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PR EF AC E.

Lx bringing before the publie the following- poems, I do
not entertain the ambitious thought of giving them any-

thing great, on a poetical feu4 knowing well that 1 am
incapable of it.

My only apology is, that they were written principally
between the ace of seventeen and twenty-three, by one

possessed of a very limited education, whilst engaged at

,the ploughe and other daiîly avocations, to gratify desire,
pleasure and imagination 3 knowing full well there are

1 ZO many imperfections and grammatical errors which. I do
not wish to correc4 'M' order that it may represent the

unpolished style of a countryman, of which the author is,
perhaps, a fair specimen,

Having had the privi ge of perusing the works of the

great scotch poe4 Ro'bort Burns, 1 have imitated in many

instances his style, and'not a few ideas, for which 1 have

endeavoured to give hiný credit; and my only desire is, if

what 1 have written neve r does any good, it may never

do any harm. TnE AVTITOL.
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THE BEAST.e

IT was a common mying throughout the ViUage of
Mount Hope, (or City, as some call it,) that Il when
a man was drunk the Beast was let loose.1)

ViErtE is a place on Gladford's soil
Which bears the DaMe Of MO-UNT HOPE CITY,

Where once there was an awful broil
Amongst its rowdies,ýold and nitty,

Which spread abroad, from old to, young,
And caught the wonders of the witty

Nor did it end like an old song>-
For if it had 'twould been a pity,

It would have ende il the fun
ýnd left the ci doubly lone.

But for to texr.1ablout*the spree
It seems all parties don't agree,

And what the noise was all about
'Twas hard indeed to make«it out
For one amidst e noise and clatter,

Could hardly telewhat was the màtter
It seems, as by the é story*ran,
There 'as a Beast-some calld it man,

While Chers would dispute'it.
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For it was of a lower station,
And wore such marks of degredation,

So therefore they'd confute it,-
And such a noise there was about it,

An awful fuss and clatter)
Some thought old nick from hell was routed,

And that's what was the matter.
-But of this bout I ne'r could learn
Exact about his grace or mien,
Or whether, showing in hie turn,
He waved the orange, blue or green
Or like a priest, clad to the feet
With cloak, he hid his sins complete

With modest air and features pale
Or like a dragon, with a tail

Whose end had double fangs upon,
Like as a whaler's long harpon.

Whether lie was tall or hunky,
Or Stnall as a mischievous monkey

Whether with hands and legs and feet
He walked upright upon the street,

With arms and limbs and every featùré
He wore the likeness of a creature

But all agree'd he had the power
To come and go at any hour,

In any shape, in any mood,
And on the city's rights intrude
To bring man level - withý a frog,

And turn a dandy to a hog.
Ah haplei;s lot 1 it grieves me great,
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To think that man of high estate,
Created for the nobIfflt sphere,
With talents great and wisdom clear

Maný choicest of the giÈts of Eden
Man, only man, au heir of Heaven,
Should leave the halls of maiesty
To seek the vaults- of misery,

And end bis days there, swift and sure,
Whieh curses all that's bright and pure;

But this vile Beast, as by one's story,
Was sometimes clad in robes of glory,
With youthful bloom, upon bis cheek,

A blooming nose, both large and neat
And -oinetimes in bis tresses grey
He pouneed upon bis destined prey
And sometimes did he rave and hollow,
And tear the ground and howl and bellow,
At other times, with haggPard face,4
He came along, as from a chase,

With bruised limbs, worn to, the gristle,
With. wheasing breath and sq'ueaking whistle,
As if been trying with bis skill
The ru-LyLyed side of Bunkers bill
And lost within its iron hale
A portion of a-limb or tail ;
And then again he came along
With an innumerable throng
Of half starved hags of évery shade, -
And burglars-of every'grade,

Old, worn'out topers, hapless matures,
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With scarce a mark of human features,
Whose caps and coats, and vests and breeches

Had twenty holes for thirty stitches ;
And where he anà his crew had been
The traces of their path are seen
The empty bouse, the cold, cold bearth,

(.All gone the sound of joy and mirth,)
And fast decayincr to the earth,

Whosebosom wears the marks of dearth
The-garden, with its roses dead,

The thîstle growing in its stead
The brier in th"omer side,

While the broad burdock sééhis its -pride
The eburchyard on the rugged hill
Has lonc been crouded to its fill'
And all alonom the new duc clay
Shows where the lowly tenants lay
And written on the head-stone tiers
Show deaths all under thirty years
And on the black unrusty bier
Are stains of manya widow's tIcar-

Whilst clinging to the sides are stains,
The prints of little childrenis hands,
Who, from. their wretchea orphan home,
Had born their luother to týe toinbi
And then, returning to their home,

Layed down upon the cold bearth-stone
And breathed their little lives away
Then listening, o'er the churchyard drear,

A sound comes breakiner on the ear-
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Vibrating from the covered grave
It echoes in a wild sad rave,
And risiniy on the breeze of morn
They curse the day that they were býorn,

And these, co-mingling with wail
Of the night howlet's disraal tale,
Joined by the wolf's unearthly cry,
And the foul serpent's hiss and sigh
And down within the coffins, deep,
The worms their midnight revels keep-
To feast and riot day by day,
And gloat on their untimely prey.

How dark within the still left home
Are.,its few tenants sad and loue
Their only wirk, their only care,
Or love, is but to love despair.

With tremblinc limbs and anguished eyes,
They nurse their ceaseless miseries

The helpless widow's wreaking wail-
The starving orphan's - piteous tale-
The cries from keen remorse's smart
Mie last sichs of abroken heart-
These, all uniting in one moau,
Arose to heaven's eternal throne.

But to my tale : sometimes he fled.
And left tÙe city as if dead,
For then we heard no more about him
Till some old toper hither brought him

With all his smutty train -,
Till one and all, the truth to -tell>
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All wishèd him down in Saten's cell,
Strong fastened with a chain.
But once ùpon a windy day,
The city boobies called it May,
Whiîle grannies called it June
The Beast got somehow from bis cage,
And tore about in such a rage,
Enough te fright the moon-

'-And in bis ftisky, frolick rounà
Re turned the ci)y upside down,
With foaming bellies steaming;
And such was the unearthly broil,

'Twas tbought the deil was in them al]
Or some infernal demon
For when the Bea8t and man make friends--
As long as there is jug or barrel

With bellieo full theïr graces blend;.

j But when ýhey're empty, fËiendships end,
And then they're sure to quarrel
For in a joke good neighbor Mack

Would strike bis crony on the back,
Or pull him by the breeches,
Till loops and büttons bothAle wayý
«ý%ch showed his shirt in IMme-spun grey-

With countless holes and stitchés ;
And loafer Bob, turned'hog complete,

Rolled in a mudhole by the street,
And daubed hira to the skini

When simple Bill went to bis help-
Who scarce fiew how to help himself-
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And pushed him farther in ,
And Murphy wallowed in the muck,
Just like a gander or a duck,
Nor did he, blush or shame one feature,
But felt himself a happy mature
And thus it was, from day to day,

They kicked up their infernal fray,
All by the Beast's direction;
So when the steam at length flew fast

With all its wild confusion,
They squared acéounts up for the past

And come, to tbis conclusion :-
That, by his grace and haggard face,

And actions wild and frisky,
It could not be non'è less than he,

The monstrous Beast-O WiiisKEY

A CURIOUS TALE OR THE DRUNKARD'S
SOLILOQUY.

'Twas in the silent hours of even-
Night's sable car had swiftly driven
Across the spangled vaults of heaven

And t*inkling star,
With here and there, in splendor graven,

A planet far.
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The cricket chirp was loud and shrill,
Amon& the clover on the hillt
That brake the while the midnight still,ý1,

Whieh reigned around
And mingled with the ripplinû, rill,

Melodious Sound*

Dark-mantled hung the shady wood,
In its sober pensive mood -
The lonely cave of solitude,

For minds distressed,
Where bours' may on the soul intrude

And soothing rest.

The moments mild began to clear
My willing heart, and please my ear,

When soon a différent sound more queer,
Of loud haranzue.

Burst from the roadside, long and drear
From, something strange.'

Then quick I turned a different pace,
To find a new unknown chase
I spied a man with haggard face

And drooping head,
And as he sighed his doleful case,

'Twas thus he said

Tbese twelve months now have come and gone,
The wing of time hu wafted on,
And summer's breathed upon the lawn,
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With cheering face,
While I am here a silly clown ý

Stuck in this place.

And now has come an evil day,
And night is dark, without a ray,
Nor know I if 'tis June or Nfay,

Or mud from water-
One thing 1 gness, I've lost my way,

That's what's the matter.

It surely is'a doleful case
That's brought me thus to such disgrace,
Yet must not with my blooming race

Contend or quarrel ;
Fory like good neighbors of one place,

Wc 've sucked the barrel.

There's scarce a crony, witty-wight
Now pocket bare and wallet light-

That has not with me on a nicht
Been blythe and frisky,

And s&t and supped till all got tigbt
On steaminc, whiske

C y

And many a time we've been tegether,
On murky nighta and stormy weather,

Consuming time and wearing leather-
M gay and tight

And yet my necks eseaped the tether-
Is au awful fright.
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'Tis well indeed tÀ) have a-friend
And one that timely nid tan lend

With cash at hand and that to spend
In time of need-

Till want has stripped him end toi end,
And makes him bleed.

A man may boast ofhis connexion,
No matter w1la, is his complexion,.....I-
But whiskey and I are in affection

With one another-
As one may tell, by keèn inspection-

Like friend and brother.

We lono- have liv'd in friendship ýweet,
And oft again we hope to meet,
Atsome grog shop" beside the street,

To joke and sing-
Where all the topers love to greet,

While tîme takes wing.

No man e'er saw two greater pets,
Wheu by my side he snugly sits,
Though often he gets the ftets

And suubs me,
And very qft, like now, he gets"X

The better of me.

Some rebels call me drunken Bill
Fast driving down destruction's hill,
Where lubbers bathe in whiskey swill,
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Like some greai beast;
While others count me but a stîll

Of hops and yeast.

I once was yonng, but now I'm old
I once had hope as bright as gold -
My features were as beauty's mould,

Nor were they wrinkled
But now o"er every care-worn foïd

Grey hairs are sprinkled.

Yet still I will not-gri*eve or care,
Their is honor e"en in grey hair,
For MaDy Men with heads all bare

Are much respected;
And while a man can stagger fair

He's not dejected.
'bd

See, on each elbow here's a patch,
And-on.each knee there's two to match,

Like Murray's straw-stack, thatch on thatch
The body round ;

A splendid place for fleas to hatch
And breed profound

I have a boot-once had a pair,
That on my feet looked pretty fair

But now behold it grin and stare
Into my face;

An awful éght, I do declare,
In this sad place.
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But as it is'-'tis dead of night,
And once again I'm pretty tight-
As some will bave it unco-right,"

And gay, and happy
While cares und sorrow taketheir Ilight

And leave me Il sappy."

Poor silly swain-yet giddy'fellow-
Rough and ragged, soft and mellow;
Once a dandy, now a scare-crow

Beside the gully,
Where all the world may laugh and bellow

At my folly.

But here's no place to hum and. dole-on,
While time is driving, I must roll-on,

And see whiéh side bas got the hole-on,
Among my tatters -

For while my boot bas got a sole-on
l'Il mend up matters.

'Twas on the last of last December,
Or there about, if I rememb'er, ,
The leaves were stripp'd from off the timber,

Both short and tall-;
And was running for a Member

Fo,-r what do you call

The bowling wind was driving fast,
Cold, piercing, from 'the darkning east

And in the barn, not man or beasti
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Dear"zt poke his nose-out,
For fear of baving it stifféned cast,

Plump as a grozet

Yet, no way scared, I took the route
And faced the storm with stomach stout,
Full well resolved to see it out,

And fairly told ;
For one to give his man a vote

Must have it poll'd.

At length 1 halted- at the station,
And met a welcome exultation

From men of every rank and nation,
And tribe, and feather-

A homely mix of degredation
Ruddled together.

People of every grade were there-
Rîch and libeW, black and fair,
From, bim that goes with bald-head bare,

Orw*gs, alono,
A great variety to me most rare

As h-as been sung.

The nominees were g2aily grý-ýeéýîn(1p
Each.good supporterwith a tréàting
And every heart was warmly beatino,

For ône or all
Till with the bar some heads were caeetincr

With thump and fall.
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Old was there, sherry plenty,
For all the delicate and dainty
Aiad barley-swill - was no-way scanty

In glass decanter
Till sup for sup we idl got eainty-

Began to banter.

Some were for one, some for another,
Some lik'd this one, some likd tother,

When said Il he'd a great deal rather
Send his buck sheep

4 Than"that old crazy silly blather-
Always asleep."

Quite sick and t'ired of all theïr clatter,
Like some old grannies, chit for chatter,

1 buttoned to each patch, and latter
And spoke a1oud_ý

And soon beg-an with solid matter
Before the croud

Quoth I, for tory or for grit,
I do not reverence them a bit

Give me a man with ready wit,
A ready speaker,

For all the snobs that ever writ,
Or office-seeker.

There 's no use puttmig on the spleen
By crying loyalty to the Queen,
Or liberals, just for a screen
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To gain a seat -
You wave the blue, and hide. the green

Down to, the feet.

I must inform yoii of a feat,
That happen'd in street,

Wbere loyal Tories out complete
Their valliant deeds,

And drove the Governor ftom his seat
With rotten-eatrs.

You may stick out your oblong faces,
With three-mile words and six-mile graces,
Anathink, sometimes, to take your places

With Sirs and Squires,
Where gowns anacloaks bia-your disgraces,

Like priests anaftiars.

In spite of all your fops and clowns,
lu spite of all your sutty towns,
In spite of all your men of pounds,

MI have my will,
If I'm to face the deaaly rounds

Of Bunkers hill.

Ah 1 luckless speech-it soon was ended
Nor haal time to change or mena it
When in a wink my eyes were blinded

By fists bdore me;
Then down among the stools descended,

Wîth ruffians oer me.
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Then up I got in such a hurry-
1 ne'er was in so great a flury-
1 was quite sure 1twas, ranting Murray,

That poked my eye ;
Yet on his part he looked quite sorry.

But did not dry.

Quoth I, good friend it is no joke
To give a fellow such a poke
1 have a mind to try your oàk,

Or try your skin
And faith Vll make your eye-brows smokel,1

If I becrin.

ne'er was yet disposed to fight.
Or mix in such an awful sicht

Yet when a man stands in the richt
And is provoked,

1 feel like laying, with all- My might,.
Your boues to sonk.

My fiery speeeh soon made them stare-
1 thougg1t I'd done.it pretty fair-
Till Murray, with a demon's air,

And grinniig teeth,
tOried out Il yourî life bangs by a hair

Vll stop your breath,"

We'll have no more your saucy lip,
Or else youl get another clip

î1t put me in an awful nip



To save my hide
So mn I gave them aU the slip,

And stepýd aside.

Then homeward bound 1 turned my feet,
With thoughts that were not very sweet,,

From top to toe set out complete
With politics,

In awfuLdread, my wife to, meet
In such a fix.

1 travelled on, both halt and maim,
My eye was shut, my leg was lame-
Like one that from destruction came,

With loads of sine
Depressed with woe, and coward's shame

But warm. within.

Thenight was cold-it n'ip'd my toes-
The biting blast stuck to, my nose,
Scarce sheltered by my tattered clothes,

That paved the street ; a
While aU the dogs sang out in prose;

Their friend toý, meet.

The neighbors said Il there's drunken Bûl-
1 guess he's emptied Murray's still,
Or else he's been to Bunker's hill,

And got a flailing ; "
But I ne'er listened to, them tell

Their unjust railing.
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But soon the crickefs chirp was still-
The sun came creeping o'er the bill,
And sparkled on the ripplino- rill,

And o'er the mead.
So then I beard no more of Bill.

Or what he said.

EPISTLE TO L. R.

D.EAR L. R. may I still pretend
In deeming you a sincere friend

ay, to meý let your love extend,
And hear my ditty

Thougyh if I cannot claim. this end
It is a pity.

'Tis long since I last saw your face,
And give your band a warm embrace,
And time kas walk'd many a pace

Since we last parted;
Yet in thy name I ever trace

A friend true hearted.

I long have wish'd, and wish'd in vain,
To share with you our joy again
Though change and time, havesomewbat, waagd,

And dim'd thelir burning,



Yetst*ý11, despite the wind and rain,
May be returniiag.

In these bright days, when folks so, witty
Can please themselves by their own ditty,
1 think it, Sir, au awful pity

That I so long
Should crawl about, till I grow nitty,

Without a son-c.

.ý1 muse, that once was bright and bold,
By change is growing cross and old
Or, by misfortune, sorely cold,

Yet that's no matter,
When in a tura she does unfold,

I inumble at her.

For one like me who lives by song-
And spends hisyears'its flowers among-

Will sigh, when joy has left them long,
.And sorrows try them

Yet still I live throuoph every wrono,
And loue defy them.

Give me my old long rusty Pen,
And let me try its steel again,
With witty turns to gaide it then,

On paper white,
The crazy capering shifty wren

Sure then would write.

AMBRICAN POEXS.
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For all the skill of ancient Cxreece
Whose matchless wisdom. rests in pouce'

Just let me but one spark release
Of naturels fire

j My pen would then undying cease,
Or e7en expire.

My muses found me a mere child-
A rough bush-whacker-in, the wild
By fortune's vain, and hopes begruiled,

I work'd aloDo,,
Till brighter days upon me smil'd,

1 wreath'd a souec

And now that I can sure aspire
'To something more, and something higo-her-
A long epistle or satire,

As chance may term, it-
1 work away, through mud-and mire.

And try to learn it.

-Our town is in a roar and clatter,
One scarcely knows what is the matter,
But some imagine they 're'orown fatter-

By telling lies
Though that will never end the patter-

'Tis all disguise.

ýSay, we'll set down and sec it out,
And let the rowdies blow and spout
One hardly knows what he's about,
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Tbesejarring timps;
'Tis by good luck one saves his enout,

These warring times.

While envious parties squabling hale,
And on their fellow neighbore rail,
To almost curse their bread and kale

For different thinking;
We'll, in old Freedom's bark, set Bail,

. As quick as winking.

It is a ship tbat long bas bravd
The storms of years, while iyrants rav'd
To see the vessels man'd and sav'd

From out their band;
And still it bas been sought and crav'd

From every land.

But certain folks I know are thinking
To wreak their vengèance on me, Lincoln,*

Because I still keep freedom drinking,
- Anà slavery spew;

But faitb, I'd give them all a clinking,
If that would do.

They blame me if I eer aspire
To something great, or something higber;
Or if I should a name admire,

They nick it on me.
GSd faith they only hug a briar.

Wheu they disown me.
A niek-name given me for my Republican principles.
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But may-be Abe, for ali t

ND

keir game,
w lu yez some brig ter fortune chum e
And to the heights of honor climb-

Righ as the moon -
And bathe his bones in endless fame-

The world aboon.

Give me but chance to, act by will,
And pmer each selfieh end to kill
Then if I elimb the pauper's bill-

Forgot by each,
I yet may hold this freedom still -

The power of speech.

For it, I'd give a hearty toast-
For it, I alwayEr hope to, boast-

I'd rather let my gom quill roast
In a hot jam,

And live upon my neighbor's roost,
Than loose the gem.

America 1-thy green clad plain,
That long bas braved the wind and rain,
Thy love runs wildly through each vein-

A joy to impart-
And clasping bands with thee, 1 gain

A bounding heart.

Be this my joy, while I am free,
To sing alone for liberty,

Or for the old Protecting tree
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The pirims sought
A home from despot's tyranny,

By -tbeir bloodbonght.

And may it ever be my aim
To have in some decgree, a name
In bearing on that flag to, fame-

Stripes, white and red
The eagle still to, roar am4in

The tyrant's dread.

Yes, great Columbia, now in war,
Thy fiag, though deck'd witb many a scarý-

Time yet will see thy matchless car
Untarnished rol4-

With freedom bright in every star,
Clear to the pole.

Then shall its fblds in honor wave,
With triumpb, o'er each traitor's grave,

And shield the firesides of the brave,
From shore to shore

Nor tyrant, despot, serf or slave
Shall it float o'er.

But certain folks, 1 know full well,
Who hate the Yankees worse than h-1,

Would gladly bear them howl and yell
lu satan's pit';

I do not like to bear them tell
Their knavish wit.
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0 shapeless, ville, cormpted mam
Of flesbly lusts, and bumau grau;
Stout, stupid buck,ýconceited au,

By no way scant
And yet, in honest crowds to pass

As some g.Teat saint;

They 're like a white sepulcheral stone,
In bigh magnificence, -ý1one,
As with its contents lonehave grown,

r2ýh,But not forg tten
And still the outside pure 4 y

With inside rottýn.

0 for sime of Niagara's water
To cleanse their hearts of * * * * matter;
I'd give them sueb a hearty splatter,

0 a years of. rust,
And wash out every patch and tatter

Of envious lust.

Then might they, in their neighbors, sce
A kindred soul with feelings free,
And let them, fight for liberty,

Till it shall come-
And keep their nose out of the spree,

And stay at home.

But let fliem talki and have their spree,
Their knavish work is not for me
1 bave my faults, as one may see,
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And yon must know them
For, with the lassies you 'Il agree-

I dearly love them.

And this I learned at nature's school-
Though 'tis no problem, or a rule-

From Adam runs it as a pool,
To endless years

Sure man must be a silly fool
Who hates the dears.

They long have wrought their fetters weU,'
And kick'd up many a fanny spell,

Witbin the little curtain'd cell
That girds my heart;

But whats the cause, I cannot tell-
That sweetest smart.

And many a heart-felt joy they give me,
And ma ny a pleasing thought, believe me;
From worldly cares they oft relieve me,

When I grow weary ;
0, that they never may deceive me

My bosom dearie.

Whats all the use of this long Iife-
Mid ups and downs and ceaseless strife-
If 'twere not for a sweet, sweet wife,

Some day to, own,
The thought drives far care's rutbless kmife,

And joys return.
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A»ncl muùag back, o"er ohildhood's joys
When we wère roaming, capering boy's.
Just on the ladies bosoms, toys-

For a small court;
We little thought that time destroys

Such harmless sport.

The youthful charms, the puppy Io-ves,
The ardent passions for the doves,

Where such u oft my spirit moves,
To by-gone hours

And oft, returning visions prove
Theîr happy powers."

For truest aim and fervent plea,
With innocence and constancy,-

Were such as brought unfading glee,
With sunbeams smiling,

And after years some blim may see
From it begailing.

As 6er time's waves we Ire onward rowing,
Through boisterous gales and tempeats blowing-
Down rippling carrents headlono, going,

Oft meèting tears,
We dream we sS the ringleté flowing,

Of by-gone years.

And twistilig, tumbling, crooking, turning,
'bound every nook some anguïsh, leaming,

Care-mad, we keep a constant mourning
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That they should leave ne,
While sad remorse steepe up the burning,

And anguish seize us.

There's nothing like the blushing lassi
The fairest chubs in nature's classesý--

Whose bloom the rose and My passésý
So sweet-begailing ;

It makes oue's feelings chmb Pernassus
To see them smiling.

The witching wiles of miLiden's charms-
The lovely creatures in one's arms-
0 how it oft my iàèeïi*ng warms--

When I enfold them
Even fancy every care disarms

When she beholds them.-

For this let still my muses prize me
The witty-wise may then despise me,
1 care not when the world denies me

- Of all its bliss,
If but the lassies will apprise me

There 's naught ami'm.

I long again to sec the hours,
When roaming through sweet Glandford's bowers
My heart enhaled'such joyful showers

Of love so true ;
0, might I taste, apin its powers--

'Twould life renew.
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And sweetly culling, coining o'er
Bach by-gone scene of love and lore,

When Young love wrapt my bosoms care
With Eden's burning ;

It makes me sigb that they are o'er
And ne'er returning.

In dreams, I see a fair form beaming
With ruddy cheeks, with ringlets etreaming,
And artless constancy bright gleaming,

And warin fidelity;
Ilow glad I'd wake the fairied dreaming

In wild reality:.e

Think ye, 0 hearts of adamant,
In goodness small and stature scaný
And lack of wisdom ten per cent., le

With feelings frozen ;
Care-mad, I hate té bear your rant

Or see you dosing.

I do not wish here to upbrade them-
Those lifeless beings, that you call them-
The unsSn hand that must have made them

Sure err'd at least, -
Or else it had somewhat portray'd them

Less than a beast.

What is their life, to take the best ?
'Tis only short, and sure unblessed,
Uuknown to happiness or rest,

ffl w



AMIMICAti poziffs.

Till death mon ends them,
And no one knows a whit the lem;

What then come of them ?

Love is a passion that disarins
The coldest heart ; misfortune forms

With but the object'in your arms
Care-soothing W'oman

Who'er is proof to female charme
le more than human.

I never wish to know their pain,
Or mingle in the unblest train
Of old maids bachelors, again

I muet deny thern-
Cold, lifeless mummies, 1 disdain

To tarry by them.

But one old'maid I knew right well-
Who thinks shes something great hersel'

Would hear me still my love-tale tell
Till I grow hoary ;

Then wish me south of Satan's cell,
AU for her glory.

Iler heart is harder than a stone,
Andý by misfortune, calloused grown
But still content to live alone,

In virgin'a ring,
Foi fear of being trick"d by one

In manhood's sprin,&.

33
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Iler bosom 's like a sea-beat rock
That- long has braved the billow's shock,
And glazed so hard that no knock-knock

Of love cau warm
The winning mile, the silken look

Ne'er has a charin.

May-be, in youth's enamoured ring
Wlien love'à etrong passion plumes her wing
Some trusted one has played a spriug,

Its pillow pressed,
And cheated all that love could, bring

Within that breast.

Aud may-be that 's the reason why
She can my warmest love defy,

And pass each warm petition by
Unheeded-still

Resolved to, single live and die,
'Gainst nature's will.

But I remember on a day
There was a lassie, bright and gay,

Whose feat-ares wore the miles of May,
With grace compiling,

That one look stole my beart away-
'Twas so beguiling.

So on a starlight summer's night,
As sky-larks take their homeward flîght,
1 took the way, with beart so lioIt.
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To see my charmer
Alack forme! I got a fright

By joy's disarmer.

Her mother kicked op such a splore,
And bade me leave ber cottagg-e door
I had to go, for nothing inore

Would please the grannie
Yet vowed I thoucrh she'd squeal and war,

I'd court ber Annie.

Now, Sir, I pity much your case,
If e'er jou get in su-eh a place;
10hougb much like all the fallen raS,

I've faults and failingsy
Though.not designed for such disgrace-

Such tonuue-lasbed flailin
C go

"Twould take a mind hard as a stone)
By years of war embrazen growv,

To stand the lash of woman's tongue-
Old grannies thunder

Butsome maylthink it only fun,
And dodge thein under,

She now is, may-be, comfort drinking,
Because she gave nae such a "jinizing;"

She'll rue this some day yet, I'm thinkiug,
With all her wit ;

For, by-the-by, old rhymino, Lincoln
Will cheat ber vet.
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But to conclude about mysel'
Ive spun My dumplin, pretty well
One line or two more I must tel],

Before 1 leave yon,-
That if you are no worse yoursel'

They may forgive you.

EPISTLE SECOND-TO, THE SAME.

ON THE TIMES.

As Summer winds are round me b1owingý
And I am Bomewhat lazy ing,
I'11 quit awbile this tiresome mowing

'Mong drips and wheat,
And tell you how the times are going,

On this rough sheet.

They 're changing some, 1 must confm,
j Nor do I wonder at it less

And one to keep ont of a mess,
With kin or neighbor,

WM find it something bard, I guew,
And raor'e than labour.
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For one to be au honest man,
Even though bis life is a short span,

And fill alone great nature's plan-
Out to the end,

Pare scarcely éven bis neighbors scan,
For fear to loffend.

But I have lived and worked along
From day to, day, the wheat among,

And thus far doue no mortal wrong
In any place ; 1

Yet 1 have seen, in many a throng,
The bitter face.

The safest way to act your part,
Is just-to Iceep an bouest hcart -

From every foolish squabble 'part,
With sense and ease,

And then you need not care a f-t
Who you displease.

The times have changed somewhat of late,
And somewhat saddening to my fate

Ye4 I will not my grief relate
To rouse your mind

But some great folks Icarn me to, hate
Human kind.

I must not all mysecrets own
But some great cause, to, me unknown,

Has deprived me of a sweet one
D
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Who used to love me
Her bearts as cold as any stone,

Or it woula grieve me.

Vve learned by woman's freaks and flirts
That they can easy turn their f3hirts,
And give their lUver's tbeir desserts

In beaped-up measure
You v'e got to, keep on keen alerts

To bold the treasure.

And, Sir, the hours, Ive lost in wooing,
In watchina after and pursuing,
The magie charm (my rest undoing)

In woman's eyes;
I feel, beside their glow, they're brewing

Oftimes disguise.

B t Or, suppose t )re all deceiving,
And men were 01 iso unbelievinc

0 ýAs I am, often, when I' gneving
For faithles glances,

I think wed better trust, believing,
And run the chances.

But fearing that yoù may grow weary
Of listening to, my tale so dreary,
I'11 leave the while this wond'rous query,

The mistery with it,
And try to tell you something cbeery,

If 1 can do it.

1



You must have heard of time so brie f,
Of our old frieýd, the Mountain Chief-
A kin's been playing such mischief

Amongst bis lamies,
And taken one just as a thief,

Even one surpasses.

And off they went-no. one knew where-
Nor did the neighbors greatly care,
So loua, as they Il skedaddled " fair

Out of bis reach,
But laughed to see the old buck flare

-t In such an itcb.

But whether its bis fault or no
The lass may first have wish'd to go
But shure they've been on tip-top-toe

For one another,
And, Sir, they've wed, for weal or woe,

Both fast together.

They are as happy, jovial pair,
As ever bloomed in wedlock fair,
Nor think they double life's a mare

To end their bliss
While my old heart is full of care

With that and this.

You ought to see how well their matched-
A better couple nerer were batched-
Since Eden's door bas been unlatched

39



By some great beart,
Or else from, Cupids bow they've catched

An awful dart.

Though bliss is not confined, alone,
To courtly mansions or a tbrone,
But peeps e'en in the paupers home,

His hearth to cheer
Though now, from both I think its flown,

And lighted here.

But Siry as shure's Fm. telliDg this,
Their'is one that fain would end their bliss
By kicking up an awful fuss-

His name is
And others, that his b-t would kiss

Even for a farthing.

0 Susau, Susan, roarincr Susan,
You've surely lost all sense and reason

To meddle with. such mischief brewiny
And thrash their back

I do not like your face, so brazen,
Or hear you clack.

You should not be so strict yoursel'
Though ne'er to me your cause you'd tell

But one thing, Madam, I know well,lie 1 And easily see,
let Yo-q love your busbaud pretty well,

And be loves thee.

40 CANADIAN AND
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And if an honest man there 's one-
Who would such petty squabbles shun -
In politics, a monstrous gun,

'Tis but your lover
And if he diesy I'11 bet a bun

You'd want another.

For every grannie, grey and witty-
For every bubbie, white and nitty-
Even for the sake of Mount Hope City.

Desists your clatter,
And give your tongue rest, for its a pity

To stir up the matter.

0 Scott ! 0 Scott 1 you silly lumick,
One sight of you has turned my stomach
You thought you 're something when you'd done it,

Though small the ebace -
The sneak-look o'er tbe muckle hummack

Upon your face. -

You may spur up your Paddy bold,
And clinch, your fist, on brass or gold,
But sure praties could not mould

When you v'e them. dished
When there's a nuisance to be soldi

You 're on the list.

I little thought old Erin's Isle
Could e'er have spewd so soft a child
You serve a man, with wrath compil'd,
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For bis mishap
Take care you neer are so beguiled

To be bis ape.

What made you meddle in the mess,
To bring about good folks distress

Sure common sense is growing less
When you'r so silly

As for to muss up your own nest,
Liîke some great filley.

A witless, daft aspiring fool,
Impert as though you held the stool-

Stroncr guided by each selfish rule
That crams a beart

Old Nick ne'er had a better tool
To act bis part.

For bonest men, for nature's sakes,
Take my advice (Il and no mistake
And then some clown perchance you 'Il make

And hold your malice ;
And may you ne'er disoprace a stake,

Or shame à gallows.

0 little, pent-up, serupulous soul,
Ought in some beast to grant or growl,

Where it mighý rave and rip and howl,
The world to fright;

Or in some sneakhig old horned owl,
Hide out'of siopht



Now Scott when c'er in any place
You sneak along, donIt show your face-

And may I never hear your case
In such a broil;

And may you ne'er again disgrace
Old Glandf»ord's soil.,

But now, my friend, e'er I intrude
On your good wil], or laughino, mood;
I will no more in this allude

To the foregoing
1 think they 'Il find this not sweet food,

If hungry growin,",,

And, Sir, my friend in rhyme and song,
I've told them somethino- of their wrong
'Twill be their privilege ere lonom

To give me thunder
And if I don't catch hing-hang-kong,

'Twill be a wonder.

