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'WITCH OF THE WESTCOT;
& Tale of Rova-Srotia,
?IN THREE CANTbS H
AND OTHER
WASTE LEAVES OF LITERATURE.

‘BY ANDREW SHIELS.
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Leeze me on-rthyme ; its aye a treasure,
. My chief—amiaist my only pleasure,
At home, a field, at wark or leisure ;
+ My muse, poor hizzie,
Tho’ rough an’ raploch be ker measure,
She's seldom lazy. B
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"~ TO LAWRENCE HARTSHORNE, Esa.
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——

SIB) o) :

Having often ;arked your urbanity as & Gentleman, in .
public—felt your friendship in private, and experienced your
uprightness and integrity as a merchant ; and deeming you
" afitand proper person to represent “ the Bard” in the gene-
ral assembly of Letters—I hereby declare you duly elected a

~ volume of  prose run mad” as your diploma of honour and
 office. ‘ o o
Given under my hand (no poet being rich enough to wear a
- seal) at Ellenvale, this first day of June, in the Year of Our
. Lord One Thousend Eight Hundred and Thirty One. -

ANDREW SHIELS.

PaTRON of the Acadian Muse, and further inscribe to you this - - .
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PREFACE.

o 1
When an Author fails to please the public, he generally
" does-not fail at the same time tofind an abundant quantity of
subterfuges suitable/toxhe/o_ccasion.' Among other items, the -
advice of friends—usually holds a conspicuous sitaation—not = .
. - such, however, is the case in the present instance; and although g
7/ _1do not exercise the full benefits resulting from a common
~ privilege, yet I may be allowed to mention briefly a few of the
difficulties that have crossed my literary labours, and if after -
all, that impartial jury the publie’should find me ¢ wanting,’
it may afford an opportunity for my iriends to prove their
- “innocence (if not their ignor#nce) of the Bard becoming a
candidate for the suffrage of the Muse. ‘ -
_ The first thing I (ﬂ'er/ to exculpate at least a part of my !
_rhyming delinquencies, is that of being an expatriated Scots- , . T
man—as a fruit tree that hath been transplanted after it has at-
tained maturity, may perhaps yield a faint foliage to the ge—
nial embraces of spring, but forbears to lavish its * beauties onx
the desert air,” or as the fond heart that has once felt the holier
impulses of early love and been prematurely blighted, exists
(or rather riotsjon” its own bitterness-~even such is the au-
thor of this volume,.an enthusiastic' lover of “his native land,
but formerly a very stranger to his own feelings,




* PREFACE.

and little knew
Love is so terrible when true. -

S Secondly, to a native of Scofland, there is a striking change

) frequently imposing on the most careless ob---

d'with alniost every thing in Nova-Scotia. The

most prominent feature is the language-—a sudden change fromr

~ the vernacular tongue of an outlandish borderer, to pure Eng-

lish, is(at least was to me) ratkér an‘awkward tran51t to say

‘ nothmg of the'infinite associations of time, place and circum-

* stance, in that poetical Country. __ Passing however the marners

and customs of the people, the next thing-that presents itself,
(espech;ally to a poet) is the difference of scenery—instea -

! - the ¢ mountaims, high” and . hills of green,”—the beautiful

: vale, breathmg with i 1magery, including mouldering abbey,

delapldated tower,“‘rum’d camps of Dane and Roman, fields of

battle where the warriors fought and fell, prmce]y palaces,

¢ . ____ classic rivers and sylvan brooks (each bearing its .own specific

" designation and its legend besides) of my ‘‘ pleasant Teviot-

‘dale” let the traveller in Nova-Scotia ask what is the name of

yonder dwelling ? the answer is almost universally  Mr. Such

‘or such-a-ones’ farm, and that contains all the variations of its

History; or enquire the name of the dull half forgotten; or per-

i haps unknown stream, in any quarter ‘of the province, and

C. ten to-one butit is elther Nine mile or Salmon river.¥ .

' The last 1 shall enumerate at present is (for a long preface
israther an awkward appendage) the apathy for poetry that
exists in Nova-Scotia. In all Europe the sons of genius, more
particular Iy the children of song, have shared at leasthonoura-
able mention from their countrymen ; and although poetry has

' a peculiar aﬁinity to piety and patriotisim, yet praise is t«he.

. 'I'he Author being once travelhng in the Western part of the Pravince, fell
in with a Labourer on the banks of a rivule, and naturaily enough enquired the
name of the stream.—Why said the ¢ man of feeling” its no stream at all! its .
- only the creek *‘ there”’~Having arrived at Annapolis, | came accidentally into
the'company of a gentleman who was certainly blessed with a classical educa-
. tion ; among other queries concerning the locahtjea of the former capital asked
'’ . wheru the Laquille river lay ? ¢ no such river in this place, Sir, said the gen-
: tleman. No ! returned ‘I, not a little surprised ¢ Haliburton has it laid down
in his map as the Laqmlle or Allan River,”* O D—n'me, no river at all’ said
ke, ¢ only Allan creek ! dont 1 know as well as Hahburton ™

[




PREFACE.
b;egih-on which that chamelion a poet exists; and however
frail the tenure, it is the alpha and omega of his intellectual
life. ’ : _
' I own I labor for the voice of praise,
. For who would sink in dark oblivion’s stream,
‘Who-would not live in songs of distant days.

’

Worcor.

There is a charm, a magic power,
" To charm the old, delight the young,

In lordly hall, in rustic bower, :

In every clime, in every tongue, i

Howeler its sweet vibrations rung,

In whipers low, in poet’s lays,

There lives not one who has not hung

Enraptured on the voice of praise.

- , Mitrorp.

far other:is the fate of the Bard in America, more particular-
Iy of ‘Nova-Scotia. - In extenuation, it must be admitted, that it
‘18 ayoung country, where Society is only in embryo, and the
inhabitants being a remnant of many nations, there is scarcely
yet any standard feature as a nucleus to the whole, excepting
a certain species of vanity, discernable even in the most iso-
lated situations of life, and, I am sorry to add, often accompa-
nied with a spirit of détraction, and not unfrequently slander.

The amiable apostle James, says, “ My brethren these
things ought not to be,” but this as well as other precepts, both
christian -and moral, has been shamefully neglected, and in

the Author, a Blacksmith by profession, or more properly, by
necessity, unacquainted even with the simplest elements of edu-
cation, but heiring a spirit that would not be made * subject
to bondage willingly” spurned at the never ending -drudgery

s

many instances winked out of sight altogether. However, this -
is.a digression from my preface ; therefore, I shall conclude
by observing, that if the scholar or the critic expect a feast
from my labours, they will both meet with a disappointment ; -

of forging thunder bolts to Jupiter, and sought for a hiding-

B




v T PREFACE. o
lace under the mantle of the muse. Nor has the booé- been
" altogether denied, in despite of fortune’s frowning face, or -

- ¢ The luckless star that rules his lot,
, ‘ « And skrimps His fortune to the groat.” -

“ “Finally the volume was announced to the public, not from any
pecuniary motive, but merely from the vanity of becoming an,
Author.—Often and severely have I repented my temerity,
since the prospéctus was published ; it is one thing to write a

- few verses now and then for a.weekly paper, under an anony- . -

- mous signature, and quite another to come before the public
with something in the ‘¢ shape ofa Book.” However, this isno-.
¢ whining appeal’—these pbems are Now common property,
and with'all my faults,; I am not coward enough to turn my
back, before trying the battle.: But even if the dreams of en-
thusiasm are not realized, still a_certain degree of happiness is
mine, arising from a consciousness, that there is no question-
able language nor exceptionable sentiment to be found in the

poems of \
: ALBYN.




 Witeh of the Ttestcot. -

o I'II'_’}"“:": )
CANTO'I.

Muse oF THE WEsT—Acadia thine, o
- "That in the forest veils thy shrine,

A truant' Boy, unkﬁown to fa.me

- (Delighted with suoh humble name)

A pll«nmage has often ‘made

At ‘midnight to thy sylvan shade ; ;

Oft ere- the Lark ﬂaunts in the mr,

My rosary is conned with care,

ES
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BRRE WITCH OF
And, as dim twihght weaves her veil,
Awakesthe idle truant’s tale ;
Yet, ever and anon, T ween,

Unblest my orisons have been.

Beloved-idol—yet I co;ne,
(Ah! why should Albyn’s harp be dumb 7)
I 60me to. glean, in vesper hours,
Amongst thyléng neglécted flow'rs;
Who knows but still, whgrg bairdé havebéen,

" Some slips, unculled, are waving green ?

Who knows, but ev'nin frozen vales,
Some leaves, unwither’d, brave the gales ;
‘And tho' but one—O ! letitbe
Glen-malcom’s flower,* supblied from thee.
'\Tho’ counted small beside the boughs
That rustle round  more classic br6Ws,
Still friendship, iove, and even fame,

On such a symbol holds a claim,

And prodigal enough of joy

And jewels, for a truant boy.

* The snow-drop.

CANTO




| ST THE WESTCOT.

Leila, attend me thro’ the maze,

Where poets court the voice of praise; = -

And, should I bow 4t such a shrine,

Come the response from lips like thine.

Where Neptune folls his briny store
Alono Chebucto’s eastern shore,
Upon thebeach, where mortal eye
Might scarce a dwelling place espy,
Between Fort Clarence and Green Bay,
A lady lived in former day 5

A little clump of stunted trees

Her cottage sheltered from the breeze :

A garden plot of herbs and ﬂow rs
* Claim’d all her care in summer houre
" Day after day, her fruval board,

“With mussels from the beach was stored

" Tho’ now, perchance, for such a scene .

. The longing eye might look in vain ;

Hope blessed her home, and sweet content

Her Teisure at this lodging spent.

X
X
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WITCH OF

To human view she lii'ed alone—
Child or domestic she had none ;
Companion, male ﬁor female, there
E’er came to.own or court her care.
The curious eye that‘v-igils kept, ‘
Could mark no inmate hers, except
(Blest heirs of woman’s speciél gra'qe,)

The harmbless vegetable race.

-

Around her form' the graces flung
Their gifts divine, while she was young,
And tho’ rude time had reft away

The bloom' of youth’s imperious day; —

Some features still were faintly traced,

That ev'n old age had not effaced,
And ey_es,,whefe grief and beauty met,

- Seem’d like twin pearls in rubies set.

Time flitted by, and years beguh

Unnoted, as years oft have done ;

CANTO




mest.  THE WESTCOT F

Stern winter first lusexn made, -

Next spring her passing ti-{bute paid; ..
The_n summer camé,;a_ndautumn’, t00— 1.
But, wonderful ! still nothing new! =~ = -

" (Whatever was, or might have been,) -

At this lone henﬁitage was seen. ‘

"T'was marvellous ! ’twas very strange !
“She lived so long, and still no change,

Till when or how did she come there

Was _ev'ry idle gossip’s care.

¢ What is her name ?”’ surmise began,

An& rumour with the tidingsran ; -
¢ What is-her name ?” enquired report,
And whi;;pered it again for sport ;',
From whispers next suspicion claim'd
To have the mystery new framed ;

© still paraphrased at ev’ry change, . A .
It grew a legend, wild and strange ; .
Enough—albeit a little frail, "

To form a Novascotian tale.
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Curse on that heart—avhatever claim
‘It holds upon the niche of fame;

(Nor less, nor ‘lighter,-faﬂthe shower
-On strangers. te that awful power,)

- Would wantonly presume to weund

One breast where innocence isYound ;

Or, with polluted lips, destroy
The hallowed haunts of human joy.

Nor has that partisan of powe},
(“ Shorn of her beams” in evil hour,)
The Muse, the Muse, alas ! been less
A foe to female ha;)pineés e
And tho' verse has in elder time
Been made the vehicle of crime,

Still it is hers in peace and strife

To trace the labrynths of life— _
To mark the footstf;ps vice has trode,
And bar the gates to her abode 3

And still by charter hold prepared,

For suffering virtue watch and ward.




FIRST.  ~ - THE WESTCOT.

O, Leila! ‘ask me not for why
Yon maiden’s bosor heaves a sigh,

Or wherefore on her youthful brow

Hangs such decp melanchol); now ;
Ask not for what her mother wears

"A countenance, ‘bédeW’d with tears—

A countenance, the tnne has been
Where never ought save Joy, was seen ,.
Or whence the blush of cnmson dye,
That palsy’s Victor’s cloudless eye 1
Ah! deem not love creates the sto}m,
That leaves such wreck on Laura’s form.
Suspicion and her demon twin,

Surmise, have lit the flame within.

