIcý
f rom the strength of the domestic affections, and the
perils of the hour. So it ever will be. Eloquence must
gush out of the warm, heart. We drink the water that is
trained through leaden pipes ; but when a countr^%r is to
be irrigated, or overflowed, the supply must come from.
the heavens, or well from the fathomless fountains
which no human eye can trace.

. How was it that John Wesley created, not a mere
contemptible schism, but a great moral revolution in the

Protestant Church? That he.founded a new order of
Christian minis1ý2rs, and sent them, not only all ov'er-
the civilized, but into the remotest corners of the
heathen world? How is it that his hvmns were sung
this week by millions of people called by his name, in
thousands of churches that were not in existence when
he was born ? How is it that, an organized church

government, perfect in all its parts, radiatino, from a
common centre, and including members of every chme

and'ecountry, bids fair to perpetuate his s-stem, and
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immortalize his name ? You may tell me because he
was a great schèt'ar, and a great orator, but I tell vou it
is because John'%Veslev was in earnest - because he felt
the truths he preached ; because he strictly conformed
to the requirements of the system he promulgated
because in the wbole tenor of his life, he suited the
action to the word-

To him it could ne'er be said

Btît, good, mv brother,
Do not, as some ungrýous pastors do,
Show me the steep and thorny wa ' y t- Heaven,
M'rhilst l-k-e a puffd and reckless libertine,

Himself the prîmrose paths of dalliance treads,
And reck.% not his own rede-"

Take another instance- The capt:ivity of the Holy
Sepulchre, and the cruelties pracfLed by the Saracens

upon Christian pil,,rim%, were truths known to all
Europe in ic)gz. Peter& the Hermit was not the ýonIy
man who k-new them, but he was perhaps the only man

who felt them deeply; who made thein the subject of
his daily thouet, and nigbtly meditations - who, *not

only cor-tiprehended the whole scope and nature of the
gneva 1 nces, but had the courage, and 'energgy, ànd

self-devotion, to, grapple with it. '%Vth such a theme,
little more was required to make him truly eloquenf ;
and, bv the united testimony of cotemporaies, truly

eloqu- ent he was,. The man was in earnest ; he felt the
truth.s he uttered- His very earnestness, enthusiasm
supplied all deficiencim He was the true fiery cross;

(t
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as he passed from city to city, and country to
country, the souls of men kindled, until Europe was in
a flame. The Peasant beat his ploughshare into a

weapon; the Baron ceased from. rapine and violence,
to assume the symbols of Salvation; and Monarchs

left their Kingdoms to the government of Heaven,
'%vhi1eCý they crossed the seas, to purchase eternal. lif, by

the thrust of lance and stroke of sword. Peter was no
cold and formal rhetorician, but a man of action and

desperate èourage ; ready to, lead the way he pointed,
to do what. he advised should be done. His very
defects, as a warrior and leader, arose from the excess
of those qualities which made, his oratory so over-
whelming; a disregard of difficulties, in his reverehce
for his cause, and his firm reliance upon the direct
interposition of Providence. If his sermons have not

been preserved, history records, on many a sad and
many a brilliant page, the singular eflects they pro-

duced. Fleets were constructed, and armies marshalled,
as if by magic; the best blood of Europe was poured
out like rain upon the sands of Palestine; the

enthusiasm of the Moslem was met by enthusiasm
higher than his own ; a new road to Hea,ý,-en was-

opened, by which Il strong men armed "' might -enter.
Thrones were shaken, and Principalities founded ; and

0 4- of this military chaos, with its worldly policy blent
wi.-I-, rAigious excitement, came more extended -now--
lecl,,,- . and the nascent principles of freedom and

civilization. We turn bac- to trace the oricrin of these
mighty movements, and we find a poor mon-, with a
couse frock over his shouldèrs and a rope ar-und his



waist, but with his whole frame convulsed with the
reality of his emotions, and his whole soul speaking,
with what Shakspeare calls-

The heavenlv rhetoric of the eye."
1 doubt if Wolsey was ever so truly eloquent as after

his fall ; when on that journey to York, which was to
be his last but one, he preached to the people, and

blessed the little children who flocked around him.
While strugglino, up the steep as of worldly great-Z>

ness he had been-

Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading.
P the presence
He would say untruths, and be ever double
Both in his words and meaning."

Genuine- Eloquence wants no such aids, and eschews
such practices. ý But when he fell, when he had
exclaimed,-

Vain pomp and glory of the world, I hate ve.'ID .0
1 feel my heart new opened ; "

he rose in eloquence as rapidly as he declined in
power, and he who was deemed no longer suitable for
an earthly minister became a true minister-of Heaven.
Then it was that he gave such lessons as these:

"Love thyself last ; cherish those hearts that hate thee
Corruption wins not more than honesty.
Still in thy right hand carry gentle pe'ace,
To silence envious tongues. Be just and fear not,
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Let all the ends thou aim'st a4 be thy Countrys,
Thy God's-and Truth's."

Then it was, that, as the courtiers fled his presence,
the people gathered round him - to héar those precious

words of wisdom in which there were no double
meanings; to be moved by Eloquence, bursting from
an overcharged heart, and pregnant with the realities
of vast experience, and moving vicissitudes df fortune.

Thus far 1 have drawn my illustrations from the
Sacred Volume, and from the lives of those Who have
been its distinguished expounders. 1 have done so
without reference to the sub-divisions of the Christian

family thank God, there is nothing secfarian in
oratory. The fountain from which true Eloquence

flows, is not part of the Church property of any
dehomination. One spire after another may attract the

lightning, or be shaken by the thunder, but the home
of both is in the cloud which floats above them. all; so
is it with that Divine affiatus, that kindling inspiration,

which descends at times for the purification of all
seA, but which no sectarian can confine in the hollow

of his hand.
If it should not seem out of place, nor savor of

irreverence, I would pause for a moment to consider
the Great Founder of the Christian Family: in the
purely oratorical phases of his earthly story. Veiling
our eyes for a moment to his Divine perfections, to his

astounding miracles, let us regard him as a man,
reasoning with men, and influencing them, -througgh the

senses, by the power of language. 1 must confess that

1
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judgincr from the scanty memôrials that remain to us,
I have ever regarded Christ as the Prince of orators
and reflecting on the limited amount of these, when I
have heard persons mourning over the 1ýoss of ciassie Z
treasures coveting, a book of Livy, or a speech of
Bolincrbro-e, I have involuntarily sighed for the lost

biography and oratory of our Saviour.
What we have is all-sufficient to enable us to judge

of the rest. Like the fragments of a noble statue, the
lines of beauty we can trace determine the exquisite
character of the whole. But one saying of jesus is

recorded until hîs baptism by John. Yet we are zold
by Luke, that-

The Child grew, and waxed strong in the Spirit,
filled with wisdom, and the grace of God was, upon

him."
How often, among his youthful companions, and in

the domestic-circle, must that strong spirit have flashed
outy and that knowledae- have overflowed! Yet the
apples of wisdom, borne by the green tree, are forbidden
fruit to us. None have been preserved. What they
were like however we may gather from that most
touching incident of His early life, when, about twelve

YÏyears old, Joseph and Mary lost Him, and turning
back to jerusalem, Il found Him in the Temple sitting, in
the midst of the Doctors both bearing them, and as-ing
them questi'ns. And all that heard Him were
astonished at His understanding and answers." What
a scene,; what a discussion must that have been, where
the jewish Doctors were confounded by a child of
twelve yearsold 1 From this period till He was thirty,
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all His eloquence is lost to us; though it is recorded,
that 1-le " increased in wisdom, and stature, and in favor

with God and man-"
The power of His eloquenS may be judoed by the

fact, that, -Uter the Temptation, while we behold him
in his mere human and intellectual character-'l there
went out a fame of Mm through all the region round

and He tauabout Galilee, ght in their synagogues,
beinr ulorified of àll.'« Talk of the lost treasures of
literature, 1 would give the whole, and a cartIoad of
sermons into the bargain, for but one of these dis-
courses to the Galileans. The burden of but one is

-ed by à%lar- ; and when 1 have souo, t to call up
before mv mind's eve the figure of a perfect orator, 1

haý-e im,-.to-ined Christ with the Divine inspiration
-9, through those noble féatures, and animatinshinin,,, 1 9

that ryraceful fonn to which the highest skill of the artist
can do but feeble p'isuce, and an awe-struck auditory
clustering round, as those féarful words, uttered as He
onlv could proncunce them, sounded in their ears

The Kingdom of God is at hand. Repent ye, and
believe the Cwospel."

His subsequent discourses, which ha,%,,e been pre-
en to say nothing of their Ditine wisdom and

inspiration, and regarding them in their rhetorical
character, are masterly specimens of oratory: the

purest morals being adorned with the highest imagina-
tion, without one violation of , good taste, or one
superfluous word. 1'hough we might dwell on this
theme for hours, and iRustrate it by the whole NeW

Testament, 1 shall content myself with two extracts.

1



The first is the opening passage from the Sen-non on
the Mount:-

Blessed are the poor in spirit: for their"s is the
kingdom. of Heaven."

Il Blessed are they that mourn : for tlWy shall be
comforted."

Il Blessed are the meek, for they shall iâerit the
earth."

"Blessed are they who hunger and thirst after
righteousness: for they shall be filled."
Il Blessed tare the merciful : for they shall obtain

mercv.>Y C.'t
Il Blessed àre the pure in heart : for they shall see

God.'*
Il Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall be called

the children of God."
Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteous-

nessi sake: for their's is the Kingdom. of Heaven."
We who have had this message of mercy sounding in

our ears from childhood, till constant farniliaritv has
partially deadened our perception of its spirit, conden-

sation, energy, and beauty, can. form. no idea of the
feelings which it was calculated to, excite in the poor
and unlettered auditory, whose country was groaning

under a foreign yoke ; whose city was torn by factions ;
and whose minds were perplexed by the rhetorical

flourishes of the teachers of rival sects, who were equally
blind guides to the people ; and who only acyreed
in mak-ina- them toil, that those who perplexed their

understandings, might sit in the uppermost seats at
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feasts, and revel in the odor of a sanctity that was
assumed.

When, turning upon these blind guides, how fearful
is that burst of oratory, in which they are denounced
Cicero's, Il How long, 0 Catiline," sinks into: insignifi-

cance befoire it:-
Woe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites!

for ve shut up the Kincrdom of Heaven against men: for
ye neither go in yourselves, neither suffer ye them that
are entering, to go in.

C Woe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites 1
for ve devour widov's houses, aud for a pretence make
ion,cr prayers; therefore ye shall receive the greater
damnation.

Il M'oe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites!
for ye compass sea and land to, make one proselyte;
and when he is made, ye ma-e him twofold more the
child of hell than yourselves.

M'oe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites!
for ve pay tithes of mint, and anise-, and cummin, and
ha-ve omitted the weightier matters of the law, judgment,
rnercyý,/and faith.

W oe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites!
for e are like unto whited sepulchres, which indeed
appk-_,ar beautiful outward, but are within full of dead
men s bones and all uncleanness.'-'

In the whole range of human invective, where shall
we find such terrible oratory as this? And when
thundered, for the first time, in the ears of men swollen
with pride and self importance, strong in their mere

worldly wisdom, and mistaking their ceremonial obser-



vances for genuine piety, the scene must have been one
to which our feeble imaginations can never do justice.

In passing from the oratory of the Saviour, I need
hardly remind you that his example confirms, rather than
weakens, the maxim with which I set out. Who can

doubt that he was ever in earnest? That he spoke the
truth, we know ; that he felt it, a Christian audience

will not readily disbelieve.
Two questions will probably arise in manv minds:
BUt WHAT is TRUTH ? and

How far may - Art assist Nature, in rendering its
utterance pleasing and impressive?

To answer these questions, we should require to enter
upon the broad field of oratory, redolènt of perfume, and
cultivated to luxuriance by the sister arts of rhetoric and
logic. This task will probably be assumed by some

more experienced guide ; if not, we may devote to it
some other evening. To essay it now, would be to
violate a fundamental rule of the art we seek to teach,

by trespassing on the time of an audience already
sufficiently weary.
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THE MORAL INFLUENCE OF WOMEN-.

A Lecture delivered befère the Halifàx «%fechanic7s Institute;,
September 1836.1

I trust that my fair countryw'ômén will not suppose
that the idea of preparing a paper, addressed especially
to them, originated in a disparaging estimate of their

understandings or in any distrust of their inclination
and abifity to partake lar,-nely of the wholesome

-philosophic and literary fare furnished by those who
cater for the weekly feasts provided at this Institute.
1 hope also that they will not suspect me of a desiagrn to
waste this leisure hour in vain triflin& and ma-vk-ish

compliment-foreign to the avowed objects for which
we meet, and insulting to the good taste of such an
audience as is here assembled. -

My object in appearing before you this evening is
very different. The désim of this paper ori,or;.nated in
a conviction of' the immense moral influence which
females as a class possess ; in a high appreciation of

this po-%%-tr, and a desire to give it a bearing, so far as
circumstances permit on the character and prosperity
of our common country. Pardon me, if I venture to

assert, that there are many females in Nova Scotia-
nay that there may possibly be some in this audience-,
who are not'duly sensible of the extent of this influence,
nor of the paramount obligation which it imposes.
Nor is this surprising. The recognition of great
principles, the gro-wth of public spiri4 (the want of



which in this community has often been lamented here)
is generally slow in a new country. Men themselves
are often but tardy scholars of what they should learn
and practice without delay ; and though each may

not be indisposed»to Il do the State some sen-ice', their
collective duties to society are ofien ignorantiv or
indifferently put aside ; while their vague desians,
and languid determinations, assume no palpablè or
profitable form.

If this be true as 'respects the lords of creation, to
whom, the portals of colleges are open, who--e self-

examinations are prompted by the séclusion , of
academic groves, whose minds are informed, and

faculties quic-ened, by those studies and that training
which are essential, to success in the professions, or in

the active business of life,-how much, more may
Il gentle woman " be excused for a less early appreci-
ation of her moral power in the State, and of the high

duties imposed by its possesion. But in a new country,
as I have ofte à told youý much depends on early
impressions and determinations ; and the sooher both
sexes understand the natural boundaries of their
influence and their obliaations, and becorne feelinorly
alive to the reputation and advancement of the land in

which they live, the sooner will it flourish ; the more
rapid will be the growth of that public spirit, or rather

public virtue, the fruitful parent of high thouçyhts,
amiable qualities, noble actions, and valiable ins4ýti'tu-
tions.

Strongly impressed by this belief, 1 endeavoured
some year or two ago, to kindle the fireý ýf honorable
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enterprise in the minds of my young friends of my own
sex, by a few simple appealsý and historie illustrations.
The same motives which induced me to address them,
urge me now, ladies, to' address you; and to solicit

yýour atttntion to some views, which, if not novel, are
well meant ; and in the exhibition of which I have

studied simplicity rather than effect-the ornament of
common sense, rather than the pomp and grace of

language.
It is a common error,--one extensIvely propagated

by the overbearing and self-sufficient of our sex -ýat
women's thouorhts should be bounded by her household
cares ; that these alone should engross her time ; and

that all matters of literature, ý science, politics, and
morals, should be carefully eschewed-as any infringe-
ment on man's exclusive monopoly of these, would at
once detract from. the softer graces of the female
character, and endanaer the balance of domestic
subordination. On the other hand, the more reckless
and daring apostles of the rigghts of women, have

contended for a measure of liberty so large, for a
participation in masculine thoughts and emplo-y-ments,
so extensive and so gross, that they have made but few

converts to their theories, and are not likely lever to

persuade a whole people to bring thern into practice.

Let us not be led away by either extreme; but while

we preserve inviolate the delicacy and freýhness of the

j'Il female character, that which is the presiding spirit of

domest.c life, and gives to it its holiest and most

inexpressible charm ; let wonitn exercise that legitimate

and -rational înfluence on all the great interests of
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society, to which they are entitled, by their knowledge,
their talentS, and their virtues ; and especially b*he
deep stake they have in the general happiness and

prosperity, not onjy now but in all succeeding tinies.
Before explaining how I think this influence niav be
brou(yht to bear 'on the advancement of our own

Province, lét me turn. your attention to the direction of
the Female charâcter in other countries ; to its bearing
on their history and Institutions ; to the excitenients

it held forth to genius and valor; and the edelitý, with
which it followed out the great objects and prevailing
impulses of the age.