If I should on a giddy day,
By chance, along some back road stray,

And meet a lassie by the way,
With love to lend me,

And she should steal my beart away,
Would that condemn me

And if to wed, we should agree,
To be our masters and live free,

1
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And take upon it a small spree-
Though some disguised-

Would that be cause enough that we
Should be dispised ?

Sure man was never ét designed,
'With ail his grace and powers of mind,
To die and leave no one behind

To name his race;
-For in old ancient gems, we find

Such works disgrace.

If I must creep, and squeeze, and crawl.
For fear to offend this one, or ail,
I may live single till I'm bald,

For ail tbey'd care;
Far better never live at ail

Than have such fare.

0 matrimony 1 joys divine
The brightest, fairest of the nine,
0 may its flowery bliss be mine

Some day to, prove!
My muse would then unfadiRg shine

In endlm love.

I hate this Jazy life that's single,
Where cares and sorrows intermingle
ýGive me the happy smiles, to jingle,

Of a sweet wife
The blithesome squabblers 'round the inglç,

To bleu my life.

L r6à

Ïr.
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And when that day shall gladly come
And we tie knots with some sweet one
May no sheep's pate, like * * * disjoin

Our peace and joy ;
If we 're denied this life-long fun

We'd better die.

i M *

S A T I IR E

TO A PRIEND.

bi What is no-sense, must be nonsense. i)-BuRNe.
(Or, a little fun with my Cri.ics.)

" If nobody had envied nobody,
If nobody had meddled with nobody,
If nobody had criticis'd nobody,
Then, nobady had ever been somebody.

0, land of-poets ! ]and. of fame !
Land where briopht honors have a claim
And where a man m-ay gain a name,

High as the moon ;
Then be kicked down to whence he came

Just full as soon.0
0, land, the brightest and the best
Land by old maids and critics blest
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Who roam a"Dout -from east to west)
To gain a name, (M. N.)

Land where I live and hope to rest,
And end my fame.

And land where many graces blend,
And land where friendships never end,
Even I though low, have friends to lend

To me a smile
And now to one, my truest friend,

VU rhyme a while.

For well you know, there has of late,
'Been some who lenopthenea out their prate,

And lavished words, both small and great,
To blast my name,

And fix upon my humble fate
A spungers shame.

And they have pounced so fierce on me,
For tryinty somethino- great to beý
And even old maids-in number, three-

Made it their pleasure
To give me their back-biting free,

In heaped-up measure.

You scarce can think-0 my despair,-
To know I had acusers fair,

Who made it their relentless care
To criticise me ;



Sur@ I am something unco' rare
When they despise me.

For who, could dream that such a ladý
Scarce large enough to leave hîs dad,

With home-spun ways; and home-spun clad,
And unknown lono,

Should bave thom as if going mad,
By an old song.

But now, of late, it comes my turn
To give them what their merits earn,
Or what of them I chanced to learn

Of their condition,
And what of them I did discern

On exhibition.

Twas on a well-selected night,
When spring was breaking in its might
The frocs were singing blythe and light,

In every pool-
They gave their neio,,,hborhood a sight

Of their trim school.*

I scarce eau blame theni for the deed,
For it seem'd like a time o' need,
To show the lads their smiles indeed,

- And open arms
For age will soon those blessings, bleed,

Their last, last charms.

IR A achool exhibition wherein all participated.
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But 0 what rapture met my eyes,
When, to my -wonder and surprise,

I saw them lifted toward the skies,
In robes arrayed

With artificials for disgmise,
On stage parade.

0 for an artist's brush to paint
'The fl.omres, without blot or taint
For my old rhyming pen must faint

Beneath the task,
And ouly give them justice scant,

Or hopeful bask,

You could have pick'd out full a dozen,
As plump as e'er man lias chosen,
'-With well-proportioned, bouneing bosoms,

With seanty covers ;
0 what a gorgeous slumbering cu8hion

For ardent lovers.

'Twas sweet to see them promenade,
By threes and couples, in parade ;

I could have flew right to their aid
Did I have wings,

Despite the spacious barricade
Of hoops and strings.

0 my, 0 my, what blooming creatures
-What winnino, smiles and charming features,

Heart blood-movers, young love leechers,
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For every age
Old men's comforts, Young men's teachera,

In every stage.

But to my critics, masculine,
Iimust a little shape my rhyine,
For they have their faults, I have mine,

E ven one the sam e
Namely, to end sad twenty-nine

And change their name.

For well they told you, with a jingle,
'Twas your own fault that they were single,

And left at home to huo- the ingle,
From year to year

And yet you would not with them mingle
Or stay one tear.

Come, then, My critics in excess,
Just leave old Abe for something less
Relieve old maids of their distrem.,

* By coupling to them
You do not know what happiness

You thus can do them.

For it is e'er your rhymers prayer,
To see you court the charmers fair-
Even tied together, pair and pair,

In love's caressinz-
'Twould end full many a night of care,

And be a blessing.
IE.
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Though first and foremost I should tell
()f what I heard that pleased me well -

'Twas when they would their Icive tales tell,
And happy courting

It made my frenzied bôsom. swell
To hear them sporting.

They were true critics, not in name,
For when one would bis merite claim,
The other would bis acts disdain,

And laugh right out
Saying, who fooled you down yonder lane,

And " eut you out."

It made me think of by-gone sport.
When I did with a inaiden court,

Though it soon ended sweet and short,
Like. every blessing

Then left behind it o' its sort,
Long hours-distressincy.

I well expectea that the clown
Would surely eut me in his round,

For lonz, loncr bas he happy plown
ith my lost heifer;

Though some have told the story round,
As my old 'I slipper.-

0, if he*d eut on me his joke
I would have giv'n him such a poke

0 wit ! that would the stillness broke,
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And brouçrht applause
And then explained it to the folk,

Despite o' laws.

But to the truth ; what seemed best,
Was a small speech to all addressed,

Which brought intemperance to the test,
And showed its crimes ;

And Pictur'd off in words, impressed,
Its sin at times.

0 cause supreme 1 0 cause divine
The brightest, fairest of the nine,-
Loing, long may it in honor shine

O'er Glandford's soilY
And man to quietude incline,

Nor quarrel, nor broil.

And may its cause here prosper soon,
And haste the happy time to come,

When all may know the sun from mon,
And day f-rom night,

And if they ramble out at noon,
Nio, more get tight.

For lately I have heard it said,
A neighbor got somewbat misled,
And got strange pictures in his head,

By drinking beer-
That never yet was seen or rend-

Both strange and queer.
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And when returning home at night,and unco' tight,Uncommon blithe, %ý
Re thought he saw the morninc, light

Creep up before,
And hailed a friend who came in sight-

Good morning, Sir.

Ris neighbor much enjoyed the fun,
Analet the gossip blither on,
Agreeing with him 'twas the sun,

And morning bright
And wist not that it as the mooui

And dea of t.

0 sad, sad lot ! whon man will feast
On whiskey swill, or malten yeast,
And grow less senseless tban a beast,

And think it fun
Theu, hail true temperance ! west and east,

And haste it on.

But last of au there came a poeiu
Composed by one, a Miss-,
Who came quite sprucely tripino, on,

With much crood grace,
And sbowed abroad, to every one,

A rosy face.

Her features, wore, at first, a srûilei
Whieh caught attention for a-while
We listened, au, to learn a pile

1



53AMBRICAN POEMS.

Of sense and wit;
At length we heard of wit a style,

Of sense, a bit.

But after much rhyme-clinkinom shakers,
A few of Johnson"s long jaw-breakers,
As if addressed to moveless quakers,

The tale was spun, ' -
And then like all deception takers,

It all went down.

How différent was the closing air,
That shone upon the maiden fair,

The look of pride turn's quick to care
In all its might,

The chanome of joy into despair,
0, sad the sight 1

Like pleasure sweet whieh turns to bitter,
It first looks bright and all a-glitter,-
Then flies in many a rent and flitter,

Far, far away ;
Thougph, oft we strive in vain to get-her,

She'& gone for aye.

But for the lady's speech or air,
-And lenathened poem, 1 dià not care,-
For it is nothinom new or rare

When they ýeceive us,
And leave us all to gape and stare

When fair ones leave us.-
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Ana should, in future, man or boy
Behola me thus my tirae employ,
May I have the exquisite joy

Right off to lose it
Then no one can its worth destroy,

For no one knows it.

0, by my word, such critic folk
To try to, ape on me a joke ;
A mammoth dunce, whose brains long soak

In a huýe cranny,
Might give them. aU, in sense a poke,

Or swamp their sawny.

He, what-ao-you-call-him, knave or sneak-
Or, as some say, Ic wade up the creek
That oft get on a à9hing freak

'Round bog and brake;
If go, who would his graces seek,

% Even for his sake.

Now, may-be, this is a hard name,
For which his merits do not claim,
But well he shewei it was his aim

To do me wrong,
By Iying down my rhyming fame

On My old song.

I'd rather be a mucl-hole frog,
And squat forever in a bog,
To wateh my kindred polley-wooizi
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With ice-froze heart,
Than face the world like some, a-go&

And act no part.

A fig for those who change their rhyines,
Just for to please the men of dimes,
Or turn their coats to, suit the times,

In eue of need ;
1 hate your little baby-shines,

Or worse, your creed.

Even you, who Yankees all despise,
And curse them oft with flaming eyes,
How could you lay without disaulise.

Upon one's breast,
And think you'd gained a place to prize-

Swoon off to, rest,

Perhaps you thought I did not see
You turtle-dovino, on his knee
And having to, yourselves a spree

Behind the curtain
But it was plain as it could be,

You loved him certain.

Alas 1 thought I, alack for me !
That I should thus so lonely be,

With none to sit upon my knee,
And hug me to them

But all I did was wipe my e'e,
And thus imbrue tbem
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0, had I but been in his place
Althou(Yh you count me a hard case-

I'd given you such a warm, embrace,
With little trouble,

That would have beat ricrht to disoprace
Ybur Yankee Doodle.

But Oh! I must mot chide your boy,
Or even think him to anoy ;
Perhaps-it rnight his rest destroy-

His path o'er cast -
But let him. Il oPo-it,ý? ýtiS My joy

To see you fast.

For time is always on a run,
A ànd long has fled sweet twenty-one,

So now 's the time for mirth and fun,
In honeymoon;

Then do -not fail to seek- a man

1 As long 's there 's one.

But first, be carefal how you play
The game with these Ilskeduddlers" gay-
One day they're here and then away,

They leave their, squire
Then love, like fat, old grannies say,

Is in the fire.

So then be canny how you court,
Or set your cap on such sweet sport,
Nor be content with any sort,
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On any plan,
For man's good graceeoft are short,1

And half are sharn.

For I would caution you, my deàr,
To keep just from the Yankees clear,
For they are, of all folks, most queer,

Though seeining nice
Then do not trust the ro(yues too n-ar

Or to a s-e.

But hold, my pen ! cease scratching folly 1
«Yeu 're always like myself, unruly;

Wind up your nonsense now, by golly,
Or matrimony;

Though well you think 'tis right and holy,
And sweet as honey.

own, I scarce can hold you back,
Or keep you in an even track,
And stop you from your cutting clack,

And poking fun;
Even. now you long to vent your crack

On Mr.

Oft hast thou scratched a better theme,
And oft you run just like a stream,

Dipt, as if in a golden beam,
Nor time mis-spent;

Come now just tell my friend a dream
That once I dream't.
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'T was on a long misguided night,
The stars shone down with sparkling light,
And I had been sky-larking late,

And just got home;
And creeping up the stair-case beight,

Soon found my room.

I had but scarcely got in bed,
And laid me down my weary head,
When midnight dreams soon overspread.

My fancies fumming,
And then I heard, right overhead,

A strange, queer bumming.

Methought, in my midnight dream,
I Saw, just by the window's gleam,
A tall form, like a shadowy sheen,

Move on the Iloor;
But soon it got right in between

Mybed and door.

I soon discerneait was no friend,
Even by his mein from. end to end,

For soon he gave my bed a send,
And grabbed the post;

Get out, says I, you muckle fiend-
Are you a ghost ?

At first I thought 't was him, Old Boy,
Who came my life just to destroy,

Then half 1 bellowed out see-boy,
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Take care don't goard me
Hold to pur helm hard on, a-hoy

You 'Il run aboard me.

The fright half took -me unawares,
And macle me think about my prayers,
But more of seratebing down the stairs,

To get a liopht;
For you must know, old dad o' cares,

Is no nice sight.

He had a hooked nose, not fiat,
And two great wingsjust like a bat,
And a long tail most like a rat,

With fangs upon,
Which he might handle, in combat,

Like a harpon.

And over all, thick scales were seen
That were a sort of brownish-green,

Which covered bim just like the sereen
That cloaks a priest,

Ocly the first enrobes a fiend,
The last, his guest.

And for his face-0, such a mouth!
Run at right àngles, north and south,

Wherein stood teeth hooked like a trout,
To hold on folk,

O'er which there streamed, like a spout,
Botb fire gnd smoke.
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The great long fingers ana the nails,
Backea by the tbickly.-armora males,

Looked much like pulling fire-brana riils,
And poking coals,

To roast thereon, like reptile snails,
Poor mortal's souls.

Quoth I, old Nick, if Nick you are,
You must have just returned from. war,

For on your brow there 's many'a scar,
Ana on your face;

You must bave been out driving far,
Or on a chase.

Ile gave his great long tail a sbake,
As if to show it for my sake;

T ake care says I, you may it break,
With such a lashing;

But faith my bones began to quake,
For fear o' thrashing.

1 do not doubt you are my match,
Though once 1 did not fear you much,
Meantime, I 'Il keep out of your clutch-

Look here oiahale,
1-ow come you by that awful scratch

Across your tail ?

And tbenthe point's off your right horD,
That does your calabash adorn,
While your left one points like a thorn,
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So alim and atraight ?
You must have broke it off some morn

On a hard pate:

And by your old brown wrinkled face
1 see there's marks of some disgrace;
Have you been in a luckless chase,

Of mortal souls)
And met with one, too haraa case,

'.Twixt the poles ?

Hold Sir 1 quoth Nick-I'll tell you, S*r'
How that sad mishap did occur:
I got it once wbile on a tour

Below the sun,
And broke it on a flinty cur,

Whose name was

I surely thought I'd bring him in,
With such a poke I gave at him,

But it ne'er entered tbrough the skin,
Alone his heart,

And did no more than if it had been-
A muckle f-t.

Then back. I turned to, my cell,
And summoned up the hosts of h--,-I,
And to them all my tale diîd tell,

And showed my horn,
At whieh they all did howl and yell,

Arid look forlorn.
F
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Then to my legions thus I said:
1 111 put a crown upon the head
Of any one, who sball bring dead

That awful case,
And have his name in honor read

Long in this place!
rigpht straight amain

Then off flew - , C 1
Who never yet was halt or maim; %

Quite sure, I thought, hed catch the game,
So quick he flew ;

'But his cyreat speed was all in vain-
So ho withdrew.

1
And back ho came, with slower pace-
Which told me ho bad failed in chase

With disappointment on his face,
And drooping head,

And as he sighed his doleful case,
'T was thus he said:

Vve travelled the terrestial round,
On sea and land, with a swift bound,
And stili my match I never found,

In black or grey,
Whilst hunting o'er my choicest crround

Seekinc for prey.

Till on that fatal, luckless hour,
I set upon your prize-matched tower,
Even for the man that braved your shower,

1



AMERICAN POEMS.

As if 't were fun ;
1 might as well have saved my power,

And let him run :

For àll the skill I brought to bear
Upon bis hcad, just mussed the.hair;

With less I 've butcher'd many a pair,
And many a hundred,

Which ruade me think I'd missed it fair,
And somewhat blundered.

I brought my spy-glass to my ee,
And looked throuoph him. for a wee
To see if I a soul could see

Within bis breast
At length I spied it, like a flea,

Peep from, its nest.

And once I fancied I had got it,
And went to put it in my pocket,
But soon it slipped from. out my locket,

Just as a flea,
And jumped back right into its socket,

And peeped at me.

If I had had a trap, though late,
And had a penny for a bait,
I might have, caught it then, first-rate,

But I had none
So then 1 left it to its fate

With Mr.
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But last of all, 1 got a plan,
Which was a real one not a sham

I got me j ust the proper man
To act my part-

For he'11 do for nie all he can
With fiendish art.

I found out that this little soul,
Though snug it kept within it§ hole,
Could hardly e'en itself control

At dead of night -
And oft it sought a kindred shoal,

To keep it right.

1 put it in my flunkey's head,
To go and friçyht him out of bed,

If best he could to raise old Ned,
Just for a spree -

Or if he cou1dý to fright him dead,
As you shall see.

So off he put, right straight for
Full well resolved to have, some fun,
And crept into, the house alone,

And cained the floor;
Then gave a most unearthly groan,

Which made it roar.

His groans soon wakend up his prey,
Who looked first some green, then grey;

Says he, I 'Il bet the deil's to p ay
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Up over bead,
And so we'd better clear away

Before we 're dead.

For sure as death I heard a ghost,
Or Nick himself, who will us roast,
Just for himself a morninop's toast

Down in bis cell)
Or bave us all chained to a post,

Off down in h-1.

Then out upon the floor he flew,
And near unto the window drew-

Which, with one bound, he soon went through,
And then he lit,

Just where-now here 's the name, 'tis true,
A mortar pit.

And there he rolled and wallowed over,
Submerged in lime up to the shoulder,

With but a shirt bis skin to cover,
And still so frightened

He scarcely knew one end from tother,
Or where he lighted.

Yet still, even there, he had a friend,
Who from. the vindow did descend,
And unto him. bis aid did lend,

With all bis might,
Saying, now then take care of yoursee'n-

Then said good-night.



Then off fled -, out o'er the plain,
Straining every nerve and vein,

Pubing wiîth all his might to gain
Son-S harmless coast,

Where peace and quietude would reign,
Without a eost.

The sticks and stones sore did him goad,
The lime and mud made quite a load,
Quite siire he thought -he'd gained the road-*

And was a rover-
That leads o'er many a weary rood,

From town to Dover.

For once of late I passed that way,
Where oft of old I used to stray,
And saw poor mortals their toUs pay,

Without reduction,
For privilege to drive all day

To their destruction.

The sight it did my fancy please,
My horn feltbetter and more ease
I gave George Rightman his degrees

In planks and stones,
Saying make the rebels pay you fees

To break their boues.

Hamfiton and Port Dover pânk and stone road.

CANADIAN AND
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And this is all the way we use him,
By ghosts and goblins tn abuse him,

And oft, I fear, by--reorSe, I'11 lose him,
He 's such a boor ; -
Yet with my broken horn I 'Il bruise him,
If I can't do more.

Next time I get a chance to gore him,
I 'il bot a penny that I 'Il bore him,

,And send him, southern-bound, a roaring
With all his wit.

Thus spoke auld Nick, as he sped soaring,
He 'Il get it yet.

And then I saw no more of Nický
Hefiew away so mighty quick,
And left me just a partinom lick

Of brimstone scent,
At which I gave a saucy kick,

Then felt content.

The morninc then began to gleam,
Whieh woke me from my funny dream,
I just gave one half grunt and scream,

Then bright awoke-
Saying it's worth telling.what I seen,

And no small joke.
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OCCASIONAL PIECES,

ON A DRE--%RY WINTER'S DAY.

WRITTEN ON SEEING A FOOT-PRINT IN THE SNOW.

On a dreary winter's day,
As Ar the fields I bent, my way,

Alo«no, a rugged path,-
The ground. was covered, far and near,

With fleecy snow-drifts, cold and drear,
And everything looked sad.

Às onward o'er the waste of snow,
With eager pace, yet sure and slow,-

Still keeping in a line
By chance a little track track I crossed,

Deep printed in the cold white frost,
Not half so large as mine.

And as I viewed the mark behind,
The thought came rushing to my mind

Of days that swiftly roll'd,
When o'er the same rough, dreary way,

I ram bled on from day to day,
And left a similar mould. ý
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The chilly winters, as they flew,
And lengtbened summers ever new,

Yet swiftly they have flown;
And each, in its succeeding round,

Was sought and spent, and still I found
That track haci larger grown.

But bappier then, when youncr and free,
With playmates ever filled with glee'

Companions of my heart-
With songs so sweet to stir the air.

And breasts so light, unknown to care
But now from them I part.

No troubled thoughts then rent my mind,
Or broken ties, whieh now I findý

And never seem to die ;
But evening set with smiling scenes,
And morninc dawned with pleasant dreams,

No clouds obscured the sky.

And twenty summers now have fied,
With time scarce numbered, ever sped

With all its various turns,
And many crooked paths I view,
As memory brightens up anew,

And torches glow and burns.

But in the future, who cail say,
How throu h this world its course will lay,
Or which wav it may bear;
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Perchance upon a floreigrn, soil,
'Midst war and ý5tritb to tug and moil,

And end its rambles there.

There surely is a dreary lane
That wears no bloom but want and pain,

And ends in death and woe;
Yet many crowd along its walls,
And fill its coffers and its halls-

To drink its pains they go.

But in the siopht of brighter scenes,
I look for bliss wlile fancy gleams,

And hope revives my breast -
The fairest way tbat wins regard,
And with it ends a rich reward,

That way is surely best.
21

Though often mingled -are its flowers,
And sometimes thorny are its bowers,

Yet endeth right at last,
,When all its floods and seas are crostl

And trials sink, and cares are lost,
And sorrows gladly passed. p,

Ir
And now I bid my thoughts adieu!
I have reviewed my youth anew,

Like as a midnight dream ;
While joy sinks backward to the breast,

And memory, weary, takes lier rest,
And fancy shuts the scene.
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0 WEEP FOR THOSE MAT WEPT.)ý

UNES ON A VERSE OF LORD BYRON. 1 S.

0 weep for those that w8pt,"
By Babel's rollinor stream,

Whose shrines and homes are desolate,
Whose land is but a dream,

Whose harps upon the willows hunC
Their tuneless harps so long unstrunçr.

There, by those hostile waters, they
In mournful silence weep

Still pressed within their bosoms they
Their much-loved Zion keep,

While still upon the willows huno,
Their tuneless harps, all, all unstran.g.

Far, in.a strange land,
By Jordan's rolling stream,

While to their distant view
Fair Salem's towers are seen

Ilow can they wake new notes of song,
Or tune the harp so long unstruno,

An&-can they e'er forget
Their once loved happy home,

Its walls and tempel'd hili,
In fair Jerusalem ;

Where once their harps with music runo-,
Where t.ey tte songs of Zion sung.
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Then can they tune their harps
lu that unhappy land,

Or sing the heavenly song
In a strange and foreign land-

Or swell their notes with rapturous song,
Or tune their harps so, long unstrung ?

D 1 S A P P 0 1 N T M E N T S.

MA-r 1Sthý 1859.

The morninir breaks, my bosom quakes,
But not alone for care or grief,

For if 't were Duly sadness now,
Fond hope might bring it short relief;

But anxigus thought, with tenfold force,
Comes o'er me like a swelling blast,

And sinks in gloom my muse's bloom,
The little spark of joy o'ercasts.

The morning dawns as breaks thN day,
And creeps above the forest hoar,

In vain I strive to catch a ray
From out its never-ending storé,

And oft returning to the change
Imagination's charm to find,

The shadow flies, the vision dies,
And leaves a gloomy sight behind.
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The birds in spring time may rejoice,
And sweetly sing upon the bough,

Through woodland green, from mom to e'en,
Forever free as they are now;

But disappointments always dark
The brightest hours that ever shine,

*And now 1 find it bas, too true,
Thrown all its shadows upon mine.

But by experience, now I find,
That expectations but a charm,

Whieh passes like the morning wind,
With little good or little harm ;

'Midst ups and downs that happen now,
And numerous ills that come between,

Time yet will write upon my brow
Most frightful changes nowunscen.

But fortune's change will ebb and flow,
'T is all delusion reigning here,

Yet let one cheering ray of hope
Around my pathway linger near;

But winter, with its blighting chills,
Leave gloomy traces far béhind,

S05 disappointments, with their ills,
Leaves sorry pictures oin my mind.
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IT IS NOT A JOM.

FIRST TRUE LOVE KISS.

It is not a joke that 1 will pretend
To smuggle upon you, but it is this:

'That the greatest affeetion that love can reveal,
Is the magical power of the first truc love kiss.

Then the peuitent heart leaves its wearisome cell,
And surs to tho regions of rapturous bliss,

Where only the enjoyer its blessinoms can tell
,Of the_"nderful magie-the first true love kiss.

CANADA THISTLE.

Since Adam met his awful fate,
And banished far from Eden's gate
Since this wide world's terrestial. ball,
Was cuTsed because of Adam's fali,

With thorrs and thistles, and what then,
To haunt the last resort of man,

One sigh o'er Eden's gate he threw,
And wept a silent last adieu,
And learned his lasting sentence then,

Which burdens down the hearts of men
That he should eat his future bread

Beneath a sweating aching head,

f-Iý
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An endless war he was to wield
.Against the eurffl of the field!
0, awful sentence to, relate
The burden of bis future state;

Since then, alas 1 to mortal, man
The curse lies heavy on bis hand,

Unceas'ng still as time rolls on,
And widens fast beneath the sun,
Luxuriant and more thick to liveý*
Is all the comfort it can crive.
" sore mishap, alas, for all,
" heavy burden on bis càre,

That galls bis shoulders till they're bare,
With scarce a joy to cheer bis way,
Or hope to see a better day,
But doomed to toil by might and main,
Till every sweat drop drains a vein
And still this carth must ever wear
That curse of Adam's that we bear,
Destroying as with warlike strife,
Cutting the tender cords of life;

Too often pruned the deeper pang
By Satan and bis fallen gang.

* M a
LIFE HAS BEGAN.

Life bas began - its morning sun
Has gently left the dawning sky,

Serene and ealm, unelouded yetIý

Without a ripple or a Sigb.
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Life bas began ; the ship bas left
1

With prémises in every gale,
All spotless white her banners fly,

And hopes to swell her distant sail.

Life bas began; but who can tell
Where the first breaker risincr fut

y c y
Shall with one anopry foami'g swell

The little barque of life o"ercut.

Life bas began : the morning flies,
And noon-beams sparkle far away,

.No clouds as yet obscuré the sky,
To mingle'midst its golden ray.

Life ha% began; the golden dream
In fancy guilds its bed with gold,

Till time sweeps like a mighty stream,
And then the sorry dream is told.

FAR AWAY

Far away! words that ever we ponder
Who, with its meaning, bas something to say ?

The wide-roaming sailor, the far-straying wanderer,
Methinks meet it ever o'er life's thorny way;

On the rough swelling oceau, where pearls are lurking,
Its Sound, through bis memory ever keeps darting,
And when from the shore bis vessel is parting,

He thinks of the friends he bas left far away.
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The soldier, that stands by the watch-fire gleaming,
As he looks o'er the plain stretched out to, bis sight,
Will oft turn bis eyes toward the polar- star 'beaming,
And forget that the foe is encamp'd. to bis right

And when from the battle-field, ghastly and gory,
Ile returns 'mid the shouts of triumph and glory,
He rejoices to think that history's story,

ùf bis feats will be read by bis friends faÈ away.

The !one pioneer in the dark forest wild-wood,
As oft from bis labors bis thoughts gladly stray,

To the home of his father and scenes of bis childhood.
Where y-outh and its beaufies were squandered away

The oak and elm there flourish beside him)-
Where a ray of the sun's beams scarcely can find him,
Yet oft 'mid the forest these thougbts ever ýuhide him,

To think of the home of bis friends far away.

We all of us know of its shari), stinging sorrow,
Of its notes on life's organ that murmur a lay,

And oft for relief, fond hope do we borrow,
To mingle witb sadness and lessen its sway,
Perchance, 'neath the shade of the low bending willow,
We think of the friends that are far on the billow,

And oft on the coueh of midnight's softý pillow,
We dream of the ones that are dear far away.

And life would be dreary, with all its afflictions,
But for that assurance that ne'er can decay,.-

Wheu we read of a country where friends are not sever'd,
Where gloomy December's as pleasant as May;
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And when in the horizon our day-qtar's de9cending,
And life's varied scenes of aflliction's are endincr
That word of assuranee is still ever lendinc

Its hope to the heart, of a home far away.

A F R A G M E N T .

ON WAKING OUT OF A DREAM.

0, night 1 night! how dreary:
My heart is oprowing weary
Of dreamino, o'er pleasures that's passed on before

Shake off this -weeping,
Despondeney's creeping
Fret not o'er the paore that 's writte n of yorc -

'Their signature's set,
By loss and neglect-
Turn over a leaf for a happier day
Then look for a morning,

With blessings adorning,
Far better to live in a region of light,
Thau, with the morn's gleaming,
Keep constantly dreaming
Of pleasures that everare hicIden in night-

Their viràonf3 have fled,
The feeling is dead;

Why muse on a phantom that scarce has a ray ?
Then come bright to-morrow,
Unmingled with sorrow,
And chase with thy sunbeams this sadneu away.
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"O-THEN REMEMBER ME F)

When the day is brightest,
And your cares are li(rhtx%st,

&C 0 then reinember me!"
When with friends thou meetest,

All their loves are sweetest,
And mirth wafts on the fleetemt,

11 0 then remember me

When the day is darkest,
And your joys the shortest,

11 0 then remember me!"
And when cares are swelling
O'eï life's humble dwelling,

Ilopes and joys dispelling,
" 0 then remember me

When the winter 's dreariest,
And the snow the clearest,

11 0 then remember me !"
Wheu the snow-flakes strayinc

O'er thy pathway playing,
Sprincr-time all delaying,

cc 0 then remember me!"
When the sprincr, returnincy

C ;C,
Bright its sun ils burnincrcý

0 then remember me!"
When the summer 's beamincr
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Pleasant rays are streaminmC)
And mornincr meekly gleamino,

0 then remember me

When around thee lying
Are garden roses dyincr

0, then remember me!"
When they would adore thee,

And shed their fraoprance o'er thee
Or new ones bloom before thee,

Il 0 then remember me!"

When beneath the willow,
The cyrassy mound's thy pillow,

0 still remember me!"
When heavenly joys are smiling,

On thy bosom piling
The live-loDg day beguiling,

0 then remember me!"'

When round thy chaniber lonely
The Angels wbis er only,

0 then rernevaber me!"
When thy slumbers press thee,

And in dreams they bless thee,
Or with love caress thee,

f4 0 then remember me !17

When by the winding river
Distance shall us sever,

.1 0 then remember me !1-
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When 'midst those bowers thou rovest
By the path thou chosest,

Far from. the one thou lovest,
0 then remember me

MY HEART IS UNCHANGING.

Loved one of my youth, my partnef in truth,
By ties so entwined around me

If ill fate should ever compel us to sever,
M.r heart is unchanging,-'t is always with thee.

When love iS SiDcere it speaks with a tear-
Then it proves it ig trué, we agree-

And a cold winning smile is a hypocrit's wile,
Then my heart is thus true for it beats warm. for thee.

0, remember no more my faý1ts that are o'er
But forgive them, I ask it for me,

And cherish sincerely the heart that loves dearly
That beats still the same and lives only for thce.

When the day bas grown'dreary and memory weary,
And the hopes that so cheer us are sunk in the sea,

SÛR tbink of the rover, whose frieks are all over,
For his heart is the same and loveS ouly thee.

Come joy, or come sorrow, to darken my morrow,
And scatter my comforts, few as they be,

Thouoph distance should ever' our happiness sever,
My heart still is thine and loves only thee.
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DEAREST FRIEND,-TO ME SINCEREST.

Dearest friend, tome sincerest,
Nearest untome thou art,

None beside are half so cherished,
Qr implanted in my heart -

While I hoard thec, fairest treasure,
And endear thee unto me,

Grief is swallowed up in pleasure, «
When my memory thinks of thee.

Truest friendship, how I love it!
Wealth and gold I covet less--

Fame and honors are beneath it,
Earth can give no greater bliss;

Though clear my morning sun now beams,
And future hopes bright on me shine,

Yet all their bliss to me is nought,
If I can never count thee mine.

10
Though by chancres now unseen

Parted here our lot may be,
Distance shall not disunite us,

But endear thee unto me -
Dearest gem ! to me most dear,

No envious one shqIl sever,
Those strono, strong ties that girds our hearte

Must live and bind forever.
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MY MOTHER'S GRAVE.

Where the summer winds are creeping,
Where they fan the* wild woods still,

There my mother now is sleeping,
On the Glanford churchyard hill.

Well I know her restinry place,
Well l'know where she is laidý

And the spot, so oft reineinbered,
Never in my mind can fade.

Now I pass the place so lonely,
With a slow and silent tread,

Walkincr with my brother ouly,
And thou art slumb'ring with the dead;

I need not say, alas, that thou
Were left alone there to abide,

For death has broke again our circle,
And laid my sister by thy side.