Start not—nor bid me further tell

‘What wizard framed the wierd:ljl{é spell.
But oft in vain a lover’s arm

Has been exorcist o’er such charm.

There, t00, the fount whose fatal sprihgs

" A mother’s heart with sorrow wrings';

LN ¥4
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But sword nor tear will aught avail : .

The victim, whereby hangs atale.

_ Ideas, however vague or vain,

Usurp the vacuum of the bljgin ;

These to cohjec;tuté yield their place,
. And thoughts next occupy the space—

"The space, bj words in turn, is claim’d,

Andthus a tale at once is fram’d.
Tales are not all exactly true,.

But that is nothing, if they’re new.

- Surmise began—‘‘ Why, it is said,

-~ _

She is an old forsaken maid ;”

But made no questi‘on there would be

~ Some clue yet to the mystery.

Rumour declared, that she was sorry,
"Yet could not misbelieve the stoty ;
But own’d that something in the matter

'Was. of a most peculiar nature ;




FIRST. - THE WESTCOT.

) For it wz;s common, oince before, ‘
She was a worthless "pax_'amoﬁrf';' \
That, by some ‘wicke& trick or otlter,
Had made hetself a childléss mother, .
" And finish'd with & hellish leer,

That told '.of more than met the ear.

Réport had listen’d to the t‘aie,

And posted off to Elenvale ;

But what is mo’st.exvtremel'y odd,

Forgot one half o’ it by the road ;°

Or rather, by repeating o’er ‘

The iegend in her little tour,‘

Ere Hitchcoke’s holm she could get cross’d,

The whole original was lost.

The beldame stood to recollect
The thing again, without effect ;
Thrice swept away the cloud that sought

To stay the current of her thought,

2




i 10 ~ WITCH OF " canro
z 7 And rifled every Jatent cell
A Where mem’ry keeps herehromcle ;
i From fancy conjured many a shade,
i - That levity and slander made ; 1
;.:,’ * And imgges conjectured—still :
g Each talisman was naught, untit )
1 t ~  Amidst her reverie, a sleigh,
7:” . - Inbearskins prodigally gey — _ /
That dash’d along the rough domain, - -
A Her wilder'd thought recall'd again.’
b A hag, in this unpxmon’d car,
i Old as herself, and uglier far
P
i Welcomed her, with a pressmg treat
To occupy the vacant seat,

. j . And as report is—aye, in haste,
% The chance was readily embraced.

Those proud, outlandish beings, men,

% Meet where they will, or how, or when,




- FIRST. . THE WESTCOT. 11

~ Use every art, approved by reaso,
* To parry off abript collision. =
» Lacdn'n}c prologues, hever rare,
',Ate exercised with eqhal care,
T;ll « fine day this,” ér * rather cold,” ‘
Their oratorian pow’rs unfold. - ' ‘

" Not such are women, IOVelj.creamres,

Who better understand these matters ;

For when affairs before them come, S e
Not Heav'n itself would hold them dumb ; A
Nor do thej, like ungallant man,

Harangue thei;audieixee, one by one ;
Togetherall (no to'ngue‘is. spared)

];egin, prepared or unprépated ;

Nor are ideas, or even thought,

To such discussions ever brought,

Though all auxiliars are allowed

Amongst a female multitude.

There eyes are pow’rful rhetoricians, ‘

And_hang]s oft seconding petitions ;

gt
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12  _ WITCHOF =~ cante
3 . : A well carved lip ‘twixt sneer and smile, .

; . Forms elocution’s grandest style.

Ev'n nods are pregnant with _t-‘he,es'se_nce :

Men would spin ont in long dig’res'sibris';,_‘

: Whilst vates are telegfaph’d in langhter,
.And then the point’s consider’d after.
1
‘ »N;)w,i if this portrait be cofrect,
{(Errors we poets, aye, except,)
B S Why, gentle reader, coald you blame
- Report to tell her neighbour ‘dainé )
i Old lﬁcky scan&él, what affair
% ) Had been .comn;i'ttgd to her care?
;s " What way that gipsy mother Scott,-
;? ’ - Alias the Witch of the Westcot,

)  Had been a Keep-miss, in her day,
To some vile lecher, far away ;
And, having murderd all her brats,
;Escaped the hangman’s coarse cravats ;
Has down the Passage made her home, °

s
Where neither law nor justice come ;

pas




FIRST.  THE WESTCOT
£

Whilst 1t is known that ever since,

She holds some league wnh hell’s lngh prmce

- One s;tormy day m winter last,

. AsParson Hope was\coming past
The old Duenna’s domicile,
He sought for shelter there, unﬁl
The telﬁpest\._spirit; might comi)oée ,
The maniacs ihat torment the sfnows ;
An& fdﬁnd her ladyship as trim
As we might be, expecting inim. |
This makes it piaixi, t_h;a worthless qu‘e,anA
The parson’s visit had foreseen. ‘
Indeed, his whole a&count is such,

That she must be an arrant witch.

A large, . well cushion’d elbow-chair
" For him stood ready near the fire ;
And, purring on the parlour matt,

Black, large and sleek, grimalkin sat.
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A Brussels carpet—splendid grate,

Some costly furni.turev and plate,
A golden-clasped book was seen
' Ull)on a table, cased in greep%
N ear it a silver Baby stood—

No doubt some.image of her brood ;

Against the wall a picture hung,
Of madam’s self, when she was young ;
And each could show some speclal clalm,

Of strong aﬂimty to flame,

Nor were refreshments wantiﬁg there ;
More than he deemed his host might spare,
But then she urged with such a grace,

. As left excuse no vacant place,

And so polite that ev'n her guest,
If he were willinig could attest, -
That more design than accident
With such mysterious things are blent ;
Though aught was hidden, that might tell

Her compact with the king of hell.

~<




PIRST , THE WESTCOT.

» Now it's suppesed she cast some spel
O’er Doctor Hope, for he can’t tell .
Exactly what he saw and heard ;
Not that his Rev’rence ¢ould be fear’d ‘
Of such a hypoorite as her—
For he’s a great phxlosopher
Sl evxdence is notawanung,
That he has shar'd in her enchanting;
For, ever since (his friends have sa‘id')
Some change is on the ﬁector made 3
. And it’s for certain in the Ef'-”

“The curate twice has heard bim own

That mother Scott has taught him more -

Of gospel truth and bible lore,
Than €’er he leam’& fromthe dmncs, ‘

That make Dxana s silver shrines.

Now, really, cousin, don’t you see
The whole concern, as weltas me ?
Cut off fr(’nn_ every thing that binds'

In unison congenial minds;

5

X
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In fashion’s rites;‘.(wninere ‘nature flings )

No light on arbitrary things,) .

‘Who would insftruc;' the wither’d drone.
Except the Devil 7 surely none. u :
And if her Celtic eyes can glance

Thro’ time’s dim vistas all at once,

And better understand the scope

Of scripture faith, than Parson: Hope——“' o

No doubt, wh,pever Jknows so much,

Must be—yes, and she is a witch.

Here, as the two old vampire wretches 2
The life stream swallowed, like horse-leeches,
Whose quenchless thirst is never o'er,

Tug till they burst, and g'ésp for more ;

 Insatiate still—a maiden fair,

’f‘o vice unknown, forgot by care,

Miss Ellen Grhame—in her third téen,
From Creighton-creek, came ul; unseen, -
And hedr;i Report pronouncing witch . .

So loud, her ears began to itch ;-




"FIRST THE WESTCOT.

For young and old, else idol free,

Stiil worship curiosity—

And seeing both the beldames kind,

Took passage on the sleigh behind,
* Normoved one foot till every word

Most greedily she had devour'd.

Tho’ Ellen Grhame, of care was la;.ck,
Love to her heart had found a track ;
And tho’ it nestled in her breast,

Still she was bashful to such guest.
She knew not vae is like the oak;,
That grows amidst the tempest shock—
A seed, a pla{it,'a sapling slim;

Of feeble root and féeblef limb,

Ere gia.nt bough and kingly form I
Exult above the wrathful storm ;

And tho’ there be no earthly eye

To mark that thing of treachery, (/7 -

Still there is many a talisman

To note its least and largest span.

17
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Fitz-Eustace Wynne was young and brave,'

" And courted fame upon the wave ;

Nor had she fail’d on him to smile,

At Canseau Cape and Breton Isle;

Nor could the Micmacs shrift the wrath
He roll’d like thunder thro’ heir path,
Ere Britain’s olive branches spread a
Where Gaul's proud lily pale leaves shed.

But thrice the moon had measured o’er

The ciréuit of her endless tour,

Since in a frigate he had gone,

With tales of war to Europe’s zone,

And Ellen’s heart o’er ocean’s brim,

In pilgrim guise had follow’d him § -

But not as such it wander’d back—

Like Noah’s Dove, it found no track,
And sought again the ark with grief;

That love could find no olive leaf.

No sigh had Eustace ever cast
Among the winds that wander'd past,
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Nor look upon the waves bestow’d,
That hasten’d onto her abode ;
. And Ellen’s;uame an echo seem’d

- Ofssomething that in youth he dream’d.
Even if some half neglected scene |
Uﬁon his mem‘r;_ﬂa@h’d agsin, ‘

" *Twould plunge in dull oblivion’s tide,

’ To-’sgape‘the vulture eye of pride.

Yet Hope deferred, that holds a pow'’r -
Oft fatal inyouth’s fondest hour, .
Came not to conquer atthe creek,
Nor pall’d her eye, nor blanch’d her cheek.
Albeit a vagrant thought might stray
Sometimés to regions faraway ;
" "Twas but a flash of feeble flame
That from the dying embers came,
Until she learned that second sight
- Was second still to witches’ might.

‘Whilst geniial spring came drench’d in show'rs,

And pass'd in triumph, crown’d with flow’rs;

19
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thllst summer marshgll’d all her train

In glory, on the speckled pia.in,

‘Some wild ideas, of doubtful trace,

Within her bosom sought a place ;

In thought by day, in dreams by night,
That oft to Westcottook their flight.

From thoughts and dreams éro_se desire,
Hence curiosity caught fire;

And heart and soul, andrmind and strength,
Auxiliér_s joil;ed the league at length, '
Whilst reason, judgement, sense, arose

In vain such rebel to oppose.” °

Asmushrooms rise in fertile groimd,
Desires i noble minds are found ;
Desires loose, lawless, or obscene—
False inclinations, vague and vain,
Spring up unseen, as if by chance,
Their farthest sphere attained at once ;
Unknown they live their little day,

And then unnoticed die away.

R

CANTO
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In women (if they have a mind)

- Their growth is otherwise inclined;
Tc; reason—(whence exotics spring
In them) thej, still ascending, cling
Like ivy planted near a tower—

By thatit climbs and gathers power.
And tho’ sometimes the drooping head
Hangs as it would no further ,spreatj,
Still asa vampire, round that pile

'Tis grasping surer hold the while ;
Nor is it stay’d still shades of green

Are on the highest turret seen..

~ One morning, when the autumn sun
Gleam’d over field and forest dun,

. The budding beauty of thefcreel;;

(A pencil'd rose on either cheek)
Sconced in the ﬁargin of the wood,
Beside the Sybil’s cottaée stood,

And in that lone seqq«ister’d bourn,

Heard midst the stillness of the morn,
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An anthem of delight arise

In sweet memorial to the skies.

Pride, pleasure, shame, that rivals dwell
Unseen, where conscience keeps her cell ;
Mute monitor that guards the zone '
The graces challenge as their qwxi,

An embiem every countenance,

Rose mantling on the maid at once ;
And tho’ she weén’d no e);e might note
Her steps to this bewilder'd spot,

Yet started back to veil her blush,
More deeply in t'he tangled brush,
Whilst holy incense from her eyes

Blent with that morning’s sacrifice.

As Ellen *gainst a hemlock lean’d,
'i‘hat Westcot from the weather screen’d,
And p(’)nder’d if such things could be
The auspices of witchery;

A mountain goat, of spotless white,
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Sprang from the coppice on her mght, pal

_And defily sporting thro’ the wood, ST —
* " Came where the rausing maiden stood,

" Gazing, as ifinquiring why, ;
. Or what she tarried there to spy,

Then butting twice against the tree,

Abridged her pensive reverie:

Fain would the timid centinel
Stol’n homeward thro’ tihe‘busky dell,
And felt her heart more freely beat,
Lest found alone in suchretreat;
Stretching her hands to shed the limbs
Where linnets sat and sang their hymus,
When ¢ Heav'nprotect you, angel dear,”
Fell, like an earthquake, on her ear.