The favorite pursuit, the passion, the business, if you
Wili, of most ancient, and indeed of most modern
nations, of which we have any authentic accourits,
appears to have been War. However the motives may
have varied, or the principles on which these contests

were conducted may have differed vibrating as the
did, between the bloody exterminatio s of the Scythian

and the courtly politeness of Chivalry; still War was
the great end and aim of life ; the highest honors of
the State were to be won in battle ; a man's wealth

was estimated by the wounds upon his body, or the
numbers he had slain. So prevalent and so exciting

was this warlike spirit, that no nation was secure that
did not possess courage, discipline, and experience,

superior to its immediate neighbors. Wars m-ere
continually declared or courted, in order to acquire, or
test these qualities ; and the whole system of education

was framed to prepaie youth for the tented field, and
teach them, that it was more honorable to die fighting
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bravely in their ranks, than to live a life of cowardice
and ease, earning for their families no honor, and

performing no service to their country.
Remember that we are not now appro,%-ino, of the

conduct of these semi-barbarous ages, but look-ing, at
their spirit and institutions, in order to trace the influ-
ence of the female character upon- them, and to show

how much they were indebted to that influence for
the self-devotion they exhibited,- and the glory they
achieved. It would not be wise, beca:use it would not

be delicate, to examine minutely the bearing- of ancient
laws and customs on the Èberty and pri-t-ilecres of the

female sex'* but this I -think 1 may venture to assert,
that in ancient, as in modern times, the influence which

women exercised upon the spirit of their age, on the
chîracter and fortunes of their countrv, was in exact
proportion to lhe - -consideration in which they were
held and therational freedom they enjoyed.

VMen treated as slaves-'a'nd inferior beings, thev haveg
invariably degenerated, as man himself does when so,
treated in body and in mind. But when regarded as
rational beings ; as the friends and companions of the
other sex; as the wivee and mothers of warriors and
statesmen ; they Ne constantly sho-t,%-n an elevation of
soul ; a susceptibility to the impressions of patriotism
and national glory; a readiness to sacrifice even the
heart's best affections to the interests of their country,
and the reputation of ffiose they loved, which justifies
the high place that they occupy in the history of the
more civilized nations of antiquity; and satisfies us,
that had the general mind in some of them had a wiser
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and less sanguiný direction, female influence would
have fostered the arts of Peace as assiduously as it
cultivated and transmitted thesentiments and impres-
siôns essential to, a state of '%V-ar.

Hobi much of the spirit of ancient Spýrta breathes,
even at this dav. from. the noble answer *f'- the mother
of Cleomenes, when ber son had been promised succor -loti

by Ptolemy, Ku'i,7 oÈ ,ýpt, on condition that he would
send his parent and children as hostages. After

much irressolution and visible sorroqý-, he ventured to
communicate the sad alternative, when she replied
Was this the thing which vou. have so long hesitated

to communicate ? '%%-hv do vou not immediatelv put us
on board a ship and send this carcase of mine where
vou thin- it mae be of most use to Sparta, before age

renders it olood for no and sink-s it in the grave ?
Being, on the point of embari-ngý shé ttook ber son
alone into the Temple of Neptune, where, seeinor him
in gTeat emotion. and concern, she threw ber arms
about him and said-" King of the LacedSmonians,
take care thaù when we--go out no one perceives us
weepincr or doing anything unworthy of Sparta- This
alone is in our power the event is in -the hand of
CwocL*' After ber arrival in Egypt, bearingr that Cleo-

menes,, though desirous to treat with thé,,AchSansý was,
afraid to, put an end to the War wà0ut Ptolemy"s

consent, she wrote to desire him " to djý àat he thought
mest advantageous amid. honorable foi!ýèarta, and not

for the sak-e of an old "woman and a child to live in
,constant fear of Ptolemy.e'

Though often apparently wrapt up in the honor of
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the individual they loved, there was, in the breasts ofIýt 4.
these Spartan dames, a regard to the reputation of the

State, triumphing over every feeling of mere family
pride. The Mother of Brasidas, enquiring of some

Amphipolitans whether her son had died honorably,
and as became a Spartan, they loudly extolled his
merit and said there was not such a man left in Sparta:

upen which she replied-Il say not sokml friends ; for
Brasid'as was indeed a man of honor, but LacedSmon

can boast of many better meh than he."
-When their city was threatened by Pyrrhus, and the

LacedSmonians proposed to send off their womento
Crete, Archidamia, enteri ' ng the Senate with'a sword in

her hand, complained ofthe mean opinion which they
entértained of the women,ý-if they imagined that they
would survive the destruction of Sparta. This appeal
prevailed, and as soon as the works necessary for

defence were commenced, -the matrons - and maids
devoted themselves to labor. ' Those that1were intended
for the fight, they advised to repose themselves ; a d
in the meantime, they undertook to finish a third part
of the trench which was completed before morning.
At daybreak the enemy was in motion; upon which
the women armed the youth with their own hands, and
gave them the trench in charge, exhorting them, to
guard it well, and, representing how delightful it Ntould
be to conquer in the view of their country, or -how

glorious to expire in the anns of their mothers and
their wives, when they had met their death as became

Spartans. And for two days they contrived to aid
and ehcourage them; and by their conduc4 saved
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the city from pillage- and their persons from dis-
honor.

In that scene in Glovers Leonidas, where the devoted
warrior parts from his wife and children-though the
positive certainty of death makes grief predominate over
every other feeling in ber bosom for the time-the
arguments he addresies to Èer, show what were, to a

Gr;ecian,ý'woînan under such circumstances, the true
sources of cornfort and consolation:

Wherefore swells afresh
That Éde of woe? Leonidas must fall.
Alas ! far heavier miserylmpends
O'er thee and these, if, softened by thy tears,

1 shamefully refuse to yield that breath,
Which Justice, Glory, Liberty and Heaven,

Claim. for my country, for my sons and thee.
Think on my long unaltered love.. Reflect

On my paternal fondness. Hath my heart
E'er known a pause in love, or pious care ?

How shall that care, that tenderness be shown,
'Most warni, mostfaithful? Whenthyhusband dies
For LacedSÎnon's safety, th-ou wift share,
Thou and thy children, the diffusivegood.
I am selected by the immortal Gods
To save a People. Should my timid heart
That sacred charge abandon, I should plunge

Thee too in sha'me and sorrow. Thou wouldst
mourn

With LaceclSmon, would with her sustainA&_
Thy painful Portion of oppression'?weight.
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Behold thy sons, now worthy of their name,
Their Spartan birth. Their glowing bloom, would

pine
Depress'd, dishonored, and their youthful hearts

Beat at the sound of Libexty- no more.
On their own, merit-on their fathers fame

When he the Spartan freedom bath confirmed,
Before the world illustrious will they rise
Their country's bulwark, and their mothers joy."

The effect of this reaso is told in the lines that
follows:-

Here paused the patriot. In religious awe
Grief heard the voice of Virtue. No complaint
The solemn silence broke."

I miaht turn your attention to many other passage.ý,
illustrative of the influence of the female character, in
what Thomson calls-

The man-subduing City, which no shape
Of pain could conquer, nor of pleasure charm,"

and where
The tender mother urged her son to die."

But let us pass on to Rome, where we shall find thé
same high estimation of valor, military çonduct and

devotion to the service of theState, under diffèrent laws
and modifications, but fostered -and strengthened in the

same manner, by the powerful stimulants of female
tuition and influence. How much of the national
character is exhibited in the matron Comelias reproadh
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to her sons, thàt she was still called the mother-in-law
of Scipio, and not the mother of the Gracchi; " a
reproach, however,- which, at a later,ýperiod, they nobly
wiped away. We can see in her preseritation of these

very sons-whom she was thus privately exciting, butew
of whose characters she had formed a just idea-to the
vain lady of Campania) as her richest jewels, the very
pulsations, so to, speak, of the whole female heart of

ancient Rome. 1 0
Indeed, we cease to wionder at the heroic deeds and

sentiments of the men, when Ve contemplate the
characters of the women. The account which Plùtarch
gives of the conduct of Portiq, when she distrusted her

own courage to, preserve the dreadful secret which she
saw was preying on the mind of her * husband, will help
to explain' my meanine. She secretly gave herself a

deep flesh wound, which occasioned a great effusion ' of
blood, extreme pain, and a consequent fever. Brutus

was sincerely afflicted for her; and. as he attended her
in the height of her pain, she thus spoke io him:

Il Brutus, when you married the daughter of Cato, you
did not, I presume, consider her merely as a female

companion, but as the partner of your fortunes. You
indeed have given me no reason to repent my marriage ;
but what proc;f, either of affection or fidelity,, can you
receive from me, if I May heither share in your secret

griefs, nor in your secret counsels? I am sensible that
secrecy is not the characteristic virtue of my sex; but,

surely our natural weakness May be strengthened by a
virtuous education, and by honorable connections ; and
Portia can boast that she is the daughter of Cato -and the

22 -
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w ife of Brutuàý Yet even in these distinctions I placed
no absolute confidence tifi 1 tried and found that I was
proof against pain." She then showed him her wound,
and informed him of her motives; upon which Brutus
was so, struck with her mity,, that, with lifted
hands, he entreated the Gods "to favor his enterprise,
and enable him to him elf worthy of Portia."
The resolute conduct of this, noble woman, who

sw;allowed fire rather than survive the death of her
husband, on the failure of his enterprise, prýves that
this was no domestic ruSeý but a manifestation of spirit
and integrityý. characteristic of the country and the age.

It was said of Marcius Coriolanus, that his great
actions were not so much performed for the love of his
country as uto please his mother." Shakspeare has
caught the true spirit of this ladys character ; an-d as
the sentiments he puts into ber-mouth are chiefly

borrowed from authentic history, embellished of course
by poetic language, 1 may be pardoned for quoting a
few lines from bim- It is, that passage in the play which
precedes the visit of Valeria.ý--,

Ile noble sister of Publicola,
The moon of Rome; chaste as the icicle,
Thats curded by the frost frorn purest snow.
And hangs on DiaWs temple."

Men yet," says Volumnia, speaking of her distin-
grwshed offsprin& "he was but tender bodied, and the
only son of my womb ; when youth, with comeliness,
plucked all gaze his way; when, for a day of Kings
entreaties, a mother would not sell him an hour from
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her beholdingý--I, considering how honor would become
such a person ; that it was no better than picture-like
to hang by the wall, if renown made it not stir,,was

pleased to let him seek danger where he was like to- find
fame. To a cruel war I sent him, frým whence' he

returned-, his brows bound with oak. I tell thee,
daughter, f sprang not more in joy at first hearing he
was a man-child, than now, in seeing he had proved
himself a man."

Il Vi-rgdia.-But had he died in the business, Madam,
how then?-"

Il Volumnia.-Then his good-report should have been
my son; I therein would have found issue. Hear me

profess sincerely ; had 1 a dozen sons, each in my love
alike, and none less dear thàn thine and my good

Marcius, I had rather had eleven die nobly for their
country, than one voluptuausly surfeit out of action."

And again, carried away by her own enthusiasm, she
exclaims:

Il Methinks I hear hither your husband-s drum
See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair ;

As childrèn from a bear, the Volces shunning him:
Methinks I see him stamp thus, and call thus

Come on you cowards-you were got in fear,
Though you were born in Rome? His bloody

. brows
With bis mailed hand Ïhen wiping, forth he goes,

Like to a harvestman, that's tasked to mow
Or all, or lose his hire. "

Fîr.-His bloody brow! Oh Jupiter, no blood et
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Vol.-Away, you fool It more becomes a man
Than gilt his trophy. The breasts of Hecuba,

When she did suckle Hector, looked not lovelier
Than Hector s forehead, when it spit forth blood,
At Grecian swords contending.

Vr.-Heaven blessllmy lord from fell Aufidius.
Vol.-Hell beat Aufidius' head below his knee and
tread uponhis neck.

Theré spoke the true spirit of ancient Rome. Nor is
it a màtter of wonder that a people nourished, educated
and excited, by such a race of women, became the
conquerors and mas'ters of the world. The wonder
wëuld have been had they belied in the field the
admirable training of the domestic hearth.

But the Roman wômen did not only encourage their
husbands and children to, fight bravely in war, but

to, preserve an unblemished reputation for integrity at
home. They applauded their disregard of the paltry
temptations of soéiety, and fixed their attention on the

nobler qualities of the ujàderstanding and the heart,
and on the attainment of the solid honors of the State.

There were not fewer," says Plutarch, Il than sixteen
of the Alian family and name, who had only a smaÙ
house and one farm among them; and in this house
they all lived with their wives and many children.

Here dwelt the daughter of Amilius, 'who had been
twice Consul, and had triumphed twice, not ashamed of

her husband's poverty, but - admiring that integrity,
which kept him, poor."

I might turn your attention to many other passages,
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highly illustrative of the moral influence of the female
character in ahcient Greece and Rome-to the spirited
reply of Gorgo ; the courage of CSlia, urho swam the
river at the head of the Roman virgins, under a shower
of darts: or the self devotion of Arria, who plunged a
dagger into her own breast, to, teach her husband how
to die; but we have not time to dwell longer here, and
I think the illustrations I have chosen are amply

r cient for my purpose. For they teach us this great
ésson, that two of the foremost nations of antiquity

were as much indebted to their women as to their men
for the extended influence, and exalted reputationý they

achieved. We cannot, perhaps, at this distance of
time, say which is entitled to the largest share of praise
for originating and strengthening those sentiments of
exalted courage and patriotic self devotion, which ýIV

were the fruitful sources of private honor and public 4,
advantage ; but the rational conclusion is, that they

were mutually cultivated and inspired ; that where
woman s softer nature shrunk from the idea of peril,

and the consequences of exposing those she loved, the
patriot lord and father, as in the case of Leonidas,
inculcated lessons of firmness and public virtue ; and
where man himself required a spur to his ambition, it

was supplied by Cornelia's taunt, or Volumnias ardent
praise.

We need not dwell on the dark period which
succeeded the fall of the Roman Empire. That the
influence of woman vas felt upon it; that its horrors
were mitigated by her gentle ministrations, by her

natural, tendernes of hearý we cannot doubt; for, to
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believe otherwise, would be to question the known
characteristics of the sex in every country and in every

age. But let us pass on to that period when the
business of conquest having ended, the feudal system
arose in every country in Europe, and upon the genius
of which it will be seen that women exercised the most
admirable and extraordinary influence.

It is the custom. to mourn over the fall of the Roman
Empire. But when we contemplate the general
corruption, the social slavery and degradation of the
mass, the depravity and cruelty of the few, to whoin

birth, wealth, or audacity, had given power, we almost
feel thankful for that tide of rude but comparatively
virtuous barbarians, by whom its whole boundaries were

overflowed, and cease to regret that knowledge and
those refinements which were so, interwoven with

cruelty, imbecility and vice. And it is pleasing to turn
from the female character, soiled as it was in the latter

days of the. Empire by the operation of vile laws and
customs, the influence of luxury, and the general
corruption of morals and manners, to the simple

dignity which it maintained in the fastnesses of the
North, and in those remote regions to -which the term
barbarian was applied. It was, in truth,-" says Mills,
in his History of Chivalry, "tl* virtue of the sex, and

not anyoccasional or accidental opinion, that raised
them to their high and respectable consideration. The
Roman historian marked it as a peculiarity among the
Germans, that nfarriage was considered by them a
sacred institution, and that a man confined himself to
the society of one wife. The mind of Tacitus was filled

. rýýV
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with respect for the virtuous though unpolished peopleil,

of the North; and, reverting his eyes to Rome, the
describer of manners becomes the indignant satirist
and he exclaims that Il no one in Germany dares to,
ridicule the Hol3f Ordinance of Marriage, or call an
infringment of its laws a compliance with the manners

of the age." It is evident from all the accounts we
bave that women among these northern nations, while
they preserved a virtuous simplicity of manners, stim-
ulated their husbands and lovers to disregard death,
and to see- for renown, in those rude contests which,

commenced bv the encroaching spirit of the ancient
Romans, enàéd but in the downfall. of their widely
extended power. Plutarch gives an account of a battle
between the army of Marius and the Cimbri in which
the latter were beaten. When driven bàLck upon their

encampments, they found their women standing in
mourning by their carriages, who killed those that fled

-some their husbands, others their brothers, and some
their fathers. They strangled their children with their
own hands, and threw them under the wheels and the

horses' feet. And Strabo, I think it is, who mentions,
that such of them. as were taken prisoners wished to be

placed aming the Vestal Virgins, binding themselves
to perpetual chastity ; and had, recourse to, death, as
the last refuge of their Virtue, when their request was

refused. That hardy tribes, nurtured and encouraged
by such women, should subdue à people, however riéh

in numbers, wealth, and ancient reputation, after
discipline had faded, corruption become general, and
the female character ýhorn of its dignity ceased to
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exercise moral influence, or even to procure respect,
cannot be a matter of surprise. But it is curious to
mark how, as the feudal system arose out of the turbid
waves of northern conquest, women not only preserved
her ancient purity and influence, butbrightened into a
being more elevated and refined than she had everci
been in the world's early history, and secure at last, of

her own just rights and natural station, shed over
hundreds of thousands of mailed warriors an influ-

ence the most salutary and benign.
As polygamy was unknown to, the manners of the

northern tribes, so was it repudiated and contemned in
the countries which they conquered"; and when this
sentiment became strengthened and confirmed by the

spread of Christianity, women began, by their plastic
power, to soften and refine the rude men and ruder
manners of that barbarous age. War was still, if we
except a few Italian and German cities, the great busi-'
ness of life ; and though the sex were neither sufficiently
powerful, nor perhaps sufficiently enlightened, to subdue

this warlike spirit, with which their very natures were
imbued, and with the triumphs and pageantries of which
their childish footsteps were surrounded ; still while

they urged their husbands and lovers, as the Spartan, the
Roman, and Teutonîc maids and matrons had done, to

fight bravely for- their country, and seek ory in the
tented field, they inspired them with sentiments in which
courage was singularly blended with poetry and religion;
with a repugnance to mere savage warfare ; a love of
mercy, a high sense of honor, respect for the plighted
wo and veneration for the name of W6man until the
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beautiful laws and graceful embellishments of chivalry
were introduced, to mitigate the borrors and hide the
deformity of never-ending war. If the temple of Janus
was rarely shut, its portal was hung with flowers.