I look into the churebyard gate,
I see the little grassy mound,

And enter; all loob desolate,
To tread its silent walks profound,

And lonely walkino- to the place,
Many a sorry sigh I gave,

Whilst leaning oer the buried stone,
Musing o*er my mother's grave.
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And then there comes a sudden fear,
And through my breast a sudden smart,.

My heart, thougb hardened long by care,
Is pierced as by an unseen dart

Is it because I think thee near,
My mother, in this narrow bed ?

Or is thy spirit hov'rino, near,
And art thou here 1 or art thou fled ?

Perchance from. regions far unknown,
,Thou hast there heard my childish wail,

And to, this lonely church-Yard flown,
To hear me tell my 8orry tale;

But if thou can'st not walk the orround
With me as when in long fied years,

I 'Il strew these wild flowers o'er thy mound,
And then methinks you will come near.

While memorystill with pain awakes
The scenes of many a by-gone year,

E'er time and chanze's ruthless pacé
Have made tbese scenes to, me less dear.

I 've seen e'er this in frolic wild,
The whistling winds of winter lave,

And pile with all-resistless force
The snow heaps o'er my mother's grave.

And as I have so oft, returninom
From the school bouse on the bill,

While mý br'éast with joy was burnina:
With that joy I covet still;
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And I have paused with warm heart beatincr-
Beating in its little cave,

To listen to the wild winds weeping
Weeping o'er me mother's grave.

With playmates then I learned to rove,
And mingle in their sports with glee;

My boyhood's joys come creeping on,
Then felt I li-e a birdeet free.

I learned to pass the silent place
With still less care from day to day,

With less restraint to bind my feet,-
No mother's hand to guard my way.

My days of grief soon wafted by,
Surrounded as they were by pain,

I half forgot them with a sigh,
And never wished them back again

I feel not now as once I didy
Grief's heaviest load has drifted o'er,

And oft I 've wished them, ever hid-
Borne from my bosom evermore.

Yet from my mind I cannot chase
Thoughts of the past-they find me yet -

Nor time, nor change eau them. efface,-
Those scenes I never eau forget,

Though years have passed since you and I
Would blend our voices oft in glee,

Or listen to my little soDg,
I sang si A beside thy knee.

fi
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And I remember when you blessed me,
And heaped them on my future lot;

When sickness first began its blightinCY-
And entered in our silent cot;

1 watched its course with eazer eve:
%ý 61To see you fade I did mine,

Like as the worn out setting sun
I saw you silently decline.

6
'T was nicht! aud all was lone and still

While I was sleeping in my bed
The morning came, my father brought

The sorry news that you were dead
I scarce believed it, 't was to me new,

I sought once more to see thy face
I sought, but oh! I found it true

Then roamed about in that sad place.

At length they bore you from the cot ;
1 asked not why, I asked not where:

I learned to yield to my sad lot,
-And walk its sorry road of care;

And leff with but one last adieu
One farewell sigh I lonely gave,
Then with the crowd I moved along,

To lay you in your narrow grave.

Now years bave passed since by thy side
You clasped my little hand in thine,

And led me to our apple tree-
Long after did I call it mine:
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And time has fled, that tree is dead-
It now is withered and decayed,

And I beheld it withering fast,
Like you, I saw it lowly laid.

And years have passed since winter storms
Raved wildly o'er our old Io" cot,

And piled the snow-drifts on my couch,
Thus pitiless are our humble lot

But thou wer't ever near my bed,
To watch that 1 should take no harm,

To fold the blank-ets round my head,
And smiled to think that I was warm.

Now years have passed since childhood fled,
'Mid youth"s serene unclouded weather,

But I have made some crooked paths
Since you and I were liuked together:

When shall I ever find another,
Whose bliss with mine shall know no end ?

'Till death shall break them. all asunder
Who ever lost so, great a friend ?

Now since I 've made me other friends,
And they from, me have oft been parted,

Friends - I now will name them. so,
Trustino, they are like true hearted;

And strowy affections I have lost
And formed them stroing again with others;

But who can love me with that love
Which knew no change like as iny mother's ?
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And those affections oft the dearest
Have been torn from me now

Lost and blighted th'ugh the nearest
Time may trace them on my brow

While those ties the ties the stronoest
Then so tight around me wound,
Now alas, their links are severed,

Never more to be rejoined.

Now 1 find my feelings changincr
(Grief now strikes the ligrhter blows-)

Whieh by constant force are býardened-
Calloused harder, harder grows',

And new griefs, by time revealinop
Cross my path now evr'y where;

But they find'this heart less feeling,
For'it now is known to care.

But while my life is streaming onward
To that all unbounded sen,

Memory will at times remind me
Of my mother dear to me,

Although 1 now much less regret her-
Though fatè inakes me 'gainst my will

Can 1, can i,.ýeer forget her ?
Can I less deplore her still ?

Now fifteen years with steady creepincny
Have forced me on up life's rough hill,.

And time, whose motion all unceasing,
Finds me with the living still.

, 1.
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'Since that hand whose gentle keeping
Smoothed these locks upon my brow

Who can blame me theu for weepin(r
For I bave no mother now.

LAST WITNESS.

How happy the Christian"s last hour
How'peaceful and tranquil the breast

What beauty decks the fair flower,
As it sinks in its slumbers to rest.

The battle of life is now fbught
Its cares and afflictions are o'er;

The victory 's gained, and there's nought
To crrieve or perplex any more,

As a ship on the-ocean. o"ertossed,
But has gained the fair port at last

The waves and the billows are crossed-
The storms and the tempests are passed.

No sorrows nor orief can get there,
Where the tears are all wiped from the eyes
Where deceit never poisons the air,

And frienýship and love never die

There the harps of the blessed shall -ring,
Where the fair flowers never decay";



Where the warblers of Paradise sing,
And December is as happy as May.

0 that this joy would bc mine,
When life and its conflicts are past,

With the loved ones forever to shine
In the oplorified home of the blest.

WE SPEAK OF THE HEAVEIY ABOVE,

We speak of the Heaven above,
Of the friends tnat have gone there before,

Of its mansions all bounded by love,
Whieh bloom on that peaceable shore.

We sing of its temples of gold,
Of the flowers that ever bloom fair,

And muse on the happy abode,
And cherish a hope to get there.

i M i

IO SIGHS SHALL REND THE SILENT AIR.)ý

No sighs shall rend the silent air,
No sounds of sadness enter there,

No clouds obscure the summer sky,
Or evening breezes ano-ry sigh;
But all be peace, where not a wave
Of grief shall o'er the bosom lave,

90 CANADIAN AND
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Far in the realms of yonder sphere,
Where rapture crowns the rolling year,

With seraphs there their soings to give-
With them on heavenly anthems live.

0 FATHER OF MERCIES.-A PRAYER.

0 Father ofMercies we ask thy protection,
To guard and defend us by niçrht and by dayC ý4ýI ý1
Thy grace to enshrowd us, to guard against dangers
That meet us forever-on lifes troubled way.

And when here below our davs are all numbered
And our sun in the west begins to descend,

May we with thy loved ones escape to that mansion
Wlier(-, blessings and happiness ne'er know an end.

RÈ ýN1ORSE.

Remorse for sin how sad, how sure,
The guilty beart has to endure,

Where days are spent in sin and shame,
And for their vice themselves must blame,-

Whose sun is set, whose talents spent,
And to the last on sin intent.
Alas cold death is sure to brino,

Remorse: that wild, incessant sting
Steals o'er the soul in dark dispair-
Rernorse is all that "s graven there.
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In that dread moùnentis'awful dark,
The wulis lut Iliekering, li ng ispark

I>aris through its «,feý
Shrinks froia the'gravels unbounded womb,
Strives to avoid the xawningtomb
Worse dread of everlasting gloom

Beyond, the grave.

HOW SAD THE LOT OF MAN WOULD BE.

How sad the lot of man wouldbe
As o'er this, world be 's driven-

Hia life would be a loathsome load
But for thë hopes 'of Reaven,

Hia cares and toile- would bear him. down
On lifé's rongh road une4ven,

But for the many soothing thoughts
The mothing thoughts of Heavèn.

The man who serves his God below,
Who ku his sins forgiven,

Who feels'hig sins are washed away
On earth iýtýuted Reaven.

And for the rut-*ho dôés-Hïs will
Ris blemd Étýmiqe giten

Who sows tlie ÈM4, e lasting life
Shall'reap the jër of Ruven.
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For here the good' ' man meets endy
From cares and -aorrows riven ; e#

And gladly icaves this world of woe
To stiare the bliss of Reaven.

THE DELUSION..

Deluded in youth--by the worIdIs giddy showý
I-waù'dered afar from virtue and right,

-eesolved all the àepths of enjoyment to know,
Ita fields of amusementa réached out to my sight.

I dreamed of amusements that rose. by theýMý
I gmped at the future reacfied out to my view,

I sought-but, -alas, it soon vanishect away,
As the breeze of the, morning sweeps over the dèw.

Ah 1 short were the hours that ple:4sure would cheez,,
And éloudy the day that promised so fair;

The sun of my hope.9, that once shone so clear,
Is sunk in oblivion and set in dispair.

Aâ lone and-forgot and oppressed with care,
Destined o'er the waves of afIlktion. totoam,

with scaré'ely ayay of joy's setting star,
But bear up my sorrows and troubles alone..
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TUE SUMMERýS SUN.
1

The summeris past and gone,
Tbe autumn shades appear.

0 may we all remember, too,
The fall of life draws near.

So on shall the earth be clad
By -inter's dread array.

So comes cold death in all its dread,
And. sweeps us all away.

Yet will the summers fly,
And nature's robes decay;

And we shall sleep when life is past.,
As seasons fade away.

LINES WRITTEN IN THE Il GOLDEN STEPS
FOR THE YOUNG.1ý

Loyed golden steps to guide my way,
What useful truths an here enronea!

-What debt for' thee can I repay ?
I deem thee richer far than gold.

Thy precepta they are greater far,
Thy wisdom is a purer gem,

And shines far brighter thap th e* star
Oa riches' proudest diadem.



Tbough in life's tborny wild I stray,
Thy treasurè to my soul bath given

A rule by which to guard my way,
And climb the path tbat leads to heavén.

And may thy rule fer ever last,
And round my path in future shine,

Till years shall look on virtues past,
And prove the brigbtest of the nine.

HOW MATCHLESS THY BLESSINGS,

How matobless tby blêÉSî]]ý"'e
0, Israel"s King!

Of thy gooduess around me
Forever MI sing.

Thy.love all unboundéd,
My path to illume,

With blessings enshrouded,.
D4perking my gloom.

How gladlî VII sine
Of ' thy wondrous ways,

While the valleys aball ring
With the theme of my lays..

Then hopes of my morning
Unelouded -anse,

14or. darken one moment
- My trust in the skies..
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MAY I AT LAST LIE DOWN.

May I at last lie down
Beneath some grassy mound,

In silent rest,
Where storms nor fears can trace

My long last resting place,
Nor cares nor sorrow chase

My weary brèast.

Where all the rolling year
Beside my bed you'Il hear

The running rivulet;
Ana au the summer day
The sun his power display
In warm and gentle ray,

To rise and set.

'STANZAS WRITTEN IN A GIFT.

As on o'er life's uneven way
We move along with -silent tread,

How oft before its ending day
We tura and«think of hours that's fled 1

And if our path hath e'er been blest
By plighted friendis or kindred -dear,

A gift from them with love impressed,..
May for their memory drop, a tear.
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Sô -may- it be wheneer you eiew
This humbfe gife evén'feà a Mend,

That he who gave it still is true
To coù'stancy that knows no end.

And if midortuüé's angry blâst
Should e'er retnove yoù where I 'm not,

This may remind you of the put
If not for this might be forgot.

s0j LASSIE, ART THOU WEEPING YET?

0, lassie, art thou weepincr yet ? ci
And is thy bosom moving sore ?

Because thou art of love bereft,
And I am dearly thine no more.

And is tbat sigh, and is that tear
A leaf, 'a mirror of the past,

Where I may reach a wish sincere.,
And ùdent love, strong to the last

And 13 that breast that heaves so strong
Infiated with one wreaking pain,

'That all our love& ' bave f * ed so long,
And blighted -neer to bloom again ?

-Or. et thoi muaîng o'er the hours
That once -were happy once were thine,
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As bright and clear sa Eden's bowers--
More pleao*ng istill as they were mine ?

Then if those keen motions beam,
Even with the fervent wish so true,

We may again our joy redeem,
Our vanisbed love with hope renew.

Lamie, then stay that tear the while,
And let thy bosom. isigh no more.

I fain would claim. again thy stnfle,
And own là dearer than before.

Oý GIVE.ME BACK MY VANISHED HOURS.

0, give me back those vanished hours!
0, give me back my joys again 1

One dream in youth's secluded bowers
Would end despairing age and pain.

Dear lady, do I ask in vain ?
Are all youth's happy momeDtS fled ?

Io there not in the soul one strain
To murmur back one joy that 's -dead

And is it but a foolish thought ?
If ýpj forgive this wish of mine

It comes from one that long ha;th sought1ý -
T6.,ýend hie latest lot with thine.



Lady, you weep: I me the-teau
Come. "Iing down thy placid Cheek,

Jýs if with grief recalling years
From out fell times dismantled wreck.

Ah, reckless time 1 thy pitilea storm
Hath driven me on through care and life

And pâle is now the ruby form,
That once could mock tby ruthless knife.

Iffow oft Vve dreamed, when sad and loue,
As night its silent vigils kept-,

Of thy fond nam- I learned to own,
And whýn the morning broke have wept.

And then in memory dear thy name
Would oft a myriad -thoughts recall,

For then thou were as fitill the same,
More dear unto me still than. all.

Dear lady, wheu I hear thee sigh,
Aggain 1 feel, apin I burn,

While fancy wings. our loves still nigh,
And whispers that they may return.

Then let me wipe away the tear,
For still to me one joy is left-

To know I bave a friend sinoere,
That time and change bas not bereft.
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STANZAS WRITTEN IN ÀN ALBUM.

Perchance, in some succeeding year,
These lines may ineet a pensive eye,

And wake a thought to memory clegr,
Or from a bosom heave a sigh.

0, May tbey not be buried here,
But prized even for their author's sake.

'T is his ambition stili sincere
The link of friendship strong-to make.

Yeti 't is to me a happy thought
To faney wbat myjoys May be

To know that I am. not forgot,
But dearly prizecl or loved by thee.

Then fate might drive me o'er the seâ,
Those links unsevered would remain,

While hope would lend its magie free,
Abd dreams would bring me here a i

09 WERE MY HOME BY YON.ÙER VALE.

0, were My býme by yonder vale,
My heritage, my mansion there,

Where oft the sky-Jark tells, his tale,
,And singes the farmees maiden fair..
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There I would spend a happy life;
All vain ambition would I shun-;

The world despise with all its strife;
Live with my lassie aII-ýalone.

No grief es nWwould wreck my heart,
Nor envious cares disiurb my peace;

But every day would joy impart,
And year by year would them increase.

What bliss what rapture would I feel
What endless pleasures fill mybreast

And every night would joy reveal,
With Jenny to my bosom pressed.

Then wealth might seek a haughtier mind,
Where vile ambition throws its ray:

.No greater gem I'd seek to, fin4ý0*
Till deatb should end life's peaiieful day.

While 1 may here her natne revere--.ý.--
That naine like music unto me-

:Some unseen voice speaks im mF èàý
That 1 may yet my wishes see.

And, ponderino- on life'.% future sphere,
Hope ever builds her wisbes vain.
-Even now I find she tells. me here
I majy a piradise reegmain.

-And backward glancinçr oýer the past,
Of where 1 am and where I 've bee-,
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The silent thoughts oft o'ei me cast
A wish to see what I bave seen.

And could I be . as r hàve been-
Could I My futurq.fate, alIure,

1 would reclaim youth's vanished scene
Its prospects bright, its loves more pure..

Its happy sweet secluded ways,.. Beside the bowers of amorous joy-
These were the sweets of early davs

How glad I'd,,:be, ag-ain a boy._

But life moves onwarcl like théblastN
Some mark unseen, $Omo goal to gain,

Though I should claim. tffie to, the last-
This harbored thought, this wish retain.

1 SAW AGAIN THAT- SMILE OF THINEý

I isaw again that smile of thine-
Beam bright on me as Y;hen of-yore

And then methought agein 'tWàs mine,
Mère , dearly precious ean before.

I saw tbat glance, tKat same sweet look,
I once so fond imdibed frue;

.And yet would fain my doubtings brook
More strongly thau I used to dot,
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I Saw tby lips Move with deaire)
And paled by vivid accents meek,

As if to, bide etnotion's fire,
Bright burning on thy flu-shing cheek.

1 saw again affections te&r,
Spring as 't were from a burdened heart;

And then I knew that love sincere-
That naugbt but death its chain could part.

if still I bold that name-
if in thy graces I may be,

It wakes the-old, desire the s-me,
That glows and burns alone for thee.

Thy love ï-till. mine; ah, oft Vve felt
That brightened wish it was not vain

If at love's gentle shrine 1 've knelt,
ýT was that our joys might bloom again.

Then doubting thoughts I now will shun,
From out my breast their blighting chase,

They were not made for me to own-
Let happier feelings take their place.

And now I sure 'ay deem and own
Thy constant love whieh moves thy breast,

'T will. still be m''ne and tbou alone
Can'st make myfrenzied bosom- blessed.



104 CANADTAN ANP

STANZAS TO AFRIEND.

You talk o' the lassies that five on ý the mountain
Where oft you bave been aýd still hope to be,

Where the pine and the fiemlock bend over thefountain
With its péarls that outrival the gems of the sea.

You. &peýL» of the joy and the rapture that found you,
As oft throuoph those bowecs she pressed to your side,

Analinked her fair arni -thus iso kindly around you,
While you looked fitr below at the bright crystal tide.

You boast that no power whether mighty or frai],
Or ugly old grannies your love ne'er can part

And-I fervently wish all their schbmes may yet fail
To tear frow your arms the loved one o' your heart.

But 1 crave not your lassie, vour wildwood or fbuntains,
Or yoùr pearls that outrival the gems of the sea,

For a far different way does my heart ever stray
To the ruby cheeked lassie that's dearest to me.

A DREAM.

Last night I dreamed that I once more
Was where Fve been in days that's fied,

And spent my rapturous moments Wer,t
Likeone new risen from the dead.

. 1
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I dreamed, dear maiden. yes, 1 dreamed
That I acrain was by thy side,

With all our vanished love redeemed,
That burned in all its matchless pride.

Joy breathed his breath upon my brow ; -
The same sweet throbbing filled my breast,

That burned with all its youthful glow
As when of old It was by thee pressed.

I did not see what I see now;
I viewed thy fàce which beamed so fair.

There were no furrows on thy brow
-k There was no grief-there vas no care.

1 sawthe bright moon ri-sing high ;
I heard the night bird'a sweetest song

I saw tby mild eyes beaming nigh,
That now has left me thus so louccr.

Thy gentle baud in mine vas -clasped
1ý With all its warm. fidelity;
And mine by tbine vas fonder gra8ped

Blest was its short reality.

Those silken curls, with daisies dressed--
Those ruby lips, like as of yore,

Were still more closer to, me pressed,
As mine still longed to press them more..

There were the fields, there were the flowers,
The stars bright twinkling from above,
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The old oak tree, the fragrant bowers,
That "emed all our vows of love.

1 heard thy voice break forth in song,
With mine commingled, sweetly blèn&Mrý

Till echoed back frem everi» hill,
With strains so free, with grief unended.

Thy form was fair, 't was beauty's mould,
As seen with all thy charms the while;

'T was joy unmingleato behold,
And heaven reflected in thy smile.

But ah! alas 1 how all untrue
How soon It was o'er 1 how soon undone 1

'The morning broke-- the vision flew,
And left me once more doubly lone.

Departed vision of my years,
The loves that were-the joys all vain,

Now seen through-iàl unnumbered tean,
When shall I üream the like again ?

A TALE.

One morning in the month of May,
The sun with his majestic ray

Shone like a golden beam.
1 wandered out to, taste the spring,



And hear the merry warblers sing
Bedde the crystal stream.

The breeze came geptly moviing by,
Witb oft a turn to, sing and ràgh

Among the tbickning leaveig.
I sat me down awhile to rest,
And view the scenes the hour impressed,

Beneath the towerinS trees.

The warbling throng afar and near
ý,,Sang sweetly to the listening ear

in softlike soothing strains.
1 listened to their joyous lay,
And thought the wbile they seemed to say

Our lifetime wears no pains.

Bat farther onward, near a busb,
There sat a little wounded thrush

With blood his wing was dyed
And as he sat fast bleeding there
In louely grief and sad despair,

In murmuring tones be cried

What is the cause that brings me pain,
Or injury to beast or man,

That I must bleed to-day ?
They briDg no charge of wrong or blame;

But caU it pleasure, sport and game,
To take my life away.
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From*oth-er lands no pest I bring;
But gladly come to cheu the,emn9y

And crown the hours with joy;
And where my little song aros&-

Alas, how soon it now muet
leuThat would my time effi'ploy.

Time was when I, with silken song,
Would gladly join the merry throng

Amid the boughs to glide,
And gladly cheer the opening day,
As flitting on the morning "y,

From dangers ne'er to bide.

My own companions now I see:
They come to give theïr sympathy;

But now they come too late.'
Oncé more, before my eyes grow dim,

One dying wish I ask of him
To -spare my injured mate.1

Another bird will take my place,
And rear alike a merry race,

Who ne'er shaU know my lot;
And sing arotud the sarne green tree
That oft in summer sheltered me,

When 1 am - I«g- forgote

For ma in and dltùt resti
8hall aleep thisbule silhu bieui
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That wore so rich a huet---
Another spring, with softening gale,-

Shall sweep along tbis winding vale
To fan away the dew.

Dew drops wül deck my little nest,
And tears of grief dry to my breast,

When my last pangs are oier.
The morning flowers again may bloom

With fragrance on my narrow tomb,
But me they 91 cheer no more.

MATRIMONY.

Poor foolish main, the subject of my theme,
" short-lived shadow of a midnight dream,
" lonor-duped oFect o'er life's rugged way,
The easy dupe to ambitious woman's sway,
Fool as you see him, wheresoe'er he goes,
A fagged-out flunkey by bis many woes----ý.

All gone his manly pride and self respect;
But what he does must fiiist ask, Éer consent-

Must toe the scratch, and ape.ber ordersýgTanà
And féel himself submissive to her high éommand,
in short, he must concile him td his fate,
And live, as well he may, in a -3ubmissivé étate,
Like u a simple child bi overruled,
And if need be like Adam Il also foôled";
And live content beneath her lordly sway.

i
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To tell the trath, must honor and obey.
She while with self-conceited mind,
Thinks not upon the miseries behind,
But looks ana glories Iù her power
To pour her judginents on the present hour,

And prophesy some great traimetion- isoon
About to come from somewhere or the moon.
But look again and see the other side

How looks the husband'at bis frowning bride ?
Poor crouching object to a thousand ills,
Perhaps, beneatÉ the chimney corner's wall,

Re'.fears to breatb, or scarcely breathes at all-
Ilis head upon bis shoulders bent full low

To bear the insulte heaped upon bis brow,
With many a long, long sigh to fear

The storm, whose thundering rumbles near,
Still gathering black, and threatenincr rave,
To sink bis body lower than the grave.

No soldier éver feared wîth greater dread
A torching bombshell bursting oer bis head.
The splirït of the man is fied away,
And only but a shadow left that to obey
Through weary life a ýýmost submissive tool
A isilly donkey, saddled by a f6bl.
Then cursed the S'lly man, who will not say,

7 Who ever pelds to, vile ambitious woman's igway.1
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NEVÈRMOIRE AND EVERMOIRE.

When*tbe day is meekly gleaming,
And fond memory brýgcPhtIy beaming,-
0, how glad 1 wake4 the dreaming

Of the joys that now, art der 1
Happy joys-ý iliéir flWht relented-
Happy joys, when gone repented-
Oft remembered, oft rosented,
For theyll cheer me never more.

Never bles'a me or caress me,
For they'11 cheer me never more.

On the misty future wandering-
On the past too, often pondering,
Wheu my heart sSmed all cemented

To the happy days of yore-
Clilaging to me as unceasing,
Though I 'm foreed to, keep rêleuling,
While this bosom keeps repeating,
They have fied for evermore.

Wakes thisbeating, sfill repeating,
They have fied for evermore,-wý

And the friends to me the nearest---
Fiienà to me forever dearest,
Have been by time's unceuing biUows

Out upon au unknown shore,
Far from this low vale of sorrow,
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Where 't is all a gilded M'rrow,
But to balance wreaking sorrow-
Uere to greet me -nevermore.
Ilere to mect me, licré to greet me

Never never nevermoré.

And the hopes that then were swelling
Oler life's sunny, shrouded dwelling,
Lighting up the future ever

As their rays were gleaming o'er.
Sorry was I to resign them
-V--ainly forced, forced to consign them-

With the past, the past to join them,
To return ah! nevermore.

All benighted, éver blighted,
And shall bloom, ab, névermore 1

And the1oves that now are faded
Or by dark misfortune shaded,
Quenched or hidden, deeply hidden

On ill fate's unbounded shore
Comfort could be if mistaken
But despondency unshaken,
Leaving me thùs all forsaken,

Comfortless for evermore.
Grief unbounded, care surroundecl-

Here VU be for evermore.

Though in nightfül visions dreaming,
Fancy often wakes the seeming
With the mile and ringlets streaming
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Of a loved one-mine à o more@
Then my feelings feel caressed

By that oný who oft them, -blessed,'
And my bosom, seems ami pressed
By her dearer than before
But 't is dreaming : she éball seeming

Press this bosom. nevermore.--

Yet 't is vain to, keep repenting,
Or forever keep relenting,
For, the faithless broken loves
That harrass this bosom sore

Now a haomgard, by-gone blessing.
Load to, misery aU distressing,
Future prospects also lessing,
And deludes them evermore.
Prospects ending, grief extending

To my sorrows evermore.

SdU this memory ov rturnincr,
With a mest uneming burning.
Happy bours and happy scenes

Of youthful lève and lote,
Tbat long ere this We ceased their glowing
O'er this heart with griet now flowing,
Whieh with aJl'its peù8ive throeing,
Sighs to murmur nevermore.
Turns relenting from. its throbbing,,

And loathes to utter, nevermore.
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Yet my heart, so oft mistaken,
By its ponderings nýight awaken
But for the sin of violating

Time, for which 1 still deplore-
Time, whose all perpetual motioù
Sweeps along with swe-et co-mmotion,
AU our joy's deep in the oceau
Of fate's abyss for evermore.
From us soaring, though deploring,

For 't is gone for evermore.

Now, forsooth, I know its meaning
Better than wheu youth was beaming,
Or before, with aU its blemings,

La sweet joyw had wafted o'er.'
Are they all now fled forever ?
Swell this bosom will they ever
Aby this beart re-echoes never,
Never, néver, nevermore :
Gone forever, returning never-

Never, never, nevermore.

AS COLD A WIND AS EVER BLBWO$l

[Arm Bmwii.j
Au cold a wind as ever blew-
Aiw cold a chùrch as ever knew
As colà a minister withal
As ever preached beside a waU.

Ir



He sings, he reads, and then he prays
Ilistext speaks much of ancient days.
Préachirig to, them -I thought be had,
Or know I yet but what he did.

One fumbles o'er- his greasy cap;ý
Ilis friend beéde him takes a nap
One chews -and spits upon tbe floor'

Makes flood enough-to ferry o'er.

Cloee in the corner of a pew,
-One dreams of ease yrhile in a déze;
The spiders working all the -*hile
Soon weave a cob-web oýer his nose.

Once, twice, thought 1, 't ié cold enough-
My very bones began to crack.
0, that some fire would burn you up
Or warrà your bones ere I come back.

NO MO.REI,,- YE BIRDS WITH MERRY SONG.

No moreye birds with merry song,
Can cheer my heart from ev'en to morn,
Or raise my muse froin this dull tuné;
My from my beart is torn,

_ýô,çî-süd and lonely was that day
That muflied Wer the grassy lea-

Even'night no-w dreary, brinp no ray,
Although it-much'resémbles me.



ef 1,4

116 CANADIAN ÀND

How bright the morning glimmered then
Serenè are all the living green-
Rut ah 1 how pale its waning sun,
Sank to the west, mid elquds at e'en,

Foreshowing all our joys and loves,
That round them then was gathering fast

That angry clond so soon to break,
More easy seen when all was past.

And memory's meteor, blending fast,
SÛR strives to waken up a ray
Of sorry past-O, bitter past 1
And I have seen its darkest day.

Still ever, here with marks bedecked,
The impress of that broken vow

Will show forever to be seen
Lîke time.s pale furrows o'er my brow.

Is there a heart whose throbbinç beat
Can on my sorro' pity take ?
Or wear a warm congenial. glow
That mine whose beating can awake ?

Thespell lis bard, it heaves the sigh
The sigbs that foroe me to regret-

And, wone than al], I find it bard
For tbis lone bosom to forget.

0, to, forget! glad would it beam,
But glimmer &er me far away:
This soul might hope to find relief,
And not sink on life's faintest ray:
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Speak out my heart! once more awake 1
Foreshadow what will eloud o'er me,

But -Dow while life's pale star is dim,
Would amile for death to, set it free.

Yet 0, 't is-bard for me to quench
Its burning thoughts, its cruel throe,

Which struggles hard me to o'ercast
Ala-s! I scarce eau stem the blow,
And- parted now out bosomiq olèr-

This bosom now so keenly sore;
Death) only death, eau bring reljief-

ýT is but one pang-then all is o'er!

BROTRER, P-LL REMEMBER THEE.

Childhood's pýth we roamed together,
Side by side we -wandered, there,

AU its joys as well as sorrows,
Thou with me did'st freely sbare.

Hours of joy and scenes of danger-
SSnes that's ever dear to me)

With them wheresoe'er 1 wander,
Brother, I 'R remember thee.

Amid the old frequented bowers
That now are leafiess, bleak and bare,

Oft 1 think of sunny hours,
whea we u8éd'to wander there.
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Then trecs put fortb in grandeur,
Though their boughs now blighted be,

Yet m thougbts renew their verdure,
Ever as I think of thee.

Then we stole the opening flowers,
From the bué3y honey bee,

And oft mid summer's drippling showers
We rambled rouud. the maple tree;

Then we never dreamed of sorrow,
But our hearts were light and free,
Looking onward to the morrow,

Ilappier moments then to see.

Aéd while I wander back with gladness
Over life's eventful stream,

Joy would mingle into sadness
But for the hope of joys unseen

And while the sun wîth heavenly splendor
Sheds its kindly rays on *me-

Ever with the moré'ibg circle,
Bro ther, I 'Il remember thee,

But when I think of days now vanished,
When I ue how swift they fied,

Then I see that all is transient:
Then I weep for joy thaes dead.

But ehould fortune'is rolling billow
Ever twixt us delve a sea-

Yet upon my alumbering p7diow,
Brother, I 'Il remember tbee.*



Yet youth's scenes so, oft remembered,
Warm my heart where'er 1 roam,

All endearing with lits fetters,
Links týat bind me to my home.

While remorse so oft returning
Makes those scenes to me so dear,

As it says with tboughts so burning,
Didst thou cherish them, when here ?

Yes, I'd cherish them most surely,
Now my heart, relen'tîng sigha : 1

Hold them dearer and more nearer
With tbat love tbat never dies

And though grief my joys o'erturning,
Should enclasp my heart once free

Yet while hope's mild lamp is burning,
Brother, MI reç2ember thee.

But éhildhood's pleasures now are numbered,
All its raptures now are n'er

Only still to be remembered
With the gloomy days of yore.

Yet while life's swift stream is streaming
Onward to the boundless sea,

Ever wbile my memory's beaming
Brother, l'Il ri m' ê m'ber thee.
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THE ]FIAPPY DAY THAT ONCE WAS MINE.

'T was summer when the sunwas warm,
In every field the grass was green,

Or waving high the ripenino, grain,
Lent more amusement to the scene,

I wandered out alonco the green,
And through the shàdy woodbine twine,

To muse iipon the pleasing scene
And happy days that once were mine.

The day was inild as e'er was seen
AU nature wore a pleasing hue,

The lilies blushing by my side,
Their fragrance on tÉe breezes flew.

The beaminom san from early dawn
Had never ceased with joy to shine,

Wb«le I with pleasure thought upon
The h appy d ay that once wa s m i n e.

The robin chirping with his mate,
Sat side by side upon the tree,

Would oft their tales of love repeat,
And see'ed to say it all for me.