Shame, deep, unmeasured, burning shame,
Like embers, o’er her visage came ;

As turning round, aladyold

And frail the garden plot patyol’d,
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Whilst the same voice, as if inhumed,

.Ip plaintive tone again resumed—

“ What is your errand,child; come near, '
“ And téll me, for I ill can hear ;

“ Time was, when I was young like you—
“ That time, ah! me, was long ago;

“ But agefi: and feeble-as I seem,

“ Of life’s gay m;)ming oft I dream ;
“Youth, still, thgo;, dim forgotten years,

« Like yesterday to me appears.

“ i!ut come, sweet rosebud, come and say,

‘ Whence you would. go, or wherefore stray.”
Ellen approach’d with timid pace, -
- Andimher fingers hid her face,
* (For in the a;‘,ra of my tale
No child was muffled in a veil) ;
Twice she essay’d to frame excuse,
But twice her tongue fail’d of its use ;
Yetstammer’d out at last so much

As *“ Ma’am, I came to see¢ the witch.”
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“The witch, eh! dear ; what witch, my child,”
Dame Scott repeated ¢’er and smil'd ; 4 -
¢ A witch, eh—what has frightened ye?

« Oris’t 'the goat you’re come to see 1
¢« Come hither, Grace-—come hither, Grace,

¢ And let the maiden see your face ”

Conﬁicting‘passions in her breast,
That ’rose, each to o’erwhelm the rest,
Kept Ellen mute, but unsubdued, ;; '.
Fear there obstmctmg fortitude.

Pride war with prudence too declared,
And hope *gainst disappointment pair'd ;
E’en modesty, weak, timid thing,
With pertness held some skirmishing.
Yet, in the midst of mortal strife,
'When ev'ry feeling fought for life,
No parley sounded inthe field,
" But each flung.down her shatter’d shield,
And, sick of such hostile melce

Succumb’d to curiosity.
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Meanwhile the forest-mantled maid 4

Had summon’d courage to her aid,

And from the matron shelter sought

To ’scape the kindness of her goat,
And such high converse with her held,
As doubt and denger both dispell’d ;
Nor fail’d one item to repeat
Of Miss Report’s base tete-a-tete,
With Madam Scandal in the sleigh,
As she had heard in former day ;
. Ad&ing that she had come unknown,

In hopes to have her fortune shown ;
But having little coin to bring

‘More than aneagle’s golden wing,
“Yet here’s a clasp (she said) of gold,
“ And brooch to match, of equal mould.
¢ Upon it, zoned around with jet,

““ My mother’s miniature is set.

“ Besides this needle necklace, wove

‘' With locks of one I wish to love.

¢ These ear-rings, too, unique withal—

-

¢ The pendant diamonds rich but small— -
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‘T thought to keep them hid at home, .
« Till Eustace Wynne from Europe come ;
« But deemihg you would know ﬁefore
~ “ Where I conceal’d my private store,
¢ I think it’s better—what think you ?
“To give the whole of them just now; .
¢« And, if the treasure is too small,
“La! what shallI do after all ;
“ But say, tho’ is there not as much

‘¢ As make a trial, Mrs. Witch.”?

Nor had Miss Ellen theh forbofn,
Had not astonishment and scorn
On ev'ry feature of Dame Scott
In hieroglyphic lines been wrote.
No earthly thing her guest had been-:
Save hope (not Parson Hope Iméaﬁ) ;P
For time unknown; when she was young,
Her name employ’d no idle tongue, '
« But, ah!  she said, “ how hard, when age' :
% Like hers, should nought but death engage !
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“To be the mark where malice threw

“ The rancour that around her grew.”
Then wiped the tears that erst abode

In cisterns grief now overflow’d,

But thence héd stol’n, and ling’ring staid

Among the farrows time had made. -

Like April flow’r, ef snowy hue,
Bending beneath the 'mqrnjng dew,
Miss Ellen stood and bow’d her head,
Lest she'might have some erroy made ; :
But when the voice of sadness ceased,
Her confidence again increased ;
And thus resumed—* Dear ma’am I pray, -
“ Do not distress yourselfto day,

o« Forif your witcherafts are not home,
.- “ Tomorrow eve again Fll come ;5
* As for the trinkets I have brought,
“ My last new yea{fs’ forget-me-nbt;

« Ahhongh their value is not much,

« Still its, no-trifle to a witch.
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“ O child ! O child you little know
“ How hearts like mine can feel for you;
*  But it is well since nought on earth - -
¢ Can lend to me 6ne_mark of mirth,
“ That you sweet innoeent should be
A stranger to my misery.
« But come fair bud of pronﬁise, come, ’
« I have some oracles tho’ dumb; ,- - -
‘ Yet they can teach in truth. sublime,-
“A maiden’; fate in ﬁxtur‘e time ;
“To me they oft repeatasign /- ——
 That leaves no mystery in 'nﬁnez | . —
“ Hard 1s my féte, nor soon forgot
“The m\er,n’ry., of my pilgrim/lot ;
“ From hope and hom_q‘anéxile» dri\"en-,i
¢ My life a miracle of Heav'n;*
< But only known to Heav'n yet why

« Deferr’d the exile’s hour to die.”

And then as night the morning leads

O’er rural vales and flow'ry meads,

“ie

P
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- With lagging siep she slowly brot

The maiden thro’ the garden plot ;

And from a monthly rose that grew
Beneath a shade bne sliplet drew,

“ Take this,” éhe said, “and plant it Whére
¢ There is some shelter from the air;

¢ Your chamber window seems to me

¢ The épot elect where it should be,

“ There you can-see—and mark them well,
“ What tokens it to thee may tell ;- ‘
 And whilst it grows *twixt morn and ni-ght,
“This little Book must bless your sight ;
“Tis my request—and tho’ ’tis small,
«“One day’s neglect mig‘l{t ruin all.” I,
Then deeply sighing, fondly prest

A lovely volume to her breast,

That faintly show’d it fitly graced,

With goid leaf tendrils 6’e]: it traced,
Which folding up, with fare-thee-well,

Bestowed 3t on the blushing belle.
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“ Now you may go, my flow’r again,
« Till new year’s eve—but fail not then.
. “ This brooch, that claims a costly hue,
L« Already made a gift to you; i
“ But ne’er has felt your bosom burn
“ I'hold—the pledge of your return ;
* No other token mine beside—
““So these may still with you abide.
“ My witcheries ask no reward—
“ T'o me such labour is not hard.
“ Yet, tho’ my-calls have no extremes,
'« Your presence only this redeems.
“ No duplicates are mine to give,
* « But love can long in mem’ry live ;
«So when the fleet revolving year
“Is summon’d to another sphere,
‘ Remember then, and not before,
" < Seek this lone dwelling on the shore.”
The Lady said, and when she stopt,

Ellen an awkward 'com'tesy dropt, ~
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And left the garden like a Jamb
In summer sporting near its dam;
Thro’ bush and brake a path she sought,
And at her heels the snow-white goat;
- Ah! never yet-was erring child
By earth, and hell, and sin beguiled—

Tliro"’timés"pfﬁl&étionary race,

More fervently pursued by grace.

3 " When the dun top of Clarence tow’r,
i ' (Grim guardian of the Eastern shore ;) T e
:; Above the forest beetli_hg high, -
. Imposing stood before her eye ;
E She stay'd her steps awhile, and took
ﬁf A waste envelépé from the book ; )
i . - , . Itwasa bible—neatly bound,
z The text with/mafgi;l studded round,
—;f And “ ELeN GrasAME from Eveaen Scorr,”

In faded letters on it wrote.

“ She is a witch then after all,”

Said Elen as she letit féll; :
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“« \Shae~is4 a witch, I marvel’d why -
¢ She gazed on:vme so eagerly; - -

o« And now she_“nevet"ask’d my néme, _
“But ah ! sheknew it—Elen Grhame;
‘ O Heaven protédt me—yes, her spell’
“}s on me cast, I feel itwell ; ~ ~
“ Aye, and I see the piercing look
‘ She gave ;ne when I got the Book ;

“ But "tis the Bible, and I've read

- “¢ Its author is the promised seed ;
“ Itself the everlasﬁng seal,”
“ Thétevery power to Him must kneel ;
“ ¥f so, what might of earth or hell,

< Could from the scriptures frame a spell,
‘It cannot l;e” she said, and then
Stoop’d down to lift it up again.

The goat I;qhind now made a push,
And pitch’d her headlong in a bush,
Then started back, as if to see.

The frightened maiden’s furze melee ;

S




%
L

W F A e T L Py

34

* WITCH OF
Escape was twice essayed in vain,

Grace once victorious charged again ;
Whilst Elen Iay;\the minion stood

Still as corpse wrapt in a shroud,

But when she moved a limb to rise,

It was a signal for s\‘xrﬁﬁsé ;

She tried to scare the vagrant—no, -
Then soothed, but that was useless too;
All-arts were vain—but had she known = -
“That it was bred in Lawrence Town—

No matter—as she cast her eye

Around on ocean, earth, and sky, _

The earth was blank—the ocean blue,

The sky was heautiful to view—

But help or hope she gathered none,
From all the far surrounding zone,
Then grasp’d her Bible, and call’d * Grace,”

When it stood bleating in her face.

 She is awitch I know 1t well,

"« But this Book might exorcise Hell ;

CANTO
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“ Much more the Witch of the Westeot,””
" She said—and dashed it at the goat.

As light’ning flits athwart the sky,
When long loud thunder peals are nigh—
So fleet the minion sped away, |
O’er rugged cliffs and granite grey ;

Nor field, nor fence delay her flight,
’Till from a'thicket, dark as night,
With one wild heart appalling bleat,

The fugitive found a retreat. {

¢ She is a witch, and yet she’s not,
"“'ﬁt“l{i"ﬁ“s‘usPicious of her goat ;
¢ Still if she is, or both should be
“ Leagued with infernaj majesty,
" ¢ This book is mine until the rose
“ Has faded—La ! indeed she knows-,

* She made me promise, and I did, . o

% Here’s where the mystery is hid;
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“ Most certainly its very odd,
“ Promise to read the word of Gop,

¢ And her a witch—but there’s the rose,

““ Aye, that’s where the enchantment grows; °

“ I see itnow, at Jeast I'll see

‘“ How bane and antidote agree.”

Elen’s soliloquy was done
As sol had to the zenith won;
And she sped onward to the creek,

With hopes she felt but fear’d to speak.
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' Acapia’s fields and forests dun’

Were freckled with the ev’ning sun ;

The wind was hush’d—and Bedford-bay

Like one broad sheet of silver lay—
The captives m the prison yard .1

No longer in their pastimes ~shal.'ed,
When Elen Grhame, in altered mood,
Within her mqthér’s ;i\velling stood,
And to her chamber nigh the goal,

‘In secrecy and silence stole ;

Nor idly loitered there alone, . -
As oft ere now she might have done,

"Till on the emigrated rose, .’

She saw the shades of twilight close. =

W
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Days pasy'd away—and days begun,
Still fleeting onward one by one ;
And aye she wa;g:h’d with vigils true
How bud and leaf and blossom grew,
And read her bible oft and well ,
* Lest there might be some secret spell,
And sometimes t/lfoug}?t she really knew

Herself a little diff’rent too.

Her mother, like & dove bereaved,
" Had long in latent sorrow grieved ;
Days saw her toiling in the creek,
By night tears bath'd her fading cheek,
But few could tell and fewer cared
‘What dispensation she ‘had shared ;
Yet anxious thought and wounded pride,
g In her religion could not hide ;
Some blight was ever in her soul
That could not, would not be made whole,
One season pass’d, anofher came,

Her broken spirit still the same~—
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Ev'n hope, tho heaven’s. ambassador, -
Such wither’d heart could not restore.

Midst passions thus perplexed aud'marr’_d '
The fretted feelings had grown hard ;
Hence Elen, tho’ an only child,

Was almost from her love exiled,

Still she could note that something strange
On her had wrought a striking cHange .
But what the reason was, or when -

Lay far beyond her fondest ken.