Il Chivalry," says Mills, Il held out the heart-stirring
hope that beauty was the reward of bravery. A valiant

but landless knight, was often hailed by the whole
martial fraternity of his country as worthy the hand of
a noble heiress, and the King, could not in every case,
bestow her on some minion of his court. Woman was
sustained in her proud elevation by the virtues whick
chivalry required of her; and man paid homage to her
mind, as well as to her beauty.- She was not the mere

object of pleasure, taken up or thrown aside as passion
or caprice suggested, but being the formation of hônor,-
her image was always blended withethe fairest visions of

his fancy, ahd the respectful consideration which she
therefore met with, showed she was not an unworthy
awarder of fame. . Fixed by the gallant warriors of

chivalry in a nobler station than that which had been
assigned to her by the polite nations of antiquity, all the
graceful qualities of her nature blossomed inte beauty;
and the chastening influence of feminine gentleness and
tenderness'was, for the first time in his history, experi-
enced by man."

1 - might entertain you for hours with the personal
achievements and adventùres, of females, gleaned from.
the Poets and Chroniclers of the middle ages ; for it
was no uncommon thing for ladies of peerless beauty
and of the highest rank, favored by the quaint disguises
and courteous usages of the time, to clothe themselves

t 
23
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in armor, break a lance in' the lists, draw their swords
in the cause of the oppressed, or -set an example by their
courage and humanity, in the more extended scenes of
general warfare, of those qualities, that as a class they
encouraged, and which by both sexes were so hio,hly
prized.

The victory of the English over the Scotch at Neville
Cross is mainly attributed to the spirited demeanor of
Phillippa, wife of Edward the Third, who, in a peril-

ous moment, when the King, her husband, was far away,
and the fate of Enorland in her hands, rode through. the
ranks, and by her exhortations and promises, nerved the
hearts of her yeomen and cliivalry for the strugggles of a

g 7-reat occasion, From the Hisfory of Scotland 1 might:
borrow the details of that memorable siege sustained by
Black Agnes, the lady of the Earl of March, in the
castle of Dunbar which she defended against the
bravest warriors of England, beating them back from
her walls and mocking them with bitter jests. And

the varied adventures of the heroicCountess of Mount-
ford, of whom it was said by Froissart, tha4 " she had
he courage of nd the heart of a lion 'ould,

had we room for thqn, afford a striking illustration.
Her noble defence of Brittany against the whole power

of France; her pathetic appeal to her soldiers, holding
her infant son in--.her'-arms from which the Austriàn
Queen at a later period may have borrowed, in address-

'ing, the Estates of Hungary; her able dispositions, her
gallant sortie, her heroic constancy, and above all, her
ýpirited bearing upon that element so, potent in subduing

both sexes, when attacked by the Spanish fleet on her
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passage to, England ; indeed every incident of her
astonishing career, had we le isure to, trace them, would

show the influence which fe males must have
had, in bracing the spirits of men, and prompting to
those deeds of almàost supe-huifian valor and add,. s
that distinguisbed tbe- middle age, and which amidst
more tranquil scenes, we often 'contemplate with a
strange mixture of wonder and unbelief. " In the

crusades," says the author from whom 1 have repeat-
edly borrowed, "parties of' fair and n" -women

accompanied the chivalry of Europe to, the Holy Land,
g the seas to -give them gentle pass, and bind-

ing up the wouùds of husbands and brothers after a weH
foýighten field with the bold Mussulman. Sornetimes
they wielded the fl brand themselves, and the
second crusade in particular was disfinguished by a troop
of ladies, harnessed in armor of price, and mounted- on

goodly steeds-" Such of my fair hearers as have read_ý
Tasso's " Jerusalem delivered," and Scotfs " Ik Count
Robert. of Paris," will readily -understand how the influ-
ence of these acts and sacrifices would be blazoned and
reproduced, ýy -men of genius and imagination--the
Troubadors and Novelists of the period-until -3coli.][raý

became iia inctive, apd the man was despised who did'
not possess those qualities, for which woman herself was

so distinguished.
j _must confess, however, tha I admire less those
voluntary exh itions of courage' in the field, than the

more delightftdý because softer, more more
feminine . ; which the femalé-9 of the f eu

times exercised, from the privacy of home, on the
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manners, and spirit of the age. What a splendid lio,,ht
is thrown . upon these by the answer of the French

hero, Du Guesclin, when our Edward demanded how
he could pay the immenÊýe ransom which he himself

had fixed. 1 know a hundred Knights of Brittany,"'
said he, 11who would sell their possessions for my

Ebera-tion; and there is not a woman sitting at her
distaff in France, who would not labor with her own
hands to redeem Me from. yours."

But while the women inspired the 'Men with courage,,
and prompted the spirit of adventure, courtesy ànd

humanity were enforced by their noble examples and
gentle ministrations. In the wars of the Guelphs and

Ghibellines, the Emperor Conrad, as an offended
Sovereign, had refused all terms of capitulation to the
garrison of Winnisburg; but as a courteous Knight, he

permitted the worne-n - depart with such of their
prècious effects as thej4hemselves could transport.

The gates of the town were thrown open, and a long
procession of matrons, each beaning a husband, or a
father, or a brother, on her shoulders, passed in safety
through the applauding camp." The Knight who was

ý>tained with crime ; who we false to his religion, his
country, or his friend; who took an unchÏvalric advan-
lage, or broke his plighted faith, won no word of
woman s praise, no favor in her bower,

By such sweet influences, aiding and strengthening
the benign precepts of Christiaùity, continents thaï
were once savage and unlettered have become civilized

end refined. The spirit of peace, sustained by thý
experience of àll history, has spread her wings abov'
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the nations; war is no longer éýteemed as an amuse-
ment, and except whenwaged in defence of some great

Principle of civil or religious liberty, scarcely tolerated
as an occupation. The industry, the skill the genius
of mankind, have been, turned into different channels.
Nations seek renown bv the cultivation of the arts of
peace, the creation of Just lalvsý and noble institutions
and those who, under a different dispensation, would
have been first in the lists, and foremost in the tented
field, seek in the higher regions of intellectiial achieve-
ments, a more useful and durable renown. And it is
delightful to reflect, nay, to feelothat the encouracina-
efforts of that Being who formerly sent man forth to
battle with the infidel now lures him on in his warfare
with ignorance and prejudice ; that the greenest laurel

earned in the paths of peace, won be the triumphs of
the mind, is that which drops from woman's hand,
freshened by her tears, or hallowed by her sweetest
snfile.

In the mighty revolutions, by which these astonishing
resuýts have been produced, woman has had her part,
and is entitled to her share of praise. If, as L believe,
the diffusion of Christianity be at the ropt of all these
political and social ameliorations ; that they sprin-cy up

as natural consequences, from the divine spirit of justice
and of love which ari almighty mind has breathed into
the scriptures, let it not be forgonen that females were
last at the cross and earliest at the'tomb ;" and that,
throughout those long ages of persecution, in which the

humane and devout Christian had to struggle forý hls
rights and his opù*ons,-whether with the infidel, or
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with those misguided zealots,'who, naming the name
of Christ and professincr unçler various titles, to, be his
followers, regarded persecution as a duty,-let it, I say,

be remembered, that in almost every one of those
scencs of relipous suffering, sôme Sophronia or Columba
bas nerved the hearts of men by her fortitude, and
sealed her convictions with her blood..

The cause of civil liberty also, in every quarter of the
globe, has been as laralely indebted to, the operation of
feniale influence. Woman's tenderness of heart makes
ber the natural enemy of the oppressor, the soother and
inspirer of the oppres:ýed. In those exciting epochs of
modern history which are emphaticall said to, have

tried rnen's souls,'ý-whether in the British Isles,
France, Poland, Switzerland, Italy or Spain, not only
have women exercised well and wisely, through the
varied channels of social life an encouraging and
salutary influence, but have often set an example of

heroisin and self-devotion,, which has thrilled through
the hearts of a whole people, and challenged the
admiration of a worIcL A oan of Arc has never been

wantino, to deliver a Kingdom; a Charlotte Corday to
poniard a tyrant; an A tina to save a City, or 'a
Lady Russel'to grace the last hours of a patriot's life,
by tenderness and elevation of soul.

Of the blessings sec-ured by these trials and sacrifices,
we are admitted to a full participation; while the 4rt,
the science,'and the literature, every department of'
which has been enriched by the Mores, the Barbaulds,
the Porters, the Montagues, the Martineaus, the

Somervilles, the Hemans', and a long Une of amiable
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women of talent, bave descended to us with our
language, and comprise1y no means the least valuable
portion of the high privileges and intellectual treasures
which we inherit from our Fatherland. And it is for
us to consider; it is for you, ladies, especially, to reflect

how you can best pay to posterity what you owe to the
genius and spirit of the past.

Pardon me if I conclude this paper by reminding you,
ù have the Tor,that to a great extent, yo -destinies of Nova

Scotia in your hands. And let me conjure you never
to undervalue the character of vour own influence or 1%
the extent of your moral obligations. Look at the
little Province which, small as it is, some of us are
proud to call our - own ; its narrow boundaries, girded
by the seas, and surrounded on every side by extensive,
populous and powerful states. What resources has
such a country to sustain her against the gigantic IÏ
influences _With which she must hourly contend? Norte,
but the character, the intelligence, the energy and self-
devotion of her people. Lét it be yourfconstant aim,
your study, your pride, my countrywomen, to cultivate
these qualities, and to inspire your brothers, husbands,
lovers, and children with the sentiments from which

Î làthey spring. Without throwing aside the modest
deportment of the sex without stepping over the

bounds of masculine thought and océupation ; without
neglecting those household cares and feminine accom-

plishments, for the want of which no public service
let a regard for your country's welf are, itscould atone,

reputation, its prosperity, be ever present to your
minds and let some portion of your time, and the
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whole weight of your moral influence, bear steadily on
the means, of àits improvemnL

A Nova Scofian matron need, not as the Spartan or
Roman did, urge her husband on to battle and canquest,
becausé 1, a change has come over the spirit of the
world's dreams; " but she may show him, that, as these

states were preserved, enlarged and rendered illustrious,
by discipline and valor, so, must ours be strengthened'
and elevated by an ass*duous cultivation of the arts of

peace. If he- complains that our boundaries are con-
tracted, let her tell tha4 with industry and good-

husbandry, there is land enough to, support millions
of men ; and that if this were exhausted, the whole
world is the freehold of a commercial people-the seas
but the high roads which conduct to their domains.
Let ber remind him that a country possessed of science
and enterprise, can multiply physical. power as she will
that, if she be but rich in intellect, in creative genius
and steady application she may strengthen h-erself

indefinitely with,,nerves of iron, and muscles of steam,
and condense the energy and productive power -of

Myriads within the compass of a few miles.
The Nova. Scotian mother, too, may do ber part,

while the graceful forms of childhood glide around
her knees, and the ductile elements of the youthful

mind are forming beneath her eye; she may inculcate
not only the ordinary principles of morals, but those

lessons of public virtue applicable to the situation
of the country and the probable duties of life-which,
like bread cast upon the waters, will come back to ber
in pride and admiration, after many days. There is a
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younger class, whose influence is chiefly felt in that
opening dawn of manhood, when the heart is Most

susceptible to, impressions, when the good and evil
principles may be said to struggle most fiercely foý the

mastery over our nature; and when a word, a ghance, a À
noble sentiment uitered ona summer's eve, mav turn
the scale in favor of public spirit and honorable ainbi-
tion; and if my young friends knew how powerful is
their influence at that age, and on such occasions, they
would not fail to, smile awa-y the sloth, the ýsenseless and
besotted pride, the inveterate idleness and inanity of
mind, by which too man of our young men are beset -

and which rarely fails to ripen into grovellina- vice, and
minous dissipation. Beauty, leading youth to the shrine
of public virtue, is no fable in the world's history and
there is no reason why in Nova Scotia it may not be

amply realized. Let them teach the idlers and triflers
of our sex, that our country has neitherhands nor mind

to, spare ; that their favors are to be won by public
rvi by conquests in the regions of mind ; by trophies

won in the ranks of patriotism, literature, science "d
art; by what the poet beautifully styles " those glorious

Iâbors which embellish life." Nor need my fair friends
trust to personal charms alone to sustain this influence
without any dereliction of domestic duty, without sacrific-
ing one feminine grace, one modest attraction, they m av go 

j

before their brothers, friends and lovers,-as some of
them have already done-into those delightfül regions.
Science and History will disclose to them rich soCces
of illustration; and the pen and the pencil become 4
eloquent, when other fascinations fail.



274 Tlie Moral InXuence of Women.

C4
Be it yours, then, ladies, now that the times have

changed, to win with these gentler weapons-as the
martial heroines of the middle ages did with lance and

sword-a right to stimulate and reproach the other sex,
hére they fall short of the requirements of patriotism

and ambition; and, as they led the way to rescue the
sepulchre of our Lord from the infidel, lead you the way
to vindicate those admirable precepts and principles of
justice, toleration and truth, which he left for our direc-
tion, but whichby the corruption and weakness of our
nature, are so frequently sullied and profaned. And
believe me that while you thus wander in the 1' pleasant
wavs of wisdom general admiration and a deathless

name are not beyond your reach; for even the deeds of
jean of Mountfort, as they did less good, shall fade
from the world's memory before Mrs. Hemans' moral
songs.

I do not ask you to put on. an affectation of art,
destructive of the freshness of nature. I seek not to
entice you from, the gentle thoughts and appropriate-

occupations of home ; but, as the Greek and the Roman
caught the spirit which led him on to victory and

renoWn amidst the relakàtions and delights of social
intercoýirse, so would I have my youthful countn-men
catch f ýprn your enthusiasm, the energy nd determina
tion of ý%xýhich Nova Scotia stand so mu h in need. L

would maýe beauty's fiashing eye, and encouraging
smile, at oncý the beacon and reward of public virtue

and honorable on. I would have woman breathe
around her an aVosphëre in which idleness, ignorance
and selfishness, could not for an hour exist ; but in
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which science and literature, high thoughts and honor-
able enterprises, would blossom, and flourish till they

overspread the land; not choking the domestic affec-
tions, or curbing the rational pleasures and en ovrnentsi , 1
of life ; but giving to them a dignity, a grace, a charm
in the highest degree attractive while they result in an

abundant measure of collective reputation and improve-
ment.

Could I but see these sentiments diffused throu(yllout
the land, generally appreciated and acted upbn by the
females of Nova Scotia, 1 should laugorh- to scorn every
sentiment of despondency and alarm.. The present

would be viewed with satisfaction; the future bounded
by hope. Though the existing race of men miglit be

ignorant or indifferent, 1 shuld know that another was
springing up, which, from. the cradle to the tomb, would
be subjected to a training and an influence, the most
admirable and inspiring ; and whicCmust ultimately
rival the boast of the Athenîan, by converting a small
Province into a powerful and illustrious State.



ADDRESS.

[Delivered at the Howe Festiva4 Framinghamý M tt%
August 31, 1871.]

M.
Mr. Chairman, Ladùps and Gent4onm:

To be invited to address such an audience as this in
the centre of intellectual New* England, 1 regard as a

jî, great distinction. Yet the position has its drawbacks.
The committee have announced an "' Oration; " but a
simple and gpod-humored introduction to the business
of 'the day is all that I shaR attempt. If disposed to
be more ambikous, and to try a bolder flight, 1 should
be afraid to risk corfipari§Ons, that you would not fail to,

institute, and which I am not vain enough to challenge.
You have not forgotten the stately and nervous argu-
ments of Webster, or the polished elocution and silvery
voice of Everett ; and though those masters of the art
have passed away, you can still sit at the feet of
Emerson listen to the fiery declamation of Phillips,

tà wonder at Lowell's marvellous felicity of phrase and'
luxuriance of illustration,and fold to your hearts, with
a love akin to wdrship, our good friend Oliver Wé'ndell

Holmes. Let us thank God for these great lights,
which have diffused or are still shedding their radiance
over the industrial and inteectual life of a great nation
but this is a family party, and as a member of the
family, I throw myself upon your indulgence. M"e are

here not to make a arade of our eloquence, if we
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have any, but to spend a day in holy brotherhood and
sweet communion.