Methought upon the happy day
When youth and pleasure did combine;

When love shone in ita brightest ray-
0, happy day that àce was mine.

li L
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S wee t are ther hdurb- iu mêmer W-- *g
Whonshadows coal.atouad-usè*ather,

And sweet are- flekh- in àutumd'mild,-'-
When -ripeninoi fiait b**tiggýbafm'y weather.

For on such 'scenes I often muse,
And to its joys My rancies climb,

To take a glance once and look b-ack
On happy scenes thaI once were mine.

Carelessly whieh. way I view
What sights to, me appearý

Some spot endea'ed that tells of joys
That once were squandered there.

The windinS streau still rans aloncp
Close by the towering pines,

Where childhood's gladest hours were spent
The days that once were mine.

The old oak tree close by the side
Of yonder spreading verdant grove,

While thrauo,Ph itsleaves the breezes glide,
Or round its branchin- g top to, rove

Like as the gentle breeze that bore
(While I would by its trunk recline:)

The youthful days of love ana lore
ý 0, happy days that once wore mine.

But youth's bright moments mon are ëer,
They vanish like a golden beaca,

Swift as the breeze that breaks the morn,
Or like a pléa-sing midnÎght dream,

IK
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Will ever round, my heart eatvine,

A" oft amuse my, muse to dreama
Of happy ýMy9 that once were mine.

For how can I its joya forget;
WUI they no more my path illume
WM youthful fond remembrance set
To elink my mind in dirkest gloom ?

H*'s brightest flower 't is true may bligh t
Loves earliest meteor may decline,

But memorys star will ever li9ýt
The happy days that once were mine!

TRE GIROVE.

The tall trees are -gone with their foliage so green,
Ana the place where they once were the stamp are now

seen
No shade now is left from the heat of the sun,
Save the shades of the clouas as onward they run.

The wild wind no more resounds through the trees,
No loncrer is beard the humming of bees;
No more the wild flowers grow over the way,

Where oft 1 have played in the summer's warm ray.

Ana memorywith gladness look back, to the hours
When youthsý little path seemed covered with flowers,
And the place where happine3s then seemed to reigo,
Reviýei; in my sad heart, a wish for the same.

P
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Still youth and itabeauty if pleisure be their's
1 fear it ' is often mingled with cares,
Even though as the forest it blooms for a day,
Yet soon will it wither aend. vanish away.

«* -dom>

ON LEAVING SGHOOL.

M.&.Ciff lothi 1860.
The day is far spent, the nicpht fast returning,

And the swift dr4*V*ncy snow with the tempest sweeps
While sorrow and sadness my bosom is baraingr [o'er,

When I thînk of the days that eau meet me no more.

Ye swift flying, snow-flakes wh force me to, sigh,
Or beat on my bosom which. now is so sore ?

Allow me to gaze with a sad pensive eye
Ver I move from the place to retarn never more!

How oft bave I strayed to that merry school -room
At the dawn of the morn in the mild month of May,

And oft through the frostz d wint-er's dark gloom,
Mid the snows of the storm and the tempest's wild,

spray.

'T was there with the lark at the dawn of the morning,
Hie wh*a«tling lighted my heart by the way,

And through the green wood when homewaid returning
His notes sweetly glided the latè hours away.
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0) joys of the school room how oft did I greet thce
To mingle with those who have passed on 'befbreý

But never again with such joy shall I greet thee-
For its scenes shall enliven my bosora no more.

But the winter is past and the summer draws near,
I haste with the isprin,,o,, alongg time% rollino, shore,

And hope in the future glad clays yet to see,
Though joys that are vanisbed can greet me no more..

ODE TO GLANFORD.

O'Glanfo.rd deàr, my natilve spot,
Land of the 19,ýe and maple glade,

On eartIý I ask no better lot
Than thy enamored forest shade.

I bless the old secluded cot
Whore all my youthful days were played,

Joys that can never be forge
Till memory in my being fade.

.And still I love to, roam thy bowers,
To linger near the ýrystal sprinom

And lone recall the happy hours,
Of many a long since vanished sprin.ZD

Again my happy soul takes winccý
Whilet roaming through the hawthorn boar,

To hear the merry warblers, sing
As blithe aëd gay as when of yore.



Long may thy vales with verdure pour,
Thy fields their rural hirvest yield,

To crown the farmer's wooden store,
And bless the laborer of the field.

Ancl long may heaven with peace reve:aIed
Il Bless them. with peace and sw«t n

And oler their dwelling'à be a shield-
A strono- defence, a monument.

0 Glanforcl deaxý the sweetest plàce
1 T hat centres in my - bSom's ýc6re,
From which no other élime caù chase

Its bygone scenes of love and lore.
Still beautiful as wben of yore, -

Lone, may thy honored hill remain,
And never may these eyes deplore,

Or see thy rising glories wane.

0 Glanfýrd.dear, my home on earth
Home *here loves blessings ne'er decay,

The loves that waked my museg birth,
That tuned my harp, that swelled my lay.

0 may thy - memory nç'er decay,
Or cease to, swell my minstrelsy,

Till life and being melt away,
And I on earth shall cease to, to be.
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STANZAS TO

0, blest be that unbroken tie
That binds our hearts in friendship strong,

The tender look, the fervent eye
That watched o'er me thus kind so long.

0 happy still may be that breast,
Unknown to sorrow or deéline,

Whose constancy bide every test,
Nor moved even by the wreek of mine.

When all around grew cold and drear,
And nature% fields refused to charm,

Thy constant love dispelled my fear,
And sweetly made my bosom. warm.

When friendship's star was waning low,
And trusted ones forsook me here

Thy pity moved to see my woe,
And o'er loves altar shed a tear.

When all but sorrow did me shun,
My latest hopes too overcast,

Thou *ere the constantllonly one
That shared my troubles to the last.

When cold December's ragingspray
Would chül my breast like nature's plain,

Thy warm fidellity like May
Enlivened up my spring again.
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0) 't is to, me a pleuing thought
Te fancy there's a friend for me,

To know that I am not forgotý
But dearly prized and loved by thee.

Such is the constant love 1 trace
In one sweet look and glance of thine

That years will not its glow erase,
Yet still. it will be ouly mine,

v'And such the joy that wraps my heart
As oft I muse and think of thee;

To be with thee even where thou art,
Earth is a paradise to me.

00

IïSAW TRAT -CRYSTAL DROPPINQ TEAR

I saw that crystal dropping tear
Comestealing down thy ruddy cheek,

And then it told me how sincere
That bosom. was that could not speak.

I saw tbat mild serenest look
Turn fervently and on me cast

A feeling that I could not brook,
For then I feared it was the last.

I saw the iiighs inflate that breut-
That but of marble fair as snowy

That long bu 1;raved misfortune's blast,
But now o"ercome by my own woe.
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I heard a sound come murmuring near,
And never shall it be forgot,

That meekly blended lin My ear
A blessing for my humble lot.

Ah5 't was a Sound affection preesed,
.L*Zo longer did my heart repine,

For then-I knew tbere was a breast
That çrlad would brave the storms witla mine.

And then I felt my spirit burn
As if rekindled by thy love,

And to its home of joy retaru
With prospects bright as beaven above.

N ow fate bas made us oft to part,
And change bath measured space between,

Yet still I feel it in my hcart,
Im arting comfort though un-seen.p

For still that tear for nie will flow;
That breast will heave where I am not

That proof of love will end my woe,
Though I am by the world forgot.

STANZAS SPOKEN AT A DEBATE.
WHICH IS TEIE 11APPIEST STATZ OF LIF£e SINGLE OR

Coine tell no more of single life,
Or comforts here without awifi,

In peacèful happineu;
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Or squalling children hungry here,
And old wive's curtain-lectures drear,

Not found in singleness.

For I remember on a day
There was a lassie bright and gay,

Witb charminz features smiling
Sat meekly down upen my knee
And whispered all-her love to me,

But wasn't that beguiling.

The ruby cheek * the bosom. fair,
The smiles like as an angels air,

'T wu more than joy disarmine,
My happy heart went pit-a-pa'
As close- to me still she sat-

Ab, bless me, it was charmin.c.

And then the joy that wrapt my breast,
It surelyý,was unbounded blest,

With hers to interminale.
The magie spark borth went and came,
Enough fôr love if thats its game,

never can live sincie.

01d'hacIrelors may live alone
To end their lives like a vile drone,

And die by -all forgotten-;
Or sneak about in obuure night
Far from, the haunts of mortalls sight,

Till sense and reason rotten.
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Give me an armful of a wife
To cheer me to my latest lifé)

With love so, sweet caressing.
In *Üsefulness my time to enaploy,
For married life is only joy-

'T is Eden's choicestblessing.

Nor would I give that hour of bliss
For all that's in a %yorld like this,

Or bachelors could covet
Theirs is a harbinger of woe;
Mine is a paradise below-

There's naught I prize above it.

S TANZAS TO

Alas, how oft does youthful friendship beam,
And innocence with love bid fair to reien-

TM blighting black misfortune unforseen
Blasto all our joy and turn our prospects vain,

Then life and love and dreams alike seem vain;
With hope we build new castles in the air,

And fancy wings ber flight to joy again,
Till bitter crushed she ends in wild dispair.

Abý dear, re 'Ind me not
Of happy hours that once were mine,

Though oft remembered ne'er forgot,
Because they were enwove with thine.
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It is enough to ne tby face
To languish oer thy buming brow;

And pars r" or loves retrace,
AU blighted Red, all withered now.

When first thy love shone bright with mine,
I little thought it thus would wane;

I little dreamed like this to find
So strong a love to bloom in vain,

And oft when loue reflections tried,
Past recollections to, awake,

That fount of joy that now is dried-
Even for thy love, even for thy sake.

Aby 't is a spell that long has tried
The inmost centre of my heart -

And with thy naine it hath returned
The gnawings of a hidden smart,

And could I but elude the spell,
And live the life that now is o'er.

I'd bid my woes a long farewell,
--And love again as when of yore.

But 't is vain and foolish, short-lived as a dream,
More simple to imagine joys the same,

Or ever to hope some day them, to redeem
.'Tis even loves relenting dearest claim

But could I be as cunning to the last,
As I have been to fix and overthrow,

I might survive the wreck of fortune past,
And love again with thee, and wherefore no.
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Can I forget that raptured place
Can I forget the maple grove,

When clasped within tày fond embraee ?
My soul enclasped thy warmest love.

How happy then -Our hearts didh5at,
And from our lips invite the kiss,

Till both in one would glowing meet,
One'minut-e seemècl a year o' bliss 1

And thon thy glowincr &Yes would beam.
From out those lashes dark'ning hue,

Beaming beneath thy brow serene,
Wreathed o'er by roses dripping dew.

The breeze faned joy from, every glade;
The sun shone kindly from above,

And Capid might have left the shade
For Eden sai no greater love.

0, that those moments could return
With all their cherisbed soothing bliss,

My bosom with its joy would burn,
And shun a caring life like this.

The robin then would chirp as gay;
The woodland thruh rencw her song,

And blended with ou ' r eboicest lay,
That now bas been unsung 80 long*

Have I a dream that is not dreamed ?
Have I a wish that is not told ?

Have 1 a claim that 'a not redeemed ?
Or skulk ng fortune yet untold ?
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Ild give them for those happy hours,
Strong weathed with loves sincerity;

0, could 1 dreara those rapturous hours,
I'd bless theïr short reality.

Yes, give me back my vanisbed hours,
Once mine, now gone forever fied

Like faded plumes or withered flowers,
More strongly loved when they are dead.

Pale memory and deelining jears,
May sink in grief my muses strain;

But hop'e will beam through fâture tears,
And ever wish them back again.

0

STANZAS T'O THE ONE TRAT CAN BEST
UNDERSTAND THEM.

'T is past, and my grief hath departed
The lut sigh that answers to pain

Hath bound up the long brôken. bearted,
And passion hath *Wi'ped out the stain.

I bave longed that I might 'ne delivered;
I bave strove the sad spell toi subdue,

From the thoughts that my love bas been shivered
By one that I deemed ever true.

I have loved and its puision been hêated
I bave pledged that I never could move;

But my faith and my vows, have bèen cheated,
By a maiden, the mockery of love.
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Ilad her vows which so, often she plighted
Haaher love been as fervent as miney

My Eden had never beeu blighted-
I never had lived to repine.

Like a swift running river untamed,
My life has been wasting away,

,Still bent on a course unattained,
To each fettering sand bar a prey.

'Thy current kept reeklessly moving,
Till dubed on some rock-hidden cove,

And I bave been anguished for loving
A maiden I sbould not have loved.

My bosom. hath been all commotion,
Like the waves of a wild wavincy sea-

:Still breathin& an ardent emotion
Its misery emplanted by thee.

Pursuing a phantombefore me,
A castle long built in the air.,

'Till fate hath made me deplore thee,
And reason hath learned to, despair.

And thy charms, once so, fhir and disguising,
I bave worshiped yét not with diýguise,

And thy glance, once so sweetly apprising,
Has ravished my heart anamy eyes. .

Yet I crave not one past recollection,
From. the put loves memorial to crave,

But joy that I witnessed detection
For unto thee I had still been a slaye.
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That I never could thus bave bereived thee,
To my love as thou hast been a thief;

Wherefore, then, were thou want to deceive me
For deceit is the cause of my grief.

Yet I "eurse thee not even in madness,
Though a vent to, my feelings might lenà

A glow to the pale eyes of sadness,
And murmuring discomfiture mend.

In the school of the past that bas perished,
This much I bave learned for to seel

That the ones that my bosom most cherished
Were parted the soonest from me.

And ofý when my fancy would borrow
A wild hope to meet them again,

'Twas only a refuge from sorrow,
But left soon- behind it a pain.

From. the thoughts of the past that deride me,
There lurks but one thought that is sore,

It may move but it never can chide me,
Le fever îs ragiu- no more.

And if in the future revealino,
It steeps from mine eyelids a tear,

It will be a warning appealing,
That I nèver may love one so dear.

But the chain of our love tbat once bound me
Issevered and parted from me 1

So the hours that with joy may surround me,.
Will find me botli boundless and free,
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To roam where my heart finds a treasure,
With tbose whose affections ne'er wane,

And never with loves blank to measure,
A false one that loves not again.

And joy hath neurished a blossom,
The lut hope that blooms over pain,

And dispelled from. my agonized bosom
The thonghts that would grieve it again.

In my bosom a joy still is springing,
Thongh wild as the wild fbaming sea,

And a hope to my faMynow singing,
There still is a lassie for me.

b 0>

THE DISAPPOINTED MAIDENS PETITION.

Sigh my beart, but do not break,
Though thoughts of one thy peace hath broken,

Yet istill beat MY heart for memorfB sake,
Though seldom- seen he's soon forgotten

Go, but whereso%'er thou gout;
Flee, but wheresoe'er thou flee;

Boam, but wheresoe'er thou reamest,
SÛR my heart will follow thec.

. i
Rave I not been thine forever ?

Loving fond and ' thua proved true,
Then how ou I leave thee ever,

SOI my love will follow you.
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No more I seek the closintr day;
No more I mek the silent bowers;
Aý 1 whit1fer ca'n my spirit stray

To meet that love that once was ours.

And thou hast broke the happy spell,
The cords of love thyself hath - severed,

And- thou hàst eDwed this end fare-w eil,
And ever early prospect shivered.

And werse than all when unreveaHno-
Thoiu gavest my joys the b-io,bting blow,

And chiffied them colder by thy feeling,
That sunk them into bitterest woe.

Had there been a course sustainin&
All that has between us been,

Justice might ifs cause be claiming,
If a cause you e'er had seen.

And should thy heart but turn repentinop.,
And wish to, be again by mine,

Thy secret woes may be relenting,
If they are kindred ought to, mine.,

But thy woes will not upbraid me,
For the fault was not my own

If I ever had betrayed thee
I had not to sorrow grown.

Every joy ispast and vanished,
If the past 1 might recléem
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Glad would 1 this anguish banish,
And shun my destiny and shame.

And man may - e into m - face
To read tby faults engraven there;

And in, each furrow plainly trace
The lurking miseries of despair.4

Had I not loved, not been slio,,hted;
Had I not been born to pain,

This sad heart that has been blighted,
Might in future love again.

Live but where there is a beincy
Where there is au eye to, weep

Think tbere ia an eye bright seeing,
To languid for a tear to steep.

Other arms may now embrace thee
Other loves thy friendship gain;

And 0, that they may ne'er menace thee
With a love that loves in vain.

Think when every breath thou breathest,
Of the sigIs that beave a breut;

Of a heart for thee that bleedest,
And fitful wish to, be at rest.

And where'er thy fee t are fleeing,
May one thought my memory crave

Fer I cease to be a being,
And die to love and thee a slave.
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Yet 1 grieve for wbat 1 make thec
Yet thy falsity I rue;

Though I never can forsake thee
Even my heart will follow you.

1 WONDER.

GREAT CONFERENCE AMONG TUE WOMEN.

IMITATION OP " OP.THADOX-ORTHADOX."-BUIRNS.

I wonder, I wonder
What makes Glanford thunder,

As if 't was the firmament rending
'Tis only a blast

That has blown from the east,
And blest wowan's friendships are ending.

Mother Faster, mother Faster,
'Tis a terrible disaster,

And worse mischief yet will be brewing
If we do not fight
For our interest and riopht

She will sink us to, irretric' able ruin.

Little Bess, little Bess,
You'11 Soon wipe up the mess,

For to, cleau up your side is but fun
If foolishness was sense
You'd make good-your defence,

For grannies like you there are none.
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Neighbor Tattler, neigbbor Tattler,
Your bead is a rattler,-

If you had your own way you would Idll her,
Your tongue is fike the clapper
That whips the mill hopper,

You'd deafen the ears of a miller.

Grannie Black, Grannie Black,
There 's a frilend at your back,

And a friend not much worse of the wear,
You can set and you can hatch,

For to, make up a match ;
And if you can't figlit you can dare.

Buggy Fan, Buggy Fan,
You've a heart like a mau,

And a temper most fit for to bleed her,
With your . . . 'twixt tbe shoulder,

That m*akes you look bolder-
You 'ill make, a beroical b-r.

Modest Air, modest Air,
You can speak pretty fair,

And clothe yourself mild as a lark,
But lay by the curtain,
And there's one thing most oertain,

You'd frighten the owls in the dark.

Peggy Bluster, Peggy Bluster,
When the Diél makes a muster,

And culls out the greatest backbiter,
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You'il be first in the van
Of the miserable clan,

For to hold to his legions the tigphter.

Betty Rover, Betty Rover,
You'r always all over,

And lett you dear bebind you.
Ris beart is most broken,
A-ad his eye lids are so4ken:

He is Seeking in vain for to find you.

Little Snarl, little Snarl,
You eau gloiy in a quarrel,

For you wigged your poor husband severely.
For you eau blow him, -t is true,
But therels pity for you,

For old Satail will get you Most surely.

Ringleader Grannie Alder,
Pile en to, her shoulder,

And if there's no cusbion or saddle,
Your modesty is scant,

Eýen thirty per cent. -
You may venture to go it astraddle.

One and all, one and all,
End thespree with a ball,

And pro'ounce her a sinful backbiter;
But if each in a bag
Were weighed, sins, hoop aùd rag,

'Twould be hard to tell which was the lighter.
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But the time draws near
When the kitchen must clear,
For the-suns settinom rays are now blended,

So each veteran dame
Took the way that she came,

And so the long conference ended.

A LETTER.

WIRITTEN WHILE AT SCHOOL, 10TH MARCH) 1861.

Dear Brother, for the second time
1 write to you a letter;

I write it in «y merry rhyme,
Because it suits me better;

And if I fall below my dime,
In trying to compose it,

1 '11 close my verse witb merry rhyme,
Then try at least to proseit.

And well I thiùk you may excuse
The blunders of my letter,

For midst the prate of noisy school,
Contention, noise and clatter,

Sometimes I wrote, sometimes 1 thoughtý
Sometimes I could do neither;

But when my muse came on a-pace,
I seribbled down my blether.
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To keep in consort with the school,
And friendship wiîth my neighbor,

I find it not an easy tuk,
Or very pleùant labor.

But for the girls you may believe
Their cheerful-ever smiling,
With modest air and ringlet8 fair,
Are always most beguiling.

And with their winniàg pleasant smiles
Light up their rosy faces,

Vve found myself at lastbeguiled
In their most charming graces.

But when I think once, and reflect
How oft they've tricked their lovers,

1 well believe and well expect,
They'll-fool me in the future.

Weil, that may be as one may say,
Or for a frail believc-r,

I will not be the first to, say
That woman's a deceiver

'But here MI stop aïg-well I may
Give up my crazy ramble,

And let the' play from day to day,
And frolic, frisk and gambol.

Whilst midst them all I work along,
Through clear and stormy weather,

With little gain and often loss,
Consuming time and leather.
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And-to conclude, I must confess
My thoughts of you are dearér
Than when beneath the cottz4o,,e roof,
Our birtbs were ever nearer.

For the same chords of love that then
Seemed brittle and more lighter,

Still round my beart more strong entwines,
Aud distance draws them tighter.

So when you read- these artless rhymes,
Suncy by a brother fervent,

You rest assured that I remain,
Your most obedient servant

MR. J. F. SMITIT.

0 -qui> 6

MODEL SCHOOL.

SPOKEN BY A YOUNG LADY.

How dear to my beart are the days now o'er,
The days of my childhood's brightest lore;
As inemory awakens its scenes anew,
And paints all its charms to my fanc'ls View,
The sports and amusements of early hours,
At the old play ground and the wildwood bowers
Each scene of enjoyment, each task and rule,
That I learned in the past at tbe Model School.

Ah! many a time bave I glided along
With a happy heart, with a merry throng,

At the early morn in the month of May,
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Where the fields were bloom*ng fýe9h and'Fgay,

-And
And pticti-à îhem in boquêts one bý'one
For we always deemeti-it our-choicest rule,
To gather a buneh for the Model School.
,À ýrt .- 1 - - , 1 - , d , . , , -- e - , ., 4 , ",

IBut now as I Êaéte to the achool away,
The patbl a*-" nakqcý'qoId and
The forest is-bat«,,

-The fieldsand aè if ýaeaà,
And the merryýbirdikavé,-Iift't4fft-loiig-,
While almost forgot, is "r ditty,
Ind frozen o"ét-is the crystal pool,
That I cross onmy,way to the Xodel Scho,4,

And thus is it ever Wïth what, we level
Time stéals them àR from us-aný&haétèstheM ýo-move:
The dearest and bi4ý&hWst a'é ÉaibD 9(4
Though cheriýhèj aÏd 'Oveted- 4ý,'bé-loÉ
Yet I love to tbink of the hàfpy nours
When I gathered so gW the wildwSd tôwem

Ana long i 'Il remember mh taek
That 1 learned when a girlat the ModelBoWl.
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SOIROOL CO]kPOSITIONS,

THE DAYS THAT NEVER CAN RHTURN.

How soon the days of youth pasmi by 1
We little think how swift they fly;
At home at school at work or play,
They never paso, but glide away;
We every hour and moment.learn.

egonOnce they never eau return.

When we reflect once, and look back
Upon our youth's uneaven track,
Our hearts will burn With keen desires,
For all the past rao soon expirer;

When m any were the happy ways
Of early youth"s unclouded days.

Its pleasing thoughtýs at once excites
Remembrance of school day delights;
Wh% by some shady woodland bowers,

Was spent the mild-like summer hours;
But they weire da s we always leari
That never, never eau retùrn.

Oft does memory quickly bringm
The sSues of many a vanished apring,
The past amusementa, sports and plays,
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That crowned the sweetly passing days;
But they are with, the days of vore,
And shall raturn, ah! never more.

The flowery days of youth soon pass,
Like mornin& dews upon the grass,

Retain their place upon the mind,
And always Icave a trace behind

Though often we regret and mourn,
Beeause tbey never can return.

HOME.

Home iig the dearest of all earthly treusuzes,
Where the years ofmy childhood were joyous and free;

Where scenes of amusements were mingled with pleuures,
No mansion on earth could be dearer to me.

And dear to my heart is each scene that surrounds it-
The garden whose bubes and trees I have dressed,

The rough picket fence that stands all around it,
And the taU miple tree with the little bird's nest.

Whère -the birds in summer sing through the wildwood,
And the squirrel m'ounts, the pine in the warm sunny

How often I think d the days, of my childhood, f;ay,
When I wu as blythe and as happy as they.

Where the swiftrunning-rivulet winds throu gh the valley
Waahil2g the elm roote on in its pride,



Where theý&ýeen, filender rush grew ýip by the 41y,
That waves in", the 'zephyrs. that lave o'er its ýide.

The orchard that stanas on the hilf, once adotnincy
The hours of amusement that Is vanished ai"y,

Shall shirie i*u-'my.mo=ry bright as the morning,
And brighten my pathway to life's -latest day.

G L A N F 0 IR D.

SPOKEN IN THE MODEL SCROOL.

Brightest and fairest, lîý&_o'fthe brave-
Land of my fafhezs,1ýôb1e&t and dearçst;

gb "ra and.-commotions arouad ;iý May rayïýi
-$tg tomy -bo the nearéet;

. , . -1. , _ýqm it shallýbç.
Even ý4,ngk from -it 4far. 1 m&y.roam,

SÛR Itis a spot I will cherisb as home-
Rouà& d1 the huÉpyi land of the freé,

ýe1m'ford, qu'y birthý1ace,- Olanford-for meý,

If r1we-44 thb.00ath, to that wam- 8unny main,-
Mafflu Where summers long bloom o'er its garden of roses

0- "ýràýý-to ibý -'este * 'pl
ýea W u,ýiS1Oh -diÉe ffl

j _ yoi 1 .Thé loue-!if -iiké-i déiîëjrt wheré -h1àýenéS rave-thë--tyrant fra si :-J-hédiè>fýf- - - -aThe otkeý, âve
W i the hjappy, -liome, of tb.e freç

the 1ýýhteg' anfý' fox.me,.ý

manimm - - M



If you go to-the east, cross thè Atlantidf; wide fokm)
To Europee rièh thrones *àf (Mzzlinc -BPleü&r'-

0 - niAnd seek there for happinfflâ, fdènds;-.oza ho -é'
Where the wealth of the noblé -dèth paupery.éngender;

'T is there the aristocrats haughtily reign,
Even there does tbedespot fasten Mis àai **
But foremost in liberty, home of the free,

Glanford, the brightest, Glanfiord -for me.

Then go where the cane and the Pïné-apple -grow,
To the Indièg) wh ôse -shbffl eé the géms- 'f the, Ocýân

You will Énd anàÔn'g its sweets 6PËression and *oe'
Even slavery à there ilir it- 'bittâest eMotký

And see the plantation, in that Heavçn-blest land. 1
The overseer stands with his whip and bis brýUa.;-'

But home of the happy, land of the. freç,
Glanford,, the f4iýe4,, Glanfordfor me,

Here grow- the p'inè'în ïts Io-né forestlride,
Casting a shade thai'iÈe , itéâ hèýer1ighted*,

Here grows the mg'lp e; the, storlÉâ- t6 0% del
And the *rîch vcrdaýt -fields that " w'ù'n'ever* b%ýhUd;

Long as the robin chirripi;,-iný-the thum;
Long u the lek bfflksthe - iati-U- of the morn,

Still may it last as the honie.of the free,
Glanford, thë -brightimte G«, dford foi me.

And long may r youth with ùûfiring oLim;
- - ' -: imü '--Piem "ýto-ývh-tue;,wii;dom gy

in'
".woâ.::ýboSOMP às né -f r 'ýàî 1iýýük1 61 3 Àifi 6,11
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Then shall no foe or oppression's rude band,
Ravish her shores or polute ber fair land;

Land of the happy, home of the free,
Glanford, the brightest, Glanford for me.

0, this be our motto for one and for all,
United in hand, like the ivy entwining,

To stand by our country though. naCions may fall;
While the sun in the skies oer ýour dweffings is shining,

Then will our harvests, our orchards and býwers,
Dance to, the zephyrs at even'is sweet hours,

Vith songs of the happy, in the home of the free,
0 Glanford, the fairest, Glanford for me.

Brightest and fairest, land of the brave,
Land still the dearest to, me, forever;

Though wars and commotion around it may rave,
SOI from my bosom no power can it sever:

And long may her banner in majesty waveý--
Ne'er may it sheltor a tyrant or slave-
Land of the happy, -home of the free,
Glanford forever, Glanford for me 1

A NECRO AUCTION.

FOR A OCHOOL EXHIBITION.

Auctiomer-Byetander8 and Bid&r8.

Aue.-Gentlemen, here lis before you a fiplendid field
hand; if you waiqt to get rich, here is the place to ceme

for bere7s where youd get the worth of your money. Who
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bids ? first-rate field hand, good natured, nary bad about
him; who bide ?

1-st By8.-How old is he ?
Auc.-Eighteen.
Lç By8.-I don't believe it!

Auc.-Look here, Sir, if you don't believe it, look at
his teeth; (shows him his teeth.) Come, gentlemen,
who bidi-firstýrate field hand.

18t Bys.-One hundred dollars.
Aue.-04e hundred dollars-one hundred délIm-

going at one hundred dollars -why gentlemen, that'a not
one quarter what - he is worth 1

2nd Bys.-Where was ho brought up ?
Aue.-Gentlemen, he was born in South Carolina;

he is a thorough-bred black, a real South-down-who
bide? Going atone hundred dollars-only one hunidred
dolars.

Come buy young Samýo, and have riches,
Come, you can have him, boots and breeches.
A firat-rate hand to set at mowing,
Good at corn and cotton hoeing,
Splendid hand to set at ditching,
Light the fire tend the kitchen

Best - of hands in all creation,
Good at working on plantation:

Come, Gentlemen, who bids ?
2nd By8.-Two hundred dollars.

Two hundred dollaiý&-two, hundred dollars-going at
two hundred dollar&-why, gentlemen, hed earn that in

a short time.
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àrd By.-Perhaps he'Il É'ot live long.
Aue.-Well, I'd as soon take his chanée as yours, îf

you don't get that blossom ofyo-r'nosé. . Two hund.red
dollars-come, gentlemen, only two ' hundrëd'dôUars for

a isplendid jam-up field band. I'wo hundîed dollàrs-
*hý, géntle'mën,'it"s a disgra-ce to this pet of -ibe world

tô -let such a splendid daykey go at thàt price

Come bid up a little higher,
Speak right out and doù't hang fire;
Lots oÉ fün and- loti of wbisky,
Plenty of money down in Dixie.

'4th B -Is he smart?'
Âuc.-sniart!,yes-; just loàk here, if you don't befieve

he 1s'smart, (býak'é Éitn hop' 'ou nd the fo'dm,) beat ihat
any where in America if you can. Why, a sigIiý like

that ouçrht to make'you bid' threé hundred dollars
witbout anyý iùoré cereinôny. Conie, -gentlemen, who

bids-two hundred dollars-going at two hundred dollars
3rd B.-T wo huiidréâ- aûd. ý*fte dolrars.
Alic.-Two bundred and fiýý dollars-two lundred

and, fifty dollars é?nly-is, tÈis allý--only two hundrç4 and
fift dollars for that 1 non

SPýencl"&.field band. Iles e of
èd, 'or rheüm'ýtie thinggs-whoyour wind-opalled, spavin a

bids ? Two hundred-aid. fiýy dôllàrÈ, -enly 1
4th B.-Three bundreil dôllüî.

-rhree'huridÉeîl-doUàrs-thiee huüdrýad dýllar&
-goi'no,- at threé h ündîed déllars ; come, geùtlêm- én, bid
some more.
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Open jour hearts > a little bigger,
Any give f6ur hundred Èbr tha't nigger

Lookhere, Sir., lit you,:dont do it,
Depen d u - it -you wili rue it

How fine 't would look to see at moru
Young Sambo out a hoeiog corn.

NOW, Sir, you haà'better take him,
Or else you'Il bave to _go without him

Come, gentlemen, who bid'-three hundred dolkro..
going-at thiee bundred déflars.

Here «s the place to- brinry your money,
And bay a niggexý fat ana fanny;
So now then Mllnd what you're doing,
Three hundred dollars-going, going.

5th By.-Il'T aint--every man can be a- poet,
No moen a ýheep cawbe a goat.">

.Auc.-Iýhrée hundred cIÔIIars-iýre' hundred dollarw
-going at threé hundrecI 4hree hundired
dollars for that rýIeîcIi-d -eiirhteen - year old field land

why Sambo is on-e -of the beàt dirlàes in- -South Car-
élina. Wb bids tbree hundrec'L-ý-0nly threeî liundred
dollars.

5th B.-Three 4undred and fifty dollars.
Auc.--Three-hundred and fifty--p*ùgl going, at

three hundred and fifýy. Ta thii .a-Il yWre going to
bid-? Ouly three hundred and fifty doUaré 1

Omd >tý per is fils leading f
m , eature,

All right and sound as any creature;
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Look at his black and shining color,
Shows Ire is a fine young feller;

His eyes they are so very bright
They shine like a candle in the night,

He 'Il tum as quick as any eel,
Round on his long black shining heel.