“ What can it be ? itis not pride, -
“ I've often felt its fluent tide ; o R
« And like yon fowl that floats along,
« Laugh’dv at its cur-rent- wild and strong ;
« Till in the stormy surge that came,
‘. “The stofmy surge of death and flame,
¢ Cast here on poverty’s rough shore,

« Where earth cannot the wreck restore.
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"« It is not pride as mine has been, *
« Life’s charms her eyes have never seen ;
“ The plants of pleasure yield no fruit
« In fields that fail to give them root ;
“ Those prizes fashion’s peers pursue,
“ She knows not now;nor ever knew. '
¢ Can happiness her breast confine, .
“ When she was nursed in grief at mine ;
¢ Nor wealth, nor power, nor pomp, nor fame,

“ Are equal guests for Elen Grahame.”

“ Canit belove? O!it can not, B
“ Though childish follies are forgot ;
*“ Yet if love Wiﬂ not shrift one tone,
 That female hearts have ever known ;
It may be so—still she is young,
“ But, ah! how soon to me it clung ! =~
¢ Aye—mine has been as luckless flow’rs,
"‘Thatilom% April’s earliest show’rs,

“ And scarce have bloom’d till theyare-nipt.”’

The mother said, and sadly wept.

SE
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When Ellen Grhame was but -a child,
She was-a little romp, and wild 5 |
With idle boys, that staid from school,.

~Her time was 'sﬁéﬁt at top and bowl H
With martial spirit ply’d an oar,

-Or scuil’d a flat along the shore.
Mill-cove, and sandy-beach were made; ’

Her daily, hqurly, promenade;
And every holm and haunt she knew,

Where robin built, or berry grew.

At ev’n, amengst the captive tars,

She mingled in their mimic wars;

Thére learn’d how fields were lost and won,

And how to spunge or spike a gun ;

* How seige and sally should be plann’d-—-

With eager eye she often scann’d
. How ships were into action brought,
And how the helm upon them wrought ;

or signal from a chalk design,

-. What way to hoard, or break the line ;

6
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And many a long spun yarn could teH,
" How sailors fought and sailors fell,

Time on the horologe of man

Had measured but a meagre span, - -
Since,, with her dog and carabine, .
The forest shared in lsler‘routine H
Nor was it sport she sought—for death
Left few to flutter in her path.”

_Such once the blossom of the creek,
Now mild as innocence—and meek - A
As the soft breeze that spreads to view

The infant buds of violets blue ; -

~ And gentle as the dew of night )
; Upon them glistening bland. and bright ;
~ And love blest spirit might not lie

. Ldng idle in her seraph eye.

The stamina of human minds

Like human nature, often finds




7

1

SECOND. ;' THE WESTCOT.

Some varied change of thought—abrupt
Or dilatory, interrupt

With revolutionér‘y strife, -

The use and wont.of common life ; .

And seeks in sympathetic tone,

To mould both systems into one 3

The cause imposing or obscure

Effects unveils—chaste or impure ;

Hence, thr’ou'gh the maze, we still can trace
How comes the villain to disgrace. '

Hence riches, near a rapid tide,

" Ave wreck’d among the shoals of pride.

Hence the Historian learns to guage

The corps’ dramatique of an age.

" Hence genius oftentimes has heen

Like literary comets seen ;
Hence moral ill and moral good, 2

Have by some standard measure stood,

) And hence it wae that Elen Grhame

A solitary thing became. B

43 -
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"Twas Christmas day at Maynard hill—
A day that lives in'm_em’r} still 5 v
(No Highland haridan was then

"'The governante of Malc&m-glen 3)

An angelr spirit mild and meek

. To there oft passing Creighton-creek—

Saw Elen once—and thought her face

The index of some hidden grace,

And having summon_"d from the town
Soiﬁé f:ned éompanions of her ownj
{Erst youthful playmates at the school) ;
S ‘ To make a visit there in yule,

Sent her respects to Widow Grhame—
Sweet as a serapins self might frame ;
Accompanigd with a request, . ..,

That Eleanor might be their guest.

. - With equal gratitudé and fear
The message met Miss, Elen’s ear—
- ) )
Tho’ she was not as she had been,

Still she wa[s_female-—and I ween
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Her thoughts'and recollections too,

As such, would vibrate to and fro ;
_Embodled as they rose by chance,
Inrequisition all at once;

And right or wrong—what e’er is last,

Like Aaron’s rod devours the rest.

-

First she resolved to stay at home
To guar(i-the rose, and read the tome ,
Then sudc{enly vchanggd her design,
Merely—because the day was fine;
~ But action could not supersede
Ideas of such ephem’ral breed ;
Ere thbughts again in thoughts were lost,

All in one chaos vaguely toss'd.

At once the woman and the child
‘Were bath.in Elen reconciled ;
And as her fq{fn appear’d to view,

Her mind was in accordance true ;
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First re;‘}son, supel:stit'ion graced—
Religion next the pair embraged ;

Then the enthusiast’s motley pall,

Like some dark cloud eclipsed themall ; -
Half cr;edulous, almost believes '
Whatever legend fiction weaves ; -

Half sceptic too, and will forsooth

Dispute against establish’d truth ;

If such the creed that wome1{ claim,

How orthodox was Elen Grhame ?

Be this the r_eason,lyes Or no—
She finally resolved to ,go, :
And having placed the rose plant where
Twas safe and sheltered from tixe aicr i
Nine blossoms of unequal size, )
Still muffled up from vulgar eyes;
Auspicious (as'the legend goes)‘h
Hung pendant from the burden’d boughs ;
And one, that all the glofies gave; - .

i

Enjoyment ¢’cr from hope might crave ;
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" High on the top apart from all,

Waved o’er them like a coronal.

~ So much the spell her counter charm
She deem;d would gtiard itself from harm ;
But fearing lest her mother’s eye o
The sacred treasure might espy ;

She laid it where her pillow lay,

And turning twice, went thrice away.

—

)

Ah! who can tell how fleetly flies

The joyous hours were pleasures rise—
Pleasures where innocence and youth
Are girdled in the zone of truth ;
Where friendship links the social bands, S
And virtue most the heart commands ;
Whéré care and sorrow, far apdrt,
Have ceaségl to bruise the bleed’ing heart ; |

‘Where hope sits idly by awhile
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"Till happiness exhausts her smile ;
When jealousy has quench;d the wrath
Th%a,t scath’d the victims in her path ;
Where sweet content and fair delight,

With love and beauty share the night ;
Illusions blest with fancies high,

Ah! who can tell how fleet ye fly.

If still there be that yet-can tell,
Those hours they must remember well;

Nor count it strange, they swiftly came,

> But swifter fled from Elen Grhame;

"Till the full moon, broad; large and grand,
At midhight rose on Lawrence-land ;-
"Midst golden stars, that gleamihg high,
Tlumed the deep cerulean sky ;

Whilst night—cold hoar December night,
Crisping and chill and shining Bl’fght,
“Tranquil as death—as heav’n serene,

Lay couch’d insiich a lovely scene.
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When dawning day bégan to break ‘

- On the brow"n grateinés o’f the creek ,\
O! what must her a;illaze have been, -
To see the rose-p}a#t shrunk an& sheen
And melancholy as a tower
That sinks beneath time’s sov’reign power H

""The coronal was like a flow’r ‘

Of marble nicely chissel’d o’er ;
Beneath 1{, Hfgiéss, bud ar;;;;? I
- As petrified wﬁth sudden grief,
Hung =hrouded in a robe of rime,
Relucent——beaunful sublime ;
«  So might they prove, in luckless hour
Some str ong enchanter’s mighty power )
. Wlxilst alt b;bové and all beneath

Seem’d-as a cemetry of death.

« She is a witch, and knew it all, |
“ She knew what would the rose be‘fall ;
“ How it would bldssom-—aye and blow,
¢ And how it would be frozen so;

h 7
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“ But yesterday—ah! hapless thing,
‘1 left thee fair and ﬂ'ourish‘ing;
*¢ Now vain the vigils I have kept,”

Said Elen, as she o’er it wept

“ Sheis no witch—the plant’s decline

« is not her blame, the fault is mine ;

‘I leftit” she resumed “ to die”

And dashed the dew drop from her eyé ;
“1left it—I was not to leave,

* She gave thé chalfge, ’till new year’s eve ;
““ One day’s neglect might ruin all

 She told me,—still the earliest call
“Was quite enough—yet why lameht,

“ For tokens still are with it blent.

.

“ I see it now—TI see it well,

* The book she ‘gavé me breaks the spell ;

3

“ Without it there perchance had been

~“ Some mystery else to me unseen ;

“ Ah! faded rose, is Elen too

o To live and bloom and die like you ;

CANTO

SE
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% Cut down at morn—-alas! how frail,

« How sudden finishes the tale 3

“ Such is the cheerless veice of time,
“ The prophets vision, more sublime, 3

¢ Looks to an everlasting home,

¢ Beyond the mansions of the tomb.”

She sought the Bible where it lay,

Hid in her couch since yesterday ;

And op’ﬁing it she scarce knew why,

The superscription caught her eye,

And she stood musing there awhile,

Her eye a tear, her lip a smile ;

And said « A lady tho’ she be,

¢ Still something kere is dark to me.-
¢ She kept the brooch, and it alone,

¢ That pledge my presence must atone ;

C e

“ She gave tlfle‘-‘zlip--amd gave the bbok, o
“ A gift that eqhal’d what she too];;; IR
“ But one request she crav’d besid{e“,;"%g.;; o

% So small it could not be denied ;
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4This much I know—but her command
%‘, ' ¢ Is what I cannot understand ;
) .
k. ‘“ On new-yeat’s eve, and not-before,

“ Seek this lone dwelling on the shore,
¢ And save .the book-wHy it would. seem
““ More iike the sémﬁiance of a dream,
" « Or faintest shade in heé,veq’s bright bow,

¢ If it were not before me now ;

“ With “ Elen Grhame” and ‘° Euphen Scott”’

* Upon it elegantly wrote.”

Perchance she would have wander’d on

e

) Wi;h her soliloquy unknown,
In faflcy’s boundless lab’rinth lost,
(One arm beneath the bosom cross’d,
The other braced her cheek and knee 3)
Had not her mother came to see
If she were well—or what might keep

Her in the morn so long asleep.

She found her up, but still undrest,

Her face a troubled mind confest ;
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And tho’ heryvown hard lot, ere now
‘Had, like an overbended bow,

- The fine elastic feelings mai'r’d,
That war with grief—or should have ward;
Still when she saw her life’s last hope
Such bitter draught of sorrow sup,
Her heart was melted, and her eye

Grew dim with kindred misery.

¢ Child of my love” she said ¢ dear child”
‘“ Pledge of my joy, ere ruin wild N
_ “ Came like the lightning that has broke
* ¢ With dreadful crashihg, shatt’rix;g shock,
“ On some tall pine that once has stood -
“ The glory of Acadia’s wood ;
“ Such is my fate—and such is thine,
¢ A branch sprung from that blasted pine,
“ What canker else on tﬁee has been,
¢ To blight thy infant honours green ;

¢ Scme mildew here must shelter find,

“ That leaves such wreck as this behind 3
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¢ But hide it not, why should there be
¢ One secret sorrow hid from me ?
¢ A mother’s care—a mother’s love

¢ Can many fancied ills remove.”

¢ Mother I ween you reason well,
« But did you €’er one secret tell ?
 One, only one I sought to know,
‘¢ And that one stﬂl remains with you ;
“ Who is my father? does hé live,
“ Or is he dead ? why should it grieve
« You more to tell than mé to hear,
¢ Deny me not now mother dear,”
Said Elen, and was mute to list,

Whatever might her ear arrest.

“'Tho’ this has yet been kept from thee,
‘¢ Daughter it shall no ionger be ;
““ On new year’s eve I thought to tell

“ You all! but now may be as well ;




- SECOND. » THE WESTCOT

" The mother said, and smooth’d her gown,
As on the sofa she sat down ;
But why so much of New Year’s eve,
Was more than Elen could conceive:
THE MOTHER’S NARATIVE.
My Father was a Major Scott, '
A braver Briton never fought ,
The Highland-watch he often led
To viétor); and death’s cold bed,
Ere I v;;as born—but then his corps
Wés plaéed upon Acadia’s shore ;
His country seat (I mind it still)
Was up the Basin, near Sackville ; 4
"Tho not one vestigé now is seen
Where that delightful spot has been ;
Nor is it meet I should forget
My dear, my angel mother yet ;
Their family erewhile was nine,
Four brothers once I counted mine ;
Four sisters tob, my mother’s pride,

Like roses clustered side by side.
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Days months ‘and years then rapldly

As dreams forgotten ﬂltted by,

. "Till one delightful summer day,
The last—the loveliest in May,
A special order came expfess,'
At twilight, to attend the mesbsm;
And ere the coming morning dawn’d
Battles and victories were plann’d,.
Whilst death, alas ! the victor sﬁll,

‘Was never dreaded at Sackville.