Dramm from. many States and Provinces, but spring-
ing from a common stock, we meet for peaceful and

legitimate purposes, to grasp each other's bands, to
look-irïto each other's faces, to study each other's forms

and to mark how the fine original structure of the race
has borne change of aliment, diversity of climate, and
the wear and tear of sedentary or active life, amidst the
rapid mental and bodily movement of the fast age in
which we liý,-e.

These family gatherino-s ýwere, I believe, first sug-
gested in New England, and their success is to be
traced to the natural outcrop of feelings that are ve-ry 4
rational. A wise nation preserves its records, gathers

up its muniments, decorates the tombs of its illustrious
dead, repairs its great public structures, and fosters
national pride and love of country, by perpetual refer-
ences to the sacrifices and glories of the past. But,,
divide the nation by households, and under every roof

you will find, let national pride be ever so strong, that
family'pride, the interest in the narrower circle that

bears a common name, is quite as active. Our litera-
ture is filled with types of the septs, and clans, and

families, into which the wide world is divided, and whô
cling to, their old recollections and traditions with

marvellous tenacity.
In the British Islands this family sentiment finds

vent, -and expands itself with great luxuriance and
grace, under the shelter of the law of* primogeniture.
Emerson, in his delightful book on England, tells us
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that there are three hundred palaces," scattered all
over the f ace of that country. A great many of these

re comparatively modern structures, reared by the
erchant princes and great manufacturers of Ena-land,

w ho, in comparatively modern times, have been enriched
by the abounding commerce and restless industry of a
great ýýd prosperous empire.

But- by far *the larger number are the growth of
centuries the stately homes of England," where her

historic fa4lies, many of them. older than the Conquest,
store up and preserve all that can illustrate the brilliant
and heroic qualities of the race, and prompt to the

highest order ôf emulation. Many of these old struc-
tures, such as Warwick Castle, the stronghold of the

kinrr-maker and Alnwick, the seat of Il the stout Earls
of Northumberland though converted into luxurious
modern residences, and embellished with. all that high
art in these recent times -can furnish, occupy the

commanding sites which made them foripidable cen-
turies ago, and wear the outward semblance of strong
medioeval fortresses from which a stone has scarcely

been removed. In many other cases the stern front of
war has ýeen softened and toned down by the gradual

process of decay, the luxuriance of vegetation, or by
of improvements, which have placed modern structures, of

vast proportions, upon the ôld feudal sites, replete with
every convenience for ease and comfort, which, from
the thickness of the wallsand the defensive character
of the design, could not always be commanded in the
old feudal castles.

But whether the style of the structure be ancient or



modern, it is surrounded by an estate, which, from
generation to generation, has belonged to one familya--

been k-nown by one name,-and the honse, whatever
the st3,le of architecture may be, is filled >with all that
can illustrate the manhood and the intellectual. vigor of

that family, from its nse, amidst the convulsions of
some shadowy by-gone age, down to the hour in which,

with mingled wonder and admiration, we survey the
marvellous results of a system not recognized by the

institutions under which we live. %,

That those families should desire to presenre their
estates intact, and gather around them the-evidences of
their antiquity and achievemenis, is not at all surprising
when we reflect, that a very large proportion of them are
inseparably inte-woven with the great events which have

made the history of their country memorable; and the
valuable senrices rendered to the nation by many of

these families, not onlyt throw- around their country
seats and personal. relics an indescribable charm, but
give them a strong hold on the affections of the people.

A Stanley won the field of Flodden. One of the
Talbots, who led the English forces in France, and
fou&ht against joan of Arc, was the victor in forty-

seven battles and dangerous skirmishes. The Percys
have seven times driven back the - tide of foreign
invasion, and for eight hundred years have stood in
the front of resistance to legal tyranny: and, say the

writers from whom I quote,* Ci One Russell has staked
his head for the Protestant faith: a second the family

* Sandford and Townshend's Goveming Families of England.
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estates in suSessM r iS to a despot ; a third has
died on the for the Iffieities of ishmen ; a
fourth has aided m2teri2nir in the revélution which sub-
stituted law for the wM of the savereigns; a fifth spent,

his life in re- m-' - e -the a -1 1 a - of the House of
Brunswick to rebuild the power of the throne, and gave
one of the fus t of iust religious govemment
in Ireland and a six1h organized and carried through
a bloodless but 8-:- -F:u of power ý&om his
own order to, the mîddle classes."

These are eminent --Vvxxýs, and we canne wonder
that, the family sea where such men were bred, are
religiously pi by dxù and regarded

with deep interest by the nation-
There is, no namemore familiar to Americans than that

of Lord North,, whoý undéw George the Third, conducted
for many years, the as War which was only
closed by the of the Indépendence'of
these United States How fèw of all the able'and
distiguished mýn, wh% on yow side, led în'that great

strt«Ie, have left behind them homes that have been
pFeserved, - still un Mded, or commôn centres

*here their book-% and fýmüý ts
have been ti up, to keep alive for succeeding
generations the. ne , r ry of their martial or diplomatic
achievements, ! By the person2l ex P nions of Everett,
Mount Vernon has been - - rwd ; and, to their

honor be it spoken, the Adams fâmüy, by a rare exhibi-
tion he"tary ifmm, have held their property
and theïr p silk 1 sý in the highest circles of

political and iocial lq_ - --- But pearlyall the others,
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honorably knoirn to history, have passed awiaý,
and have left no pro erty to embellish the scenery, no

ranying Places for their descendant.% no 'familiar
ide je ces of their existence.
In the heart of Oxfordshire stands Wroxton Abbey,

the seat of the Norths. It is an old ecclesiastical
0structure, turýed into a modern residence of surpassing

beauty, where all that is antique is preserved with
réligious care, and gracefully a Éterwoven with WIMIC qver

can administer to refined luxury and convenience. It
is surrounded by forty thousand acres of the best land
in England. The outlying farms -are -cultivated by a
pros rous tenantry, whose families have occupied. the
same lands for centuries, many of whom keep hunters

worth five hundred guineas, and pay a thousand sover-
ei.gns a year annual rent. Ancestral tkes older than

the Abbey, their shadows down upon sinuous
walks and caniage drives that appear almost endless;

whilft' every window in the house'looks out upon
verdant lawns, well-kept gardens, or clumps of tree
roses, in *lmt with masses of s, the
preservation of which is so much favored by the moist
clim of d.

IMe Baroness North, grand-daughter of Lord Nôrth
of the Revolutionary War, and her husband, Colonel
North, reside on this beautiful, estate; and while
distinguished for the largeness of heart and great

hospitality which. become their stations, are not0 dful of the hereditary obligation which. devolves
upon them to treasure, to enlarge, and to uwmnit to

their desce all that can illustrâte the dail liféý
24
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or d"nguàhed semces of the
-hoÙse to ïn all its branches.

You amawrqc ýfimffly of theNorths wu
interwoyen -ýqýM and Greys. The

roms-mW ýý, -3 of WroMn tell ther
famüy story, its tion in x496 to the present

a i fifid the n,-q t ume of the period
in , & they Of 1 all ages-enlinent

Ioa"er% Privy Sokliers, Ïbassadors and
Judges4 Une the waHs of and of eveq
room

Mazy of these are ral jable as works of art,
but dieir veue in ee record they supply of
forms long away. of d- tha canne be
reproducedý and for they afford to every

rising generation to and transmit the family story,
by the aïd of a which in our countries,
and under our ce very rarely supply-

Two or du-ee rooms old house deeply inter-
ested, me. OrÈe was Nôrths library, in which
every book that he had owned or 1handIed, has
been premved. Tbouih as a War

Minister, he was a scholar and *i4 %d many of the
volumes ýare rare edifion!i4 or sentation copies,' MI 1-enriched by - M oir aima

A smail room, opeaing hum âý library, was Lord
NortWs study. A very jicanark likeness of him
overhangs and k»ks down on the table at which he
wrote - his -- tches ne inkstand, and 1 mkht
almost add the pew with which were written have
been a rvedL



A bedrSm in this fine old effifice interested me -even
more deeply. I slept one night in it without knowing
to whom it had belohged. It was a stately.chamber,
hung wi arras, greatly faded, with quaintMd andirons
in an open fireplace, a low bedstead with posts ;
and e the furniture though admirably preserved,
bearing the unmistakable Impress of antiquity. To my
great surprise I was told, on coming down to, breakfagt
the following iorning, that I had occupied, the apart-
ment of Lady Jane Grey, and slept in her bed, nothing
having been chant in the room since her death, but
the bed linen, which had worn out I am not quite
iure that I ever slept so soundly in the same apartment
a second night as I did the first Vm**ons of the beati-
ful martyr to misplaced ambition seemed ever 1flitting
round me, and I somedmes fancied that the grim

headsman, with his axe, was lingering in the long
sbadows flung out by the massive.wallp.

A volume might be written descriiptive of the beauties
of Wroxten, and of the treasures of art and of biogra-

phy which it contains, and yet it is a comparatively
modern edifice, nor do the Norths trace back their

lineage nearly so far as many of the greaiHistoric
families of and-

But I bave taken this single house to show you how
strong is the family sentiment idour mother country,
and to answer,- in advance, those who would smile at
our humble endeavors, to engraft pon our democratic
institutions some graceful forms o developinent for a

-àtý' universal, and for the outcrop of feel-
yearning th is
ings à old as hisýory.
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Neither in the United States, nor in Canada. is any
rovisi By our old laws
1où made for this development

two-thirds of the real estate were given to the eldest
son, but modern legislation has swept this
away, and property is now equally divided in all our
States and Provinces. The universal feeling mi ins
this condition of the law ; entails are discouraged, and
fortunes are earned only to'be distributed, often with a
rapidity that far outruns the process of unulation.
A spendthrift is too apt to follow a miser, and the thrift-

less, bred in luxurious homes, otten seem. to bave come
into the world for no other purpose than to sçatter
what the industrious have earned, and to disperse, with-
out a thought of name or race, all that their fathers
prized, and in which their descendants, if not below the
ordinary scale of humanity, would be sure to, take an
interest

The democratic system, which prevails all over this
continent, cannot be changed. It has its advantages,
and the evils anis'ing from the law of primogeniture can-

not be veiled, even by the graceful ' SUrroundings to
which I have réfýrred ; and the practical questioh which
we have met here to, endeavor to solve is this,-Can we
without disturbing the law, or disregarding the common

sentiment of the continent, keep alive our family name
-- trace backour family story, and while dividing our
property among our children, divide with them also all
that we have been able to learn, to authenticate, and to
transm ofIýe family from, which they have sprung 7

Ma wwe not do more? May wenot so pass this erday
as to make it a festival in the finest sense of the tm
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-4o the repetition of which the who bear our
name will look forward with intense de%4t ?

In England the Howes havè lived and flourished for
,centuries. . The Howe banner hangs as in Henry

VII's chapel, as any other evidence of honorable service,
and the battle of the first of june will be remembered
so long as the naval annals of England last In the old

Frenchwars, for the possession of this confinent, one
Howe fell at Ticondergg-&,, and another was -kMed on

the Nova' Scotia froiffien In the Revolutionary War
the Howes were not fértifnaté. I have h my father
descrïbe Sir William, as he saw him up the
British ffirces at the battle of Bunker Hill., the bullets

flying like hail aiôund him. But I 'am apprehensive
that in that old war God was not " on the side of the
strongest columns," and that the time had arrived,

when the peopling and development of a continent
could not be postponed'by the agencies of fleets, and
armies .

The Howes, who have been ennobled, trace their
family back to the reign of Henry VIII., and seem to
have held estates in Somersetshire, Gloucester, Wdtshire,
Nottingham, and Fermanagh in Irelana. jack Howe,
as he was familiarly called, who was a member of Par-
liament in the reigns of WUliam. and Anne, was a fluent
speaker, and, like a good many other people in those
dan had a great dislike to standing armies. , Fiis son,
who sat for Nottingham in the Corivention Parliament,
was one of those who established the liberties of

England, in 11688.
-But many branches of the family are scattered all

H&we Festïvai
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about and I found three Howeb, bearing my ow
family Christiàm Iying side by side in the church

yard at -Newpori4 in the -Isle of W-gh4, and I learned
that in the western end of the Island a fiunily of honest
farmers, who are all Howes, have been living there on
the same land, beyond the memOry of man.

1 found- three other!sý all mâles, lying just inside the
grave-yard at Berwick-on-Tweed. I could riot hear of
any,, Howes in the neighborhood, and I took it for
granted that they must have been killed in some old
border fight which is not at aU improbable if they
came from the south side of the stream.

But, passing over the nobles and the plèbeians, of
England, I must confess that there ' is, one Howe of

whom we may all be proud. This lis johii Howe, who
was Chaplain to, Oliver Cromwe% and whose fine form

and noble féatures are preserved in 'some of the old
engravings. He must have been an éloquent preacher,
for he won his place by a sermon which the Protector
happened to hear. That he was a fine and

Jearned flieologian, is proved by the body of divinity,
written in classic which he has left behind him
That he was a noble man is, proved, also, by a single
anecdote which is, preserved to us. On one occasJon
he was solicifing aid or patronage for some person

whom he thought: deserving, when Cromwell turned
sharply round, and, by a single quesfion, let a flood of
light in upon the disinterestedness, and 14MIty Of his
character, which will illumin it in all time to come.
g« John," said the Protector, " you are always asking
something for some poor fellow; do you never ask
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anything for yourself V' My fatiSr's name was John,
and I have often tried to trace him back to this good
Christian, whose -racter., in many points, his own

so much resembledL 1 may hazard one observation,
before passing from the English Howes, and it is this:
that the present possessor of the peerage had better be-

stir him'elf, and do something to add lustre to hîs coro-
net, or else lwe Howes in America will begin to think
it has dropped on an inactive brain. He fights no
battles-he writes no books-he makes no speeches,

and although I believe he is a very amiable person, and
was a great friend of the late Queen Dowager, I beg to
enter my protest against the apparent want of patriot-
ism, or mental activity, which this very supine recipient
of.hereditary rank seems to display.

But, passing over the Howes who have figured, or
sfiU dwell, on the other side of the Atlantic, I take it

for granied that the whole of this vast audience are de-
scended from se who settled in New England between

i63o and x65te It would appear, by the circular kind-
ly sent to me by-your secretary, that there were seven
of these, although my father used to tell.me that there
were but four. Two of them, joseph of Boston, and
Abraham of Watertown, may have been sons of some
of the others, if they married early, which is probable:
but I take the Ust as 1 find it, and to me it is fWl of

interest What was the Old World about when these
men càme to America? Why did they come? are queî-
dons that :naun-âly occur to us. In ir629, Charles the

First dissolved his Parliament, and no other was called
in England till the Long P lam met in ii 64o.

1

1
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During the eleven years whîch intervened, we all know
what was going on in Engi2nd Land wu Archbishop'

of Canterbury, Su-idord wu fix 1 Wmister, and that
hopeful experiment was being tried, of ruling without
Parliaments, which ended in the wreck and tain of the
monarchy. Within these eleven years five of the seven
Howes were settled in New mnd, and the reason-

able presumption is that found old to bot
for them.

They had no fancy for pay'm'g mmey on compul-
sion, for having their ears or for tanding in
the pillory for the free of and per-
haps foreseeing what was coming, accomplished

what it is said Cromweïl, H ÀM and others at one
time meditated, and reached America befère the Civil

War began. The earikr ba" d P 9 of Worcester and
Edgéhill were fought in x642, and befère this five of the
Howes had made good their kxment in America. If

the two who date ftoin 1 22 and ir6s7 not born in
this country, they may taken the field ; but of the

fact we have no authentic reSrd.
It is enough for us to know tha üese ancestors of

ours were God-féaring, worthy men, sprung from the
0 10sturdy middle class of cnnc and rural lifé, who

left their native country, ne did not love
it but because they éould not suyflxxe without mean

-IL- 9% 0 to - - -1.compliance and tame bu usupeu authority.
We would perhaps have been as wèU pleaied had

they remained behind, and struck a few manful blows
for the liberties of but we- mue accept the
record as we find it, with this source of colzélation, that
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no ImodWs blood vas upon iheà hand-q whela
kmded in.&A

That wu men of lworth and intelltence, dme
is pSd enougtL They were freeihen, and

in the Wv where they settled - &ý-'ecMen
-0 R--W M ian- commissioners, and seem te

bave lnxnà"& %nu the old country, in fair
COMIMM asuy and thrift, so much. needed by

the That were men of fiîe pir m
and of sound cc ustit 1 may infer fa the audi-
ence before me, and from the fact, which your se c-rel
hastecS 1 th2 five of these old worthies, left forty-
four bebind them.