Now for another bid-goinc- at three hundred, and
fifty dollars; three hundred and fifty dollars; three
hundred. and fifty dollars only; going, croing, going.
Come, gentlemen, dont stop at this; only three hundred

and fifty dollars; come gentlemen, one more bid-wbo
bidoi Who bids, who bids--first-rate field hand, who bi&;

three hundred dollars; only three hundred dollars; who
bîds; who bids ?

6th B.--Fourhundred dollars
Auc.-Four hundred dollan; four hundred dollars;

going at four hundred dollars; who bids, who bids;
going, going; wbo bids; going, going, gone 1

ýKnocks him down with the hammer.)
6th By.-There you've killed Sambo.
Auc.-No difference any how, he's only a nigger.

Young Sambo's dead and therè he lies,
Nobody laughs, and nébody cries';

Wbere he's gone and how he fares,
Nébody knows and nobody cares."

JOZL 8391TUé
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E P 1 T A P R

ON AN -OLD BACHELOR.

Rere reste; whom love did ne'er pursue-
Whose breast its pusions never knew,

Or ever felt its charms.
Who never slept in Cupid's bower-
Who never felt bis mighty poweil

Or knew bis good or barm.

He sleeps, secure from all the fear
,Of being tricked by woman here

That thorn in human blis8.
Who knew Dot true love's happy light,
ýOr false love's all bewitherincr blight,

TId girds a world like this.

He Bleeps aloney and uever knew
What quarreling couples often do-

That curse of mortal woe.
Who from this earth ne'er wishe 1 to bc)
Or sought for death to be set frec

Froin such a hell below.

ON ANOTHIER.

Zeresleeps a Bachelor, poor old man,
He died just like ail of bis clan-
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Týbe-.meanest beut suMa".
Becauise le 'n'éver t6ok a wife,
And saved wme ol&ý- maid'is -caring life,

Or huggedthe ekittishlm*esel

ON ANOTHIRR.-

0 cold, cold, Wd is new the breut
That here bas taken up-its rut,

As if 't wem scarcely human;
For when on earth it was a blight,

Becau9e it never sha'reil the liÈht
Of life'ri best blessin' inan.

And, now 0 maii, of mortal birth,
Whene'er you view this mound of earth,

Lét-one loue thought remind you,
And never end on earth a life,

Without the comfbrts d a wife,
Or leave such blies behind you.

KILLED BY LOVE.le

Low beside this marble beam,
Sleepe the subjèôt ëfîùy theme,

Down bençath the gramy cover,
Once art ardent womau lover;
Pierced by the tome of woinanisi chams,
Re eut hilÉself lnto lier aims,
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Ana on, her bSi&n imdft ànafaiý'
Love wû top'zkgêh'eý 'hi tÔbéa;r.
F rom'- #i*dýoýbo* thé n'MW fféï;-,-
Aùa piema- fiii rough,
Ana now the subject of my theme,
He vanished lib-a n dream

RERE SLEEPS AN

Hore sleeps an attorney, jm&like all his clan,
ReIl cheat you, old Nicky I wara ypu,,if he can;
He sold the poor man's cause, and robbedi the rich on

eartb,
Ana" justly earnea himself, in' h...I, your, hpttest berth.

TW-O KNAVES;

Here, low in the valley, sïàug side by side,
From the face of all mortals bow giaaiy we hide;
Poor miserable wretches, the clay we embrace,

But ne'er can it bide oür la-Cing di"ce.

ON A PRIEST.

iàookhere kindfrieàa &PapaIP14ç7#'ý
Ras taken u' hi 1 eýyp is On res
The loatbwiùe wormfj diedam- to feas4
Upon his foul, poluted, breast.
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beep in the loweet depth of ally
'T is said the Papal monster feU,
BSause, for gold, he bought and Ead
The massivegates of beaven and h-le

ON AN IRISHMAM BURIED WITH RIS
SH IL L AL AH.

Come sons of Erin, here 1 am,
I'm sleeping snuo, and gaily, 0 1

Without a comrade or a kin,
Btit my sprig of shinalab, 0!

The loathsome worm come creeping near,
And peep into My èëffin, 0

Rut with my friend they keep quite clear,
For fear thev'd get a schalpen, 0 1

BENEATH THIS MOUND.

Beneath this mound all suug and sound
Lies atupid sleeping Jonny, 0!

The mole anamot loook at him 'rot,
But fear to bite the sonny, 0!

45
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ON MISS

Miss -- has sure to Canaan grone,
Or else ihe hawgone farther,

Our eyes are'red, from tears we shed,
Because she went not sooner.

And if, alas, éhe's farther gone,
Whieh would be little wonder-

I guess old Nick will have his match,
.If he can keep her under.
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SONGS AND BALLADS.

There is in every breast a soul,
And in that soul a quenchless fire,

Wherein a passion always barns,
That 's fanned by every moving lyre

And when its cords vibrate in song,
The centre of the soul to, move,

To hold enchantècl ill-ita glow,
Its happiest strain would breathe out love,
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THE LOPTIEST BLESSING IS LOVE.

We mourn with a tear as our joys disappear,
And sioh for amusements to prove,

Though often relent, when once they are spent,
But the soul's lasting blessing is love.

>T is comfort alone that can but- atone
For the mind that for pleasure has strove;

And friendship may smile, our cares to beguile
But the heart's sweetest eomfort is love.

Ambition inay blow to enliven our woe,
And baste us our sorrows to move,

the fancies May smile o'er a m-agical pile
But the loftiest bIe ss-irý, la love. -

Fond maid of my heart, thou from her I part,
When to meet ber -I ea eerly s Ve

AU my pains were repaid when enclaapiné- my maid,
For the happiest blessing was lový.

When to <Yreet the fair Miss we meet wîth a kiss-
The world may for this me reprove,

But still I will seek the bloom on ber cheek,
Enthroned on the gummit of love.

0 heart's cheering- ray, impèriiiba'ble' May,
My lifelé cold "Décembers soon move

When this bosom is ptessed'by the one' it hath
Enclasped in the fetters of love. [blessed-
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Fond magie so dear) how I'd welcome it here,
Then the world with its wealth mio,ht remove

Though fame should expirey yet my heart's lateot
WM kindle those emblems of love. [âtre,

May no pompous show of the worIdIs guilded woe
Ever from me this motto remove,

Or shorten my dream of this glorious theme-
For the best of all blessings is love.

A COUNTRY BARD IS MY DEGRÀFÀ.

A country bard is my degree-
Although there are so many, 0,

That waste their time in endless rhyme.
While all I sinap's my Annie, 0

No higher aim have I to claim,
No title for a dandy, 0;

But-all the greatuess I aspire
Is but to sing my Annie, 0.

CHoit-us. 'My Annie, 0, my Aunie, 0,
Let Chers sin& forever 0,
The greatest aim have I to, claim,
Is but to sing mj Annie, 0.

Xy muse she found me in the wild,
A white-bead in a shanty, 0,

Scarce large enough to climb a pole,
Or court a smile from Annie, 0
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And when like sunbeams overhead,
She throws her mantle on me, 0,

My slumberin& harp awakes its lay,
And sings a song for Anuie, 0.

Ciio.us.-lýly Annie,

The rich ma huiy their bags of gold,
The poor man bug his penny, 0,

And to them, lace, with fond embrace,
While I enclasp my Annie, 0.

No other's charms will I pursue,
Or wish their smiles to scan me, 0.

I 'Il never care what is my fare,
As lang's I bave my Annie, 0.

CtioR-us.-My Annie 0, my Annie, 0,
Though all the world should scan me, 0,
VII. shun the while their èmDty smile,
And sing my song for Annie 0.

HOW CAN YOU BREAK?

How can you break my captured heart,
Which used, to beat so freee
That's spotless still, without a crime,

Unless it's loving thee ?

How can you force me by that look,
On love like thine to languish ?

How can you force without regard,
This silent burning auguish ?
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Ilow can you turn my idle schemeg,
As 't were ty fairié finryers ?
How can Yeu fhn that sp-ark of love*.
Which in my bosoni linirers

Then maiden smile no more on me,
AS if I were thy treasure,- -

Before my feelingm grow too strong,
'And life i8 lost by pleaslire

FAIREST MAID 0' GLANFORDS IMANY.

Fairest in,tid o' Glanford's many,
Once alas, to ine so true,

Wilt thou hide ùat frown, dear Annie,
And smile as once you used to do ?

If Yeu knew how -Well I love you,
Nauglit have I on earth above thee;

Then thy heart would elinounte îneý
Still the truest unte you.

Cnoplus.-Fairest maid &C.

Thinkest thou that'I e'er could sever
That sweet amile of thine fbrever.-ý-

Whieh netr f1bis -heart'must linger etèr-
That shs to tliink it was untrue.



AMBRICAN PoMq.

When thy vows, so, often plighted;
When this breut th love, bath lighted

When this hçart is lone and blighted,
Think how great will be my pain..

Cnotus.-Fairest maid, &C.

Think of grief my joy o'èrthi-owing,
AU but misery foregoing,

Think d a11-ýhis soul's keen throeing,
When it sees it loved in vain!
CE[ORUS>à-Fairest''aid, &C.

Then, why.let that frown thus grieve rae,-
Of my lingeringjoys bereave me-

if It b 0'uly to deoeive me,
Thený I may be blythe again.

CeoR'Tis.-Faixest maid, &C.

COME BACHELORS, FURGET YOUR GRIEF.

Come bachelors, forget your griêf,
No longer single tarry,
You'Il find in wedlock's charmti relief,
So new'si the tim6 to marry.

CEroitus.-For.wýbat îs man without a mate. 1 .. ' -
Whýât-roéuu*pg loge and &éary;

-Or whit ýs man unlesshe has
A secret bowm. dearie,
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Old father Adam long ago,
In Paradise was lonely,

Until a mate for him was made-
A help mete for hiva only.

CHoRus.-For what is man, &C.

Ye tiny souls where'er you dwel),
Ye ardent woman haters-

Who know no more than love vile self,
You' ve lost all huinan nature.

CHopùs.-For what is man, &C.

Why roam about like idle beasts,
By all but hate deserted,

White single maidens weep the while,
And sigh half broken hearted.

Cl:io.us.'-For what is man, &C.

Then Bachelors, where*er you roam,
Why waste your life, a ranger?

Disdain to die, or hidden lie,
To love and bliss a stranger!

CiaoRus.-For what is man, &C.

THY FAIREST BOSOM, ALL MY OWN.

Thy fairest bosom, all my own
ShaU ever. ever, be my home;

Shall bc my home when sorrows blow,
My only paradise below.
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Thy gentle amiles shall soothe my care,
Wkene'er my head is pillowed there;

No envîous one shall from, me tear,
The raptures of my maiden fair.

My happiest song, my sweetest 0ee.
That ever swelled my barp for me,

While joy is mine anal am free,
Shall ouly sing and sing for thec.

l'Il seek no other's love for mine,
l'Il only seek that love of thine,

Thy constant love o'er me to shine,
Like heavenly sunbeams all divine.

Whore e'er I dwell, where e'er I roam,
There still will be my happy home;
I would not seek another one,

Or any other bosoni own.

MLENTLESS FATE WITIIIIOLD THY BLOW.

Relentless fate withhold thy blow,
Nor blight so fair a flower;

Ah spare for once thy cruel throe
Though 't is thy reaping hour!

Caoiaus.----For why should fate's untiinely hour
Distract so young a bosom;

Or why should love, that sweetest flower,
Die e»er it has a blossom ?
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Go> éeek soi e- meanier'breast éf
whèse jýys 'tire all behighted

But pot on' ber' Mi, flièt the M
Whose love has nelet been bli&hted.

There 's mav a héart hàrd éilloùsed o'er
Liké Mi iné, àlaa forêver;

On them let all fhy ve-ngean . e pour
O'er our misfortanes sever.

C-iuoitus.-For why, &c.

Or thou hast parted oft from me
Ilearts dearer than a brother

0 that the world, might never see
Or rear fike me another.

CnoRue.-For why, &e.

Then let thy floods oer others ruri,
Distracting, raging,-ever; . e

But spare, oh spare, the harmless one,
Whose love would bloom fotever.-

FAIREST MAIDEN ALWÀYS Sý7IILING.

Fairestmaiden, always smilin&,
Quitë u cýafty is begàïliùo,
Tuawa away'yoi4r brigb:t eyes glowing,
For mylieart with joy's o"erflow:ing»



Iýmy eyes could read the meaning1
Of thàt smile that now is beaming,
Length or space would fail to measure
All that's hidden in that treasur'e.

By thy chartýs so sweet surprisino,MY
By thy love so undisgu*slng)

With thy silken, brow so, near me,
What on eart. could fail to cheer me.

Glad would 1, when I behold thee,
To my bosom loue enfold thee;0

Yet I fear those lips with blisses
Might o'ercome me by tlieir kisies.

Give me but a glance to linger
Ver me like a fhirie's finger;
One that sets my bosom burning,
When I seoe it oft returninop.

Still I hold thee nearer, nearer,
Still I love thee dearer, dearèr;
And to be without its blessinomCY
Life is hardly worth possessing.

IAI



0 THAT I HAD NOT MARRIED.

[From Burns.]

0 that I had not married,
When I was free as air,

If I had single tarried -
I would not had such care,

I would not now be sighinom,
O'er griefs that tear me sore,

While my good wife's half dviny
Because 1 hàven't more.

CiioRus.-O my old wife is frowning
From, early morn till night,

And round the kitehen stormincyCý
Because there's nothincr riopht.

Sweet honeymoon is ended,
'T was only short at best,

And joy wi ' th grief is blended,
All bitter is the rest :

Life's gayest flowers are withered,
From all their bloom bereft;

While hope of one day partino,
Is all the hope that 's left.

CHORUS.-While my old wife, &-c.

There is no way to please lier,
Do all a body can

'T is storm byday, enight
A curtain lecture then;

ob
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The fears of death ne'er scare me
From out his glooray cell,

Because he ne'er can bear me
Unto a greater h-1.

CIIORUS.-While my old wife, &cf

T HERE IS A PLACE.

There is a place of all the best,
To me is held most dear,

I could not seek another rest,
Unless my Jane was there -

UnIess her-svaile, her winning mile,
Was gleaming on that spot;

Its past remembrance with its charm
M*aht lonc bave been forgot.

CnoR-us.-.Now many a day bas wafted ýoer,
Since'neath the garden tree,

1 spend an hour 'mid flora's bower,
A happy hour with thee.

How oft 'mid summer's verdant bloom
And silent days' decline,

It shaded with its spreading boughs.,
Alike thy joys and mine.
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With bead reclining on thy arm,
That arm that lulls me best

Would oft intrude, though not to harm,
Till pillowed on thy breast.

Ciioltus.-Now many a day, &o.

Yes happy place in memory's thought,
While fancy brings it near

0 how could I its scenes fér£get ?
Those scenes to me so dear

Or ever from its joys remove.
Upon an evil day,

To banish it, with all itS charm,
From out my choicest lay.

Ciioîtus.-Now.inany a day, &c.

Then let the birds with silken breast,
Sincr oft their merry lay,

And 1, as cheerful ail the while,
Sijag all my cares aïway;

Still thinking of that happy place
Where oft our hearts are free

And hoping soon to see thy face,
And blend my love with thee.

Ciioit-us.-For many a day, &o.
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ONCE I LOVED A 31ERRY MAID.

Once I loved a werry maid ;
Once ray heart was with her;

that it again was laid,
In ber bosom ever.

Once niy bosom heaved so free,
Never known to sorrow;
that it aopain micyht be

C ZD
Where bliss it used to, borrow.

Once I had a friend. so, true,
Thouch oft m faults would grieve her;

0 how often do I rue,
That thisvïCe heart should leave her.

Now 1 Pace life's wcary road,
Thus parted from her ever,

To fall beneathmisfortune's load,
To love another-never,

THEYIRE LEAVINC MR

WRITTEN BY A FORSAKEN MAID.

Theyîre leavinc me, they 're leaving me,
Týe hopes of early years,

Their flight I mourn as oft I turn
To gather them throu&h tears.
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They're leavincr me, while vain I strive
To sing them in my lay:

But ah too Soon like tinie' undone
They're swept from me away

Caorus.-They 're leaving nie, but why now mourn,
To wish them back is vain

Those joys are fled, the flower is dead,
And ne'er shall blopm, again.

They're leaving me, they're leaving me-
The smiles I used to wear,

Ere time and change with all its range,
Had hidden them in care.

Another's too are leavin(r me
The smiles by hirû fbrýcrotf

The dearest smile tbat could beguile,
The sadness of my lot,

CHoRus.-They're leaving me, &c.

They're leaving rue, they're leaving me,
The giddy hopes of youth;

How often vain I see acain,
Their'vanishino, untruth.

They're leaving me, on others vain
I will not cast my lot ;

Then shed a tear upon their bier
And let them be forgot.

CHoýRus.-Theyre leavino, me, &c.
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They 're leaving me, they 're leaving me,
The love so early shed,

Like bliss upon my tender beart,
But now alas, they're -dead.

They're leavincr me now comfortless
AU dreary here and lone,

To sigh here, to cry here,
Beeause they are undone.

CHoitus.-They 're leavinop me, &o.C

They 're leavinc me, and long have fled
Joy, hope, and love and smiles

While grief's rough face comes on apace,
And sorrow round me plies.
They're leaving me, and long have fled,

While cares are left me now,
To rave here, to lave here,

And ripple oer my brow..
Ciiolius.-They're leavino, me, they're leaving me-ZD

To wish them back is vain>
T heir j oys have fled, the flowers are dead,

And ne'er shall bloom aomain.

WIIERE THE WILD WILLOWS BEND TO
TH9ý GALE.

Where the wild willows bend to the gale
Where, at eyen, - they droopingly resf;

There Alice sleeps low in the vale,
Witb the daisy-clad mound on ber breast.
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CHoRus.-Then blow gentle winds from the vale,
Blow gently over the lea,

And sigh o'er the small daisy mound,
Where Alice sleeps under the tree.

There low - lies the silken-waved hair,
That once mid the breeze of the day,

Waved soft o'er the ruby cheek fair,
That smiled all the calm, hours away.

CijoRus.-Then blow gentle, -e.

Now lost is the smile and the song
That soritr which so oft she would sine

Ere death with its blasts swept along
And bli2bted the fair flower of spring.

CHoRus.-Then blow grentle, &-o.

Now Alice lias left us so lonyC>
Yet still we remember the while

Whenever you cave her a frown,
'T was always returned by a smile.

CiioRus.-Then blowgentle, &c.

Now as we niourn for her Ioss,
To tbink of her oft gives us pain:

For no more shall her sweet sunny smile,
Enliven our hearts here acain.

CtioRus.-Then blow gentle, -c.
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And now as she sleeps in her tomb

So long 'neath the willows to rest;
Long may the fair daisies bloom

In innocence over her breast.
CHORUS.-Then blow gentle, &o.

TIIERE WAS A S31ILE.

[The'chorus and two last Unes of every verse are old.]

There was a smile in bygone days,
A smile to me so fair,

A smile -that did my griefs begulle,
And scatter all my care. 1

As youth's fon-d-days were wearinop fast
It gentÎ beamed on me,

When I was in that happy place,
Btýside my mother's knee."

Cnolirs.-Il My mother dear, my mother dear,
My gentle, gentle, inother.**ýn

There was a voice a happy voice,
From, sorrow ever free

A voice that oft at day's decline.
Would blend with mine in glee,

And siuc the soncr so ofien suuo,
The songso dear to me,
When I was in that happy place,

Beslide my mothers k-nee.'ý'

CHoitus.---iNly motner dear &o.



There was a band, a zentle band,
That rests so lowly nowý

That oft in childhood softly smoothed
These locks upon my brow;

And laid me down upon my bed,
While joy was beatino- free,

When I was in that happy place,
Beside my mother's knee."

CIIORUS.---Mymother dear, &o.

Can I forget the smile and song,
That once I loved to hear,

Lamented oft now lost so long,
With one to me so dear?

Nor time nor change can them, efface
Those scenes so, dear to me,
When I was in that happy place,

Beside my mother's knee."
My mother dear, my mother dear,

31y gentle, gentle mother."

"0 DEAR WHAT CAS THE MATTER BE."

PARTLY OLD.

0 dear, what oan the matter be ?
Dear dear what can the matter be ?

0 dear, what can the matter be ?"
That I must be sighing again.

Vin sitting once more by the lamp dimly burning,
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And waiting, still waiting, to see him returninrc 1
Ile promised to come here, and not leave me mourning,

But oh he has fooled me a-pain.

Cnoitus.-O dear, what can the matter be, &c.

0 dear, what can the matter be ?
Dear, deaý, what can the matter be ?

0 dear, what can the matter be V'
That brings me this sorrow and pain,

He promised to carry me by his heart nearest,
Forever to love- me alone as his dearest,
I always believed him to be the sincerest,

But oh he 's deceived me acyain.

CiioRus.---O dear, what can the matter &o.

0 dear, what can the matter be
Dear dear, what can the inatter be ?

0 dear, what can the matter be ?"
That brings me this-anguish and pain,

The wild winds are whistling around the cot sweepingy
And all happy beings are in theîr beds sléeping;
While here I am waitïng, my midnight watch keeping,

And waiting, still waiting, in vain.

CnoRus.---O dear, what can the matter be.

0 dear, what can the matter be ?
Dear, dear, what can the matter be ?
0 dear, what can the matter be

That I am thus 10--ely again;
0, if he but knew how my sad heart is feeling,

179
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And all my heart wishes for him so appealing,
He surely would come while the night is fast stealing,

And make me once happy again.
CIIORUS.----" 0 dear, what can the matter be ?

Dear, dear, what can the matterbe ?
0 dear what can the matter be?"

That 1 am sic-hincr a(yail).0 " ýr1

0 HERE AM 1, BRIGHT WINTER'S NIGHT.

0 here am I bricht winter's nicrht
Still huggino, to the ingle,*

Just twen-ty-two and heart so light
And yet, 0 yet I'm single.

The rising morn shines o'er the snow
So sparkling and so cheery,

'Il up and cret my courtinom coat
And off to see my deary.

eno.us.,----Thouoh twenty-two I will not rue
That I'm a grown up laddie,

But happy be that I am free,
o can eave my daddy.

lIow happy then will be my Kate,
When she beholds me coming,

Down oer the bills though. it is late,
Half trotting and half running.

Fire place,
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Then we will have a long sleigh-ride,
The pony's bells wil) jingle,

And I will fold her as my bride,
And hug no more the ingle.

CaoRus.----Thouophtwenty-two, &c.

Then oft Vll go out o'er the snow,
Where merryý folks are sportilig,

My love to share with Kitty fair,
In turtle-dove like courting;

For why the deuce should I so late
Hug to this lonely ingrje -

Pll try a change and bucy my Kate,
And'live no lonoer sincrie.

CHoRus.---'-Thourth twenty-two, &c.

0 TELL 31E NOT OF HAPPINESS.

0 tell me not of happiness
That bachelor's inherit,

Who spend their lives in singleness
Deservincr of ail merit

Where is the bliss they seek to find
Through weary life pursuing

Their's is not rke the joys of mine,
Suéh as the joys of woman!



CANADIAN AND

bachelor,'a bachelor 1
What can be more inhuman ?

Or think that they are always c-pay
Without the joys of woman.

Go tell your tale to some one else
Whose life is full of caring!

Who if by chance some maiden's glance
Has been his rest ensnaring.

And tell old bachelors for me
They're naucht but silly asses

To live alone like some old drone,
Or never court the lassies.

ClaoRus.----A bachelor, à- bachelor !
What can be more inhuman ?

Or think that they are always gay
Without the joys of wornan.

A LITTLE LONGER TARRY HERE.

MATRIMONIAL.

0 ck not leave me now my dear,
But come back to my arms again

Let niot the late hour make you fear,
Or gleimiut*-morni'ncrgive you pain.
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CHOP.us.----Because we long have parted been,
So long our bearts so doubly dear;

0 do not leave me then so, soon,
A little longer tarry here.

Don't watch the elock,.for well I know
'T is always lialf an hour too fast;

Remember that our love so sweet
May not like this forever last.

C.aoRus.-Because we long, -c-

For many a time I 've lonomed for you,
And many a nicrht I 've watched in vain

0 - think how oft I 've wished. you here,
Tlen come back to, my arms again.

CiioRus.-Because we have, &C.-

And I have striven to meet you oft.,
And longed to have you near to me

If you but knew this heart so true
Has but one-care, and that's for thee.

Ciiop.us.-Because we long, -c-

0, were my bos9m bared to thee,
The secrets of my heart'made free,

You could not answer to me no,
Or treat your own true lovér so.

CiaoRus.-Because we long, -c.
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'T will make uie siorh when you are gone,
To think that I have loved in vain

To think that I am slighted so,
'T will MI my heart with grief and pain.

CHORU'-O.-]Beeau-se we long, -c.

Then coma back to my arms acrain,
Let not the late hour make you fret,

And -set'beside me just once more,
0, do not, do not leave me yet.

Ciloitus.-Because we long have parted been,
And you to me so doubly dear

Then come back to my arius acraiù,
A little lon(rer tarry here.

05 DO NOT FRET.

ANSWER TO THE FOREGOI.Nýr SONG.

0, do not fi-et so much my dear,
You surely think my heart is steel,

Or has grown cold by being old,
And calloused till it canne féel.

Ciloia-us.-So now dispel your gloomy fears,
Don't qive your bosom so much pain,

For by-the-by you've turned rny heart,
And I am coming back agiain.
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How could you think I'd leave you now ?
How could 196 azgainst, your will,

Or tear my heart away from you,
Whieh longs t,5 tarry with you still ?

CIIORUS.-Sonow dispel, &c.

The day may glimmer in the.east,
The clock may strike the hours away

Fret not, my dear, 1 wîll stay here
And rest with you till break of day.

CHOR-CS.-So now dispel, &c.

I know we long have parted been,
Aithoucrh, 't was all against my will:

But thouomh I was thus far away,
I loved thee yet, I love thee still!

CHORUS.-SO DOW diSpel, &C,

Then fold me in your arms aomain,
Ind let our hearts once more be free,

With mine to beat again by thine,
To tell its love once more to thee.

CHOR'US.-For why should sorrow find us here,
Or thoughts of parting glive us pain

To think that this will end our bliss,
For I am comino, back aolain.

For if rouo-h fate's relentless blasts
Should ever part us on a day,

Long distance cannot make us twain,
1 love thee still thouoh far away.
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Ciioiaus.-Then never fear, my maiden dear,
Or give your -bosom so much pain

If I should roam across the foam,
I btill would come to thee again.

0 HAPPY ý1AY HER HEART BE.1ý

PARTLY OLD.
Ac 0 happy may ber heart be,

Evermore from, sorrow free
While she's parted from me,

Far far away.
Ma blessings on ber bosom pile,

With heavenly lustre ever smile,
As she thinks of me the while,

Far, far away.
Glad may ber heart be, ber heart be, ber heart be;

Glad may ber heart bc while I am away,"

While lonely here I wander,
As silently to ponder,
Still thiuking of ber fonder

All the weary day.
'T is still the thought endearing,
'The one to me so cheering,
While as I wake its hearing,

Here far away
Glad may her heart be, ber heart be, her heart be;

Glad may ber beart be while I am away."
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Though now we are parted,
Yet still we are true-hearted;

May joy so ofloimparted
Drive ali our fears away,

'Till change shall bring ber nearest
The one to me sincerest,
As SUR I love ber dearest,

Though far away
Glad may ber heart be, ber heart be, ber heart be;

Glad may her heart be though I am awav."

0 SMILE UPON ME DEAREST.

0 smileupon me, deareýr,
Smiie upon me fair -.

For every smile the nearest
Pans away-a-care.

My beart with grief is sigphing,
Sighintr till. it s sore,

Ceaseless cares undyino,
Reckless tear me &er.

Then smile upon me, dearest,
Smile upou me fair,

For every smile the nearest
Fans away a care.

My cup îs overflowinc,0
With sadness and dismay
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Think of my soul's keen throeing
W*tholit a cheerinor ray.1 - ?z

Joy has long been sinking0.
Sinking into care

Love's stronz chain unlinking
To bind around dispair.

CHORUS.-Then smile, &C.

Once the hopes so shiniucr
Round my silent lot,

Lone- have been declining,
Soon to, be forcrot.

When sball new oncs returnincr
Lessen all my pain

With loves bright lamp, whose burning
Wouli cheer my life agopain ?

ClioRus.-Then smile, rc.

'Tis past, those loves are vaýnished,
To wish them back is vai n*;

There is but one joy ouly
That eau my life sustain,

I think I see it gleaming,
It ma my cares befruile,

If with true love 't is beaming-
It is my maiden smile.

CiaoiRus.-Then smile-upon nie, dearest-
Smile upon nie fair,

For every smile the nearest
Fans away a care.
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TROUGII TIME OR CHANGE S-IOULD MAKE
US PART.

Though time or change should make us part,
And cruel fate unseen

Drive every comfort from my heart,
And measure cares between.

Though sad misfortune tears my breast,
Wild -as the raging sea,

My love for thee will brave the test-
'T is changeless still to thee.

Though mountains rise their lofty forms,
And rivers anoTy pour-

Though ravine wild tempestuous st6fibs
Sweep by the cragged shore,

The rock may rise, the torrents roll,
Far as the distant main,

Yet still the love that girds my soul
Will burn for thee the same.

1

NOW SPRING BREAKS FORTH WITH
BUDDING FLOWERS.

SCOTCH-SONG.

Now sprinom breaks forth with buddino, flowers,
And clothes in green the fragoTant bowers;

Come share with me the balmy hours
Down by the stream so early.
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Cnoers.-Lass-sie with the silken curls
Never sad or weary,

Wilt thou with me share the spring,
And be my only dearie ?

Along the woods we 'Il frladly stray,
With gleesome hearts so light and gray,

Till ev throws its latest ray
;Vý.

Against the bows so cheerily.

CIIORUS.-Lassie withý &C.

We'Il linger where the zephyrs blow-
Where the crystal currents flow,

And pluck the Mies as they'grow
From out the waters clearly.

CIIORUS.-Lassie witb, &c.

Then let the flower bloom on the tree,
And early cheer the honey-bee:
There will be naught so sweet to me

As wanderingo, with my dearie.

CRORUS.-Lassie with the silken curls
Never sad or weary,

Wilt thou with me share the spring,
And be my fairest dearie.-
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ANNY MOOIRE.

0 if there is on earth e spot
Where 1 have been before,

Where care and sorrow found me not
And time fled, sweetly o'er,

'T was by the shady woodland green
Where blooming daissies intervene,
mused o'er many a pleasing scene,
With thee, my.2ýnny'NIoore.

0 -if there was in life a time
That I remember more,

When bliss bath made my spirit climb
To joys of love and lore,

T was when thy band was clasped in mine,
Beneath the hawthorn and the vine,

I plucked frO'ý them the clusters fine,
For thee, 1ýy Anny Moore!

0 if I e'er ha'ý'e seen a sce-ne
For which 1 still deplore

That it bath fied, that it bath been,
And can return no more,

'T was when by Cupid's arms caressed
Thy soothing love my spirit blessed,

As to, -thee still I nearer pressed-
To thee, mý Annie Moore!
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0 if there is in memory dear
A thou-ght that pains me sore

'T is that those raptures once were mine-
'T is that they now are o'er:

And as 1 tear them froin ray beart,
Keen anguish makes the tear to startý

As sad'and lone from thee I part.
From thee, my Anny, Moore!

THERE IS A

There is a maiden now unseen,
Yet oft 1 hope to see acrain,

Althoucrh'the tide may roll between,
To bind us thus it swells in vain.

0 how could fate us ever part,
Or all our future hopes undo,

Tear from the centre of my heart
That one 1 still must love so true ?

There is a maiden far away
That always will my sorrows share,

Where e'er she goes, where e'er she roatns,
My heart is with ber everywhere;

For me she carries in ber breast,
That chaincreless bosom still so fair

Hath pillowed oft this weary hcad
When sore perplexed with anxious care!
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There is a maiden far away,
I think I see her winning smile,
That did my.earliest love attract-
My youthful rancy all beguile.

And still, though seeing yet unseen,
She alwitys eill new joyfi impart,

And strive to, lemen all my grief-
She is the loved one of my heart.

There is a maiden all my own,
still to me forever near-

For as 1 never loved but one,
T hl ttco me she is doubly dear.

Nor C Id I love another Miss,
Or h another in my heart:

Then think bow great has been our bliss,
Whieh only true love can impart.

There is a maiden ever mine,
And never will she me forsake;

Our hearts as one they still entwine,
My latest love she will partake:

.And never severed eau we be,
Though fate at times may bid us partý

'T is her alone, 't is ouly she
Who- knows the secrets of thL beart.

There is a maiden to me ùear,
Cc Like as an angel form of lightill"

In dreams I often see ber near,
And when awake the visîon's bright.