1 criéd to see my parents part,
That hour still hangs around my heart ; :
What anguish was, I little deem’d
Tho: terrible to me it seem’d ;
When the big drops of burning brine
R Rolled down my father’s c.heeh on mine,
And when niy‘mother in despair
Wrung her pale hands and tore her hair ;
But since that hour I know it well,

And felt it strong and terrible.
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Those.day; of bliss—and .that of pain
Are past, and never came again
The’ kindréd pangs were sev’nfold, still
_ Repeated o’er at Mount Sackville,
Ere autumn flung her vesture on
The sylvan braids of Bedford zone,
And when stern winter’s with'ring shrqu_(i
\f?Vas‘wrapt around the green Sherwood, ‘
The work of death l;ad long been done,
And fate her fatal triumphs won ;
Whilst I was left as some lone “ﬂower -
Thét springs beside a ruined tow’r,
 Neglected in the distant wild,

A widow’d mother’s only child.

Ah'! little boots it I should now '
Repeat our varied ills io you ;
I.t-is enough that-I should tell
My name at last became a spell

Among the Beaux--at promenade -

8
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} And ball my beauty hé.voc made,

Where rivals might the palm divide -
1 figured oft in fearful pride,
’Till on my eighteenth natal day

\

Ibow'd to love’s imperious sway ;
". &Gave up my conquests, and became

The lady of Lieutenant Grhame.

O T G

o,

oA

Bienaourt Isle 5——-Biencouft jlsle,

SN Long may delight upén thee smile ;

h[g Blest spot of earth, ;0 lisp thy name

3? Is pleasure still. to Elen Grhame. “
m Whilst tomahawk and scalping knifcz =

i ‘Were mingling in Acadiﬁn .strife.;, '
i And requeims finish’d bridal lays

— In Nova-Scotia’s infant days ;. B

t \Vﬁilst savage whoop, and ﬁehdlike yéll ‘

1‘ Re-echoed from the px&ndi\[osc‘helle 56
) "é‘? L Peace—happiness, and hope were mine,

" Blest isle, upon these banks of thine. .
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One little year it was our lot
To live in this enchanting spot 3
But when the spring in fairy sheen
OnMiaux 7 spread her mantle greeﬁj, _
The village of Rosette g became
The station of Lientenant Grhame,
And tho’ it seem’d a place where strife ‘. .
‘Might not intrude on rural life,
It was our fat;z-—(my mother still - s
Our constant guest in good or ill)
To share of scenes in this retreat-
My tongug yet faulters torepeat. .
Three days pass’d not since we had made
Our home within the palisade,
Till Grhame was ordered with a guard
Of twenty file to be prepared,
An&, ere the morning, march within
The close defiles of Lovett-lin,
And there await the Major’s corps

From Fort Marie 9 despatch’d before ;
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Nor make their movement known until

They posted picquets on Round Hill. 1¢

‘When they paradéd on the height

Amid the stillness of the night, -

My heart was fullf—irxine eyes were dim,
Yet well I mark’d their gallanf trim 3
But Elen'it were vain for me .

To image up such scenes to thee ;
Nor had your mother, ev’n for you,
From memory recall'd ihem‘xl_ow,

If Major Scott and Arthur Grhame
Had never fought on fields of fame,
But from that dark destracting hour

1 never saw your father more.

-

s

I wént not to my chamber then,
Nor soght to sleep/ that night again,
Bl;t in the balcony abode,

And eouﬁted every step they-trode,

1/

CANTO
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é‘But ere their farthest faintest tramp- : oo
;Had ceased beyond the Banlieue swamp, 11 *
I mark’d a grqﬁpé of Indians come .

. ‘As soft as shadows, and as dumb,

But swifter, passing one by one B
Between me and the horizon 3 -
And climbing o’er the pallisade,

Begin to form on the parade.

I scarce had time to dream of harm
. 'Until the sentry gavé alarm ;
And suddenly. the work of death
I saw with hérror underneath 3
How long they fought I cannot tell,- "~ -
~ - My soul soon fainted and I fell, |
And when I woke, asif by chance, "
Fron; that o’erwhelming deathlike trance ;
‘Rosette was swallowed up in flame,

A v{llagé lost except the name.

I thought to fly, and measured back

~ My stepsto seek your father’s track ;




62 " WITCH OF . caNTo

But wh‘é\n T'had almost gone past
The Fort—an Indian held me fast,
: Gazed in my face with piercing glauce

And bid me instantly advance,

Then caught my hand and-ciragged along,

Nor could I stop, for he was strong 5

STy

I scream’d for help—that too was vain, -

sl Fni

.- AndIkept trotting on again’;
‘We had no path, but yet the flame

E Illumined all where’er Wwe came, ,
_ We heard the shrieks of death afar
‘,i\ Commingled with the shouts of war ;
’ Whilst all around some hirking horde
é The fearful whoop again restored 5
4 _ But ere we ga.ih’d the i;xbﬁntain brow,
_é; Still erusted with somé' cakes of snow ; |

My wearied Tinibs beneath me fail'd;

2

- And all my heart vmhm me quaxl’
Then I- beoran to weep and cry,

And mshed and pray’d that I might die.

* * # * #*
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:l.The Indian drew his scalping knife,
still reeking from the recent strife ; -
And brandishing it round my head. - :
With frantic gesture, fiercely said
That if I choose to go with him,

‘Mine eye should have no cause to dim,
"My home his wigwam 12—and if not,

That he would scalp me on the spot.

How swéet is life when death islnig.h‘,
There’s pone can tell thét.d(ies not try ; 7
I thought of Grhame—I thought-of you
’Tho yet unbofn—-my mother too ;

And fondly hoped such prayer from me
‘Would not be heard for sake bf_ thee ;
T Then nyught to make escape—but vain,

And followed my dark guide again.

When we had gain’d the mountain height
'The sun shone beautifully bright; _
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And I look’d back towards Rosette,

* But nought save smoke my vision met ;

And as our route oft thickets cross’d, .
That soon was far behind us lost. ~
We travelled till the April sun

Had more thé.n half his circuit run ;

O’er woody waste and deep morass,

Oer tangled brakes, and spots_ of grass ;

- The growling bear and fearful bird,

From lair and nest we rudely stiri‘ed,
But not one word Wit-che-ka-teak' *

The Indian would—nor I durst speak.

‘When sober e?’ning sagely drew -

Her veil and hid the day from view,

He halted near a giant tree

And spreé.d his blanket d&wn to me,
Then said our toil was almost o’er,

And I might rest for half an hour,

* Brother,

CANTO
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Nor might such summons brook delay,

I felt.so willing to obey ; (

" Nor staid he by with idle gaze,

But went away and brought some maize ;

It was a barb’rous mess to eat,

Tho’ hunger made it very sweet ;

A calabash of Brandy ﬁext .

With water from Rosignol 13 mix’d ;

{Rosignol once the Micmac’s pride)

A beverage to me supplied ; ,

Tho’ taste with nature stifly match’d,

The simple lunch was soon dispatch’d;

And “ march” with pow’r at morn addrest

Came now like friendship’s kind request;

-Nor wheré its echoes all forgot

‘When w;a had left, the feasting spot,

Aux}d brief the sl‘)ace we wander’d o’er

To gain the infant ocean’s shore.
Beneath a bank of spreading pines,

Whose umb&e o’er the lake reclines,
9
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And shelter from the winds afford,

A fleet of birch canoes were moor’d ;
The first was 6u-rs, and in it spread
Broad leaves and branches for my bed ;
Each signal readily obey’d,

It was not long ere I was laid,

And asthe blanket on me feil

1 heard one long loud dreadful yell 5

“ Now sleep secure till night is o’er”’

" He said, and push’d off’ from the shore.

" Away, away, amidst the dark,
Like light’ning flew the fragile bark ;
And tho’ my heart was sad and sore,
Sleep.soon my eyelids cover’d o’er 3’
How far our voyage, or what befell
Tt matters not, I cannot te‘li 3

But when I woke at break of day

‘.igaili;t an Indian camp we lay,

And I was sick—a dreadful pain

Shot thro’ my fever'd burning brain ;

‘CANTO
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I rose and twice essay’d to stand,
But rolled down headlong on the sand ;
Nor farther aught my mem’ry bears
For three annihilated years,

But this I knew, on that dim morn,
My daughter Elen Grhame was born.

How that strange space of time was spent:
Has not been with my mem’ry blent 3 '
Tho’ sometimes yet to me it seems |

“Like night’s long wild distracting dreams ;.
But it was summer, and a Squaw

- Was the first living thing I saw 3

My head was shorn, and meadow rue
(That round the eamp luxurient grew, )}
With savin leaves and balsam knead

+ In vast profusion o'er it spread ;
I look’d around, and scream’d aloud
To see me in such solitude ;
But all were mute—-W'rt-cﬁe-ka—te‘ak

Alone said that I must not speak
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_ﬂ STl ev’ning, else their toil was vain,
~ And I would be deranged again ;

And I was quiet ’till the veil

- Of twilight mantled Marlaquille ; 14

. But when I saw the wigwam groupe,

Papooses, mimicking the whoop |

Of war—and squaws begin the dance,

0 God ! it wean’d me frbm the trance.
‘Wit-che-ka-teak, when I was well,

, ‘ Soon told me all that he could tell ; °

' But when I ask’d of Azthur Grhame, -

He shook his head to heér the name,

And \muttei"d o’er thcejéital scene .

; That in the bloody creek had been ; 15

: Then tixrning on me, knit his brow,

And added “ you had perish’d too,

“ But when I huntgd in the SHO\;V, -

“ Once, many many moons ago ;

1 chased one m§ose,—l chased him long,

‘ But he was like the torrent strong,
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‘I had no bow—and this large knife

“ Blood stains it still since Rosette strife,

“ To me was useless in such toil,

““ Where I could not the victim foil,

« But when I gaiﬂ’d the mountain knee

“ Your pale faced husband came to me, .
‘“ With paascowee* of double death 3 ‘

“ Run, Indian, run, dont give him breath
‘ He said, and put it in my hand,

‘ Nor might Wit-che-ka-teak there stand ;
“ No—I kept on, aﬁd shouted back,

“ That he might follow in the track ;

“ And ere the moose gain’d Lequille wood

“ I quench’d my thirst in his heart’s blood.

¢ When I return’d at close of day
“ The pale faced man had gone away,
‘“ And there his paascowee is still,

‘ The manitou 16 of Marlaquille ;

* Gun,
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¢ But it shall ge and hunt him modée,.
“ When you go hence with your papoose.”
I sat amidst the savage horde, »
Arld heard and swallowed ev’ry word ;
‘-‘But when the chieftain made a stop

At « ):our papooese” I started up,

And scream’d again like maniac wild,

“ My child ! O heavens ! where is my child.”

i . v
—3 ’ Elen, your Mother’s tale I see
Is harsh and wearisome to thee ;
‘Whatever else shall soon be told

.. “Frail memory may yet unfold.

Amidst conflicting feelings, sear’d ‘
And painful, Elen first I heard o ‘
You call me Mother, and I felt
My heart with love and sorrow melt,
But when T saw you near xﬁe cow’r,

With grease and ochre cover'd o’er,
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My soul fled from itself with shame,
As water peﬁshu in flame ; ‘
And it was lost—nor aught was left
To me, of happiness bereft ;

My mother and my hnsband gone,
All earthly thinés but thee élone.

Yet I abode in Marlaquille
Among the Wuspem tribe, 17 until
The village chiefs in cou;@il met, \
To smoke the pipe with pale _Rosétt;,

And soothe the spirits of the slain

. That fell on that terrific scene.