That those a - of our hamlets " set us a
good example., their simple records pro;vý. That the
Hou k womwa have been huiffii4 and the men «
is, consistSt w all I know of their dÇsCendants on

confine»4 and this vast audience, where forms of manly
beauty and fema loveliness, abound, shows me tha in

sical and feminine the race
PUY Pl
has been weR InesuvedL

But in sound bodies are there sound minds?
W" the îm MeCtU21 qualities, and mental develop-
ment of the family ? Have our women been born " Io

suckle- fock, and chronide smaU beer?" Have the
men -.0 -la the energy and capacity- for affâim

of them by the free and rapidly nd -r n JO in which they lived ? It is, only by the
mutual 'l rhwme of fae and though4 at such a

"a th= wecananswertheseq---------sto
sausez «% -a
oq-Ér own safisfacâm But if I were ChalIPUI by the

25
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1L_tr is-adantic branches, of the family to bear testi
mony upon these p'Omitsý, 1 eV with my
Hmited knowle4ge of joux %-:1 Duuul-j, 1 could produce a
group of ekxpwnt sq enunent soldier% distin-

gýààed il:an&Mopistsand ------ '-business men, to
prove conclusixely in âese United the raS
has not iü-e&

In to to the Ptov£«»»LA-:zp it mmm be borne in mind
that but one of all the Hoves in these States took
the British side in the Rvmhâonary War. Of mry father
I spokeý some years agpý at Faneuil, Ha% and my good
friend Lorenzo Sabine (one of the bestwriters and most

accomplished statesmen produced in the Eastern St
has kindly embodied what was said in le second edition

of his, Lives, of the Loyaâsts, to which must refer those
"o take-interest in the British Aînerkan branch of the
family. Té-day 1 have leisure to say only that if
it be permitted to the saints in Heaven to, misit the

scenes they loved, and to hover aver the innocent
reunions of their red fathees spmtwffl be here,

gratified *w see tha the family, .divided -bv the Revolu-
tion, is, againunited, and thathis son, to use the Linguage

which Burns into, the mou& of the peasant woman
in his, À*tWs Saturd2y N-%4ïý, is " IL like -the
lave.

Of the past history of the fâmily, on bo& sides, of the
A lm may bo jusdy pmud. That the present is
full of hope and this, great fesfiwal assures us.
For the Emi in p 1 lime no féars. We meet to gather up
the of the family, and to
encourage each other in weEkkin& tha the famüy may
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ret decline. By honeù . industry, and manly exercises
,we must sS to it tha the race Lis well preserved, and by
careful cultivation that the brain is well developed,
Savage, in his Genealogical Dictionary, tells us that
seven of the Howim, prior to 1834, bad graduated at
Illarvard U. and -- ty-three at ofher collegesa New Nearly aU the Howes, that 1 have
evei known, wei dear lovers of books, and reasonably

intellent To keep abreast with the active intellect of
the age we must be students, still. We inherit a rich
and noble larwuage. We are the " heirs," says Pro-
fessor Greenwood, " of aJI the ages in the féremest files

ta * leof timeC Kn6viedge," Disraeli tells us, 99 is like the
mystic ladder in the Patriarch"s dream. Its base rests
on the * earth--its crest is lost in the shadowy
splendor of the c"tca-u ; while the great authors, who
for traditionary àges, have held the chain of science and
philosophy, of poesy and erudition, are the angels

and 'escending the sacred scale, and main-
as were, the communication between raan and

Heaven."
But-we 1 - rest not be mere s lents. This is not an

a&S wherein people should be content to see Visions and
dream Tk work of the world is befère us, and

on this continent there is work enough and to spare for
r. enturies, to come. We must do our share of it, and the
fimily wûl be judged by the style and manner in which
it is done. Me Scotch have a familia phrase, " Put a

stout heart to a ffl brae: -" and Goethe tells us, " Ali
1 had to dé I have done in Iringly fashion. I let tongues
va& WhM 1 saw to be the rigk flùng that I did."

How Fesfival.



Mav vour hearts be 9- stout " when the 99 braes " are
ag sà. Let the world take -note of you tha you are

good husbands, goôd. fàthers,ý good 'Citirens, and true
and honorable men ; that your descendants may come
tip here to, Framingham, looking back at this, festival as

thoue from its fruits, it wer worW a repetition ; and
come.,not to glorify a mere -naméi that has, no signifi-

cance, but to, see that an honorable which they
inherit, is keptun and tiriàuii*a"-- with new
kstre to their chikIren.

But let us hqie that these family meetingus, may be
made to subserve a hiýý, pSpose than the mere
irenewal of broken ties, of relafionship in hmited circles.

Mýy they not embrace a wider range, ascend to a higher
elevation,, and bave a te fency to draw together,, not

eniv single fanulies, but tha , great familv tha thé-
unhappy events ývMch led to the Revolutionary War

divided into three branches?
Germany had its Seven Veare Wàr, and its llùrty
Years' Wàr, to say nothing of centSies, of xiv hies and
&visions, and yet a common ; ý à le "the Father-

Iandý" is rapidly wùfing ail who speak its
love its, li are proud of its, martial zachieve-

ments. The = Civil of France have been %.Mues&
and yet the common fies of "tu atm m. and language,
however rudely those of Imotherhood. are broken at
times, draw the whole people

and Emperor% IR P «K 1 à r s ând Cmmunesý paffl
away, under them an the sen"mt Î% u V-we
la FranS!" and this is the Sy of a united people, wheu
each in its tur has-been ovSdnown.

How Festùu£202
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Great Britain and the United States have had eleven
years of- war, eight at the Revolution and three in the

féolish stn«Ie whkh lasted fromI812 tO 18-15. What
are eleven )-ears in histoiry? Your own Civil war lasted
mearly four, and miore men were killed in it than Great
Britain and the United States could ever put into, the
field in those eld contests whkh sensible men every-

where remernber onl to regret. You bope to be, and 1
trust the ýhoý may be realized, a united. people- M-hy
should not the the three great branches of the British

family unite, our old wars and divisions to the contrary
nOtwith5týî-ding? Miis is "a consummation devoutIv

to be wished." Cicean steamers, railroads, chea«#P
postage and telegraphsmake a union possible; and

gatherings such as this may hasten on the time, when,
living uÈder différent forms of government, and each
loyal to the institutions it prefers, the three great
branches of the British family may not only live in per-
petual amitýý but combine to devélop fi-ee institutions
everywhere and to keep, the peaS of the wodd.

Such a union, to be permanent must be based on
mutual. respec4 and on a just appreýdation of the posi-
tion and resources of each branch of Great Familv.

Ile marvellous growth and vast of these
United States are frankly acknowledged by every
rational English and British American man that I knok
Tlut your country contain nearly forty millions of

people-, as intelligent, industfious, inventive, and marti 4
as -any other equal numbe*opn the face of the earth, we
ftank-ly admit' but I am often amused at the style of

ggeration adopted in this countryý and at the mode
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in which we Mfisbers am ta&ed, of on platforms, and
in circles, not over well-WormedL Four milli of free-
men on 'the other side of the hne, who govern them-
selves, and who, can changre their rulers when

Parliament sits, any night of the year, by a simple reso-
lution ; who could declare their independence to-morrow,
or join the United States, if soinclined, are often spoken
of as serfs and bondnSn, they do not care to,
rupture old relations, and go in search of political

guarantees, which, by their own firmness and practical
sagacity, they bave already securedL That we are not

laggards and idlers over the border may be gathered froin
the eowth of our cities, and from the rapid develop-
ment of our industry in all its branches. Though but a
handful of people commenced to clear up our country at
the close of the Revolutionary War; we have already a
population more numerous than Scotland, and have

peacefully organized into pr-Pffl 7 ces a territory more
extensive than the United States, e

4ý r than the whole
Empire of Brazil ; the vôIýme of ourtrade has increased
to $12 ooooooo ; and the inercantfle marine of the North-
ern Provinces places them in the rank of the fourth
maritime country in the world. My own native Pro-
vince, 1 am proud to say, takes the lead in this honor-
able férin of enterprise- Néva Seotia owns more than
a ton of shipping for every man woman, and child on

her soil. The babe that was born yesterday is repre-
sented by a ton of hi ' that was built befère it was
born.

But are the British Islands so decrepit and efféte as
we soinetimes, hear in this cocintry ? - Is the empire



Howe. Festt*al 295

which is sustained by the two other branches of the
family, unworthy ofF the friendship of these United
States ? Would ft not bring its share of everything that
constitutes national greatness into the. union of which 1
have spoken? Republican Amenca, impoverished by
the war ýof Independence, loaded wîbh debt, havî!ýý a
great country to explore, finances to reorganize, institu-
tions to consolidate, and a navy to create, has done her

work in the face of the world in a manner thatîchal-
lenges its respect and admiration. Her contributions-t-0.
Uterature, her able judges, sagacious statesmen, eloquent
orators, acute diplomaties, and eminent soldiers and
sailors, have won ' for 'her a place in civilization and

history which * all British Americans and Englishmen
proudly acknowledge. You are Il bone of our bone,"'

and as one of your Commodores exclaimed, when lend-
ing a helping hand to Englishmen in the Chinese rivers,

blood is thicker than water," and the laurels you win,
and the triumphs you achieve, even at our expense, but
illustrate the versatility and vigor of the life-currents
which we share.

Now let us see what the elder branch of the family has
been about for the last eighty years, -and whether, as we

approach the fountain-head, thé streani shows less
animation. At.the begi*nnirig of the seventeenth century,

a1l London was built of wood, and thirty years after the
Howes settled in New England, four hundred streets and

thirteen thousand houses were consumed in the great
fire. In 1783, the population did not exceed six hur>
dred thousand, and the docks were not yet constructed.
By the time I saw London first, in 1839,/ the population

. r
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had increased to a million-and-a-half : but within the
last third of a centmI the numbers have swelled to

about four mi-Ilions, so, that the metropolis of our empire is
e"

néa, y large as the cities of New York, Brooklyn,
hiladie7op !ïa, St Louis, Chicago, Baliimore, Boston,

Cincinnati, New Orlean San FrancisS, and Buffalo, all
put togetheir.

At the close of the Revolutionary War, the British
Empire was ass i ed to, be on the decline. Thirteen
noble provinces had just been lost. She had been
humiliated. by land and sea. Her power on the
American Continent had. been shaken to its foundation.
Her great rival had deféated and triumphed over her;

and with her capital imperilled by mobs, ý and her
=Ury. loaded down with debt, she had but a grim

outlook for the ftiture, atj that disastrous period. But
the people around the old homestead were not discour-

aged. * The brain power was net exhausted, nor the
physical forces spent. They went on thinking, working,
and fighting, as though, Idre Antoeus, they gathered
strength froin their fall; and now at the end of four-

fifths of a century, let us see what they have accom-
plished. On this continent, profiting by the lessons of

the past and leaming the science of colonial govern-
ment, they have planteà and fostered great provinces as
populous as those they lost Iley have explored and'
planted Australia and New Zealand, conquered an
empire in the taken Singapore, the Mauritius,
British Guiana, and Hong Kong, and now, instead of_
the few feeble. colonies left to them, in 1783, when

this country broke away, they have nearly seventy great



provinces and dependencies, scattered all over the
world, to whom. Webster's c" drum-beat " is familiar
which contain a population of hundreds of million:9, and
secure to the Mother Islands an abounding commerce-,
independent of all the rest of the world ; but which
they threw open to free competition, with a somewhat
chivalrous confidence in their own resources.

Of the men produced, in these modern days, why
should 1 weary you with a bead-roll? ý Nelson and
Wellington, Clive and Napier, stand in the front of a
noble army of warriors, who have cÙfied the Red Cross
Flag by ]and and sea;. and under its ample folds great
statesmen have remodelled their institutions, reformed

theli'laws, enlarged the franchise, lirmited the preroga-
tive, and laid the foundations of civil and religious
liberty broad and deep. Nor Éave the Mother Islands

hung their -- ý upon the willows while their
neers havé covered the ocean with lines of steam-
4and their architects have embellished the scenery. th noble structures, their great writers have remod-

elled history, and the melodiou:ý strains of Scott and
Byron, of Hemans and Campbell, have been heard
above the din of workshop*s that never tire, the ebb and
flow of capital enlarging with each,_ pulsation, and -the
gradual unfolding of that marvelloùý web and uroof of
finance, whose meshes envelop the world,

I have but iitde more to say. If it be wise to gather
the Howes together, and renew eld family . ties, how
much more important will it be to bring together the

three great branches of the British family, and unite
them in a common policy, as indestructible as their
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language, as enduring as, the literature they canne
dividel

Out of such a union would flow the blessing Of
perpetual peace, for no foreign power would venture to

assail us, and we would be sufficientlys-trong to be
magnanimous whgn international difficulties arose.

Ships enough to keep the peâce of the seas would be
all we should require. With a landwehr of nildlions in

reservel, our standing afmies might be reduced to the
minimum. of cost. Capital would ebb and flow freely
over the whole confederacy: our transports, instead of
carrying war material,.might Icarry the surplus popula-
tion to the regions where labor was wanting and land
was cheap; oceait telegrams would come down to a
penny rate; and our national debts would disappear,

by the gradual increase of the population, and the
growth of the general prosperity. May the great Father
of Mercies hear our prayers, and so, overrule our
national counsels, that we may come to, be one people,
living under different forms of government it may beý
but knit together by a comnien policy, based upon an
enlightened appreciation of each others strength, and
on a sentiment of mutual esteem.
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THE LOCKSMITH OF PHILADELPHIA.

(A Tale

In the sober looking city of Philadelphia, there dweI4
some years ago, an ingenious and clever mechanic
named Amos Sparks, by tTade a locksmith. Nature had
blest him with a peculiar turn for the branch -of busi-

ness to which he had bèen bred. Not only was he
skil.led in the manufacture and repair of the vanous, 4P,

articles that in Amelica are usually regarded as ""in the,
locksmith line," but, prompted by a desire to master the

more abstruse intricacies of the business, he had studied
it so attentivély, and with such distiùguished success

that his proficiency was the theme of ý admiration,
not only with his customers and the neighborhood, but
all who took an interest in mechanical contrivances, in
the adjoining toiyms. His counter was generally strew- A,
ed with all kinds of fastenings for doors, trunks, and

desks, which nébody but himself could o n ; and no
lock was ever presented to Amos that he could not
pick in a very short time. Like man men of talent in

other departments Amos Sparks was poor. Though a
very industrious and prudent man, with a small. and
frugal family, he merely eked out a comfortable exist-
ence but never seemed to, accumulate propertyý

Whether it was that he was not of the race of money-
grubs, whose instinctive desire of accumulation forces
them to earn and hoard without a thought beyond the
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mere means of acquisition, or whether the time occupied
by the prosecution of new inquiries into still undiscov-
ered regions of bis favorite pursuit, and in conversation
with those who came to, inspect and admire the fruits of
his ingenuity, were the cause of bis poverty, we cannot

undertake to determine ; but perhaps various causes
combined to keep bis finances low, and it was quite as

notorious in the city that Amos Sparks was a poor man,
as that he was an ingenious and decent mechanic. But
bis business was sufficient for the supply of bis wants
and those of bis family, so he stwfied and worked. on
and was content

It happened that in the Autumn of ig-- a merchant
in the city, whose business was rather extensive, and
who had been bustling about the Quay, and on board
bis vessels all the morning, re'turned to bis counting-
bouse to lodge several thous'and dollars in the Philadel-
phia Bank, to retire soine paper falling due that day,
when to bis surprise he found that he haà either lost or

rnislaid the keý of bis iron chest. After diligent search
with no success he was led to conclude that, in drawing
out bis handkerchief he had dropped the key in the
street or perliaps into the dock. -What was to be done?

It was one o'clock, the Bank closed at three, and tlieW
was no time to advertise the key, or to muster so large
a suin as that required. In bis perplexity the merchant
thought of the poor locksmith; be had. often heard of
Amos Sparks ; the case seemed one peculiarly adapted
to a trial of bis powers, and being a desperate one,
if he could not furnish a remedy, where else was
there a reasonable expectation of succor? A clerk im
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hurried off for Amos, and, having explained the difficul-
ty, speedily reappeared, followed by the locksmith with
his implements in his hand. A few minutes sufficed
to open the chest, and the astonished merchant glanced
from the rolls of bank botes and piles of coin strewed
along the bottom, to, the clock in the corner of his

office, which told him that lie had still three quarters of
an hour ; with a feeling of delight and exultation, like
one who had escaped from an unexpected dilemma by a
lucky though4 and who felt that his crédit was secure
even from a '»ý-mentary breath of suýpicion. He

fancied he felt gei7rous as well as glad, and determined
that it should be a cash transaction.

How murh is to pay, Amo§?" said lie, thrusting his
hand into his pocket.

Five Dollars, Sir," said Sparks.
Five Dollars? why, you are mad, man; you have

not been five minutes doing the job. Come» (the
genuine spirit of traffic, overcoming thé better- feelings

which had momentary possession of his bosom,) Il Pll
give you five shillings,,"
It is true," replied the locksmith, 111 that much time

has not been employed ; but remember how many long
years I have been learning to do such a job in five
minutes or even to do it at all. A doctor's visit may last
but one minute ; the service he renders may be but

doubtful. when all is done, and yet his fée would be as
grée, if not greater than mine. You should be willing
to purchase my skil4 humble as it may be, as you would

purchase any other commodity in the market, by what
it is worth to you."
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CI Worth to me," said the werchant with a sneer, Il well,
I think it was worth five shillings, I could have crot a
new key made for that, or perhaps, might have found
the old one."'