N
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There is a looky there is but one)
That can enchant my muse the while,

Ana wake it froni its slumbering dose,
And from my feelings chase a smile.

Thore is a voice) a happy voice,
With mine hath minglea oftin glee,

.With tones soýartless, free from guile,
Unmized with sadness,: ever free.

And as we would our voices blend,
My happiest, sweetest song to sing,

The golden moments beamino, bright
Fleaall too soon like virgin spring.

There is a heart by mine hath beat,
To silently tell its lasting love,

Which never words coula it repeat,
As that keen throbbing can thus prove..

There ià à cheek-my lips-bave pressed
In hours of bliss when joy fied s---eet,

Those blushinS cheeks I would be blest
Coulcl 1 those glowing acts repeat 1

Tbere is a bosom all my own
A bosom never soiled by care,

That never heaves or silent grieves
But'-i is for my wellbelng there.

No other then can I pursue
Where e're life's fickle barque may run,-

But. cling unto that one so true
Forever love and love that one.
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MEET ME WHERE'THE RIPPLING RILL,

Meet me where th, rippling rill
Winds around thewoodland hill,

Where the zephyrs gather still
And mloonbeam's shades are stealing._

Ciioitus.-Lovely Jenny, will you meet me?
Will you meet me, will you m-eet me?

0 fiow glad 1 there would greet thee,
By the moonliopht's gleamincy.

The birds their song of love will sinom
So happy on their little winZn j
And glad our hearts like their's will spring.

When listening to their ditty.
Ciio.us.-Lovely Jenny,Âci

We'Il set beneath the maple tree
Ana talk of all our hours of glee,

When thou were then so dear to me,
Amonc, the woodbine dearie.

CIIORUS.-Lovely Jenny, &c.

0 NEVER, NEVER CAN MY SOUL.

0 never, nevér can my soul
Forget-ihe one it léarned t ' o cherish

RopS may vanisb, years may roll,
But ber remembrance ne'er can perish 1
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Long, 10DC; Will every early scene
Of love and bliss that heaven amigned uo,

Brood o'er my thoughts till life's last e'en,
And move me that they're left behind us!

And if in future I shall sigh,
And weep for one so constant hearted,

IT will be W'hen from hér I mustffy,
And she is from tuy bosorn parted.

THE PLEDGE SHE MADE.

The pledge she made, the pledgé she made
Of truest love was all my care;

Ah fool was I to, trust its shade,
Or be beguiled by one so fair!

1-1
The tales she told, the tales she told,

And vows to love me and to cherisb,
Were ended when my faith was sold

Then smiled to see me almost perish

Oft when iwy heart would waxen bold,
And tell her that she loved another,

She would her arma around me fold,
And with a kiss my malice smother 1

And I bave vowed, and I have strove,
By all within me, not to love ber,
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Yet still the witching qprité of love
Would catch my heart as fast as ever.

And well I know with all her charms,
The loveliest sweét«t, fair deceiver,

If sheagain was in my arms
My foolish beart would still believe her!

DEAIR MAIDEN. TAKE PITY ON ME'e

0 where are the joys that are fled,
And left me so, lonely and drear ?

And where are the hopes that are dead,
That perisbed on love's broken bier,

Remembered so often lw*th one
A loved one that mine used to be

With her all my lappiness fied
Dear maiden take pi ty on ine

Remorse 1 0 that bitterest tear
That clings to my heart evermore,

For one that it barbored so dear,
But wrenched from. its innermost core.

Keen anguish, that merciless throe,
SÛR sweeps o'er me wild as a sea,

Half drowning mewhere e'er I go-
Fair maiden take pity on me !
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AU lonesome and dreary the day
That frowns interýiingled with pain,

Even hope ne'er can lend it a ray,
With the hope of a loved one again.

0 when shall my languishing end-
The end of this lonelines8 see,

And smile in-the love of a friend
Fair maiden take pity on me!

FROM THEE MY LOV'D ONE I MUST PART.

From. thee ' my loved one ýiust part,
Coula I e'er have dreamed it soi

That the idol of my beart
Now should cause me all my woe ?

0 my heart it bath been shaken
By a false one yet so dear,

Even by her it is forsaken-
Even for her 'tis doubly drear.

All that's pleasing now is vanished-
Now bas left me, now bas lied,

Since of love thou bas boreft me,
Every better feeling 's dead!

0 how true love bas been cheated.
By a false one yet so fair,

But for her it neer had beated,
But. for her had known no care 1
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FARE-THEE-WELL MY MAID FOREVER4

Fare-thee-well my maid forever,
Lonely from thee I must sever,
But for this I would not languish,
But for this had known no anguish,
Thine 'twas from me thus to sever-
Mine could thus have left thee never,
Even for this my soul had aprived me
If you never had deceived me.

I'll ne'er forget theeýthough I wander, -
For on earth I loved none fonder,
And its bliss, that once was beaming,
May in future wake its dreaming.
But the joy that used to find me
To thee ne'er again can bind me,

-,-ý'For the heart in love once cheated
Ne'er can by its fire be heated

0 how dark is parting sorrow,
Knows no glimmer, hopes no morrow,
Even for better I resign thee,

If a lincrering hope co uld find me!
Had I never loved thee dearly,
Had I never loved sincerely,

Never for this love been slighted-
AU my bliss had ne'er been blighted.
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WREN FIRST I SAW MY PEGGY FAIR.

nom ]BUME.

When fint I saw eggy fair,
Il Reaven- I thoùght ýià in her air,
Then love -for her'W'- aU my care," -

For MY smiling pêggy)
But now we arc ManÏed, Say no more.,
Honeymoon hu wafted oer-
Life is- oiaand gore

Wieth- mybeguiling Peggy.

Many a man has fallen so,
Though, perc-ance, not quite so low,.
But the mainspring of my woe

Isi M'y fr-owning Pem 1
Now I ne'er -eau pliam'ro meet,

Death's the deareýt fliend I'd greet,,
H-1 would be a cool ietreat

From, my storming Peggy!

GIVE BACK TÉE SMILE.

Give back the smile, the blushing smile,
As true as when 't was mine-

Yet no, for when thou think'st the while
It mày thy lonely hours beguile,

And tell thee 1 am tbine f
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Give back the sigb, the parting sigh,
That heaves this breast of mine,

That ne'er can from my bosom fly,
Or breathe the latest, last good-bye,

Till meeting one from. tbine 1

Give baok the kiss my lips hath left
Upon those lips of thine,

Or else I 'Il surely think it theft,
Because of kisses I'm bereft-

Then press one back to mine!

Give back the heart you stole away,
As pure as when 't was mine,

Yet no, thy trust III not betray,
For if 't were back it would not stay,

While it can live by thine !

LEAVE ME NOT.

A NIEW S01M.

Leave me not 1 this is a time-
It is a late tbough happy hour,-

When hearts can to their raptures climb,
And taste the sweete of Cupid's power,

'Neath his smile burning,
With love returning;



202 CANADIAN AND

Though many a night hm wafted by
Since in thy arms

My heart with thine crave siggh for sigh.
And by those sweet endearino, charms

The beaming eye, the gushing kiss,
That every care and fear disarms,

And tells me what alone is bliss.
CIIORus.-Com' stay with me thon, my dearie,

Ever for my heart to cheer,
For the night is long and dreary

As my life without you here.

Stay with me then, for 't is an hour
Once gone, we never can regain-

Like as a fading Durtured flower,
It ne'er may bloom for us agaija,

With sceues so smiling,
And joys beguiling,

For which I sigh when they are oler;
And when I rest,

I dream I'm ia thy arms once more-
Still. nearer, dearer, fonder pressed,

Even with that warw fidelity
That mocks the hours when I'm caressed,
In rapturous sweet reality.

CHoRus.-Come stay, &o.
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WHEN HI WIIO ONCE LOVED THEE.

When he who once loved thee can greet thee on m'ore;
When fate has removed him. from you far away,

0 will you remember the days that are e'er,
When we were so happy, so lightsome and gay ?

Sweet joy may return,
His bosom may burD,

And breathe in a circle both happy and free,
But never again
Can he mingle one strain,

Or recaU back the raptures he squandered. with thee 1

Sweet scenes, so enchanting, so precious and dear,
Wheu youth with its beauty made love ever smoothe,

Like the sun o'er the waters bright, sparklingand clear,
It reflects o'er my wanderings as onward I move;

'T is then tbat I mourn,
Wheu those thoughts all return,

And seek for a spot where my mind can be free,
'T will bring joy to my soul,
As seasons may roll,

To know tbat I still am remembered bý thee.

WHERÉ AIRE THOSE TRAT USED TO
OWN ME?,

Where are those that used to own me ?
Where are those that loved me dear?

Better if tbey ne'er had known me,
Then I had not languished here!
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Where the smiles that used to meet me ?
Where the hearts that were so sweet,

And the hands that used to greet me
At the cominop of my feet ?

0 how pale is friendiihiËs burningr,
When our wealth and fame are fied,

-Hearts that love life's blooming m"rniDg
Love not when its bloom is shed 1

Ah, I find that friendship leaves me,
When of fortune rm. bereft,

Thon the plighted ones deceive me,
And a coldy cold world is left.

MY MARY, WREN FIRST I -ESPIED HER.

My Mary, when first I espieà' her,
I coula not my *elings retain

0
'Till I was composing beside her,-

'T was then that.-I felt out of pain!

The light in her eyes that was beaming,
Bespeaking affection and love,

Seemed more than realities gleaming,
Ana au that my fancy couid move.
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The soft Ikiried hand that enclasped me,
hat fblded me close to her breast,

Is still longing again to replace me,
Once more wheré I long for to rest.

Ye winds that sweep over the valleys,
Frora the south to the northernmost clime,

May withhold me the wealth that thou fannest-
I am rith if my Mary is mine 1

One hour is a long year of pleasure,
With her in a world such as this;

Ah life 1 it still is a treasure,
To repose on that bosom of bliss!

THE SUMMER'S DRAWING NEAR ITS CLOSE.

r.This song was written in 1857, on the misfortune of a
friend, and is my earliest production.]

The summer '-s diawing to its close,
The farmer Is gathering in his corn,
Yon orébard 's ÉhIl of lovely trees,
Ita fruit is dropping mid the Ibreeze.
The robin now has left hèr nest,
Rer young shes driven from, her breast,,
While louely here I'm left to roam,

Without a friend, without a home.

AMIRRICAN POIRMS -



40 m' 6 CANADIAN AND

TaU growg the pine with waving top,
While here ana there's a lonely spot;

The crystal stream comes creeping on-
T.he well-known. stream I've known so long.

And on the hill beside the road,
The cot stands in ita solitude,

With scenes that fLII my breast with pain,
For they can ne'er be mine again.

I pass tbe old frequented bowers,
That once were mine in happier hours
lýàick grows l'te trees and iclark ita shade,
Anaibick with haves, but mn to fade.

There's not a soul thinks of me here-
There 's not a friend thinks of me dear,
While wandering here I sigh alone,
For I have lost my home,- Ilsweet home."

AHI LIZZIE 1 HAPPY WAS THAT DAY.

Ah Lizzie, happy wu that day,
As to the school I bent my way,

My youthfal heart was caught a stray,
AU by thy charms, my Lizzie!

Not all the charms of early spring,
As in the wild the warblers sing,

To me coula half the rapture bring,
As--w'andering with my Lizzie 1
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When school is out at close of day,
And homewarci bound I take my way,

My captured heart still longs to stray,
To linger with my Lizzie 1

Let sorrow come, or come what will,
Misfortunes blow with all its chill,

One thought will oft my bosom, fill-
The happy thoughts of Lizzie.

Then let the bird with golden breast
Sit, happy on ità lofty nest ;

But with my Lizzie I'fi be blessed-
My youthfül, charmiDg Lizzie !

OVER YOUTR'S PLEASURES BEAMING.

Over youth's pleasures beaming,
My memory ]ýeeps, dreaming,
As I swift wander back -

To the days that were free.
When, 0 when it was morning,
With its spring flowers adorning,.
As the sweet zephyr's mourning

Fell softly ci'er me.
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Then, then came the summer,
And the birds without number,

Singino, sweet'mid the bowers
With their notes full of glee.

Then I knew it was morning,
With radiance adorniDg,
As the breeze's i3oft mourninc

Fell sweetly o'er me.

'f hen night brought its sllimber,
No cares to outnumber:
But 1 dreamed of ýÈe morn

With a heart light and free.
Then no elouds darked the mérning,

But 't was ever adorning,
With the wild zephyr's mourning

To waft over me.

No chill rays of sorrow
Ever cleuded the morrow,

As my fancy then looked
Some glad moments to, see.

0 then it was morning,
With hopes all-adorning
As the wild zephyr's mourning
Fell sweetly o'c-r me.



209AMBRICAN POIMS.

ONCE MORE I VIEW THE OLD SHADY
B 0 W ER, S.

Once more I view the old shady bowers
Once more I view them with anguish and care,

For tbere, in the morning of spring's sunny hours,,
I parted with Ada, the:flower of the fair!

Bright was the moming that shone on our parting,
iUd ù it Èlinted among the gricen, trees,

Still through my memory its scenes are yet darting-
Tbe latest farewell that arose on the breeze.

The bird that sat chirpÏng beaide its fiigh nest,
With a song fnll of mirth ' and a heart full of glee.

And tbe robin that sung with the bloom. on his breast,
Was surely more b nd merry than we.

Still the same stre o'er the pebbl« is creeping,
And t to - rinc, elm. bends far in the sky,

While hrough its rough branches the breezes are-
weèping,

That mingle în tune with the blackbird's wild cry..

Oftshall my-memorybrighten that morning,
As years with their seasons swiftly pass o'er,

And spring with its blossoms so sweetly adorning,
But its scenes shall enliven my bosom no more.



210 CANADIAN AND %

Theny still as I view the old shady bowers,
Still shall I view them, with auguish and care,
For there, in the morning of spring's sunny hours,

I parted with Adaý the flower of the fàir.

LET MISERS HOARD THEIR TREASURES, 0.

OLD SONG.

Let misers hoard their treasures, 0,
And fools pursultheïr pleasures, 0,

They 'Il find the but a glittering bow-
Give me my little Lizzie, 0,

My Lizzie, 0; my Lizzie, 0,
Let come what may upon me, 0,

1'll face the wave that crowns the brave,
And sing away for Lizzie, 0.

The brightest hopes of earth. are vain,
And life has scarcely left the main,

Where wreckers lurk and tempests blow,
To fix my fate, my Lizzie, 0;

For all the unseen harmers, 0-
For all the charms of charmers, 0,
Give me the wish that girds my heart,
To live and die witli Lizzie, 0.
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Ilve seen so many painted cheek,%,
And old maids wily flirts and freaks,

That with them here I dare not go,
But cling unto my Lizzie, 0.

For all their lovinc araces , 0

For all their painted faces, 0,
Give me the bloom tbat nature paints
Upon the cheeks of Lizzie, 0.

Their crafty love is not for me,
Deceitfül as the rolliner sea
What care I for their love or show ?

Give me my chârraing Lizzie, 0
For all the tricks of woman 0,
For all the false deceivers, 0,

Just give me power to shun them. all,
And live and die for Lizze, 0.

For life and health 1 must maintain,
And toil away by might and main,
Though cares and troubles sink me low,

I still will love my Lizzie, 0 !

yLizzie, 0; my Lizzie, 0
Despite the ills that gird me, 0,

l'Il face the spray that darks to-day,
And sing at night for Lizzie, 0 1
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EVENING SHADOWS ANGRY GATHER.

Evening shadows angry gather-
Morning brings no brighter ray, T

Frowning sorrows ever meet us
Over lifes uneven way.

Oft from home and ffiends to sever-
Lessons learned from day to day,

Cloudy skies and stormy weather,
Gather o'er life's thorny way. T'
Cares unmingled, grief unbounded,
Tending but to nature',Q sway,

Everywhere with toil surrounded,
Crossing oer life's thorny way.

Loves are blighted, h-opes are withered, T'
Fancy blooms but to decay

These in sorry lessons tell me,
Life is but a thorny way.

IN YON COTTAGE GARDEN.

In yon cottage garden where beauty reposes
Where in the bright morninom long lingers the bee,

There often I wander among its red roses,
To gather some sweet ones, my Mary, for thee.
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CHoRus.-How glad were the hours
In fair flora's bowers;

But sweeter the flowers
I gath-ered for thee.

The sun there shines brightly, my heart there beats
lightly,

As glad as the robins that sings on its tree,
While each blooming flower looks fairer and s#eeter
As I place them in boquets, my Mary, for thee.

CiioRus.-How glad were the bours, &c.

The dews of the morninom like diamonds were shining,
And droptfrom their leaves as I pulled them. to me;

And loth did I leave on the bush some entwining,
But dearer were those that I gathered for thee.

CiioRrs.-How glad were the bours, &c.

Then long will I wandèr where beauty reposes,
In yon cottage garden so happy and ftee,

And ever with pleasure remember the roses,
Because there I gathered some sweet ones for thee 1

Ciiotus. -How glad were the hours
In fair florals bowers;

But àweeter flower-s
I gathered for thee
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SONG OF TEIE JOLLY TOPERS.

4ý We zvar na foi&."-From Burns.

The other day when on a spree,
As homeward I was turnincr

I icar na foit," but jus- enou',
To keep my spirits burniqm.

The barley free was in MY ee;
Whieh made me proudly wagger,

While Harry at my elbow clung,
To help me for to wagger.

Ciiop.us.-Il We war na iu, we -war nafozt>"
But just had muckle for to carry,

So in a ditch I took a pitch,
And tumbled in, and so did Harry.

The rain was dashing on our heads,
The thunders loudly clattered

And like two flounders in a fix)
We made the mud-hole splatter.

I had no power to help mysel,
It put me fidgeing sarely;

He blamed the fault alone on me,
I blamed it on the barley.

CiaoRus.-Il We war nafou, we war nafou,"
But just had muckle for to carry, B

So in a ditch 1 took a pitch,
And tumbled in, and so did Harry.
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0 ONCE I LOVED A MAIDEN.

0 once I loved a maiden, a maiden wondrous fair,
That could tell such pleasing stories with a most enticing

air;
But the charming little creature, for some cause I ne'er

could know,
Whene'er I spoke of wedding hershe modestly said "no."

CiioRus.-But there's no use sighing,
And there 's no use trying,

For I hear her still denying,
With her modest answer "no."

And once upon an evening, an evening bright and clear,
When we were in the parlor and no other one was near

We both were happy talkiDg, and I'thought she loved
me so

But I fo.und I did the loving, when she modestl said
CiioRus.-But there 's no use, &o.

Now I have long been trying, and trying all in vain,
And I have long been courting, and courting might and

main
And oft Ive vain imagined tbat our courtship was a go,
But when 't was coming to the point, she modestly said

Ccno!"

CiloRus.-But there 's no use, &C.

215AMERICAN POEMS.
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But of late my mind is chanrrinor, as chancinop îs My fate
And the ones I loved so clearly, now I have to learn to

hate-
For there's no use lovinom when that lovino- brinrys you

woe
And there 'no use courtincr when your answer is a 1 'no

CiioRus.-Then theres no use sighing,
And there 's. no use tryin-tDY

For I hear ber still denfing,
With ber modest answer-11 no."

A IEIUG> AND A KISS, AND A SIGH

Some people that's modest and wise,
Who live in our cities sublime,

Oft gaze with astonishing eyes
At a countryman's manners like mine.

And if with a loved one they part,
They give them a cold, cold, good-bye,

But sneer at the bushwacker's mein
A hug, and a kiss, and a sigh!

If friendship is friendship in creed
If manners is bound to, a sphere;

If politeness is wisdom indeed,
My case is u hard one, 't is clear.
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Yet give me what 's pleasure alone,
That Èows throug-h a channel of bliss,

And can for misfortune atone-
. An old fashioned hug and a kiss.

Then dandies may wonder aüd stare,
And counter-back boobie may blow,

Or fancy they're wise as a sage,
But my raptures they never can know.

Give me, as I part with my dear, >

When no Cher beincr is nigh,
This emblem of friendship sincere,

A bug, and a kiss, and a sigh.

AWAY WITH YOUR NONSENSE.

Away with your nonsense-your houses and farms
Give nie just my Susan to clasp in my arms:
What care I for riches or fortune below ?

They're only a storehouse to gather in woe!
Ciiop.us.-Then away with your riches and treasure,

Your lusts or fanatical charms;
Give ite what to, life brings it pleasure,

Just all I eau clasp in my arms.

Alone, you may labor for riches in vain,
You're seeking for somethin" you never can gain
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Give me what is prictless and never brinors pain,
The one that has cheered me, and cheered me again.

Ciio.Rus.-Then away, &-o.

And this is my motto, it pleases me best,
'T is all that brinfrs coinfort and joy to my breast
Ah me how I loncr on that bosoin to rest!
The longer I 'm there the longer I 'm pressed.

CiioRus.-Then away, &o.

e
THE OTIIER DAY.

The other day,
When licht and zav.
I met fair Emma smiliDcrl

Her eye so elcar,
That sparkled near,

With innocence compiling,
Quick as a dart
It pierced my heart,

By marfic all alarming
I scarcely knew

What for to do,
'T was to ni y life so charmingy.

What next befell,
I will not telli

As modesty reproves me
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But what I niay,
Is this to S-aY5

I think she de-arIv loves ine.
Or, how could 1
Its charm defy,

'ýnd stand aorainst its sueing
That saine sweet look

..,Nly fancy took,
And is niy re-st undoino,

.ýl\- w I S H.

0 were I but a blooming flower
And nurtured in a ladies' bower,

Where naugght but her protecting power
W ould guard my head,

Still drawinff from the vernal shower
.Hy crimson red

How great would be my snug home there,
Till I was ripe for woman's care
Then on her breast she'd place me fair,

To rest my bead,
'Mid lace and ribbons, -indred rare,

To wilt and fade.
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Then would my lips her bosom kiss,
With little care fbr that or this;
The world might crave my happy miss,

Or me admire,
'Till death should end my slumbering bliss,

Then sweet expire!

0 ONCE 1 GOT A COLD, COLD KISS.

[To one that can understand or sing it best.

0 once I got a cold, cold kiss,
The place I still. remember;

It was not in tbe month of May,
But in a cold December.

The night was long and cola and drear,
No stars its dimness liophted

Yet it was warmer than thekiss
That all my feelings blighted,
For they, for they were slighted.

Cnoitus.-That cold, cola kiss, that cold, cola kissý
I fear it will remove me;

I got it from. a fair, fair "miss,
That oft bas brouçrht my bosom bliss,

And once, ah once did love me!
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0 cold, 0 cold are winter, storms
That tears the leafless timber;

And colà, 0 cold are lifeless forms
As icebergs in December: î

But cold, ah colder is a kiss
From, one that 's void of feeling;/

It blights the fairest hopes of bli
The fount of joy fast sealir
And life's last sunbea s Stealing.

Ciio.us.-That cold, cold kiss, &o.

I have been young, I have been gay;
I have had raptures seeming;

I have had love, though short and sweet,
And some scarce more than dreaming,

But ail thejoys of younger years,
Had they ne'er been benighted,

That cold, cold kiss I got that night
Would have its last joy blighted,

For I fôr love was slighted!
CRop.us.-That cold, cold kiss> that cold) cold kissy

I fear it will remove me;
1 got it from a fair, fair miss,
That oft has broucrht my bosom bliss,

And once, ah once did love me.
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0 WERE I WHERE THE LILIES BLOOM

0 wore I -%Yhere the filies blooin!
By yonder streani, by yonder stream,

While it is suininer's rising noon,
To brightly gleani, to bri(ylitlyrile,tni,

And every bud that opens near
Should fairer bc, should fairer be;"

How clad 1 'd feel with vou My deai,
Aloncr with me aloncr with iue!

n 3 C

Then I would pluck the lilies fine,
So glad and gay, so glad and gay,

And wreath them o'er that brow ofthine,
To fade away, to fade away.

N N(ýr wealtb, nor fanie, nor fortune's dreani
So dear would be, so dear would be,

ý£s wanderinfr by yon crystal stream,
Alonçy with thee. alonz with thee.

0 WHO WILL NOW MY SLIPPERS WEAR?

FROM THE "' RANTIN1 DOG THE DADDY 0 1 IT."-BURNS

0 who will now my Il slippers "* wear,

' And brush them up with prudent care ?
And tbink they're doing something rare

The simple swain that eut me out 1
*A vulgar name for a sweetheart.
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0 who in love will tak-e my place?
0 who my will embrace,

ý£nd thrash my back behind my face-
The simple swain that out me out!

0 who ber ruby lips will
And fancy they're a throne of bliss,

And think that I their balm. will miss ?
The simple swain that eut me out!

wbo will judire it is, no theft
To take the leavincs I bave leff.

And think of love I am bereft ?
The simple main that eut me out!

0 who will be so fond caressed
Upon thebosom I have pressed,

And huçr the bubbies I have niussed ?
The simple swain that cul- nie out

0 who will pace our roads alongcý
As if to Canaan he was goinb

So grand with my old " slippers " on ?
The simple swain that eut me out!

1

I THINK OF ONE THAT*S FAR AWAY.

Alone, when allis calm an d still,
Thoughts, silent thoughts, my bosom filli
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Andin my min d will often stray-
The thoughts of one that's far away.

0 joyous thoughts that fills my breast
With many a wish and hope impress'd,

And many a long and dreary day
I think of her that's far a*ay.

When life was youncy and in its sprino,
How oft I heard her sweetly sing,
And still I hear her charming lay
Though now she is so far away.

And to her still my memory turns,
Till my sad bosom glows and burns,
And almost dream, by night and day,

Im, with the lass that's far away.

The weary hours from. day to day
May brightly dawn uponmy way,,
For still my thoughts will ever stray
To meet de lass that's far away.

COME) YOUR BLUSHING!

Come, banish your blushing,
'Your if's and your no's,'Tis time ou were movino,

y C y
If you inean to propose.
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ICIIORUS.-I)earest, then try me,
I dare to defy you,

If you think I'd deny you,
You 'd better just try me

1 surely have loved you,
As all the world knowsý

And would never reprove you,
If you'd ouly propose !

Ciffoms.-Dearest, then try me, &o.

Then hurnbu& no loncer
My fair tricky rover;

If you wait till I 'm, older,
The spell will be aver.

CHORUS.-Then dearest, come try me, &c.

COME, LET ME KISS THOSE LIPS AGA IN 1

Coin:e, let me kiss those lips again
1 would I could forever :

The joys that there I then would gain
Would cease to move me never.

Come, fold me in those arms again,
And press me to thee nearest,Then love thouorh old will not grow cold,

1 -C 3
Wlien blended thus the dearest.
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Not all the wealth of yonder town,
Could bring me so much pleasure;

Nor all the diamonds in a crown
Could buy frorn nie my treasure.

When on thy breast I feel so ble,:-ýsed,
I have no fear of grief or ill,

And fate mirrht roll me to the pole
Even there 1 cshould be happy still.

MY LASSIEý SHE'S NOT OLI) ENOUGH.

From ".v Love, -she's but a Lassie vet."-BuR>,-,s

My lassie, she 's not old enough;
My lassie, she 's not old enouab
Thouch she will never thin- it so-
It may be so she's bold enongh.

She's gay and happy as a lark,
I would not have her marry yet,

Sbe'Il do the meantime for to, spark--
But we will single tarry yet.

The parson ta-es the darkies nig'ht
The parson takes the darkle-s.night;
But Sunday eve is when I court,
And mav-be I 'm a sinner for it;
For all the joy it brings me then,
I pay full dear on Monday for it
The parson too must have his fun,
if he cannot preach on Sunday for it!w
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Il

ONE KISS> MY 110NEY) ETÉ WE PART 1

One kisS, my hüney, e'er we pirt-
One fond embrace before, Nve sever,

I can*t without it inake a start,
Or thiri- like this to part-no, never.

Then can I face the midnicht drear
Alone with joy, though I bave left thee ?

For by that proof of love sincere
I 'Il know that tblou li.--st not bereft me.

And even the thoucrhts of partin, So,c
W ill make the sun rise clear to-morrow

And ell its rays will rapture throw
Around niy path to banish sorrow.

For in each kiss there's love revealed
In each embrace a matchless pleasure;

In both the heart is left unsealed,
And shows what is its inmost treasure.

And then no cares or earthly power
Can break the spell of pleasure seeming

I wouli not wisb to live one hour,
If 't were not for such raptures beaming.
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1 HAVE A SWEETHEART.

I have a sweetheart all làY own;
I have no more beside her-!ý >ýW

1 never fear 1 Il loose my
No one else could abide her.

She is not proud, she is not gay,
Nor handsome less than vauntie;

'Tis well, I seel that she's like meý
Or I'd loose her e'er Vm twenty.

Ciioiws.-Then hurrah for the ône that is true,
That will stick to me close as a brother,

As lonor's I've a patch on myback for to scratch
Or a penny to buy me another.

The tip-top bloomers of the town
Are all such lofty cases-

But by-thembye I'd rather die
Than love tbem. for their faces-

Their high ambition seems to bc
To fool each would-be lover;

And ah, the times they've jilted me,
I ne'er eau trust another.

ClIOR-US.- Then-hurrah, &e.

He that is low needs fear no fall;"
He that ia high fall higher-

And sweet the love that is àbove
The cravings of desire.
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There's nothing like a whole-souled maid
Te beatify a lover:

Then will I stick to, - dear,
Nor go snooks for another.

Ciioitus.-Tben hurrah, &e.

THERE WAS NO KISS FOR ME.

I've seen the lassies rosy fair
-Upon a winter's night

AU gay and mirthfally, beside
The fireside blazing bright;

And when the merry niorht was spent,
The parting hiss went free:

I've heaved up many a sorry sigh
For there was none for me!

And oft this stung my fuming brain -
What vanity to waste

The precious gem so highly prized,
Of which I IoDged to taste ?

And yet the foolish waste was made,
It always seemed to be,

Upon less hungry lips than mine-
For there wu none for me.



The rose thit bangs upon the briar
.May tempt the honey bee,

And rosy cheeks with ringlets fair
Ilave ever tempted me.

So when I see with beami-tirr eyes
The parting kiss go free,

My beatimp heart relenting sighs,
Because theres none for nie.

'T is pleasant for to be enrolled.
With 1ýi;4ses link-ed in pair -

But worse tliail awful to look oii
And not to cet a bliare.

Wh do they hoard the precious gein
As if 't were priceless dear ?

Why not tak-e pity oii w- casej
And throw their kisses Lere ?

Sometimes I think my turn has conie,
It takes nie by surprise;

My bosom leaps, but ah, too
The happy vision dies!

'T is but the saine repeated round
That 1'm desàLined to seeý

Another suiter talzes the prize-
For there is nene for nie.

But now those scenes fled away,
Althoucrh they rieved me sore;

If I had been a dandy-dash,
1 might have look*d for more.

230 CANNADIAN ANI)
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But now the winteïs past, andcrone,
The flower Is on the tree,

And still 1 mourn the -isses lost
For there was none for me

WHEN TWILIGHT DIPS ITS GOLDEN, WING.

When twilirrht dips its golden wingn C)
And glitters o'er-the mant1el lea,

My bosom takes a happy spring
And steals a moment's thouçPlit for thee.C

Then fairly roused from idle dreanis
Thy memory does niy fancy iaiove,

To dwell on briopliter, pleassitirr scheinesb 0
And dips my slumbering pen in love.

Then like a youna- and tender flower0
That Is pierceil as by souie unseen dart,

Thy love with all its piercIno, powerM
Has (rained the centre of wy licart.

Then let the golden twil;.,rrht breakZ
With brightened spiendor upon merD

One silent thoucrht my heart shall take,
And claim my lonely holirs for thee.
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0 SHALL WE EVER MEET LIKE THIS?

0 shall we ever meet like thisý
Beside the crystal stream,

To take the latest parting kiss
Beneath the moon's pale beam ?

And shall this be for e'er our last,
Forbid! Oh may it not be yet

The meteor of our haDpy past
It cannot thus so soon be set.

Not chilled by age or broken vows,
Or faithless love's bèwitherina- blight,

Still true as in its early dawn,
Ana faithfül to its latest night;

Then sweetly pass the parting kiss
Of youthful love's unfadinom ray,

To glow more pure in future bliss,
And not, like summer's flowers, decay.

ON A COLD WINTER'S NIGHT.

FROM AN OLD FRAGMENT.

On a cold winter' night TE

When the moon shone bright,
And the thin clouds were swiftly gliding,

With the old hand-slei,,,h
I hurried away

To the place where soine youngsters were sliding.



And while I was there
With the sporters fiair,
I thought to enjoy myself sweetly,

To have a quick slide
Down the bill side,

And not to bc cheated completely.

Then quick as a fly,
Sweet Sally and I

Got on the old sleigh fer a glider,
But round a short bend
The sleigh took a send,

And tumbled me snugly beside her.