Next r;lorning, when Aurora shed
The curta;ins that ihclose her bed,
Our fleet canoe had broke the skim
Of Rosignol’s cerulean brim ;

As dark Wit-che-ka-teak with pride

The paddle onits 'Bosom phied;

-7
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My m&m’ry yet holds uneffaced |

e

That striking hour so deei)ly traced ;

- - I see him now asif still by,
, The lion limb—the eagle eye ;
Isee the foam we fiercely cleft,
And boiling ;vaves behind us left ;
I hear the troubled waters hiss
T " And spurn the paddie’s brutal Kiss ;
I see it shrink as we come on,
And tremble a‘fgafwe'are gone ;
~ I'see the distant forest rise .
Like tempest clouds along the skies .,
-~ And tho' we spe‘é»:_xyith vengeful speed

I thought our 'passége slow indeed.

- The lakef’vwas silver’d with the sun s
Befare the farther i)q‘gch'we wou ;.
Y,Yet ere we left fh;a creek Behi‘nd,
On maize again we briefly dined,
And wh?,}v\egéin’d our former. track

" He moufted you upon his back ;

3




SECOND. ' THE WESTCOT

 Whilst desert dun, and valley drear,
‘We meted o’ei‘ i_}l mute career ;

*Till on the southern mountain top -
:The Micmac made a sudden stop,’ |

- And from his blanket took the gun ;
“;Tal’ae- that ‘“ he said’’ my laboﬁr’s done,
¢ To that blue vale that bends below,
““ The forest children may not go,

« And these shall be for your Untoose, *

¢ Till Unkitch t learns to hunt himmoose ;" -

. 'Whilst five fox skins, of sable hue, 5

He took and bound with thongs on you.

¢ Now pale Rossette” he said to me,
¢ There.is your home before your knee ;
'« The pale faced children are not there,
¢ Nor is their camp a thing of care 3
. :
““ But go, Wit-che-ka-teak more kind,

< Perhaps in wigwam you may find, .

< Daughter.  t Mother.
10
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‘ Beside the great death spirit’s hill,
“ Than you have found in Marlaquille.

' 1 heard him talk, and held the gun
Until I deem’d that he was done ; ‘ _
Then begged him hard to take it homie;
But he stood like a pillar, dumb ; :‘
Nor heard me speak nor seem’d to he%u-,
Until he mark’d the mantling tear, '

Imploring, dim your dove like eye

That stood upon him steadfastly,

And heard you lisping “ paascowee,”
And clasp your arms around his knees:

“ Wit-che-ka-teak” he said with pride,

‘“ Has not your last request denied ;

¢ Wit-che-ka-teak your labour’s done,”:
Then in his blanket hid the gun 5

. And turning, left us on the height, . N

‘With nought save sorrow mom' sight.

Down to the vale my fretted feet

A pathway thro’ the brushwood beat ;

CANTO
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Bl‘l‘t,.l'lot"al’le trace was left behind
- Of former day; that I could find,
Save the stockade with grass o’ergrown,
All else to me was quite unknown ;
‘Or some chance flow’r *midst weeds was seen

Where garden plots had erewhile been.

Along the tiver—bowr’«i in wood,
A little hamlet near ué stood 5
None else was nigh—1I deem’d tha; fame
Might there have told of Arthur Grhame ;
But when the cottagers had seen .
Us clad, as Indians oft have been,

" They fear’d the forest children so, '
That none would list my tale of woe.
Tho’ day’s last hour ere now was done, .'
Down the‘ broad stream we wander’d on,
Till Fort Marie proke on our view,
Embow’rd in _v&éods—_g.nd waters blue
Hush'd into silence,” calm and still,

Lay sleeping round Port Royal Hill.
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And we lay down amidst that scene,
Our bed a landscape large and green ;
Our curtains midnight’s mottled shades, -
Our home the heav’n above our heads ;
No thing of earth to call our own,

Friendless—forgotten and unknown.

Elen my heart begins to fail,
I may not more pursue such tale ;
I may not tell how long we sought
Lieutenant Grhame and Lady Scott ;
What mountains rude—what lakes seréne,
Our searching ésfes have often seen ;
‘What pathless ﬁ&asfes, from shore to shore,
Our pilg:rim feet have wander’d o’er,
Our-fears by night, our toilsby day,

Ere hbpe for ever died away ;

Till in this lone and weary shade

Our wand’ring steps at last are stay’d;
Where Elen Scott—ah ! faithless fame,

Is now forgot in Widow Grhame. ‘ o
End of the Mother’s Story.

SEC
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““Then is your mother really dead 7’
Said Elen, aé she rais’d her head ;
And sent a look of fire, to bring
An answer back on light’ning wing ;
¢ O would to Heav’n this book could tell -
¢ My father’s fate to me aﬁ well, -
“ As it hasnow your mother’s ltold’ ;7
Th.en(from beneath her apron fold
The bil;le brought with’niaiden glee,
Con;inujng “ dldyou ever see "
“ That vol};m/é: Mother—mark it well,

« For mysteries.within it dwell ;

“ That book is mine,” her mother said,
‘ That book is mine’’ and shook her head ;
¢ That book is mine, I know it well,
“ That book my maiden fare-thee-well ;
“ Yes it is mine, on New year’s eve,
“ The gift of love my mother gave,
 That New yéar’s eve that I became

“ The lady of Lieutenant Grhame.
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¢ That book is worth a globe of gold,
O Elen ! haste to me _unfold,
“ From whence it came or why its here,

‘ Make haste and tell me Elen dear.”

« It came from heaven, not long ago,
‘ To teach us things we do not know,”
Said Elen smiling, and reveal’d
‘What secrets she had ke;pt_ coﬁceal’d,
And as her tale came fo the close,
‘Whilst pointing to the ﬁozen rose,
Sprang from the couch whereon she lay
And kiss’d her mother’s tears away ; .
Then added in a playful tone
Wit-che-ka-teak thy labour’s done ;I
I see the Witch of the Westcot,

Is my grandmother, Lady Scott.
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O'er fields of frost and fire, sublime,
Again the unpini_oned' car of time .
Has left along the mundane sphere .
The tints that tell another year
Is wending onward rapidly,

To mingle in Eternity.

"Tis New year’s eve—the ling’ring day
From Creiglllton creek has pass’d away 3
The muffled dull December sun
Came slowly up the'h-orizon 3
A thick unconquerable cloud

Shared with him in his empire proud ;
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Could it but dim a rival’s sphere,

‘ It'vainly might essay to peer 3

- So critics rise on dusty wing,

To shade the zone where poets sing,
And what they want in common sense,

Is oft supplied by impudence.

"Tis New year’s eve in Creighton hall,

- The social guests are gathered all ;

Not one is lack, that blank should be
In such a scene of harmony, '

Save Elen Grhame—and there was none

Could tell them where she might have gone.

”

At dawn, before the sun arose;
She left her couch without repose,

Albeit she had never slept,

_ Yet visions o’er her faney swept ;

Visions of joy and pure delight,

‘Mingled with terror-and affright;

CANTO




_THIRD. THE WESTCOT

Half slumbering, and half awake,

She felt her heart begin to quake,

As forms in fearful agony

Steod forth—or vanish’d from her eye ;
‘Whilst round her, ever and anon,

Hope, like a soften’d sunbeam'shone ;
And Love amidst the flick’ring light,

In lesser circles wheel'd her flight ;
And many a strange and shapeless thing,

Stayed by her idly loitering.

‘When she came there—or why she did,
In memory was dark]y hid ;
Bat ev’ry spot and scene around,
Seem;d ‘Westcot and its wither’d ground.
And all the while Dame Scott stood by,
Presiding o’er the phantasy. )
* She is a witch—she is a witch,
“ 1 cannot help but\ doubt her much.

¢ I’ve slumber’d oft, but as I live,

* None but a witch like dreams could give.

11
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« It was no dream—1I did not sleep,
« Tt was enchantment dark and deep ;
“Tt is a spell, T feel it still,

« Come thro’ my heart with madd’ning thrill.

~ “1 fear to go—1I dare not stay,

‘ For something urges me away.

- ‘ Something that gé,thers round this eve,
i “ Now, makes me glad—now makes me grieve.

“ Q! Heaven! in mercy guide me still,

“ And guard me from the'paths of ill.”

Such were the words of Elen Grhame,
As from her chamber door sfxe came,
With ling’ring step, and turning o’er
The Bible and the blighted flow’r :

No change on either could be secn, ‘
More than what had or might have bec;n.
It matter’d not—she looked on,

As both to her had been unknown ;

And tho’ she could not fear the hook,

Her faith in that had found no crook ; .
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l;ef she was sceptic of the rose, |
It had not faded—but scem’d froze.
It wither’d not, the leaves were green

| And bealimtiful as they had been H
Nor blighted more than one of them,
The blossoms hung around the stem,
As touch;d by some enchanter’s wand,
It lay like crystal in her hand.
Bewitch’d or frozen, who could tell

Almighty pow’r from magic spell.

"Tis New-Year’s eve, in Quakertown, *
Curmudgeon care is left alone ; a
And social glee, and jocund mirth,
Are gagher’d round the hamlet hearth.
Old Vulcan, smutty, iank and lame,
Weary of thunder-bolt and flame,
Disputes precedence with the Squire;

And takes his station near the fire ;

: ”His lanthorn nose, and rusty lips{?

Sapless and spare as Boston chips

<~ Dartmouth,
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To -cinders fry’d—with quenchless thirst,
In raw Jamaica piunges first,
As if, when tea is called in haste,
Pure water on the range is placed,
And tortufed with theqliviﬁg coal,
So down his throaf t}:e spirité roll ;
Hissing on ¢sparks’ in gallons drench’d,
For ever qﬁenching still unquencil’d ,
The smother’d fire again rei:urns,

\\ Q flame unkindléd, yet thét burn:. "
~ Beside his crippled godship-—squatv
Crispin, the king of coblers, sat; |
His full-moon face, and dimpled chin,

+ Grac’d with an everlasting grin.

Crispin -with understanding trésh,

His customers supplied for—cash.

- ot But furnish’d Vulcan once or twice

Gratis, with medical advice ;

CANTOG -
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Beside, he could with fhppance quote
Some legal sentences by rote ;
But, deeming that it might degrade
Profession, fac;llty, and trade,

- If He should prositute his pow'rs
And talents, in copijial/hoﬁrs,

- In case his conseql;ehce ,sliould fall,
He held himself apart from all,
Except the Sqmre—’-‘-who with anod
Acknowledged some ‘excessive broad
And classic grins—(if not sublime)

Kept for some special thing or time.

Behind him, like a finger post -

Set where highways wdds are cross’d\, ‘

With time and storms ahtt]e wreck’
- Hiram, the vxllage‘ arc}ntect;
Stood on a bench to meke a speech.
Hiram suckii_lﬁ brandy, as a_leech
‘ Sucks blood—and never gets enough

Until it’s drunk and tumbles off.
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Though he wasno gfeat rhetorician;
Yet being village politician, ' '
And in a proper speaking trim, |
He spread his arms as if to swim,
And-launch’d more deep in state affairs,
Than Parson Hope could do in Mrs.
Albeit he could spin a’ text, »

Till half the villagers were vex'd.

The foreigh items were ‘dispatch'd

‘What pow’rs to Bmam -were attach’d,

And what hostne—how France and Sﬁal

Would figure in the next campaign ; /
How seige and slaﬁghter' would dequr,
And serf some belligerant pow’r. *
Whilst, like a distant catd;'act,

That o’er a cliff. has found a tract

He ﬁmsh’d off a round tn'ade,

Respecting our Colonial Trade ; V

‘And had commenc’d a long oration

Concerning some strange proclamation,

. CANTO
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“ « Just publish’(i from the English ;ngﬂ,

Dated, he said, from .Teviotdalé -
A noblé-, gentle, gen'ral man;

Or sométhing 6f a Highland clan ;
He could not .recollect his name,
However, that was all the same,
For he could tell what he had heard
The man had offer’d a reward

To iind a wife that had been lost
Away about the western coa;st ;~
But, resting there to wet hi;s lip

In Vulean’s tumbler—Album Snip

Came waddling forward like a goose,

And show’d his contour in the house.

Snip was a daily magazine,

' Inthe birth, death, and tﬂarriage line,

And own'da vastly fertile genius
In other matters mlscellaneous ;
A cabmet as if- by chancc,

Had gather’d on his countenance ;

87
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Around the regions of his nose
Carbuncles gracefglly. arose ;3

And moles, like jaspers, rough*and dun,
“Had on his cheeks their growth begun ;
. Some shades- of Etlﬁopian dye

Lay deeply clouded near his eye;

Whii;t vgrio'us gems, berieath the skin, -

Had found a lodging on his chin.