But could you have got the one made or found the
other, in time to retire your notes at the Bank! Had I
been disposed to wr ng you, advarýtage of your
haste and perplexity 1 might have bargained for a much
larger sum, and as there is not another man in the city
who co'uld have opened the ches-4 you would gladly
have given me double the amount 1 now claim."

CI Double the amount ! why the man"s a féol, here are.4
five shillings,",said the merchant holding them. in bis

hand with the air of a - rich man taking advantage
of a poor one who could not help himself ; IC and if you
do not choose to tâe them, why, yqu may sue as soon
as you please, for my time is too precious just now to
spend in a matter so trifling."

CI I never sued a man in my lifé," said Sparks, CI and I
have lost much by my forbearance-" "But,"" added he,
the trodden worm of a meek spirit beginning to recoit
Ci you are rich-are able to pay, and although 1 wiR not
sue you, pay you ýhall."

The words were scarcély spéken when he dashed
down the lid of the chest, and in a moment the strong
staples were fân1y clasped by the bolts below, and the
gold and bank notes were hidden as effectually as
though they had vanished like the M-gotten boards in
the fairy tale.

The merchant stood aghast He looked at Amos,
and then darted a glance at the clock, the band was,
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within tw ty minutes of three, and seemed posting

over the figures ivith the speéd of lîghý NNhat was to
be done-,, At fine he tried to buRy. but it would not

"1ý -do. Am6s told him if he had sustained any
he me! sue as soon as he pleased, for his time was

justnowto be wasted in trifling afFàirsý»
and, with a face of unruffled composure, he turned on

his beel and was leaving the office.
lit

The merchant called him back he bad no alter-,,.,
native, his credit was at stake, half the city would
swear be had lost the key to gain time, and because
there was no money in the chest ; he was bumbled by
the necessity of the case, and handing forth the five
doUars, " There Sparks," said he, Il take ýour money and
let us bave no mort words-"'

1 must bave ten dollars now,"' replied the lock-
smith; "vou would have taken advantage of a poor

m2n ; and besides opening your strong box there 1
bave a lesson to give you which is well worth a triffing

You would not only have deprived me of what
had been faidy earned, but have tempted me into a

lawsuit wbich would have ruinéd my family. You wM
never in fùtw presume upon your wealth in yo«.

with the poor without thinking of the lock-
smith, and these five do1laýs may save you much

and mach iL
Màs boinüy, besides being preached in a fone of

calm deh-beration, wWch left no room to hope for any
nbatenSn4 bad %..dunsted another minute O'two of the

time already so predous ; for the minutes, Ue the
Sibyfs book-% in value as they diminished in
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rium INe 1 dedly nrql r P lout ten
dollars. which Amm to SS thla

belonged to no ba*S and then deposited
in his bree&es pockeL

"For Heaveds sakicý be qdkk, m2n I would not
have the Bank ckxse before this money is paid for
dollars." exchimed the merchant

1 thoughtr,%"m-astW]iri-ý,ç d"sgrave but
not being a maNcious or :I'vcý ma% and

jËýý Shment already nffmýtedhe delayed no
locrer, but opezSd the ches4 its owner time tô

seize the cash and reach the aftu a rapid ffight,
a few mt c-ç' bekwe à closed-

About a month this affa the Philadelphia Bank
was robbed of coin and notes to, the Of
thousand dkdlar& Ille bars çf a had been cu4
and the vault entered so ingeniously, tha it was evident
that the bwglar had p daring
a good deal.cf -1 Ilbe police
the City and cuun Ir abSdý but no due to thý
discovery ci the robber codd bý tracedL Everybody
who had au il Î-

,y to lose, felt tha daripg and
mgenuxm félons, wer abroad who might probably pay

a vkit ; all wu in flieir
disSvery avid at le%& begau

Lhp. Pgn re
to, seule upon ý Sparks. But yet his and known

MI.CSILRa.Y seemed to the lie.- The story of
the iron chest which the ch bad been
a and A toonqmi&ivmg Io tê% for the la

did not care to se the lawhin& even at the m2n
who had mm -began to be noised abroad.
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The merchant, influenèed by a vindictive spmÎÏ4 had
it to the Dh-ectors of the Bank, with sundry

shrugs and inuendoes, and, of course, it soon spread far
and wide, with all sorts of extravagant variâtions, and

Amos thought for several days that some
of his neighbors looked. and acted rather oddly, and he
ndssed one or two who ased to drop in and chat almost
eveiy aftèrnoon; bu4 not suspecting for a momêht that

was any cause for altered behaviour, these matters
made but a, slight impression on his mind. In all
such cases the -person most interested is the last to
hear disagreeable news ; and the fust hint that the
1 smith got of the universal suspicion, was from the

officer of police, who dame with a party of constables
to search his premism Astonishment and grief were

of course the portion of Amos and his family for that
day. lie fus shock to a household who -- ,had derîved,

even amiât their humble poverty, much satisfaction
Erpin the possession of a good name-a property that

had been uujiht to value above all earthly treas-
ry-inay be easfly conceived. Té bave defrauded a

nerbbor of would have been a meanness no
one of them would have been guilty ý of, but
thousand dolLr3,- the 0 nmensity of the sum, seemed tô
clothe the picon with a weiÈht of terror that nearly
pressed them to the earth- Iley clung to each other

vid bruised and 'É' - tteilcl ýpirits whilè the search was
pir Min& and it was, not until it was completed and
the ofliéer dedared himself 0 that there was
none of ffie ' ' property on the premises, that they
began to rally and look calmly at the cirSwtances

26
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which for the m-ummt. to irnpumSo>tk peaS
and security they had ï-asly Sjoye&

'u ChSr up, my dâfli » said. Amosý, who w-as, the
first to recover the sèbriety of dx)uiht tba usually
jWacteriý him,-.-cg cheer upý âH will yet fbe well ; it is
impossiblé that this unjust suspicion can long hover
about us. A life of honesty and fair dealing will not be
without its reward: thexe was, perhaps somedfing in my

tradç, and the skW which long practiS ha4 given me'
in i4 that naturaBy enough led the credulous4 the
thoughtless, and perhaps the mischievocLS4 if any such

there be connected with this, m'quiryp to look
us. But the real authors of this, ouumge wiff probably

be discovered sSn ; for a fraud so extensive wül
make all parties vilan4 and if no4 why then, when

our neighbors see us toilipr, at our usual oSupabon-%
with na evidence of increased wealth or lavish expen-
diture on our persons or at our board, and reinember

how inany years we *ere so, occupied and so attirèd,
without a su»iRon of wrong doing, even in smafl

matters, attaching to us, there wM be good sense, and
good feeling enough in the City to do us justice-"

There were sound sensé and much consolation in this
rewso : -the obvious, probabüities of the case were

in favor of the Of the . 9 ý -
But a scene of trial and -4- of prolonged, agony
and hope deferred. lay before the extent of which
it would have been if not impossible for him
then to have foreseen. Foiled in the seardh4 the Direct-

oirs of the Bank sent one of their dwx to negofiatçý
with Amos; to offer him a Large s of moneyý and a
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guarantee from fürther molestation, if he would confes,%
restore the property, and give up his accomplices, if any

there were. It was in vain that he protested his inno-
cence, and avowed his abhorrence of the crime; the
Banker rallied him on his assumed composure, and

threatened. him with consequences, until the locksmith,
who had been unaccustomed to dialogues founded on
the prèsumption that he was a villain, ordered his
tormentor out of his shopý with the spirit of a man who.-

-though poor, was resolved to, preserve his self-respect-,
and protect the sanctity of his dwelEkg ftoin impertinent
and insulting intrusion.

The Banker ;-etired, baffled and threatening ven-
geance. A coisuItation was held, and it was finally
decided to arrest Sparks, and commit Ili to prison, in
the hope that by shutting him up, and separating him

from his family and accomplices, he would. be less upon
his guard against.the collection of evidence necessary to
a conviction, and perhaps be fretened into terms, or

induced to mak-e a -full confession. Ilîs was a severe
blow5 - to the 4mily. They could have borne much
togeiht-r. for mutual counsel and sympathy can sSthe

maàý of the ills of life: but ýo, be divided---to have the
strongest mind, around which the feebler ones had beea

ed to cling, carried away cap6ve to, brood, in
sâlitary confinement, on an uniust accusation, was

almost too much, when coupled witiý the cloud. of sus-
picion that seemed to gather about thëir home and infect
the very air they breathed. The, privations férSd upon

them by the want of the locksmiths earnings were
borne without a- murmur, and out of the litde that could
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be mustered, a porfion ww always reserved to buy some
trifling but unexpected uuniLiurit. or to carry to the

prison.
Some months having passed without Sparks having

made any essi or the discovery of any new fact
whereby his t met be tblished, his, persecutors,

found themselves reluctandy compelled.to bring him to'
trial. They had not a titde of evidence, except some
strange locks and implements, found in the shop, and

which proved the talent but not the guilt 'of the
mechanic. Yet diese were so various, and executed with

such élaborate art, and such an evident expenditure of
labor that but féwý either f the judges, jury, or specta-
tors, could be perr-smaded a ni2n so poor would have
deNroted himseff so, sedulous1y to such an employment,
unless he had some other object in view ihan mere
instrgction or amusement. lEs friends and neighbors
gave him an excellent character; but on their cross-
examination aU admitted his entire devotion to, his
favorite pursuit IMbe Sunsel for the Bank exerted
himself with SUMM ability; calculatingin sorne
degree on the state of the public mind, and the influence
which vague ours, coupled with the evidence of -the

mechanic's exinibited in Court, might 14ave on
the mind of the jm,, he dwelt upon every ward- and
windin& on the story of the iron chesý on the évident
poverty of the locksmiffi, and yet his apparent waste of
time, if all this wS not intended to ensure success
in some vast desigm ' Re believed that a verdict would

be immediately fé%wed by a a for he thoughit
Amos guilty, and he in maldng the belief
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P LILYgeneral among his audience. Some of the jury
were half inclined to speculate eh the probabilities of a
confession, and, swept away by a current of suspicion,
were net indisposed to convict without evidence, in order
that the result might do credit to their peuetration.
But this was impossible, even in an American Court in
the good old times of which we write. Hanging persons
on suspicion, and acquitting felons because the mob
think murder no crime, are modern inventions. The

charge of the judge was clear and decisive : he
admitted 'that there were grounds of suspicion--that

there were circumstances connected with the prison'-
èes peculiar mode of , life that were not reconcil-

able with the lowness of his finances but yet, of direct
testimony there was not a vestige, and of circumstantial

evidence there were not onlv links wanting in the
chain, but in fact there was not a single link extending
beyond the locksmith's dwelling. Sparks was accoïd-
ingly acquitted ; but as no other clue was found to direct
suspicion, it still lay upon him. like , a cloud. The vin-
dictive merchant and the dissatisfied bankers did n
hesitate to declare that, although the charge could n t

be legally brought home, they had ne doubt whatever of
his guilt This opinion was taken up and reiterated,
until thousinds who were too careless to investigate the

story, were satisfied that Amos was a rogue. How
could the character of a poor man hold out against the
deliberate slanders of so many rich ones?

Amos rejoiced in his acquittal as one who felt that the
jury had performed a solemn duty faithfully, and who
was glad to find that his personàI experience had
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strengthened, rather than impiÙred, his reliance on the
tribunals of his coun . He embraced his family, as
one snatched from great responsibility and peril, 4nd
his heart overflowed, with than . when at night

they were all once more assembled, round the fireside, the
scene of so much happiness and unity in other days.
But yet Amos felt that though acquitted. hy the jur3ehe
was not by the town. He saw tha4 in the faces of some

of the jury and most of the audience, which he was too,
shrewd an observer to misunderstand. He wished it
were otherwise ; but he was contented to take his chance
of some subsequent revelation, and if it came no4 of
living down,,the foul suspicion which Providence had
permitted, for soine wise parpose, to hover for a while

around, his name
But Amos had never thought of how he was to live.

The cold looks, averted faces, and rude scandal of the
neighborhood, could be borne, bec-ýuse really there was
some excuse to 'be found in the circumstances, and
because he hoped tha there would be a joyful ending of

it all at some future day. But the loss of custom first
opened his eyes to his real situation. No work came to

his shôp. He made articles but could not sell thein ;
and, as the litde money he'had saved was necessarily

exia austed i unavoidable expenses of the trial, ýhe
family found it ' 'Z ý le 7 with the utmost exertion and
economy to m their current outlay; one article of

furniture after another was reluctantly sacrificed, or some
ittle comfort abridged, ung at the end of months of

degradation and absolute -distress, their bare board was
spread within bare walls, and it became necessary to,
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beg, to starve, or to remove. The latter expedient had
often been suggested in family consultitions, and it is
one that in America is the common remedy for all great
calamities. If a man fails in a city on the seaboard, he
removes to Ohio; if a clergyman offers violence to a

fair parishioner, he removes to Albany, where he soon
becômes 111 very much respected if a man in Michigan

whips a bowie knife between a neighbor's ribs, he
removes to Missouri. So that in fact a removal is "the

sovereign st on earth " for all great and otherwise
overwhelming evils. TheSparks'would have removed,
but they clung to the hope that the real perpetrator

would be discovered, and the mystery cleared up: and
besides, they thought it would be an acknowledgment of
the justice of the general suspicion, if they turned their
backs and fled. They lived upon the expectation of
the renewed confidence, and companionship of old
friends and neighbors, when Providence should deem.

it right to draw the veil aside. But to live longer in
Philadelphia was impossible, and the whole famüy pre-
pared. to depart ; their effects were easily transported,
and, as they had had no credit since ihe arrest, there was
nobody to prevent them from seeking a livelihood else-
where.

Embarking in one of the river boats t-hey passed up
the Schuyikili and settled at Norristown. The whole

family beiiag iniclusÙious and obligling, they soon began
to gather cômforts around them ; andas these were not

imbittered. by the cold looks and insulting sneers of the
vicinage, they leere comparatively happy for a time.
But even here there was for them, no permanent place of
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rest. A merchant passing through Norristown on his
way from the capital to, the Blue Mountains, recognized
Sparks and told somebody he knew that he wished
the community joy of having added to the number of

its inhabitants the notorious locksmith of Phila-
delphia. The news soon spread, the family found
that they were shunned, as they had formerly been

by those who had known them longer than the gSd
people of Norristown, and %ýhad a fair prospect of
starvation opening before them. They removed again.
This time there was no inducement to, lino,-er, for

they had no local attachment to detain them-
They crossed the mountains, and descen'dincy into the

vale of the Susquehanna, pitched their tent at Sunbury.
Here the same temporary success excited the same

hopes, only to be bligýted in the bud, by the breath of
slander, which seemed so widely circulated as to leave

them hardly any asylum within the limits of the State.
We need not enumerate the different towns and villages

in which they essayed 'to gain a livelihood,-*ere sur>-
pected, shunned and foiled. They had nearly crossed
the State in its whole length, b en, driven from Pitts-
burgh, were slowly wending ?eir way further west
and were standing on the high ground overlookincr Mid-
dleton, as though doubtful if there was to be rest for the
soles of their feet even there ; they hesitated to, try a
new expenmetit. Sparks seated himself on a stone
beneath a spreading sycamore-his famil clusteredy
round him on the grass----ý.they had travelled far and
were wea-ry ànd without speêking a word, as their eyes
met and they thought of their prolonged suffériý and

; t IÏ
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sIender hopes, they burst into a flood of tears, in which
Sparks, burying his face in the golden locks of fhe sweet
girl who bowed her head upon his knee, joined audibly.

At length, wiping away his tears, and. checkinçr the
rising sobs that shook his manly bosom, " Go&s will be
done, my childrein," sàid the locksmith, " we cannot

help weeping, but let us not murmur; our Heavenly
Father has tried. and is trying -us, doubtless for some

wise purpose, and if we are still to be w kderers and
outcasts on the earth let us never lose sight of his
promise, whých assures us of an eternal refuge in a
place where the wicked cease from troubling and the
weary are at rest I was, perhaps, toc, proud of that

SUI of mine; too apt to plume myself upon it above
others whose gifts had been less abundant; to take all
the credit and give none to Him bywhom. the human
brain is wrought into mysterious adaptation to particular
sciences and pursuits. My error bas been that of wiser
and greater men, who have been made to féel that whai
we cherish as the richest of 'earthly blessings somètimes
turns out a curse."