0 awful mishap!
When I fell on her lap,

A sad yet a happy capsizer,
For while I was there
I got a hug fair,

And no one was any the wiser.

THOU CARELESS BIRD WITH SILKEN SONCT

WRITTEN 3iAy 1859.-FPom BURNS.

Thou careless bird with silken soiaaý- Y
Unknown to sorrow, grief or care,

How can you chant away the spriiag,
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With music fill the mcriiiii(-r ttir ?
You nia-e nie thin- of days that're fled,
And throuch my bosom's centre burn,

To think of all ihe pleassure past,
The joys that can no inore return

0 happy days that 're fled and gone,
How soon they pas'd, how swift to goplide ?

When to the school-house on the hill
My schoolmates rambled at my side;

And oft mid sumnier*s sunny hours
We Played around the flowery thorn;

Nor thoucht we of the passing joys,c ZD W
That they would never inore returfi,,

And oft we sjL-rayed beside the streani
With gladsome hearts and full of omiee,

And mid the shady woodland bowers,
My playmates prathered flowers for me

Care never dimmed the noonday hours-
The birds suno, sweetly on the breeze,

Till 0, too soon, the sun would cast
Its setting rays amono, the trees.

We passed many a pleasing scene,
While urkbought time was spentwith glee,

With liliesfair to scent the air,
Or haTag them on the sbrubby tree,
Perchance with some to, deck the hair,
Or wreath upon the sunny brow,

With curls entwined all bloominop fair-
Methinks I see those -laurels now 1
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Ind could I sec theni here a(raiti
With all tbeir beautiR to my view,

My bosom with its little cares
Would waken up fresh joys -.inew.

Still for those scenes fore-ver dear
My bosoyai here will ever burn,

While memory sings tàem in my ear,
Although they can no more return.

WHERE SUNSET THROWS ITS LATEST RAY.

Wherc sunset throws its latest ray,
Arid evening beauty closes,

There often do I lonely stray
To lincrer'inong its roses.

solitude reposes,
The fragrant lily closes,
Beside the ruby roses,

From day to day.

And rovinom through the garden fair,
How oft in thoughts repeating

I think of one that once was there,
That now in death is sleepinog.

Then the cold chills creeping,
Come o'er my spirit leaping,

In tears my eyelids steeping,
For I am lonely there.
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0 CARRY ME BACK TO MY HOME

0 carry me back to my home again,
To the dearest spot on this spacious plain,
Where the tall trees wave and the forests grow
That freshen the air as the zephyrs blow.

CHo.uýs.-To my happy home, to my forest home,
To the cot in its humble pride;

0 carry me back, then no more shall I roam
From my home by the forest's side.

0 carry me back where the warbler's sing,
To gladden the hours of the opening spriug,
Where the merry lark cheers the opening day,

And youth's sweet moments were squander'd away.

Ciioitus.-To my happy home, &o.

0 carry me back to my kindred dear,
Their hearts yet are true and their friend8hip sincere
They think of their wanderer with sorrow and fearý
Here 's a sigh for misfortune, for friendship a tear.

CiioRus.-To my happy home, &c.

0 carry me back, e'en on fancies wing,
To the green clad bills and the crystal spring:
0 could I but even imagine Vin there-
One dream of its grandeur disperses my care.

CrioRuQ.-To my happy home, -c.
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Then carry me back where I long to be,
To mingle with those who are happy and free,

To the cot by the wildwood as bright as of yore-
0 give me its blessings and MI wander no more.

Ciioitus.-To my happy home, &o.

0 H.Aa.D I BEEN THAT ÉiýTAL ROSE.

ON SEBING IT PLUCKED FROIX A à>11 BY A FAIR LADY
AND PLACED ON UER ýWOM-

1

0 had I been that fatal rýe,
And just as lucky chosen,

I might like it have had repose
On a fair lady's bosoin.

0 that I now could have its place,
The maiden to, apprise me

How glad I would the chance embrace-
Then let the world despise me.

For here alone I'm still unknown
To hymen's joys a stranger,C 1While others into bliss have grown,
But I am out of danger.

0 happy ehincre in such an hour,
It could not be relented

Then let me that fatal flower
And I will be contented.
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I'd rather live a short, short life,
And be some lady's treasure,

Than live alonc throuçrh aac and strifé-
strancrer still to pleasure.

0 THAT WE HAD NEVER LOVED.

Broken vows alas, forever,
Strono-est 'love has brittle proved

Parted ties shall tie, ah never;
0 that we had, never loved !

Had we ne'er in faith united-
Had we ne'er in friendship met,

All our love had ne'er been blichted-
Grief had never known us yet!

Love unmingled is the sweeter,
To the heart that knows no change

Had I never tasted bitter,
I had never -nown its pains.

But fell misfortune's coldest sorrow
Pales the cheek and drops the tear-

Darks to-day, clouds to-morrow,
Hides a prospect e'er so, clear.
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Joyous hope may oft awaken
Fond desire of future bliss

But alas! when oft mista-en
She sees all thincrs have went amiss.

And broken love wlien oft repeated,
Turns the softest lipart to steel-

Oft encrusted by misfbrtune
callous çrrows that cannot féel.

Thený since our love lias fled férever
Since its ties have brittle proved,

Friendship's joys can bind us never
0 that we liad never loved

A RHAPSODICAL SONG.

IMITATION OF BURNS.

This world indeed, with'ail, its speed,
Is all a vast confusion, 0

Unblest and wild, yet oft beguiled
By fortunels endless shadows, 0.

Gay hopes are fled, and virtue bled,
To fill the craving passions, 0

Remorse for all steeps up the gall
And "ives the heart a laahing, 0.
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Some gaudy scheme but ill contrived
Proves but an airy castle, 0
Atabition lifts it in its fa141 Or pumps the sinking vessel, 0

Regardless quite she dashes on,
Each toweriins; wave to sever 0

Till wrecked upon some hidden rock,
She sinks and falls forever, 0.

Theu, once for all, we see our fate,
And mark each fall the faster, 0
Desponclency then cries aloud,
Too late to mend disaster, 0.

The die is cast, the summer's past
Of life's meridian splendor, 0,

And death's sure tread comes on a-head,
The surely sin-avenger, 0.

Life here below I know is short,
I think 1 will live single, 0;

For all. the bliss that's found in thisý
And cares to intermingle, 0; ' 1

To make this choice while I am here,
I tbink is no great wonder, 0,

To strive to shed or even dread
An old wives frowninc thunder, 0.

On various schemes or idle dreams,
ymuse she gladly wanders, 0,

Though little toys and t;hort-livedJOYS
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She often courts them fonder
Perbaps a hope slips in between,
The endless balm for sorrow, 0

The ruffied past it smoothens o'er,
And richly paints to-inorrow, 0.

But o'er life's way 1 still inust stray,
With scarce a friend to guard me, 0;

But for my rhymes at other times,
I think l'Il be rewarded

Still fortune's crack sticks to my back,
And stings and pains me sorely, 0;

I drive throucrh care and rip and tear,
And strive to gain it fairly, 0.

By night and day to push away
Through many bitter sorrows, 0,

The pau pers' li aunts, with all its wants,
Oft crin with all its horrors'o;

And fancy's flight and fortune's blight,
With all their endless ranges, 0

The silent tomb's relentless womb
Will end the shifting changes, 0.

NOW THE SUN'S DEPARTING BEAIM.

Now the sun's deDartinz bearn
Glancing qýer the purple stream,
Bids adieu to nature's prime-

Throws bis latest on the pine.
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Sweet the evening now I say
When the mon shines clearly, 0

While by the wild I love to stray,
Musing on my dearie, 0.

Silent night has naught to harm-
Nature ever wears a charm
Gladly tbere our hearts will climb,
Pleasure never looses time.

Now the bîrds sing, in the grove,
Never tired or weary, 0:

Gladly thither will 1 1 rove,
Musing on my dearie, 0.

Morning with its warminom sun
Opes the lilies one by one;
Evening does the Mies close-

Dew-drops deck the purple rose.
0 the joys of evenimp hours,

Naucpht to me's so chearie, 0,
As wanderino, throuçrh the fracrrantbowers

Musing on my deatie, 0.

LONG. LONG, AGO."

Where are the years that forever 'have sped,
Loncr lonc aco lon-P agocý c r- 1 ýD

Where are the loves that forever have fled)
F.C Lonz, lony arro, loncr ago
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They were the sweetest and best at the start;
Veifilyfrom thern did I sever my heart,

]Better froin them that I ne'er had to part,
Lonc? lonc acro long acro."

Oft do I dream of youth's early -1-Dorn,
41 Long, long aomo, long ago;

ej C Zn
Oft do 1 wish that its joys might return,

Il Long, long rigo, long ago.«'
Sorrow A trinkles the tear froin -rny eye;
Au.uish still causes theni quickly to, fly;

Memory would wipe them all up with a sigb,
Loncr loing ago, long ago."

Yet I remem'imr the joys that are past,
Loing, long ago, long ago, -

0 that I never had witnessed the last,
"Long, long ago, long ago!"

Where are the prospects of youth's early spring ?
Where are the raptures that bloomed on its wing
Where are the loves that my beart used to siDg,

Loncr long agro, loncr ago

L E T M E G 0

Let me go, let me go,
While the day's swiftly gliding,

Where the wild flowers grow,
And the breezes are hidino,
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Where the close of the day
Drops the dew on the meadow,

And the tall slender pine
Shows the sun's latest shadow ?

Let lue (Yoy let me cro
b ti

While the eveniner is siniling,
And the fair closing flowers

Are so sweetly becruilinor -
Where the dews on the thorn

O'er its blossoms are shining;
Where the vîne with its curls

'Mong its branches is twining.

There *s a charin for the eye
That lies smiling before me,

And a charui for the ear
Which the birds warble for nie!

Yes l'Il go, yes l'Il go,
For my'heart it relieves it

Frotn the cares of the day,
That are eager to grieve it!

TRERE IS A HEART THAT EVER BEATS.

There is a heart that ever beats
With fond emotion's purut love;

There is an eje that languid weeps
When dearest friends by fate remove.
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There is au arni that never tires,
Whose fond embraces ne'er decay;

There is an ear that lonfrs to hear
A word, from him that's far away

There is a bosom ever fair,
Like whitened marble smoothen'd oler,

That enly heaves cýr silent grieves-
For hiin that now is there no more.

That heart has beat alone for me-
That bosom once was all m care

Then can I -view again that form
Without a wish for being there!

TREIRE WAS A TIME, ONE WINTER'S NIGHT,

FROM A SCOTCH SOLZG.-BURNS.

There was a tinie, one winters night--
When nights are lonom and dreary,-

My beart was beating uneo' light,
And'elose beside my dearie ;

Butjokes and fun had scarce begun,
Ris merry bours to, measure

E'er there was something that transpired
Which soon disturbed my pleasure.
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Ciio.us.-But 0 the cause I dare not tell)
Yet I will still reinember.

What next befel nie then and there
Is not suna in this ditty .

But if you e'er bave seen the like
You will know how to pitty.

The snow was driîving o'er the bills,
The night was dar- and dreary,

But worse than all I was so soon
Couipelled to leave my dearie.

CrioRus.-But 0 the cause 1 dare not tell,
Yet 1 willstill reniember.

SOFT AND SLOWLY O'ER -NIE k"5ýTEALING.

Soft and slowl o'er me stealing,Gentle niçrht brings back the feeling
C ZD -

With its dreams so plain revealing,
S-cenes of many a day of yore.

Flowery ineads and streamlets streamino,
Shady bowers with sunbeams gleaming
And rarabling there, the bright eyes beaining

Of one that wauders there no more.

How the beart renews its beating,
While the memory keeps repeating

A fond name tha-t once was greeting
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Music to its inner core ;
And the bosom feels caressed
By that one it oft hath blessed,

And fancy makes it sweetly pressed
By one tiiat's fled forever more.

GLAD WAS I ýITD YON SHADY BOWERS.

Glad was I mid yon shady bowers,
As shadows fell before nie,

While love with silken fairy wings
Came gently creeping o'er me.
How sweet the robin obirped his lay

Among the boughs behind me ;
But swpeter were the t1ioughts of one

That every where does find me.

Yes, pleasing thought, to please my ear,
My silent hours

Ye make my bosom beat with joy,
And turn my joy to sinifing.
Then musing fond wbile fanoy's wings
To pleasure's arms assigus me

The thoughts d one though now unseen
Are all the thouqyhts that find me.
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A FRAGINIENT.
As da is glidil](PI fast subsiding

y tD n)
And murky nicht obscures th(c sky,

1 sit me down upon a mound
To muse on scenes thatre passing by

And memory'burning, overturning
Happy scenes of bv-gone days,

While fancy beaining, sweetly oleaming,
Sings them into cheerful lays.

Let pleasure bloom linmixed with gloom,
The brightest plume on fancy's wing,

Its golden beam, m'y inuses, dream
Of which in youth I learned to sing -

May joy unending, -never blending,
Follow me where e'er I go,

With love oft smilin,(,P,, quite becuiling,
To brighten up this world of woe.

ONE JOY FOR ANOTHER DEPARTS.

One joy for another departs;
One hope for another rernoves;

One love for another grives place,
But a f*àISeýone toi) çtften it proveçt.
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Year after vear flutters fast
With their blessings ever so dear,

And the joys of the loves that are past,
Are scarcely discerned througli a tear.

Oft hope builds a myriad ofloves,
On the veil of a fanciful day

The first disappointment that comes
Sweeps all their endearinents away.

Thus the rose that just blooms for a day,
With the çrlorious hue on its breast

Soon withers and fades on the ray,
Then falls on the cold earth to rest.

How muell this resembles my lot,
Like a vessel fast girt by the wind,-

Misfortune forever seeins cros'd, 9N,
Like breakers that're left far bèh ind.

Then a storin o'er my bow doth ari - se
Disappointments like serfs round me twine:

The sweet gale of pleasure soon dies,
Then breakers forever seem mine.

WHAT TO ME IS EARTH'S FAIR
P L E A S U R E ?

What to me is earth*s fair pleasure
What is all its pomp and pride ?

Life-is but a sinkincr treasure
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On the brink of fortune's, tide,
Ho" unlinking, swiftly sinkingi

Where the passions ever hide.

What is joy ? a bubble dancing
Breakiing on misfortune's reef!

What is grief ? a falchion lancing
'Mong the tender eh - ords of life,

Life's blood steulino, health unsealin(y
Till the sufferer finds relief!

Hope is often gilcied sorrow,
Propping up the weary head,

Writing on the long sought morrow
Things, that ever must be dead

Richly dyeing, deeply pryin(y
The murky future on a-head.

Sin and crime forever mingle;
Lofty minds ambition fires;

Lové for gold the miser kindles
Souls f6ï wealth are bought as hires,

Forever loved till death renioves,ý
The lighted taper then expires.
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YE WINDS TIIAT SWEEP TORONTO'S
ST REË TS.

Ye winds that sweep Toron.to"s strects
Or laves itpsilent wal!s,

0 softly pierce with faried wings
The portais of its halls

For slumberin(p there mv 1"ed ôùê,-rests
With bosom light and free;

0 sûr his couc. with pleasant dreams,
And turn bis thoucphtt3 to me.

For here o"er Glanford's hills and vales
I wander ail alone;

Nor wintry sceues nor idle dreams
Can for my grief atone;

But soon will sprintr with joyous wing
Bring verdure o'er the lea,

And sunny skies with breezes waft
My loved one home to me.

THE ROSE IVITH Aà, THORN.

paSsed throuomh a garden
Once bloomino, with flowers

Whose roses were drippinC
With summers warm showers,
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I p1u(ýked off the brightebt,
That was by the bush borne

But Io ! on the stem,
'Neath the rose was a thorn.

Then, then did I think
This is folly indeed,

That in gainino, one rose
For the prize you must bleed

And thus 't is withpleasure,-
When we cain it we learn

That along with the treasure
There 's ever a thorn.

Even so 't is with love,
That flower so caressed-

The loftiest passion
That reicrnis in the breast.

Ah false love! ah short love!
Thy changes 1 mourn-

A joy with a sorrow,
A rose with a thorn.

Man seeks for pleasure in his baste,
Which in his mind looks all a-glitter.

But in his eacrerness to taste
He always mincyles it with bitter.
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TEIERES A GOOD TIME COMING, GIRLS.

There's a pod time coming, girls,
Wait till 1 am older;
Then l'Il not disdain your curls-

Then I will be bolder.
Thoucr'h I am now ouncr and shy,

Still !'m, growing stronger:
Time will make my feelings change-ZD c

Wait a little loncrer.ZD
Therc 's a cood time comincr

c ,, girls,
Wait till I am older;

Then these arnis w;-Il press your curls,
When my heart is bolder.

Cheer up your brows, your ruby cheeks,
While 1 am rprowing strongrer;

And with a sniile content a-while
To wait a little longer.

There 's a good time cominom, girls,
Wait till I am older,

For by-the-bye don't fret and sigh,
My heart will soon be bolder;

For loving tears nor old maids'fears
Will make me any stronger

Then do not grieve, but for my sake
Just wait-a little longer.
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COMFORTS OF MAYS L1171E4.

Of all the coniforts of man's life,
Tberc's none so glorious as a wife,

To banish pain or smother strife,
Right to doodle dee:

She was man's comfort, long ago,
And was created to be soy

Which slie falfilled -,t-while-but 0,
Right to doodle dee,

Her smiles are 1 ike the sun in 7NIay
That fans t'lie chilly frosts away,

And wakes you upat opening day,
Right to doodle dee.

She *s smilinry when the dav is fled;
She sinoothes the pillow for your head,
And snuggles to you wben in bed,

Ricrht to doodle dcýý.

S O.N Gr 0 F T H E «IFI 0 R IS A KEÀ N

My faded clieeks, iily withered forni,
My anouisbed bre;ist born for to sigh

Now loup, Lave Icaown inisforturie*s sbrm
Unknown to chanze and cannot die,

Nor friends -to pity all my wrono,
Vie smi*àe;ý of others lost S)
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When I look back o'er vanishod years,
That witnessed all my joy or woe -

Fate drowns their brightest joys in tears,
While keen rainorse long makes them flow,

For friend.4 or lover I bave none-
My brightest hopes are all undone.

See, yonder maiden. blushincr fair,
With joy bricrht bearnincr from her eyes,

While on her cheek still blushes there
The flowers of beauty's richest dyes,

While mine, devoid of nature's glow,
Fast wither 'neatIti the blio-hts of woe.

DOES SIIE "MISS 31E ?

FROM AN OLD SO.N;G.

Does she miss me acain ? does she miss me
Where oft she bas missed me before,

Where the flowers by the cottage are blooming
And the willows bend over the door ?

And is that fàir bosom now burnincr
With thoughts that our raptures are o'er,

Bocause that I ne'er am returninrr
Because I am with her no more
Because 1 am with her no more.
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Does she lyiss me a(rain ? does she miss tue
Where oft we have wandered before,

Where the IiIies bloom. lonc in the valley,
And the rippling rill washes it o'er?

And does she oft linger there lonely
To muse on the pleasures of yore,,

And sich when she thinks of ine ouly,
Because I am witli lier no more;

]Because I am with her no more.

Does she miss nie again ? does she miss me,
When winter's wild stornis ripple o'cr,

And lincrer around the lone cottacye
To *hisper iny voice at the door

While the lamp by the window is burnincr
Reflecting its rays throurrh the pane:

Does then but one thought inove a yearnincr
That I might be with ber acrain
That I migght be with ber again?

I MISS TIIEE MIEN.

ANSWER TO TIIE FOREGOING SONG.

I miss thee when the flowers bloom
So sweet beside the cottace wall

They make me think of one unseen,
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Who was to nie niore dear than all
Even then niy feelings move a tear,
Because I atn sc) lonely here

I miss thee when the warbler's sineC
So glad aniono, the shady bowers,

For the recall life's happy spring
When love could number sanshine hours

-Tis then I t1iink of joys of vore,
Be-causc. niy happiness is o'er!

1 miss thee wlien the midnight lamp
-Reflects its rays acrainst the wall
It glimmers back the vanished past,
Some by-gone rapture to, recall;

And oft through faney's glow I see
A shadow like the forni of thce!

1 miss thee when the eveninor thouphts
Come stealing o'er me like a dream

For they recall back vanished joy,
And what my heart in youth hath seen-

'T is then, ii)y bosom heaves so sore,
Because 't is pressed by thee no more!
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OVER THE WATERS, BRIGHT, SPARKLING
AND CLEt%.R.

Over the waters, bright, sparkling and clear,
Down throurrh the current we merrily steer,

Swift o'er the pebbles so 11adly we roam;
Every long pull takes us farther from home
Gaily we'11 squander the happy day througli,
Paddling alono, our dancing canoe.

CHORUS.-Row boys, row boys,
Faithful and truc.

Press to the waters
Oar dancincr c,tnce.

As thé river of years that glides us along
We 111 smootli its clear surface with laughter -and song

Joy brings no sorrow, friendship no strife
.Man niakes his own waves in the current-oflife;
Then gladly we'il live with bearts kind and true,
And press to the waters our dancing canoe.

CIIC)RU.Sý.--Row boys, &o.,

Soon as the sun declines to t'lie west,
Then we Il return to the home we Iove best,

And meet the swift current with ripplinc fbam.;
Every long pull brings us nearer ' to home,
Where there are lovino, hearts falithful and true
To welcome us back with our dancing canoe.
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CIIORU,'Q.-ROW boys, row boys,
Faithful and true

Press to the water
Our daiieiiiçr cnmoe.

14

oit

A MAIDS A MAID FOR ALL THAT.

IMITATION OF A MAN'S A MAN. FOR A' TEIAT.

Is there an honest maiden fair,
Who paints her cheeks, and all tliat-

Or crops her graceful silken bair,
And struts and friek-s, and all that)

And all lhat, and all that;
She takes a pride in all that,

To catch the gaze of wandering eyes-
She is a maid for all tha.t.

And if by n she is fair,
She needs no paint, and all that

And by her beauty and ber air,
She gains the world, and all that,

For all that, and all that,
Her winninom miles and all that

If lionest nature makes her so,
She's but a maid for all that.
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And even thou(rh she crets a beau,
And courts him sweet, and all that.-

Then after that she fools Iiiiii, Oe
A maid's a mtiid for all that,

For all the, and all that; -
For maidenes tricks, and all that3

As honest men and maids are few,
She'll love hini still for all that.

And mark that bloomer of yon town,,
Who oraceful walks and all that

Or props the elbow of a clown-
A maid *s a maid, for all that,

For all that, and all that ;
Her spacious skirt, and all. that,

A maid of Il independent niind,"
Will never care for all that.

And if unto lier tincrer ends
Are bracelets rincrs and all that

And all her conversation tends
To fashion 's chance and all that

For all that, and all that;
For woulan"s rights and all that

Or flowery words with little sense,
She 's but a niaid for all that.

Or if thev dress in plain attire,
And humble live, and all that,
With only few thein to admire, 

Ti

Their niaidens still for all that, w:
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For all that, and all t'Liatý
For nature's bloom and all that

The humble, honest, farnier's maid,
Is happier far fcw all that.

A maid niay wed a British prince,
Ten tbousand pounds and all that-

That's paid by men more çrold than sense,
She 's but a inaid for .--Ill tbat.

For all that, and all that ;
For British pounds and all that,-

The honest maid that earns lier bread,
Is better far for -all that.

Then let us prîze our equal rights,
And common sense, and all that,

And never live by others sweat,
We'Il heppy live fbr all that,

For all that, and all that;
For rich and poor and all that

Independence is a prize,
But maids are maids for all that.

MY FARM I DESERTED.

My farm I deserted, 1 left my loved home,
Through its sweet shacly bowers no longer to roam,

With ambition's bricrht sunbeani I loinged for to dwell



9 6 2 CANADIAN AND

My truest comp,iiiion"*I bade' herfarewell-
But what haël truc love with ambition to do?

Why left 1 the lassie, the lassie so truc ?

My affections I severed, I broke the loved tiC3
And all my companions I bacle, tlhem good-bye-
That fair sunny brow, with the locks of black hair,

And the bosom that heaved for niy well-being, there
But what had truc love with ambition to do ?

Why left I the lassie, the lassie so truc ?

O'er the waves of anibitïon and sorrow I roamed,
Oft stun(-r with the thouglits of a once happy home,
Borne down with afflictions that girded my mind;

With sorrow I thouçyht of the one left behind-
Ab, what bad ambition with true love to do ?

Why left I the lassie, the lassie so true?

My beart yearned within me, I longed to be free
And remorse with its gnawings swelled hard over me,
The past loves all fled, still 1 sighed with a tear,
Ilow fondly I'd cherish them were they but here

0 what had true love with ambition to do ?
Why left I the lassie, the lassie so true ?

Ab, give me my home with its once happy scene,
With its wild shady bowers and fields bloomîng green

From the haunts of ambition forever VII fly,.
With the lassie to live with, with the lassie to die>

For what had ambition with true love to do ?
Why left I -the lassie. the lassie so true ?
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TIIAT LAST FIRST KISS.

That last (first) kiss thou gavest me,
Shall ever on my cheek remain,

Till happier hours can set it free,
And 1 can give it back acain

That last last time thy cheek pressed mine,
And pillowed ôn this chaurreless breut

No cares to cloud our joys diviné,
The sweetest of love's slumberincr rest.

That last last time our hearts were free
When each to each responsive beat,

Still moves my heart whore eer 1 be.
That lonçys till they acpain shall meet.

That last sweet suiiie 1 see it yet,
Still gleaminc on that ballowed spot,

Where lut we parted, last we met.
And oft reuiembered, ne er forgot.

That last last time thy hand pressed mine,
And pledcred mine own by faith i 'pressed,

Still secks but one -t-hat to be mine
Thus linked togetter to be blest.

That last, last time we parted there,
That loue f;trewell elinrys to riie near

And -ill impress ruy soul with care,
That must lament till thou art here.
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ONCE I DREAMED.

Once 1 dreaùied that I was playing-
By a woodland's shady vale,

Where my fancy oft is strayincr
Listening to the wild bird's tale.

Glad I plucked the opening flowers
From the little thorny briar.

Richest of the verdant houi-s;
Sweetest of the early, year.

Swift the stream ran by me trinklinrr
Foamincr up its milky spray

Bright the Qunbeams rays wei-c twinkling,
Gleaming from the beanis of day,

O'er the mead the herd was feeding
Younc and spri(rhtlv, great -and tall:

Farmers in.their sleeves werc speediii(.,.

To their labor and their toil.

Clear and calni outshone the inornin-(,-,
Without a eloud or angry squall,

O'erhuncr with beauty all adorning
But 1 was happier still thau all.

IOW, thought I, while joy was bounding,
Glad and happy let ine be;

Now r'Il live midjoy surrounded,
From toil and trouble ever free.
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Eager sought the fading treasure,-
Shadow of a midniçrht dream

It proved alas, a short-lived pleasure,
And vanished with the mornin'om's z1eam.

FIELDS THAT BLOOM WITH CLOVER FAIR.

Fielas that blooin with clover fair,
Sweetly scent the mornino, air,

Bloomincr here with richest hue
Strengthened by the morning cLew

Idly there the breezes sweep
Round the broken forest steep,

Where the thick'ning grape vines creep,
Beside the runninçr water.

Thick'nincr forests borderinom riiohZD c

Lift their sumruits to the sky;
Gladly thither would 1 rove

Where the songster"s sing of love,
Sheltered from the summer's ray,

Sweet they sing their joyful lay,
And evunings o'er the thickets play,
Beside the runnino, '%vater.
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There 't would wake the sober mood,
Cheering cave of solitude,

'Neath the spreading shady pine,
Where I glaffly would recline,
Thinking of the love and lore

Of youthfül happy days of yore,
When with mirth they wafted o'er,
Beside the runninc water.

As autumn with his golden trecs,
Waves the fruit amid the breeze ,

As summer with her blooming pride
Plants the grain on every side
'Right glad the farmer is to greet

When home returning from the wheat,
The winding path and cool retreat,
Beside the running water.

Bustling cities with their pride,
Have their fears and wants beside
Dusty streets and narrow lanes,

Pesting shops with foulest stains.
Give me the fields that ever glow,

As summer lifts her golden bow,
The roses bloom, the lilies grow
Beside the crystal water.
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THE OLD OAK TREE.

The old oak tree once more 1 see,
0 how I love its sight

Its haggled trunk and spreadincr top,
Still makes iny memory bright-

For rushinçr back into imy mind
Comes b ack the days of yore,

Soon as I seau. its graven trunk
And read the ficrures o'er.

The rippling brook with many a turn,
Runs swiffly by its side

How oft I've gazed upon its brink,
And sported in its tide.

But now I look into its wave,
The mirrdr of my carc,

Shows many a mark across my brow
That time lias written there.

And where is now that happy band,
That pl-ayed beneath its shade,

And plucked the lilies from, the brook,
And left theni here to, fade ?

Ah, many a change niy memory turns,
Their meanino, now I see

Since childhood's hours were spent mid flowers,
Around the old oak trec 1
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0 for one radiant golden dream
Of ch;.Idhootl's dàys that 're fled

The sunny hours, tbe garlands fair,
0, are they all now dead ?

0 for one cheering ray of joy
That then beauied briapht on me

When sporting sweet where flowrets meet,
Around th, old oak tree.

The silent thought so dearly bought,-
The tear niust ever flow

For joy long fled and cyar'and,ý- dead,
That withered long ago.

And for a face rvhose cheerincr smile
Then beamed sa -ind on me,

When s ortino, sweet where flowrets iueet
Around the old oak tree.

HOW WELL TO SOW THE EARLY FIELD.

How we* to sow the early land,
And till the new cleared field,

For where the naked spots are left
Doe.s thorns and thistles yield.

I-Iow like to, it is early youth
Ilow well to sow the seed

Upon the mind that lastincy truth
Where sin is want to feed.

b
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For where the work of culture"ig lost
And îndôlence we find

Detested weeds grow tall and rank
And blossom in their kind.

And so ît is with youth's fair flower,
When left unpruned to fade,

Sin crime and vice bloom in the bower
Where virtue has decayed.

M WINTER'S NIGHTS ARE GROWING LONG#

As winter's nichts are growincr long,
And ueighbor lads begin to throng
Together for to plan it best-
To make a show or form a guest,

With hooked-up ponies all in row,
To tranibol over the fleecy snow.

So round the town the news is spread,
And invîtations sent a-head;
At night tbe sleighs come in parade
With gijacyling noise and robes arrayed-
A merry crowd-they all get in,
And drive away througli thick and thin.

Now they brave the frosty air--
Clowns and flunkies all in pair;
Great and elumsy, small and fine,
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Spreading wide the crinoline,
To make a fast and furious bhow,

Sweepincr over the crusted snow.

Passing by the faririer's dog.
He secs the charmers all a-cro(y
Nor hales them with. his roiigh salute
But keeps bis music in his tbroat,

.And thinks it all a windy show
Of puppies over the fleecy snow.

And this they call a merry chase,
With love and pleasure all alace :

Their hearts arc knit and c«Iin(,-hed together,
As if surrounùed with a tether-

Even this is scarcely half the show,
Of j oys that 're lavished o'er the snow.

But give mejoy by the blazing fire,
With booksgpr news my mind to inpire,
Or sit and muse in the old armed ehair,
And write a SODg for My maiden fair,
For all their love, or all their show,

That cheers them over the fleecy snow.

MY 'LITTLE MAIDES FAIR.

Far from town's tumultuous show,
Where the peat.-eful zephyr's blow,
Where the farmer mows the hay,
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Gladly in the summer's ray,
Where ever through the balmy air,
Sings my little maiden fair.

O'er the fields the chattering throng,
Cheer the mornino, with their song,

Where sweetly on the breeze's borne,
The fraçrrance of the flowery thorn-
There, ever free from grief and care,

Roves iny little maiden fair.

Throu(l.rh the vale and shady wood,
Runs the windinçy crystal flood,
Where the elm. and spreadinom pine,

Across its breast their links entwine,
Shadinçy as 1 wander there

With my little maiden £air.

In every field and vale around,
Bloominom flowers and plants abound-

The wavino- corn the slender rye,
Lend enchantinent to the eye,
Yet all their charms cannot compare

With my little maiden fair.
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TIOW SWEET TUE GENTLE BEAMS OF
OPENING DAY.

How sweet the gentle beams of openincr day
Shone o'er the fields and valleys as I strayed along!

Wide as the hills the fannincr breezes play,
That waft, in sweetest strains, the milkmaid's song.

The whistling plowboy to his work returus-
I see the vidy smile upon his brow

With artless joy his happy bosom burus
To see the forest green and wild flowers. blow.

The blackbird's notes-come sounding from the vale
And louder from the sky the merry lark,

The twittering robin chirps his merry lay,
And tappinc redhead chips the oak tree's bark.

The crystal stream runs winding throuçrh the mead,
Swift over brake and grassy bank,

Where elustering willows droop and bend
Their branchincr tops as if to take a drink

Soon as the old beech grove attracts my eye,
The old familiar path. ao-ain I view,
While every thing looks pleasing to pass by,

And favorite spots to, me seeui ever new.