Album had brains where impudence
Had met and mix’d with common sense ;

His news no prefacing might want,

-
* Tho’ they were neither brief nor scant.

Vulcan might drink,.until his eyes
Were like a pair of ﬁre-ﬂies,_‘ \
That thro’the aizi, on hurnir{g wing,
Alternate lights ax;d shadows fling ;
And tho’ sometimes the architeét
Speeches like may-poles would erect ;
It was imot—'oft sixc.h things bghov,’d,

Save only when the spirit moved.

CANTO .




THIRD. - THE WESTCOT 8

But Snip, the happiégi soul on ‘earth,.
Figured at home nl;onv the hedrt_h s
And had the Levee all engrossed;

Ere Hu'am telégraph’d his toast 5
“'Tisa strange busmess this mdeed ”

- Said Album, as he shook his head 3 o
"-H“ "The gather’d groupe stood in amaze, )

w ‘And’eyed the knight thh dreadful gaze R
¢ Such things before I never knetw-—

"« Tho' I have heard the like—that’s true, , _

o« And I have even read of sbmé-,

« But never one so near at home”

Continued Snip, whilst every breath

Was fms‘h’d;'and all was still as death.

“ What things ? what thingé 7 the squire begun,

 What's happen’d ? any thing-béen done? -

* Robb’ry—or “murder—or—proceed, :

_ “We do not understand your head.” . . ‘

As when some sportsman that has beat

s cover where woodcocks retreat, S
1" ' ’
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: And seen the game before his eye,

F . Rise in alarm and flutter b) - _

§ S~

i . . Before a trigger could be drawn, '

i So Album stood and thus began :

. :

o

£ . 3

3 is-afternoon, as Farmer Ray

“ He saw a figure long and gaunt,
‘ Advancing to the Witch’s I?aunt ;
i _ “ Anzi 'deeming it was Lucifer,
; .  Arranging some mtngue with her,
“ He couch'd amongst a hemloc‘k clump,
“ And hid himself beh;nd a stump ;
_“ Nor waited long before the crone’
o Met vs;ith him in the pofch alone '
p; . * Though they were dxstant he could mark
- T They held a council deep and dark ;
A ‘“ And each alternately would hold
* What might be deem’dv a piece of gold,
‘ Or skone as such around the rim,

* 'Though what it was, unknown to him.

B
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THIRD,

~# « Whilst twilight gather'd on the hill,
. ﬁ“ ‘Within his l_air e tarried still 3
“ And as the ev’ning-shadows lay .

« Along the margin of the bay,

* “ He felt his heart with horror move,

¢ To see in that sequester'd grove
“ The “ budding beauty” of the creek,
“ Such hellish habitation seek. =~

R
4

¢ He call'd the maiden, tho’ he deem’d
“ Thqre miéht be witchcraft, for she seem’d
e Just like a bira some snake would ‘char.m.,
- That hops artund in dire alarm,
e Keeps fluttering for;vard, till too late,
‘ Then rushes on to certain fate ;
£ So Filen seem’d, in sore dismay,
|« Would oft her ling’ring footsteps stay ;
« And many a varied long;itude h
“ Her tract betrayed among the wood ;
“As anXioﬁs to eseape Westcot,
“ Yet wending nearer to the spot,

"

A
-~ .
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] ) | o
' ** Until it stood before her eye, }
i « And then she rush’d on rapidly. ° '
% “ Ray call’d aloudto heav’n, and ran ,
.f\ S “'Fo-wrest-herfroth the Haridan ; T e
q \ % But saw the fearful form advance, |
f \, . ;f And gaze into her countenance H
ﬁ *: R Then, in fa;ntastic ﬁg‘uré, placed -
; - " « His fiendlike arms around her waist 5
“ And fondlv twice embrace her cheek
«“ And twice exclaimed Wlt-che-ka-teak
¢ Untoose, the pale Rosette’s Untoose,
: ' « Before he let the- maiden loose.
i ,
,% ' * Nor moved she then to gain the cot;
4 “ Butseem’d entranced upon the spot ; . -
‘E ‘ . Lk thlst the old ‘Witch her arms anew -
2 « Tike wither’d branches round her threw,
] N o “ And held her fast, and wept so loud,
e 7 « Ray heard them sobbing where he stood ;
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« But feaﬁhg much their mystic rite
¢ Should unawares on him alight ;
“ He turn’d away, and sought a path

“ Exormsed from then' vengeful wrath ”

a

Portenteously amongst the wood
A déathlike silence relgn’d and then

| If echoed fearful]y again ;
N of had it died upon 'the ear,

~ Thaf hearken’d deeper still to hear, -
When the fierce Micmac’s whoop and yell
Like thunder on the‘ village fell.

r

‘What bard, unbleat with martlal verse, .
In song can savage wars rehearse H
Bold were his heart w\ould dare essay
To weave their labours with his lay; .

L N .
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: ’\Tot side hy side and hand to hand

They march to wxel\& ‘the battle brand ;
But one by one t»heyc\ou‘rt the strife -
With tomahawk and scalping knife ;‘
In forest dark by day conceal’d,
They ~seek not fame on serried field,
*Till midnight lend her sable shades,

To hide their hornd carmsades

[ 3

» On Blockhouse ]nll the whoop begun,
And thfoubh the woodsit wildly run ;

The lake above, the stream below,

" Returned the telegraph of woe ;

Along the beach the echoes came,

" And mingled with the flick’ring flame,

Whilst shrieks.of terror and despair

In ‘fear;f‘ul cadence fill'd the air.

_‘\round that scene of festue mxrth
Where , Waiting for the young year’s bu th,
The wassall group their orgxcs held,

The whoop was long and Ioudl) Ve]l d:

L

CANT®
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. ' " 'Without, the brandish’d weapon gleam’d,

~ Within the femal.és'.'wil‘d]y scream’d;

Not so the squire, his little-band

Beside him rally'dhand to hand 3

And tho’ alas! in kindling fire,

Already smoked ;:hEiI fan’ral pyreb;
 still native Nova-Scotian pride

The lack of battle brand supplied ;

There courage roused by danger rose -

And dared bar'b‘arian"rage opf)osé 3

Nor shunn’d they death, to shelter life,

But mingled in the mortal stfife ;

The whoop without—the shout within, ‘ )

.. Peal’d with a daring des;perate din, . -
Whilst missiles hissing through the ﬂame,
In show’rs amongst the assatlants caine;
And javélins withouf that whirl’d o
In qil'/ttglhe»assail’d were hurled ;

Nor Tweria they always hurled in vain,

For Crispin in the fray was slain 3
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And Hiram—as he séught to shade

aae

¢

. The squire, was cleft athwart the head, _
And reeling with the niorta}‘%gom_)d, '

. Stretch’d Album headlong on the ground ;

>

RS Ly

Nor died they unrevenged that died,
,; S Tho’ fate and vict’ry were allied ;
For seven tall Micmacs bow’d their ‘pride,

v . And lay amidgt the burple tide ;

As many a bditle, richly stored,

Broke on the fierce barbarian horde.

But then, alas ! the flames prevail’d,
E ;

And every thing to fight with fail'd H

4 Defenceless, still amidst the fire,

;] . They gather’d round the gallant squire ;
5 ) .

] Nor mercy from the savage sued,

§ -

“Biit nobly perish’d unsubdued ;
Nor shrunk to die amidst the flame,

That future bards might-lisp their fame.

Infuriate, since the fight began,

Tke Micmacs thro the village ran ;
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Bﬁt’ it was not for feasts of biood, |

They pour’d in torrents from the wood ;
Although revenge is half their faith,

Yet they were sick of wanton death ;

Left by the Gaul to fate o;fame,

Fox captives, more’ than scalps thcy came ;

As lawful sov rengns of the sod

"Where kings cla.lm tnbute, they sought spoﬂ
. Hence, every rlch and living thmc

They seiz’d, that might a ransom bring 3

And held, feg":simple as their own,

‘What e’er th;_:ey found in Quakertown. -

In ev’ty p?ass—f’m‘évery way,
Their lurkirglg ﬁleé‘in ambush lay
Around the Evillage—a'.nd the shore
With sava(res was covered o’er,
Whilst ﬁre m various quarters spread
To lend ~them light and scatter dread ;
And, as the song of death begun —
That told of wengetul vict’ry won,

13

97
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The naked tenants left their home;

Like corpses summoned from the tomb ; -

Nor age—nor séx, precedence share,

All caught as birds in evil snare. -

T I LT T R S L R e o T O
f

Away, awafy, tihe motley groupe,

Move forward to%ihe frequent whdop H

FO | SRS T O

“O’er tangled holm, 'o’er braided hill,
“©’r bubbling brook and lakelet still, -

O’er cove, and creek, as they pass’d on,

PR

AN

The light fiom far around them .shpqne;

‘And ne’er before, in glen or vale
$ ] o s bl

et WEE

- Has New yéar’s eve hegra such a wail ;.

—

* ‘And never with such:shoutand din

s hien, wE

H o Was New year’s mornmg welcomed in;
Whilst bank agdfbeach repeated o’er-
T The wake ;_h;t peal’d upbn the shore;

AL

T : And foﬁvl;‘!aud cattle b{lofus made,

5

Meet for such serflike serenade.

Behim:i them now, upon the strand, |

e i SB 8 Piitan, 25 e b,

Came piies of plunder from the land ;
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N .vRoll’d down the banks to wharves below, .
Or haul'd as sleds aloné the snow ; '
Large bales of Englmd’a choxcest ware
Anon are proudly mars all’d there ;
:And pipes—and casks L‘ ev’ry size,
.. Come thund’ring dowﬁ Fn threat’ning guise ; .
Wbﬂst oftentimes, the ail canoe - - -~

_ Shares in the conquest where they go. ' N

Such scenes might ckése alittle spac>e
When herds aﬁ'ngbteﬂ clmm the chace ; ‘
Still, it was sad at ngon of mght
To see Chebucto gYeam so bright ;

And hark the h{wl of dogs that ﬂed
Come like a requiem o’er the deagl ;
‘Whilst cackling gee.;e and bleating sheep,

The wake in dismal cadence keep.

Away—away, the Illenoo T~
Their course along the bay pursue ; . ' o =
Nor might the ruthless sept forget

To rifle cot and castellet.
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" In various groupes the savage clan,
. , H

- WITCH OF CANTO

From Creighton Hall the gﬁests are gone,
The prison-creek 13 is left with none 3 .
The captives and their keepers too

Are fellow-peers to Cusawoeté

The bars that else had hope conirol’d, :
Could not ﬁ.jdm _i'értune long withheld H :
(Forturie that often jilts the muse,

Now miserly and now profuse) 3

Nor could the Nurse be lonely left,

Lest fate should still be lack of weft ;
The web her daughteré had to weave
‘Was Warped.in their loom that eve ;

But counting Iengtﬁ or brea&th ivere’_vain,

Until the shuttle stay’d again.

‘When morning dawn’d (the New year’s morn)

On Clargnce tow’r and Greenfield bourn H

Had camped near the barbacan ; §
Beyond the raging .ocean’s reach

A fire was blazing on the beach 3
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“And circled on the frdzen"ground,
Were prisoners and pillage found; = -
‘Whilst, ﬁke a';axﬁpa{rt round them tli;'own; .
 The victors formed the farthest zone;.
Tho’ farther still a cloud of mist
Hung o’er _Chébuc’i:o’s heaving breast ;
" And hid the isles that lay between

Her arms—or on her bosom lean.

Beside a bush—almost alone, «
*T'wo female ﬁgures lay—and ‘one,‘
‘With open volume in her hand,

Stood ‘b&* them we‘eping on the strand;
" Be these Miss Elen-;-Lady Scott, - * 7
And Widow Grhame—but ask me not

‘What has escaped the muses care, . -

-To tell how heaven has brought them there. _

The W.usp>em> chief of Marlaquille, | .
'i Wit-che-ka-teak, when night was still,
Left Westcot as the years had met,
With.tidingé to the i)ale Roéette T
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The %’aghon tribe in ambushlay ;
Until he he-ard"the.d.in of war,

And saw the flame that gleam’d afar ;

7 Theh turn’d, as sympathy and fame,
Besiegeﬁ him with an ‘équal claim.

And now like some 4commanding tow’r—

Thine Clafence,v bn the eastern shore

; Immbvable—-bujt still prepared,

Chebugio”s cloistered banks to' guard,

-. Thatfriendly chief within the wood, - -

Watch o'er the female triad stood 3
Hence, what on earth is accident,

Heavn’s fix’d decrees oft represent) .