To dissipàte the gloom whichlung over the whole
party, and beguile the half hour that they intendedto

rest in that sweet spot, Mrs. Sparks drew out a PhiJa-
delphia newspaper, which soinébody had given ber upori
the road, and called their attention to th& Deaths and

Marriages, thà they might see what changes were
place in a city that still interested - them though they

were banished for ever frt)m its borders. She had
hardly opened the paper when ber eye glanced at au
article which she was too much excited to read. Amos,
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wondering at the emotion displayed, gently disengaged
the paper and read " BANK RoBB.Ry-Sp-ums xoT

MAN." His own feelings were as powerfully affected as
his wife's, but his nerves were stronger, and he read ou4
to an audiedce whose ears devoured every syllable of
the glad tiàings, an account of the conviction and
execution of a wretch in Albany, who, had confessed
among other daring and heinous crimes, the robbery of

the Philadelphia Bank, accounting for the dissipation of
the property, and -entirely exonerating Sparks, whose
face he had never seen. These were " glad tidings of
great joy " to the weary wayfarers beneath the sycamore,
whose hearts overflowed with thankftlýess to the Father
of Mercies, who had given them strength to, bear the
burden of affliction, and had lifted it fromiheir spiits
ere they had been crushed ben the weight Ileir

resolution to return to, their native city was formed at
once and befère a week had passed, théy were slow1y
journeying to the capital of the State.

Meanwhile an extraordinary revulsion of -feeling had
taken place at Philadelphi-L Newspapers and other
periodicals, which had formerly been loud in condemna-
tion of the locksmith, now blazoned abroad the robbers
confession, wondered how any man could ever have been
for a moment suspected upoif such evidence as was
adduced, at the trial; drew pictures, of the domestic
félicity once enjoyed by the SparW, and then painted,
partly from what was knciwn of the reality and partly

4. from. agination, their sufférings, piavations, aùd
wrongs, in the nmage they bad in fleeing
from an -uniust but mmatory awisation- Ile wlxàe

.4ý

A

n'Il
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city rang with the story ; old friends and neighbors who
had been the first to cut them, now became the loud and

vehement partisans of the family. Everybody_ was
anxious to know- where they -were. Some reported that

they had perished in the woods; others that they
had been burnt on a prame ; while not a few believed
that the locksmith, driven to ddesperation had first des-
troyed the family and then himse All these stories of
course created as much exciteme as the robbery of the
Bank had done before, only that s time the tide set
the other way ; and by the time the poor locksmith and

his family, who had been driven like vagabonds from
the city, approached its suburbs, they were met, congra-
tulated and followed by thousands, to whom, from the
strange vicissitudes of their lot, they had become objects

of interest. In fact, theirs was almost a triumphal
entry, and as, the public always like to have a victim,
they were advised on all hands to bring an action

against the Directors of the Bank; large damages would,
it was affirmed, be given, and the Bank deserved to

suffer for the causeless ruin brought on a poor but
industrious family.

Sparks was reluctant to engage in any such proceed-
ings ; his character was vindicated, his business restored

he occupied his, own shop, and his family were comfort-
able and content. But the current of public opinion

was too strong for him All Philadelphia had deter-
mined that the bankers should pay. An eminent
lawyer voluhteered to conduct the suit and make no
charge if a liberal verdict were not obtained. The lock-

smith pondered the matter well: his own wrongs he1
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freely forgave ; but he thought tha there had Been a
readiness to secure the interests of a wealthy corpora-
tion by blasting the prospects of a humble mech c,
which, for the good of society, ought ýùot to pass unre-
buked ; he felt that the. moral effect, of such a prosecu-
tionwould be salutary, 0 ng thgý rich not to, presume
too far upon their enS, and cheering the hearts of
the poor while sufféring nmerited persecution.
suit was commenced and urged to, uia4 notwithstanding

several attempts at compromise on behalf.of the Bank.
The pleadings on both sides were able and ingenious;
but the counsel for the plaintiff had a theme worthy of
the fine powers he possessed and at the close of a
pathetic and eloquent decl the audience, which

had formerly condemned Amos in their hearts without
evidence, were melted to tears by a recital of his suffer-
ings ; and when the jury returned with a verdict of Ten
Thousand Dollars damages against the the lock-

smith was honored by a ride home on their sho-tilders,
dst a hurricane of cheers.
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ADDRESS.
Ikfiffled lh cm 0. fbeySng lwews Chrk;fiffl Il ssocLdÏon. Ottavi%,

Fébrumy 279 11872-

Cz«irý LoÀïks, dwd Gmde»iejýq-
W hen a Vêterar4 in the decline of Iffe., 10

a body ci youmg men just 4 upon its
acfive dufics, his beart is apt to be too fulff for utmr-

aum The past coïnes rushing by., as the î
fides of Fundy ron round the base of Bloinidon, and

:1the minSs eye vainly endeavors to " look u-:Bnuugm the
of üw,ý" and estimateý for offiers, the

»at.,,, and exIýnt of thosë perils which youths are
SM top -- - 2 which, by the goodness of Go4
rather than by any skill or wisdom of his own, he may
have lma-il)l)i]4r . S -- But how rare the

where a lias been pined wiLÊK-M---IL hazard-
whime the helping band of Providence has. akwap been

strewhed out-wbere the battle of life has been fought
with n r r a wound ; and it is this conviction tha makes
me tremble at the task 1 have assumed to-nie4 how-

ever g1adly 1 would make it a labor of love- Té me
the batde of life bas been no boys play, and 1 address
you w a vivid - ion of the work th-q lies before
you, and of the dangers which beset the paths you are
to tread, however may be fenced by a motheez
piray or a fatbees watchful. férethought

]ka let us bm* aside these depressing ines, im



which of the past and appreheusions for the
fat are hLtawoven, and £a the deties, of
die hour, tha it may St be wasüxL By you the battle
of life must be fimet Why sbould 1 d-;!rBelieve me, 1 vould noL Nay, if permi would
flet it aU over again- Ilikere is no sûr ci em
there is no suain: seama is not leaxýed in calm

weather- : and, bom cf the vicissi udes and, of
lâéý are the fistin --ff the dkuity, and tbe consolations,

which in all yum cases, Il trus4 may disfinguish its
decline.

In addressing such a Society as this 1 am relieved
man], appié L Your organization protects

you from much evil and many dangem 1 ta-e it fur
ted th the Young MeWs Chrisý &ssociation of

Ottawa is a woËhy and huitful branch of that wide
spread and inv duable .Association, whîch is. to be founddi -the Large chies of this
in fudl ;acuvirty, not only in aU

but wîthm the mother isIesý and ahnost all
the PT 0--v of the Ilkitish

Mùs Associatiom4 if 1 aright its history
and its object% is neither sectu-îan nor political. It
excludes no man on m r c n ry ri of his creed, his
or his Party It is neithýr Monarchicat Re-

publican, nor Aristocratir- It will five and flourish
though Dynasties decay and Cabinets, be overJbrown.
Its limits are not by gvugràphical lines, nor its
resources 'RUmncial It has no
secrets hke maspary- Its a its objects are dis-
tinct and above board- Its regalia.are the ornaments
of a meek and quiet sýýù Creatork It 40wuzm the
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and the Saviourý and sèeks to throw around young men,
as they grow uli4 the res à aints and the protection of
mutual e and 1watchfulness, that the snares
of 1, life may be avoided, and that reverence and respect
for the higher pirinciples of morality may be interwoven
with its daily duties.

These Societies live and flourish on the voluntary
principle Ilidr taxes are seff-imposed. Theré is no

jobbery or corruption. ' No sacerdotal or Mülisterial dis-
Ii»cýions, to, aspire to--no, salaries to enjoy--no

patronage to, divide--no -- by which itg members
cap be distinguished frcým the redt of the coramunities,
in whoàe midst they liýe and labor for the common

good- Ix*king into vour young faces, 1 am disarmed
of ha my féars for the future, by the strength and
vitality of Omse relations to each other which you have.
already formed, and by the h4 standards of moral
obligation and christian duty efre ere recognized by
the wide spn!ad Association to which you belong.

Té make its Members moral and respectable are the
iIief objects of this ort-mnizatioiL. But pardon me if
1 venture to Éuggest that without weakening these main

giggs of action, you'should aim at even -a wider range
of thought, and cherish aspirations that m.ý&Y fit you for
the noblest fields of action. 1 would have the young
mS of Ottawa not only dutiful and good, but refined,

accomplished, and intellectual-ambitious to make the
poWcal.Capital of the country the home of the Arts,

the literary centre of the Confederacy, the fountain
head of elevated thought and laudable ambition. She
can ouly anain dfis rank by the and persistent
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efforts of the men who came bere tu daim -dfizenshipý
or who, have been been bred widàk her âmit&

-1 derNature lm been very Là to ott»3. ikat
upon a dry ânestone formafmn the site is ekxvated and
healthy. At the head of Bavufion on the River fi

which ît takes its name, the Cîty r c roma ad fi-ee water
communication with the St. Lawrence .; andý by the àid
of its C nal& wicul, the great Lakes aboveý and wi the
Gulf below. INe RideaÙ Canal gives it easy access to
the COMUY Uuuugh which tha bas beenýcon-

sftucted, « wi Kingston and with Lake Ontario; and
the main River, with its tri,-butplîes, a

of t exten4 brings into, the Citys bosom not
only the boundless wealth of those greài ýntafions
which God bas ber as an iiheritancx-, but the

agricultural Products., froin a fertile soil, to, which
the tide of Emnigration is. being as
the férest recedes befère the axe of the lumberman,
The Canâd-a Central Raü*ay, and the Ottawa !9avigu-

tion C-ompany,'give yS easy access 'to thi regiS for
'les, and the time is

iiso nu when
the Nhole Country aiound Lake N-pkîsing will be en-

Evened by p6puIatioc4 whose lm ïï must ebb aýd Gý
flow dwough this city, following the line of the great
water communication which nature, has ah-eady .provi-
ded, -or of -that national ' . whicI4 béfore Ion&
wül connect the Atlantic with the Pacifi.

Though Ottawa, in point of natqral - cannot
compare with Queber, wMch bas no rýrd on diis con-

tinen4 and althoe I my na&e City of U2]if-%i4
iis varied aspect% and fme sea VWW-% stilt for m
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iniand town, it is richly endowed and not mttractive
to the eye. The lAurenfim range gives it a fine bold.
backgrounc4 a little too far Kwed ; but the two

rs, fflnding round and throuêh the city, afford
glimpses of water in endless variety, tha relieve the
eye where the land is most level, and monotonous. The

looks-out from Kingston, over the harbour and sur-
rounding fértsý and firom the table land behind Hamil-

ton, over Burlington Bay, are fine, but are scarcely sur-
passed by those 1ýip and down. the riverý from. the cliffs

behind the ýParIiament house ; or the view, which one
catches of a unme-- evening, front the Sappees bridge,
with the spu-es of the Cathedral on one side, and the
Public Buildings on the other, the canal at your fée4
and the river and the mount;ains beyond.

Wth waterfalls Ottawa is richly endowed, The twin
fall of the Rideau give us those of the Genesee and
of the'Minnehgha in our very midst; and the Chau-
diere, where the main River tumbles over the rocks to a

lower level, would perhaps impress us more if- it were
not so near and familiar; and if the ski]] and enterprise
of 'Our great* man ufa r t Urers had u« tirigndormed a scene
of natural. beauty into one of such varied industry, that
what man has/supplemented to nature-s handiwork
appears to be the most wonderful part of the turbulent
combination. Hére is. the centre of that grçat industry

which m 0 tainsan army of men in the woods all win-
ter, :?Lnd in the and on the aU sum-
nier, which bas already built a city wb«e diere was but
a _ within the memory of the present

gSeratior4 aiRd wbich is esfîned, with the aid of the



goveriqment expenffil to the growth and
prosperity of Omum fur many years to come.

When 1 firs saw this cîtyý ten years agio, the weather
was bad, the public buNEmes were m course of -con-

struction, uy and unfmisbedL ne materials
required fér* their co- were being dragged
through the streets, cut up into ruts and mud-holes, or
were bing about the banks in the most admired dis-
order. The «- left was unfavorable, and was

often fiankly expressed, during the -animated political
discussions which followed th2 visit Since then le
public buildmigs have been filnisbed, and are certainly
not inférior tu any to be found on this continent. The
streets are ' and the city doubled in size ; and
a three year!? residence has enabled me to make' mr
self familiar wi its scenery, its climate, and resQurces,.
and it gives me pleasure now- to correct any hasty pre-
judices or prepossessions k tha 1 may have formed in a
single affernQon.

But apart fi the atu=üons of its scentry, or the
extent of its ;ftial mrce!sý Ottawa presents to
young men advantaM tha are -rarély found in any
other -city of' its size on this continent or anywhere
èIse. The administration of the government r*equ*res
the presence in youx midst, of some du-ee hundred per-
sons who are, or ought to be, gentlemen. I will Dot
venture to, assert tha all, are. Ie Civil Service
of the Dominion, ae all other smvices., has perhaps its
black sheep, men wbo havé fintnd theïr way into it with
but slight , V ', M of &e Me spirit, gentleman-,
ners, and dmit- r n - rinci- so mentlyë required of
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lic officers in aR the Departments ; but, taken as
a whole, it constitutes a valuable addition to the society
of a growing city like Ottawa. , I -speak not now of the&
ministers, who, come and go, but of the permanent

officers who reside here, who must live and die among
you, be your exemplars, companions, and guides, and I
am gratified to know that the Civil Service includes
men of wide experience, of varied accomplishments,
of profound erudition, and stern integrity-men whom
it is a privilege to live with, and whose examples I
advise you to imitate.

Biqt you jiave other advantages. Once a year, at
least for eight or ten weeks, Parliament assembles here,
and the young men of Ottawa can see, hear and
associate with the picked and prominent men of all the

Proirinces, gathered from the highest ranks of social and
political life in the wide expanse of territory that lies
between the Islands of Cape Breton and Vancouver. The

sayings and doings of these men, filtered througli the news-
papers, in telegraphic or condensed Parliamentary reports,

convey, even to their own constituents, but faint and
shadowy outlines of the scenes in which they wrestle and

debate. But to you, who can sit above their heads, mark
every gesture, vibrate with every tone, to whom the sarcasm

comes with a flash as vivid as lightning, and the bursts
of eloquence are as voluble as thunder-to you the
nightly débate brings reality and distinctness, intensely

tojÊýený and never to be forgotten.
Even where debates are fully and correctly repo-rted,

they areread at'a distance with a calm, puise and are rarély
long remembered. You or.1 would find Henry the VIII;
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played at the PrinceWs neatre, with àR the advan-
tiges of biffl-iant élocution and fine sSnery, a very
differeùt affa from the same play read in the cloý§et
Rebecca, looking out from the casement at Torqulstone,

hearing every battle cry, and 'see*g -every blow struék,
would never forget the siege, that you or 1, charmed for
the moment by Scott!s marvéllous word painting, throw
aside when -the last page of Ivanhoe has been reacL
You have the political arena befère you t after

night-the combatants, who are myths and shadows to
people at a distanceý are realities to you. Men who are
moulding the future, and perhaps are to figure in history,

are there, at yýmr feet, sport for you, as Sampson
did for 'àthe Philistines, often as blind perhaps, but

fortunately, with no power to pull the structure about
your ears.

The Houses, of Parliament, then, are great Schools of
Oratory for the young men of Ottawa. They are

something mom They are hall where the great in-
terests of the CountMits resources, wants, and develop-
men4 are talked over and explained by the most

capable and utelligrent men tha the six Provinces
can produce if 'you are wise, my young friends,

you will, as often as you ca without neglecting other
indispensable duties, avail yourselves of the pnivileges,
which youthý at a may envy you, but can very
rarely enjoy.

To be a fluent and easy speaker is a great accom-
plishment. Ille man who can think upon, his legs, and
express his tbougbts with energy and ease, doubles his
power for good or evâ in the in which he'
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lives, and carries with him abroad a passport to cultiva-
ted and intellectual society of the utmost value. Almost
every winter night the young meh of Ottawa can take

lessons, Mi' oratory, in the Co"i ns or in the Senate.
Their own good, sense will teach them to distinguish
what is grotesque and absurdfrom what is impressive
and worthý of 'mu*tation' ; and my advice to youls, not
to nçfflecr'opportunities which eircumstances so favor-

ably pMent, and even if politics never attract yqu into
the National airenas, yon, will find that the graceful Wç
élocution which gives animation -u1d wins defèrence at
the festive board or at the fireside, gives power and
influence at those gatherings where men must congre-,

gate to tyansact the business of life.
But Ottawa has, for its crowning glory and advantage,

the custody ofI the Parliamentary Library which the
liberality of the Nation has provided, and which has

been selected. and arranged by Alpheus Todd, one of
the, most amiable an&iomplished men to be fbund on

either Continent ne. great Librarries of London and
:Paris are of 'course more extensive and complete than

our own. The City Library at Boston, and the Astor
Library at New York, admirably selected and most

spmtedly sustained, are credi-tableý'to those great chies.
1 need not weary you with comparisons, but wheN say
that our Parliamentary Library includes 70,000 volumes,
that it exhausts the classics and current litemture of
FranS and England-that every book worth reading,
ever published in America, is to be - found upon its
shelves---âat, the best works of Continental Europe, luM
and of the East are there, either. in the o*p*na4 or
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the most approved translations-t-hat all the periodica%
from the first number to the last, invite us to sharpen

our critical taste and store our minds with information ;
and when I add, that, so, soon as the new wing of the
Parliament Buildings is completed, this great collection

,will be housed with a magnificence, and displayed. with
facilities for reference, worthy of allpraise, I shaR but
convey to intelligent strangers abroad a feeble idea of
the intellectual aids and advantages which the youth of
Ottawa enjoy, superior as they are to those within the
reach of the studious within hundreds of other cities of
larger population.