And thus'the niorning passed till noon and night
Seemed to iny fancy like a jubilee,

And woodland vale till starry night,
Resounded with t.-e notes of melody.
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AGAIN THE SMILING SUMMER'S SUN.

Aggain the smiling summerýs sun
Shines oler the thick'ning forests crreen,

And wandering by the maple grove
The cooling breezes glide between.

While clover cyreen that crowns the Iiill
All turnino, red and ellequered there,

With upturned heads at early morn.
It sweetly scents thc balmy air.

Now chirps the robin mid the pines'
Drest in bis plumage rich and gay,

Richer than the sun that shines,
To sincr the smiling hours away.

The cunnincr sparrow, mute and still,
Sits brooding on the lofty nest=

With tender care and fear of ill
She clasps lier youncr one to her breast.

Quick from the barn the swallow springs,
Darts forth to break the nicrnincr wind

And swift she clips lier sIender w*nos
That leave no vivid trace behind.

All nature blooraincr everywhere,
Starts froin its mother home? the eartb

And shows viith more than words cati tell,
Tlic hand thatgave creation birth.
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Thus glad does suaimers i-norn appear,
When all its charms together pile ;

But wisdom looks to brighter spheres,
Where blooming summers ever sinile.

I WOULD NOT PLUCK THE SWIýïET WILD
F L 0 W E R.

I would not pluck the sweet wild flower,
Or seek the opening lily,

And bind them in a boquet fine,
But for to please my Willy.

Fair flora's garden decked W'ith flowers-,
Might tempt the boney bee

For summer hours and wildwood bowers
Have ever tempted me.

Then give me j'éys of summer's hours,
Nor think I'm getting silly

And throuoh the fields and forests fair
To wander with my Willy.

For soon the sky will be o'ercast
With sleet and stormy weather,

And forests bare and winter's blast,
Our rambles then will sever.
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The frosty wind will sweep the hills,
And winter's nia-ht be chilly,

To blight the wreaths, and flowrets chill,
And art me from m Willy.

Then let the wildwood flowers bloom,
And fragrance crown the lily,

And oler the field and forestà fair,
Pli. wander with my Willy.

SWEET SIXTEEN.

To-morrow morn is charming May,
The fields will bloom with clover,

And then 's the time, old grannies say,
I ought to bave a lover.

ClIoRus.-For now I'm turning sweet sixteen,
My childhood's days are over.

'Tis time the boys my beauties seen;
'Tis time I had a lover.

Vll sing so gay the hours away,
Till even dawns so cheery,

And when 't is dark DI seek a spark,
To be my bosom dearie.

C«oRus.-Tor now I'm, &o.
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Younop Willy Brown, of yonder town,
You know lias long been waitin":

Ris heart would cheer * to bave zi dear,
To make his moments barIpy.

CiioRus.-For now I'm, &o.

T-ien (-,,-rief -and care niay cro elsewhere,
Toseek old maids dispairing;

'Tis not I ween, for sweet sixteen,
Or joys like tF.eir's ensnarin,",.

Ci-ioRus.-For now Iym, &o.

-MY CRABBED OLD NIAID.

It now COMICS My fate and woes to relate,
The past foolish baropain that rashly 1 made

There's nothing but sortow froui cold life to borrow
Since the day thýat I met with my crabbed old maid.

She 's dosincr or sleeping, contentless or weeping
From summer's bright morning till nicht draws its

shade,
And then she is crumbling, bristlino- or storminom

0 deuce to the day that 1 met an old Maid!

bly life's growing weary, and home it lookg dreary;
My veins are all chilled, and my blood's growing cold

On past recollections and sober reffections-
0 dearly bought whistle, 1 wish. it was sold.
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Yet my mind's ever darting to the glad time of parting,
When the storm will be over and low élie is laid-

When storming and marin oler the mountains are soarin c
Then a happy farewell to my crabbed old maid!

0 IF. MY HOME W-ii.S IN THE WILD.

0 if my-home wl-.s in the wild,
Where howlincr wolves disturb the air,

1 there would be a happy child,
If but my Mary's forin was there.

Thouzh every tree that decks the plain
Was riven by winter of its charms,

Their leafless bows would cheer the same
With Mary clasped in my arms.

Thouorh storms should beat and tempests tear,
And every bird the forest flec,

My hut would be a m ý Sion fair
'T would be a paradi to nie.

When she's away there is rio joy-
Not all the world can bliss impart

Ah fate, 't would soon my peace destroy,
lfnow she "s rivèn from my heart.
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For her I'd brave the towerin pine
For her I'd face the thick'ninrt towen s0

Toil would be sweet, if She was mineý
And joy would checr the loneliest hours,

Then pride might take its flight with fame,
And riches from my grasp depart

My wealth would be to own that name,
So kind a look, so true a heart

BESIDE THE STREAIU WHERI,.j' WILLOWS
B E , D .

Beside the stream where willows bend)
And gleesome birds their voices blend,
There, oft my happiest hours 1 spend

Wandering with--my Annie.

CHoRus.-To gather lilies 'moncy the bowers,
That were so fair and many,

Wearinom away the sunu hours,
With my own dear Annie.

There A at noon we gladly stray,
Along, the oft frequented. way.
Till even draws her closing ray,

Wandering with my Annie.

CHORUS.-To gather, &o.
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The hiippy birds with ,songs of glee,
Would sinop their love upon the tree,

But sweeter was the sonc to nie
That off, 1 sunz for Annie.

CEIORUS.-To gather, &c.

And witli a wreath of flowers fine,
Would oer her brow so glad entwine,
To rest upon this breast of inine,

With the silken locks of Annie.

CaORUS.-To gather, &c.

Fate niay yet with ruthless power,
Expel me ever from tbat bower,
But ne'er can I forget one bour
1 ipent so swect with Annie.

CIIORUS.-To crather, &-o.

ONE NIGHT AS I WAS ROVING LATE.

One night as 1 was roving late,
Down by the lane so cheery,

Who should meet me at the gate
But my charming Mary ?

Her cheerful smile beamed bright the while;
Her eyes were brightly beaming,
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Reflecting o'er the rudy cheeks
Bright beauty's roses gleaming.

Out spoke the maiden with a smile,
Unto her blushino- rover

Will you but,&o alonom with me
Across the fields of clover.

The stars are twinklinc, overhead
The moon is shining clearly,

And we may have a pleasant walk
Across the fields so cheerily.

With one sweet look her hand I took,
I could not be unclever;

And 0 the joy I had that night,
Can I forget it, Dever !

The clover's bloom was on her cheek,
Her heart was beating freely ;

And 0 how glad my bosom. Icaped,
Enclaspea to her sc) dearly!

Now autumn's nights are growincr cohl,
And summer's joys are over;

But ne'er shall I forget the walk
Across the fields of clover.
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LASSIE IP 1 DIE.
de

La.ssie if I die
Will you sbed a sorry tear,

And beave a louely sigh
Because I am not here ?

Will you linger neur the spot,
By the streamlet, by the trec,

And weep that I am pot,
Where we often used to be ?

Will you follow me so, lonely
When they lay me in the tomb,

And loua think of me only,
When my form is wrapt in gloom,

And with some fragrant flowers,
Strew them o'er iny narrow grave,

Lope at eveu's silent hours,
. As the evening zephyr's wave.

Will that fair, untarnished bosom,
That my wcary brow hath bore
When our loves were brightly beaming,
Wreck and auguish to its core?

Will it hide the brokeif hearted,
For the scencs that 're fled before,

To think that-we are parted,
Aind tbat Ilm thtrel-no more.
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Then lassie, if I die,
Will you shed a sorry tear,

And heave a tonely sigh
Because I am not here ?

0 WHO WILL KISS HER FOR MY SAKE?

Love's'joys are swiftly passing by,'
And grief opes wide ber tear'ful eye,
Of friends bereft, and now I mourn-

My - from my bosom's torn."
Her cheeks were as the rose's hue;

Her bosom as. the snow wbite flake;
0 who will cheer ber when I roam,
And kiss her rubies for my sake ?

When 1 remember all the bliss
'That lighted up a world like this,

When love would round us both entwine)
Like as the curling of the vine

And still remembered everywherc,
Will oft a keen impression make,

To think who now her joys will share,
And kiss her rubies for my sake.

Oft have we met in friendship's morn,
When you'thful love did all adorn-

But now from, her I vainIý"part,
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Those ties that're wound around my heart,
And wýhen ite ebords are cruel riven,
And I Perchance oler fate am driveD,
0 who will then herjoy; partake,
And kiss ber rubies for my sake ?

I LOVE THE MAID.

I love the maid with ruby cheeks,
Surrounded quite by rincylets fair

Whose charming looks and winninz smiles
Can make me quite foropet wy care.

Before ber form. the lilieg bend
The rose's bloom would sink and fade,

If all their hues in one would blend,
I would not then compare its shade.

If all the artists' skill was niet
Upon so greut and vast a scheme,

To paint the figure she would-sit,
'T would be in them a foolish theme.

Love sits enthroned upon ber brow,
With modeist ' v that's mild and meek,
And gloWing more than 1 can- tel],

Or even more thaù words canspeak.
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-%ance yet may bring the happy time
We two in one May yet 1» blest-

And she will be forever mine,
Then on ber bosom will I rest.

Then wealth may, take the eao,Ie'i; flight,
Where thoughts of fortune would dec Une

And love for weal-th would sink in night

1-ruld be rich if she were mine.

While yet I love, and love sincere,
The maiden with the ringlets fair,

Her winuing charms still find me here,
And drowns my sorrow and my care.

CAN 1 PER FORGET TREE, HANNAH?

WRITTEN FOR J. D.

Can I e'er fbrget thee, Hannah
Can I, can I, Say ?

Can I e'er forget thee,
Though thou art away ?

Distance may divide us,
Floods between us rwi,

But they canne sever
Hearts-that etill are one, Hannab,
Hearts that still are one.



Mast I still regret thee, Ilannah ?
Mwt I) Must I) Say ?

Must I still regret thee,
For thou art away ?

AU m. love thou knowest
None beside eau know;

SÛR where eer thou croest-
With thee 9fill must go, Hannah

Witb thee still must go.

Must I still lament thee Hannah ?
Must I, Must 13 Say ?

Must I still lament thee,
For ' thou art away ?

Grief may oft deceive me,
And my comforts sever

Yet though all should leave me,
SÛR I'm thine forever, Hannah,
Still l'in thine forever.

Theu, 1'll not for4t thee, Hannah,
Though so far 4way,

Should uiy beart ýegret thee,
'T is at thy leuàptheued stay -

And as I oft remember
That name to me so dear,

Thou alone shall ever
-Reign in my bosom here, Hannah,
Reign in M-y bosom here.
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GIVE ME A WALKO

Give me a walk with my maiden fair,
When the evening shades appear

When the clover fields scent the silent air,
O'er the path with its windings near.

Cxive me a smile froui my maiden fair,
When My heart with grief i8 Bore-;

When cares o'er my soul like a tempest roll,
And Fll ask uot a favor more.

Give me a kiss from. my maiden fair,
.And a glance from ber eyes so elcar,

When there's no one by to disturb our joy,
And no heart but my own is near!

Give me the joys of my maiden fair,
'Neath the spreadina; maple shade,

With her hand in mine so fondly clasped,
And her brow'on my bosom laid!

ACIROSS TEIR FIELDS OF CLOVER.

WRITTEN IN 1857.

Tbe moon shone bright with sparkling rays
The evening breeze blew over,

That cheered me as I passzed along
Across thefielde of clover.
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Full sweet the breeze in summer's eve,
Still sweeter ai they hover,

The flowery path that winds ità way
Across the fields of clover.

The veil that bangs along the bky
c ým 1Ilas not the power to cover

The twinkling light that shines so bright
Across the fields of clove-

Such-scenes would make the heart rejoice,
In many a youthful rover,

Who take tbeir way at close of day
Across the fields of clover.

Ana if the rov as by chance,
Should meet a lighted lover,

The time flies sweset when thus they meet,
Across the fields of clover.

HERE WE TAKE THE PARTING KISS.

Here we take the parting kiss,
Emblem of our by-gone blim,
By the moonbeam'a atruggling light,
That bids the silent world. good-night.
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Here we take the parting hand,
Suugly pressed by love's strong band
By that love so hard to part,
From the thresbold of the heart,

Here we pledge to meet acrain,
Where we never met in vain

Where we oft- our vows have made,
'Neath the spreuding maple shade.

Here our loves wère plichted stroncr
Here our joy were lengthened 10-no,

Joy that A I long to prove,
Sweetest raptures of our love.

Here we hope our joy to share,
Ever free froin toil and carc,
Where our hearts that once were twain,

Mi ÙLyle till they both *are one.
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AMBRICAN SONG.S.

ON THE DEATH OF GENERAL LYONS.

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY ONE OF HIS SOLDIERS.

Come comra-de arise the morn's in the skies
And the -ar dram is beatino, aloud;

Let us take a last glance, far back on our track,
Where the ranks of the rebels were strunc, on the rack

While the prairie was veiled in a shroud.

The dew on the hill lies heavy and chill,
While the wild winds are gathering to weep,

Where the star-flag of liberty spread to the ray,
Andttstrong arm tliat yielded it sank in the fray,

A hastened the traitors to inect.

Yes, the still cloud is spread quite over the dead,
Like a mourning veil over a bier,

While we take a last glance before we return,
For he that has left us now sadly we mourn,

And mingle our cup with a tear.
E n 1
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For the day brinas no ray to cheer us away;
No joy left to banish our sorrow,

As onward we move with sorrowful tread,
To think of our hero now lifeless and dead,

And the morniDg dawns on us with sorrow.

Come mingle while here the cup- with a tear,
Ye sons of America-we;

For the strong arm is low, by which we were led,
And that -bosom is gory, and for us hath bled,

Th'at from slavery we might be free!

Yes, deeply we feel and can't but reveal
That our feelings are sorry and sore,

For we know that our leader, the bravest of brave,
Is sleeping far from, us au à low in his grave,

And shall Icad us to battle no more.

"'-Yet while we shall live in memory we'Il weave
A balm for our war-stricken fears,

While our hero, shall sleep mid laurels arrayed,
Remembered to bloom, and never to fade,
Though now they are sprinkled with tears.

And now o'er the tent the willow is benty
And our best friend has left'us all lone;
We'Il silently crave a lot by bis grave,

When the star-flag of liberty shall o'er it wavo,
To point out bis last resting home.



AMERICAN POEMS.

-LET IIIM SLEEP WHERE GLORY
F 0 U N I) Il 131.

TO THE MEMORY OF GENERAL STEPHENS, WHO PELL
BENEATH THE BANNER WHICH HE DIED TO SAVE..

Let him sleep where glory faund hiniýî
Lethim sleep amid the brave-

Wrap the gory banner round hini
Which he gave -his la to save

Lay him, where the truc have fallen,
Where he bravely lought and bled;

.Where the grateful sous of freedom,
Long shall mark their country's dead.

Let him, rest from, pain and anguish,
AU life's toils and strife are o'er;

But for freedom, priceles,iý freedoin,
Who on earth bas g-ivén more ?

Boast ye not of ancient sages;
Boastye not of freedom-s price;

History shows no brighter pages,
Or Patriots, mater sacrifice.

Freedom languished for ber colors,
When wifn thee she saw them fall;

But in thee no fault discovers-
The sacrifice was all and all.

291
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Then wrap his gory banner round him;
Lay him where he earned a name;

Let him rest wbere glory found him-
On the battle field of fame.

OUR JOY IS ON TIIE BOUNDING WAVE.

SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEI SUNG BY BURNSIDE 8
E X P E D I T I-0 N.

Our joy is on the boundincy wave,
Cheer boys, cheer!

Where we can the tempest brave,
Here boys, here 1

There's music in the ocean's roar;
There's music in the torrent's pour,

As white it dasbes on the shore,
Cheer boys, cheer ! e

Glad the day and glad the hour,
Cheer boys, cheer !

Lo the torrents ang pour,
Cheer boys, cheer!

Let our brio, then meet the wave
Dashing onward, onward lave,

America has sous to brave here
T he storm.
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Onward 1 onward, then weïl steer,
Cheer boys, cheer 1

W.here's the man so base to fear,
Cheer boys, cheer 1

Onward 1 then, we'Il gladly ride,
Each man at bis cannon'a side;

Old Burny," boys, is fitilVour guide;
Cheer boyý, cheer ýw

Firm, united in one causé,
Cheer boys, cheer 1

To defend our coutry's laws,
Cheer boys, cheerl

.Till the stars and stripes shall, waye
O'erthe walls they used to lave

Libertv is for the brave
Cheer boys, cheer 1

MY WILLIE TO THE WAR IS GONE.

My Willie, to the war is gone,
In the foremost rank you'Il find him,

With bis sword and napsack buckled on,
And bis long blue coat 'around him.

Brave be bis heart in that coat so blue,
For the cause of freedom burning-

And niay he stand by bis country, true,
Or home to me neer be returning. '
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Cnoitus.-Ilerels lkealth to his country and cause,
To the sailor that stands by her true:

And bealth to my brave soldier lad,
That flophts for the 11red white and blue.'

And when the storms of iron hail
'Gainst freedom's cause arc streaming;

May his inanly spirit never fail-
In the van may his sword be gleaming;

And if in battle bis breast so brave
Shall fall on the field 911 gory,

May be peaeeful sleep in a hero's grave,
And live in his country's glory.

CHORUS.-Here's health to his country, &c.

GREAT COLUMBIA.

All bail great ColunIbia, the mightiest of lands,
When bound in one nation by union's strong bands-

United thy banner waves highest of all,
Wherever it flutters oppression must fall,

And those who from despots and'tyran7ay flee,
Still find joy and freedom, Columbia, in thee!

Coluitibia forever, Columbia for me.

Though nionarchs hate thee and blot thy name;
Though nations envy thy greatness and fame;

Thouçrli they would fain see thee riven by war,
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Still shines New England as bright as her star,
And wanderers and e'xiles o'er land and o'er seai
Rave stiR thy protection, Columbia, in thee,

Columbia forever, Columbia for me.

There finé the pilgrim a home and a rest,
From the green fertile east to the planes of the west,

Where rivers, all matebless, eternally flow,
From the cliffs of the nortb, all hoary with snow

The poor, the oppressed, where'er they bey
Find liberty's blessings, Columbia, in thee,-

Columbia forever, Columbia for me.

Then speed on, Columbia, ride safe through the storm,
Speed on united and peace shall return,

Though the old sbip may look leaky and frai],
-Yet it shall weather the boisterous gale,

Bright hope of the patriot, land of the free
The greatest, the mightiest, Columbia, 'tis thee-

Columbia forever, Columbia for me.

LIVES THERE A BEINCY WITH FEELINGS
SO DE AD?

Lives there a being with feelings so dead.
Who once trod proud liberty's halls,

Who trembles when tyrants its palaces tread,
And shrinks when hýs country calls ?
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Gladly then, meet the oppressor'is rukae band,
Who seekis bat the free to enslave,

And fight for your honor, your homes and your land,*
For liberty lives with the brave..

Press to the battlements, press to the van,
Though death and destruction may rav'e,

For he who is void of the beart of a man
Is worse than a traitor or knave 1

Better to live in a region unknown,
Where serpents and vile demons hies,

Than crouch in a ruansion oppressed or undone,
When liberty 's ended in this.

For neer can I think to, live or to roam,
Where tyrant's vile banners high wave;

0 give me -the only true patriots home,
When freedom is vanquished-a gave.

T19E GOOD- TIME COMING.

WRITTEN FOR HARPERIS WEICKLY, 1>ARTL-Y:OLD,
BUT CHANGED TO SUIT THE TIMES.

There 's a good time com Ïng boys,
Wait a little lonqer,"

Though the union mq look weak,
Yet it, sball be stronaer.
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When rebellion's lost its ravee
Then our banner it shall wave

O'er the virtuous7 and tbe brave,
Ce In the good time comino,."

There 's a good time coming, boys,
Wait a little longer,"

Others may but think us weak,
Yet we sball be stronger.

Sons of the old republic, brave,
Spurn we then -tbe name of slave,

Let us now our country save,
For the good time coming."

There's a good time cominc, b
Wait a little loncrer

Nations may the advantage take,
Yetwe shall be stronger.

With their conjured, meanest claims, (Mexico)
With their vile despotic chains

They would break republie's reins,
But the good times eominyZ" 9

There's a goed time comiug, boys,"
We shall liee to aee it;

Lo it dawns upon our sight,
Then, 0 then, believe it-

B-n shall not rule the sea,
She must leave ît for the free-
Tyranny for liberty,
Il In the good time coming."
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T*here's a good time coming, boys,
Wait a little longer;"

We shall see our father land
Mightier yet and stronger,

O'er the plains they died to save,
Let their fiag forever wave-

Let us raise it from their grave,
Il For the good time's comino>.«'

There 's a good time coming, boys,
A good time coming;

There 's a good time coming, boys,
A good. time coming.',

Let our hearts with pride then glow,
Gladly meet the rebel'd, foe-

Union blooms in every blow,-
For the good time coining."

There's a good time coming, boys,
Wait a little longer,"

America will'soon behold it)
Then we shàll be stronger,:

When the cannon's awful roar
Dies away from shore to shore,

And-rebellion 's heard no more,
In the gocd ýime coming."

There 's a good time coming', boys,"
We shall early see it,

Keep yeur eyes upon ita dawn,
Never disbelieve it;
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Then we'll singtrue liberty,
From the mountain to, the sea-

America will all be free
In the good time coming."

THE SOLDIER'S THOUGHTS.

It was midnight o"er the valley,
And the mon was sinkinc, low

O'er the gory field of battle,
With its mingled sightsof woe,

And the cannon with their thunderings,
Had hushed their voices still,

While the watch-fire low was burning,
By the picket on the hill.

Around him slept his comrades
Upon the grassy steep,

Yet his eyes forbid to, f3lumber,
And their lids withheld their sleep,

For his thougbts were strayinom homeward
To his friends and kindred dear,

As he -- leaned upon bis musket
-Alîd wliped away the tear.

Though beside him lay the wounded,
Mingled with the battle's slain;

And the silelit air was wrieking
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With their agony and pain,
Yet bis own loved happy home,

In the far off distant west,
Still found its dearest momory

In the soldier's weary breast.

All the friends he loved so dearly,
And the cottace in the wild
Burst upon bis vivid fancy

Bri«ht as when he was a child-
A father's tender watchings

And a mother-'s happy smile,
Beamed around his lonely beacon,

All bis sadness to becruile.

The old frequented valley,
With its little rippling rill,

Wasbing o'er the fragrant lilies,
Then around the hawthorn bill

And its happy scenes of childhood
Shone so beautiful and*4fair,

Till he thought they were before him,
And he half forgot bis care.

Then the roarina, of the canLon
Ceased to quake bis weary breast,

For in one sweet thought of childhood,
,,,All its-miseries were past -

And the goToanings, of the wounded
Ceased to mo-ve his féelings sore
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Cares and fears, alternate billows,
Mingled in his mind no more.

Happy home, thy scenes immortal
Where the spirit claims its birth,

Never eau the soul forget it
On the saddest spot on eartb,

For it glowed with all its blessings
In the soldier's breast thouoph drear

As he-leaned upon his inusket
And wiped away the tear.

NEW NATIONAL ANTHEM; OR, THE PRAYER
OF CERTAIN BRITISH NOBLEMEN.

God bless the Prince of Wales,
England's Prince and Princess,

While nation's fall:
Long may they live in peace,
And Britain's wealth increase-
Nor may thy blessiugs cease;

God bless us all!

Long may they live to reign
Over our hills and plain,

And forest shade;

. \111.w.
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Long may they condescend
The poor man's pounds to, spend,
For to this glorious end

Are Princes made.

Bless them with -happiness,-
Ne'er rnay they know distress,

Such as our poor ;
jXay all our dupes and slaves
Toil bard oer land and waves,*
For our nobles, lords and knave-z;

While days endure.

long may America
Their contributions pay

To us alone,
-Wlile we their rebels aid,

Anarun their long blockade,
With contraband -our trade-

To help them on,

Thou canst- the causes see,
All> all is jealousy,

Under disguise;
They were our rivalry
On land and on sea,
More in prosperity,

In nation's eyes.

Beaide Nmaraes awfui waveg.
Re stood a ransomed Iriéh s1ave.'ý-D'Aitc-r McCFur.
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And well we understand,
Divided, weak they stand,

Compared to mi ;
Then can we condescend

To make their foes our friend,
And brin& about this end,

And make a niuss.

But lord, there was a time
We wrote in prose and rhyme,

Slavéry was vile;
But now we different cry,
The mote's in the other eye-

We'll let our honois fly,
Just for a while.

Bring down Democracy,-
Bless Aristocracy,

Wherever found -
Protect it 'neath thy care,
Prosper à everywhere;

Hear Britain's royal prayer-
Bring Lincoln down.

Prosper our loyalty
And neutrality,

On our bebalf
Speed on our privateer
In Jeff's and Sem's career,
Let tbem the oèean clear

Of union craft.
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Then shall the carrying trade,
Be on our veesels Iaidý

With it beblessd;
So may we bide our shame,

For honor have great fame,
Then shall we praise tby name,

From east to west.

Then, tben will Jonny Bull
Cc ]gave ûIl bis pockets full"

Of Yankee dimes;
Glorious then he shall reign

Matchless on land and main;
Hail, bail, all bail agaîn

Jeff and bis times.

Loird bless the noble Poles,
Strengthen their arms and souls,

Under thy care;
May they as one arise,

With wrath that never dies,
For it wÎ14 in our eyes,

Weaken the Bear.

And may they eut and slash
His soldiers, as if hasby

Right, back and forth;
So that their hearts may feel

Their monarch's weak'nina steel-
And may bis legions reel

Back to the north.
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-And Lord, that dog of France,
Watch all his crafty pranks

In politice ;
Bring bis ambition lowy

On him tby vengeance throw
May he in Mexico

Get in a fix.

Thou knowest what secret fear
Re brinpg thy people liere,

And on the sea;
And oft we own him friend,
For a politic end,
Or jealousy to mend,

As all inay see.

Lord shorten his career,
Learn him Encland to fear-

Cripple bis power
Send him to serne loue place,

Just as bis foriner race,
And keep bitu by thy grace,

A little lower.

But Lord, remember us,'
Preserve us from a muss,

Or civil war;
May we as one entwine,
Scotch, Irish, royal line,
And glorious ever shine,

Without a scar.



306 CANADIAN AND

And 0 keep Johnny Bull
Towerincy above them all

While ages roll;
So that all nations may

Their homage to us pay,
And fear our michty sway,

Far as téle pole.

Then let thy wealth ïn store
On us forever pour-

Long may we reign
Brichtest in history's fame,

Lofty above all men
Let all cry out amen-

cc God save the Queen."

OLD NICK HAD A DREAM,.

Old Nick had a dreaM as he lay in bis bed,
In the southernmost vault of his celly

He dreamed (what's not true) that Jeff Davis was dead,
And had just come to see him in h-1.

In a moment he flew round bis sooty old hole,
And jumped with a howl and a yell:

ýT was plain that he feared Jeff 3s rebellious old soul
Would never be quiet in h-1.
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Bad luck then he cried all M- y plans are o'ertossed,
I never looked for hirn so soon

The rebellien is donc, now its leader is lost,
And worse than all slavery is doue.

Then he thought to himself and conjured a plan
By which he could manage bis hosC.-"

Says he, l'Il do with him, the best that I can,
And oÂve him some ni(y(yers to roast.

JEFF DAVIS'S DREAIM.

One niçrht as Jeff was sleeping saund,
In Richmond, in bis bedi

He dream'd he saw old, Satan'come
To him, in his wife's stead;

Ile had in his old rusty hand,
A paper or a scroll,

On whieh Jeff thought he saw wrote plain,
That VieLsburgh was to fall.

At first Nick went to lay by him,
1 But Jeff raised quite a roar,
And ave a kick with all his micrht

Which. throwed hirn ou the floor;
And as he fell like a huce bat

He clawed to still keep in,
Which caught Jeff by his crooked nose,

And pulled Ilini after him.
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Then up Nick got and scratched his shin,
And tried it o'er again ;

But Jeff was still. the saine hard case,
And kicked with might and main,

Which made Nick stary er back and forth
To keep bimseif liprigbt:

'T was plain he never dreamed that Jeff
Would wacre hirn such a fiapht.

in CD

Then Nick betook another plan,
By which to gain the bed,

Re crept around the corner post,
And peeped right over head,

When unto Jeff in words he said-
You treat me very ill,

For I was always your 'best friend,
And willinz to be still.

Quoth Jeff, if you are still my friénd,
As yon have been before,

Why don't you help to drive away
The Yankees from niy sbore;

And wheu you coin& to see your friend,
You brolioht that darned old scroll
With writino, on it, large and plain,
That Vicksburg was to fall.

Said Nick, I've done all that I eau,
To banish all. yeur fcars;

I've sont you blockade runners long,
And British privateers.



309AMERICAN POEMS.

Their "pathies are all with you,
Even England, France and Spain,

And if you will hold out one month
You'11 have them in your train.

Then Jeff repliea", we'11 still be friends,
As we have been before

Yet I will always have the bed,
And you can have the floor;

There's room enough for any one
To rest their weary head-

And when I get to Washington
You then eau have my bed.

Then Jeff slept on with liomhtsome heart,
Till it was morning clear,

Still fanoying, he saw his help
AU coming to him near.

But when he opened wide his eyes,
He looked full sad indeed;

For all the friends he then could see
Was Banks, Ross, Grantaud Mead.

REST, SOLDIER REST.

Rest, soldier rest, tbou true and brave,
Where summees rays are creepiLg

Thou sleepest within a patriot's grave,
In death's cold mantle sleeping.
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Rest, soldier rest, within thy tomb,
Beneath the spreading willow ;

Where flower's with fraarance lonc shall bloom
And peaceful bc thy pillow.

Rest, soldier rest, from, toil and strife,
Its ghastly sights distressing

Thou cavest for freedom, joy and life,
And home, and friendship's blessing.

Rest soldier rest, yet not forgot,
While memory*has a breathing

The victors wreath shall be thy lot,
And freeman's own bequeathing.

Rest, soldier rest, thy warfare's o'er,
Though friends for thee are weeping;

The cannons roar sball nevermore
Disturb thy last long sleeping.

Rest, soldier rest, from toil and pain,
Now wrapt in mantle Lyory:

Till that glad day thou wakest again,
Bright robed in victory's glory.

THE OLD GLORIOUS BANNER.

Dear flag of my country, the best and the brighest,
The pride of the patrie, the brave and the free,

Thou wavest on bigh still the proudest and bravest,
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As when it first floated o'er land and o'er sea.
1 gaze on thy splendor as oft I behold it

Thy fame and thy glory my fancy does please,
For still mid the war and the strife that- surrouqds it,

The 'I star spangled. banner" stillfloats on the breeze,
The old glorious banner, the war-beaten banner,

Il The star spangled banner," still floats on the breeze.

Bright emblem. of liberty where'er thou wavest,
AckËowledged by nations, who envy thy sway,

Aloft o'er the waters thy seamen have borne thee,
Wherever ambition hath inarked out a way.

I gaze for a wbile o'er the wild trackless ocean,
Where storms waves and tempests doliantly rave

Yet still I behold, mid the billow's commotion,
The Il star spangled, bo.nner" ^still floato'er the-wave,

The old glorious banner, the war-beaten banner,
The star spangled banner," still floats o'er the wave.

0 souls of our forefather's, once more awaken,
And spreai through the land the old martial flame,

As bright as of old, when on Lexitigton gory
The lovers of freedom there (raiti'd thee thy fame,

Then, then shall thy colors wave brighter and higher,
Though storms waves and battles around it shall rave,

For wheil 'neath thy shrowd burns liberty*s fire,
The Il star spanopled. banner" triumpha,,nt shall wave,

The old glorious banner, the war-beaten banner,
The star span.led. banner" forever shall wave.
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'ý1.
FAREWELL TO MY HARP.

Farewell to my harp, for a time I forget thee,
Though partner of mine thou hast been so long-

If'parted, I wander, yet oft Il regret thee
For sad was thy ditty, unworthy thy song.

How oft have 1 strove in youthls brightest hours,
For my country to cull, from its wild shad bowers,

A name of rem-embrance as fair as tny flowers-
A wreath to my barp, my loved Glanford for thee.

Thoucyh oft thou hast sunfy in the dark hours of sorrow
And breathed in the whirlwinds of sadness and pain,

Yet still ye 'ay witness a brighter to-morrow,
With hope, tune thy chords on a happier strain

No more then shall grief, with its bliophtinc, commotion,
Encumber thy lay or molest thy devotion,

But sincr with that pure and pleasing emotion,
As first it awoke, my loved Glanford for thee.

FINIS.
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