To the Giver of all Good the young men of Ottawa
should daily offer up thanks and praise for the mercies

and advantages by which they are surrounded. They
have a healthy climate, and occupy the centre of a wide
tract of country, drained by great rivers, and filled with
natural resources. They have a body of trained and
accomplished men, and theïr fanlilies, to associate with-

they have the two branches of the'Legislature for schools
of iùstruction, and they have the Parliamen Libiary
in their mids4 a greet store house from whence to draw

intellectual life without effort or expense.
Now my youiýg friends, let me say that the worst

-return you could make for these blessings, would be to
show a callous indifférènce to the bounties of Providence-,
and not to acknowledge and illustrate them, in your daily
lives and conversation.

Whýý'Ottawa was selected for the, seat of Govern-
-ment, other citieiý-eL, older growth, and of larger popu-
lation, Montreal, Queber, Kingston and Toronto, were
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compelled. to make sacrifices foi her benefit ; and_ now
that Conféderation has been established, Halifax, Freciý

exicton and Victoria have been somewhat shorn of
influence and advantages which they formerly enjoyed.
The population of those cities may reasonably demand,
not only that the youth of Ottawa shall not be iinmind-

fW of those sacrifices, but that they sbail rise to the
level of intellectual. life, and varied aSomplishme!i4.
which ought to distinguish the Federal Capital of the

Unio& They may be ýa!ýy patient while the
elements of society, thrown in here by new political
combinations, fuse, assimilate and assume new forms of

development, but they will not be patie»4 if, 4,en years
hence, it should be discovered that their contributions
have been thrown away-that Ottawa is, after aH, but
an outside BStian region, where lumber is manufac-

tured., where books are not read or written, which
produces no princely merchants, no orators ôr artists, no
learned professors or divines ; which draws pecuniary
resources and intellectual life from -all the other
cities of the Conféderacy, and gives nothing in retum

Now my youngfriends,'you must see to it, and otherg
like you, that Ottawa does not incur the great mis-
fortune of losing the ýrown that she has -won. Trtist
me her glories will pass away if they are prove4 to be

undeserved. If, when the Confederacy comes tç> take
stock, as it wiR every eight or ten years, it discovers,
that not only is Ottawa far behind, in material growth,
and business activity, but in the cWMre; refinement
broad views and cosmùpolitan spirÎ4 which ought to

disfinguish the Capital of a great nation.
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The jew went up to jerusalem, and the Mahom-
edan turned èis face towards Mecca, because those

chies were the- fountain heads of the spmtual life
and soul-stirring theology upon which they relied
for their salvation. It remain to be seen whether
Ottawa can. take rank as the féremost city of
the Domu*uon, worthily advancing its, banner and
upholding its reputation, where good work, is to be
done, a good example is to be set, or sound principles
require advocacy and illustration. The beautififf piles
of masonry on the cliffs above:wül not save her from
abandorument if her sons fail to mak her what she
ought to be--the fountain head of intellectual, life for
bal a continent-the model city, to which men's eyes
will turn for inspiration and guidance ; where élegancie
of manners and simplicity of attire shall be womads
highest distinctions ; and where a man, in the lowest
grade of the Civil Service, or in the iumblest walk of

life, can challenge respect by the culture which marks
the gentlem m-the broad view which include the great
interest of the whole Confederacy, and by that hearty

sympathy with the feelings, 'and even the prejudices of
aU the Provinces, which can alone reconcile them to the
sacrifices they have made, and unite them, round a

common centre by ties more %.,,Induring than the clauses
of 'an Act of Parliment

Before passing to other topics, I may be permitted to
say that if Ottawa is. to, take the rank tha it ouÉht to

hold, its ratepayers, and mijnu*m*pality must evince more
enterprise and circumspection. INhe débates in theïr
City Council - and - in -their SchSl Boards should be



redeemed froin puerility and 'bad lanjuage. The City
should be drained and cleansed, or chéleta will scourge
it; flanked as it is on b6th" sides by ýquare miles of
piled lumber, the fate of Chicagoý is in store for it, if an
efficient supply of water is not speedily introduSd ; and
the streets should be planted without delay, that the
present generation may enjoythe luxury of shade in
the hotaummer months, and of shelter from the biting
blasts of winter when they come.

In almost all aur northerh cities we are far behind
our Republican 'neighbors in arbori-culture. For the

first fifty years, in* the settlement of a new country,
trees are regarded as mans natural enemies. They
shelter the savage and they cSnbeY the land, and, as in
the Il fore'st primeval theyý protect each oth% and
grow spindling and tall, they are bf little use when the
groves are broken, and are rarely preserved. To cut

them down and btirn them up seems a labor of love.
The old States'and Provinces passed through this
iconoclastic period a century in adyance of us. They

commenced to replant trees about the time when. we
seriously began to cut them down, and, now, nearly all

their cities ýand tqwns are planted. A thing of beauty
is a joy f9reve and what more beàutiful than a fine
shade-tree An old gentýem'àn, three parts of a century
ago, plann three or four elws on the front street of
Windsor, the shire town of the county I represent
They have shadçd and embellished it for fifty years,
and I never pass undee-them without blessing the old
mmanýs memory.

How prettily are all the towns and villages around
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Boston shaded. What d" of do the people
of New Haven, Salem, Richmond, Portland and Cleve-
land owe to, the liberality and foredmught of the wise
old men who embellished their streets, disarmed, the

winter winds, and have endowed, with a luxuriance of
umbrageous beauty; the retrea of erudition and the

busy marts of trade.
Ottawa must be planted. Colonel By. who laid it

out, evidently meant that it should be. The streets are
straight and wide. There is, room, enough everywhere

for trees, and for an abounding commerce and a busy
population. Ottawa must be planted, drained, protected,

from fire, and then, when the Dominion Government
has enclosed and ornamented the public grounds, as it
must do without delay, the city will, in outward sem-

blance- at least, begin to wear the aspect which stràngers
expect to see when they come to visit the Capital of a

great Confederacyý
In the promotion of these objects, of proved utility

and municipal concern, the inembers of this Society ý21ý-greatly aid, as they bring their cultivated, minds, to bear
upon the masses around them but they must not stop
short at city limitsý.nor allow their mental horizon to-be

-circuinscribed by the boundaries even of the Capital of
their countrYý They must thilnIr in wider circles, and,

rising to the height eof the main arguments upon which
.the ConfederationýAct was based, they must regard
British America as a whole, and de-and- tha4 equitably
and honorably, its population shall be dealt with as
brethren having common rfùs and one -. tionality.

T-he miserable sneer about 1' Parish Politics." applied, to
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the smaneir by a Canadian some time àgo,
%2s by a spirit the very opposite of tha which
the young men of Canada should culfivateý if this
Cmdéderacy is, to be kept together. It was, TMtten,
let us hope, as soon as uttered, and ought never to be
repeated- A p--m-,vmS should not be judged by
but bv the mmental. cah-bre of the men who iepir=wrn-lL hen
Ontario sbould get credit for an idiot if she PnIers. to

send him to Padiament instead 'of to a lunwic asylum ;
and Brifish Columbia, if she has got an able man, should
not bave bis value by the extent of her
population.

1 bave saidý tha to meet the re Mts, of
position you mue endeavour to gl the whole Domi-
nion ; and, kt me add, that in no country that 1 bave

ever beard or read oý in ancient or modern times, was,
the strain on the mentaPand bocUly powers of the whole
population greater than it is in this, Dominion- W e
canne afford to have a laggard, an idIe!rý or a côward-
Tbere axe not four illions of us, all told, and we bave

ken to govern hal a continenti wi forty
of 2 1 '1' - s and aggressive people on the other

side cf a -fi n -ifi P three thousand miles long- If each
could multiply himself fiv fold, we

should not bave more than half the brain pover and
force to keep our rivals in check,

and to ma our position secure-
To enable us coq to estimate our true

it wM be ouly mwxessmy to - enquire into the reasons
France, a warl&e population of thirty

tresses; and with its Capital elaboratély
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jwu by the wasy duringaqpmcbt cug 19
the last r, ov«,Lun, beaten down, and ameirc ta ri in
la -, 1 ý2 -M

ni m rem 40di ; ý cf poum& by the v orious Prus-
What is the secret, the 1- -%PJL" the

exi a m - affumary 11-1 l Y - wbich have startled
the wbéle wodd in the year 11871? WhY, simPlY fîm
the cmtxived 16 have one m2n and a
and i si two to ome, on almost every battlefield
where they met their Vihetib «-, they vez

beum ptemwml wi il -1- 1 MI ffieir bmaùons wR more
cg theà 5tu2tru ivas more perfec4 may be

matter cf contiomby - b«tý as fat as 1 have been
enabled to study the aspects of the var, the French weir
-sunply qmq=jpulvmawul inrame were outa bered.

Néwý in'any cnarpst vi om neigbbors 0

that we are united to a , ma% if 'the enemy knows his
md the RepubFK=m have bad more experi-

enS than ve have Ibad in the art and practiS of war,
,we must expect to have ten men to one against -us-

ten needletmus, oir Snidees, oir Enfield's, wlil&Àazzsclüv'- the
eapom be, so you WHI percerve tha we must
fàce at least five or six âmes the 0( by which the

French wes ovexpoweied- But this îsýx« the worst cf
iL Ten à rh P ini are boirn op the otheýÈ side of the Une

fcý.- one tha is bom on this and, owever, wie may
change the piropmfions by eased energ. five emi-

grants go to the United States for one that copmes ti)
Canada, so tha at the end of evuy decade, the dispro-

1 Idèchportions we have to, vresde now, will be
multiplied te our dïsadçant-apre

IcWe may IALiag this state of flings; oveSk âese

1%ll,
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inequalities, and livie in a, fool's paradise of -imaginary
security; bu4 if we are wise, we will face our -dangers,
and prepare for thei% with a clear apýreciation of their
magnitude. 1

Bat, it inay be said, are we not part and parcel of - a
great Empire upon wInch the sun never sets, çýhich

contains three hundred lionss of people, whogé wealth
defies 'm2lmw whose army is perfect in discipline

whose, great navy Ina the sea. ., Whât -have we to
féar whe-n' tifis great Empire protects us ? This' was

our anaent faith, and proud boast under every trial.
lu the full belief Out they were British suhjects, that
the allegiance which they fi-eely paid to -the CiL ow of

England entitled them te protection, our forefathers
belped to conquer, overrun and organize these Provin-
ces. Every settler who broke into the forest, every
mariner who, bis bark upon the ocean, every

fisberman who dropped. his lead upon. the banks,, toiled
with a sense of security that never wavered. For moite
than a century our people having sung their national

nthem. and tumed their faces to the sea " with that
assured look faitb wears," and have never doubted Of
their destiny, or faltered in theïr allegiance to,, the
Brit-ish
, But of late new doctrines have been propounded in

the Mother Country. The disorganization of the
Empire has been openly promulgated in leading -and
influential organs of public sentiment and opinion.

Cýjr'bretbren within the narrow seas have been coup-
selled. to adopt a nam)w pélicyý-to call home their

legions, and leave the outlying provincesý without a1 ý
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show of pathy or wtection and under the influ-
ence of panic, and imaginary battles of Dorking, troops
are to, be massed in the British Isiinds. and their shores
are to be surrounded by ironclads- One Cabinet

Mnister tells us that British Amenca canne be
defended, and another, that he hopes to see the day
when the wbole continent of America will peacefully
repose and prosper under Republican . nstitutions. And
a third, on the eve of negotiations which are to invoIýre

our dearest interests, strips Canada of every soldieri
and gathers up every old sentry box ana gun carriage

he can aud ships them off to 2nd-
1 do not desire to anticipate the full and ample

discussion which Pail'iment wM give to England7s,
reSnt diplomatic eÉdrts to, buy ber own peace at the
sacrifiS of our interests, or of that Comedy of Errors
into, which she has blundered ; but *this 1 may say, that
the time is rapidly approaching when Canadians and

lishmen must have a clear and distinct understand
mg as to the hopes and obligations of the fuuu-e- If
Imperial policy is to cover the whéle grounà upon the
faith of which otir forefathers settled and improved,
then let that be understood, and we know what to do.
But if 'shadows, cloudsý and are, to rest

upon the future -if irty millions of Britons are to
hoard their " rascal counters " within two smal] islands,
gather round them the tmps and wax ships of the
Eýnpire, and leave four i illions, of Britons to face

millions, and to defend a :fironfier of thrée thous-
and miles, then let us know what they are a4 and our
fattue policy wM be governed by tha knowledge. No
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Cabinet has yet dared to shape this thought and give it
utterance. I£ading new papers have told us tgat our

presence within the Empire is a 'source of danger, and
that the time for separation is approaching, if it has not

already come. Noble lords- and erudite commoners
have sneefingly told us that we may go when we are
inclined. As yet, neither the Crown, the Parliament, or
the people of gnd have deh-berately avowed this
policy of dismemberment, although the tendency of

Cr ht and legislation.;n r ' deepens, the con-
viction the the drift is all that lwa We must wait

rny young friends, for further development% not without
anxiety for the future, but with a réHance on the

goodness, of Providence, and on our own ability to so,
the policy of our country as to protect her by

our wit should Englishmen, tinmindfili of the PaS4
,repu4iate their national obligations.

In the meantime, let us pray that our women may be
fruiffid, that our nuimbers may increase, and let every
young Canadian féel that his country has not a man to

spare for the follies that enervateý and the vices that
degrade. See to it that the hardy exercises of the

country do not decline. Work is the universal. strength-
ener of those who live by anual labor ; and those
whose -occupations are sedentary, should counteract the
tendency of such pursuits, by the habitual resort to those
pastimes, which give vivacity to the spirit and energy to
the fi-ame. To ride well, to row, to swim, to shoo4 are
essential parts 'of à gentlemans education in every
country; and to skate, to fence, to spar, and to handle
the racket and the cricket bat with skill and dexterity,

Address. 335ý



are not only accompli-shments which young men should
cultivate for the pleLure they yield, but for the health
and vigor they infuse, when our muscles are. relaxed
and our minds enfeebled by the indoor employments
which sap the spr'gs of life-

But brains are not less required for the developinent
and elevation of Làs great country than physical force.
Canada cannot afford tO haVe one drone in the intel-
lectual hive. IMere never was a country with So many
natural-resources flung broadcast befère so limited a
population. Forests of boundless extent-a virgin soil
to be measured by 1 illions of square mileý-ýhe richest

fisheries in theworld---mines the value of which no
man can esfimate-and water power running to waste

ever%-where,, but in a few favored spots where the vag-
rant streams bave been harnessed to machinery and
turned to profitable account. The Inland Provinces

.are enlivened by gééat 1-akes and Rivers, and the
Maritime are mmmunded by the sea, where the carrving
trade of the wSld invites to enterprise %,and adventure,
and where, as the argosies multiply in numbers and
value, a hardy population are nurtured, that, if England

knéw how to train and handle them, would not only
defend their headlands but m'an her Ironclads, and help
her to, maintain the dominion of the seas upon which

her insular secWiLi depends.
That the most may be made of these great natural

resources, British America requires the active intellects
of all her children, aided by the highest mental culture.
The idler and the vagran are simply traitors to, the
Country of their birtk 1 do not linger ta indicate - the
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directions in which any -of you should think -and labor.
Kind parents and guardians have already placed the

Members of this Society on the paths of duty, and on
the roads to knowledge. 1 may be permitted to say
this, however, that whatever may be the chosen pursui4

work will be found the secret of success, and that he
will be most successful who takes the highest style of
minds that have elevated and adorned his p cular
walk of life for examples to guide and cheer

on his way. Young men who devote their enLergies
to trade should study the biographies of those Merchant
Princes, who, in all ages have , wedded commerce to
literature and the arts, founded or embellished Cities,
and have become benefactors'to the race.

Young men intended for the professions should, in
like manner, aspire to be something more than Quacks
and Drones and Pettifoggers. The highest names Mi
inedicine, the great sages of the law, the pulpit orators
who have rivalled the prophets of old, by their elevation
of thought 'and luxuriance of illustration, should be
hung around their chambers and be ever present to

their minds. With respect to manners and deportment
but little need be said. I assume that you will conduct
yourselves like gentlemen, ' and in conclusion, have only

to say, in the language-which Shakspeare püts into the
mouth ôf Wolsey.,

Let ail the ends yolu aitn at
"'*Be your countrys, yotir God's and Truths,"

,that the parents who dearly love you may be honored
by your behavior, and that the rising generations who
come after pu may be inspired by your example.
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