Ah ! who can tell what feelings there, - -

What love-—what gladness—what despair, -

éorﬁmingled in those hearts, that grief

Had girdled like a gather'd sheaf ; . ..
~The Lady said—< I'll die in péa‘ce,i v

“ Already does my sorrow cease ;

CANTO
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« My sorrows—long enough they’ve beex,

- “ But Elen lives—and I have-seen

“ All, all I sought—nor only you;
¢ Instead of"one; H‘eav’n'sentﬂme‘t'wo 3
“Two ? yes, and dotible more we know;

‘ Heav’n were as willing to bestow.”

“Ah! mo_ther,‘is it kind of iI‘h-Ieav’n,'"
The daughter said, ¢ that we ,aré driv'a
* Here—-is it only this you crave, - -
‘ To meet together at the grave ;
_“Or worse where death in hurtling hives;
“ Thrice terrible around us liveé_;
« And yawns, and whets his sting, and gapes.
“Tn nameless forms and dismal shapes ?
“ O ’tis not kind, I rather deem,
¢« Such bléssings ér‘u—e'lty’s extreme;
¢ Yet I love heav’n, and oft have felt
‘¢ "This heart ‘of mine in pleasure melt 3
“ Ev’n in my ixaplesswidowhcod,

“ Qr gifts divine when they were good ;7 -

103
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‘¢ And should we scape this fearful scene,
* “ 1 might feel happixiess.again s

>~ S« Or ta;._ste‘ her cup, else why prepare

“ Such bev’rage, if we may not share .-

L —
i ¢ And chance already ours has been; N
2 ¢¢ But wherefore hope, if death is nigh,
{ _ ¢ Hope needs not.live, where life must die.” /"
L : .
; : Unmoved and mute—still Blen stood;
3 Beside them in a pensive mood ;-
"_“; "Her heart was big, and soar’d to heav’n ,
; But not before despair had strivn ;
1 | - And left some relics still behind,
’t Tho’ yet tﬁnbaﬁish’d-f;om' her mmd, '
Kept loit’riﬁg round her languid eye,
’? And tinged it with atearihl éye 3
;’ N " 'Nor was she faithless, yet, but oNE
*Z‘ That erst had saved the patriarch’s son,
“ On the lone mountain’s distant height,

B
b
e
i
i

Could still make bare an arm of might }




. wHIRD. THE WESTCOT.

And in Acadia’s farther wild,

Yet spare a widow’s only child. -

. Nor could the Waghon tribe have been

~ Longidle, in such busy scene 3 "

Thelr dance had finish’d to thé" sun, .
And ‘that of death had-now- begun ;

Their bloody banquetmg was plann’d,

And stakes already stay’d in sand ;

Whilst seven creek captives ihey ordain,

.. A sacrifice to soothe the slain,

. Or hunt fheir game—or lend iheixl aid,

In, some elysmn camisade,

Mldst .hideous whoop and chnstlan wail,

" Are passmg thro’ theu' ordeal 3

And looking, ah'! how they lqok round S

" For help, ‘that ¢annot there be found.
. The mist is scatter’d far away,
That_,erewhilé settled on the bay 3

| 14
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A shlp veers:to the east defile’; _

-

‘Whilst land-ward boommg,/ﬁ‘om her came

g Loud thunder, i 1ssumg thro’ ﬁame 3
g b Nor ceased the peal-nor ceased the smoke, _
é " That proudly o’er her bulwarks br#ke,

-Ere, fast beneath her pennon slung, < -~ -

b
PR opm gt
’

The Micmac’s sacred symbols hung ;

A bow unbent—a pointlessdart, -'

An:i broken toma.hawk—-apart

* From three long arrows, smoothly bound
With skins of spe(;kled snaKes g.round ;
——And round a scalping knife, half sheatli’d ’

LT

. Were belts of W: richly wreath’d

/ FER - S
NN oL .
, .

‘
) - o

|

Whﬂst o'er the argent ensign set,

o _ Conspicuous shone the calumet ;

= S . ~
i And Cusawoe from these could tell

i ‘What olive branches image well. 20

3 ' Soon as the barge is overboard

& A noble freight is in it stored ;

% .
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" And lightly scuds along the wave,
Midst gallaxit cheers that greet the brave 5 i e 14
Nor scarcely creaks beneath the oar,

. Ere it is moor’d along the shore.

The first that lea;pt upon the land,
And with him carried ﬁgh command, |

v Is Eustace Wynne—a gen’rous tar,

Prepared alike for peace or war ;

One hand w1th trinkets amply stored,

And one is, resting on his sword 3 ’ . ‘ | §

But tell it not to Elen Grhame,

" Twould burn her maiden cheek with shame.

And who the next that treads along, ,
\%nd\seeks a passage thro “the throng ; : .
Such martial air but-ill supplies ‘

; ] . Suppl A
The incog claiin’d_ in his disglm\ o
. With Wampum belt and pipe of peace, \

. T

He courts the sacrifice'to cease ;
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But whilst his speech to Casawoe,

Is sometixhes vague, and often slow

His eye on Elen Grhame is fixed, “;j(

An eye of love with sorrow mix’d;

RN ST S

. And tarning on Fitz Eustace, said,

Wl.ll you enquire of yonder maid

’ ' - Whence she may be and what her name‘
1 . And—blush not Wynne—nor Arthur blame,

Love has been mine—nor time can blanch

o

What manjx‘ waters will not quench ;
T've sought for death in fields of war,
i ) And travelled years in chmes afar ; H
: T've flung earth’s useless toys aside, .
And snapp’d the lavish shoots from pride ; -
" Ev'n friendship spurn’d, and laugh’d at fame,

But love unquench’d still burns the same ;

Ak

And still my heart‘is~unbonsum’d;_" B
For Elen Scott is there inhumed ;
But ah! how much that fair one seems

Like her, yet blessing Arthur’s dreams.

N

b
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Love, friendship, valour, all at omce,

~..  Rush’d to the Sailor’s countenance ; -

" . “The rising blusﬁ the smile sﬁpprest,
And daring eye them all confest.

And more than all—-for Jealousy

Above them held a colour high; -~ -
,Butj he wasy motiohiess the ’while,

Lest passion there might speech l;eguile 3
. And look’d around W1th ‘steadfast eye,

S

Yet ventured not to make~repfy

o As still.i_n deep suspense they stood,
. Wit-clie-ka-teak'sprung‘from the vt'eo&;
- And ruehipg rudely o’er the strand,
He shatc]g’d tﬁe,book from Elen’s hand ;
And opeli’d to the 'stra;nger’e eye
A page of Bible mystery.

T

What tokens that blank leaf mwht telt

The stranger could- unnddle well

Cen
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Yet. would enquire from whence they céxile;
And who, or where was Elen Grhame,"
Or Euphen Scott—but there was n.;ne .
' Could answer where the C\hiefw’was gbne ;
. And loldking round on either si&e,
Stood mute agéin, but éould not hide
A tear, that hasten’d to embalm
An éyp that else was keen and caim 3
Yet well might love such homage claim,

AFrm.n martyr like Sir}jArtl}gr—-,Grhame. -

Ere Wynne could asﬂ: or Athhur tell
The tale of ty*pé and tﬁiracle, T
The Wuspem chief before them brought

/ The treasure Grhame so long had sought ; ‘

The pdle Rosette, no longer pale, /
(A crimson blush her beauties veil)
Lt'.;sf ’in -t“he tran;.it brief and bright, -
Stood like a statue of delight ;

Amaz’d and overwhelm’d in bliss,

o

. - And joy and love and happiness.
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‘ And‘.Ele;x, as a lovely flow'r .
~ Made lovelier in the summer éhow’r,
E Came bgnd_ing, beautiful and fair,
To seek a Fathef’s blessing ther;a H
And seem’d to double all her cha:nlns,

When felded in her father’s arms.

Nor was the good old Lady Secott
In such a gladsome hour forgot ;
No pleas'ures, else, than tﬁese now given -
On earth, she sought to shafelﬁomHea&’n oo
"The lost and loved already there, '

Oft burdened, but now blest her p_rayér\.

- But who can éonjure up the scene,
When friends, long parted, meet againb;
V\?‘hat muse the boundless vision bind,

.~ Where verse might név-el; limit find ;

Genius of song it is not mine,

. To make these happy moments thine 3

It is not mine to hold the true

And living images in view ;
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hi Yet fancy there can spread her wing,
; . And some faint semblancé from it bring. -
’jé i.ei]a ! *tis meet my tale should close,
1:; Nor ask if these were fancied woes -
"3 The captives from the village brought
; Sir Arthur ransom’d on the_spot; .
ﬁg S And buried in the Westcot % .
" A hatchet deeply dyed in blood ; E
J - Whﬂst'chief with ‘chief together met,
To smoke the peaceful calumet.
; The pale Rosette is kn(.)wn to fame,
't - 'In distant climes as Lady Grhame ;
_‘% * -Lady of Beaumot bank and moor, ’
1:?;_ Of Linton holm and Clifton-tow’r,
! That rise ;along the links of Kale,
“i: And.Grange in “"\pleasaﬁt Teviétda}Ie 3
_; V’Vihilst Elen’s name, and Arthur’s }ine,
Have both-been blent with Eustace Wyhne,

And the old Witch that heir’d Westcot,

Has long been lost in Lady Scott.
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' When the Chief of Wuspem hid his face

To the :wilde.mess with grief went Grace 3

. And the pale mar’s passcowee is still -
The manitou of Marlaquille,

113
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- THE LEGEND OF LOON. ,
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! oGP
j . THE GRAVE OF THE ROCK.
g ST e PART FIRST.
Z The Lady of Loon hé:i:?é&ﬁﬁftﬂ“B'oyr;.\\N__ '

: TT——
The pride of her heart, and the pearl of her eye,

Earth had not one idol, might share in her joy

" Over Lawrence—ryet often o’er Lawrence she’d sigh.

To bafish the follies that lodged in his gnind, .
And nourish the virtues that nestled around it,
Employ’d all-the leisure this lady could find,.

A task not exactly Thomsonian* she found it.

» Delightful task, to teach the young idea how to shoot, &c.
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The stoty of Evelyn is weary and wild,
' 'Tis enough—that a widow in youth she became,
Alorie from the Wworld, she lived self exiled,

And theé world in retutn hever whispered lier narme. C

Hence, Acadia has onee bee;i a climate where sfandér
Has held her leveés oni g moderate scale 3

© But n°W..?h§.x_‘z&!£bg‘rﬁ;igf,j_zhaesalgmay pander, -

And hel_lzé,» ’ tis inferred, mine’s no yesterday td_fe. 1

2

Or say Haliburton, who taught us her glory, 2
Or Edwin the ¢ Lord of her late and her lays;” 3 -
"~The voice of the vale, doés not vaguely iinp‘lore ye, »
" o point out the spot where Tosyren-betrags.
In the healt of the city T've worshrpped fame,
But her honours came mildew’d with stonder’s foul breath
e

Away in the desart I shrouded my name,

* But there she was li:rking iore Furid than death.
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116 THE LEGEND ' PART
Aye, where is the Eden where beauty and riches, N
‘Where youth—where, for instance, the Lady of Loon
Might hide from the tongue of detraction, that itches

To poison the female that heirssucha boon? =~

.

Come listen my verse, Ror at present examine

\ ) 3 . .
st 5 2 e e B e 85 st oo v o

_ What it is the philesopher’s duty to scan,
"?g How or what ’tis occasions this terrible famine
_ In heroine ladies, lies far from my plan.
; My lay is of Lawrence—attend to my verse,
:\ Human Nature’s the same ’twas a cent’ry before ;
l Andtho’ the L;on Lédies have aiways been scarce,
; " Yet their sons are more plentiful now, than of yore.

.. Twas the last day of June—and the loveliest. too,
The thxmeth-:&;‘\zwbﬁless a fine suhny long ones e
The birth day of Lawrence—I'm sure ’tyvould not do,

Ina légend like this to begin with a wrong one. '
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If birth-days could be with etiquette referred,
1In the country such festivals suit best in summer ;
Mine happens in March—but I'll have it transferred,

As kings and their peers do, to keep them in humour.

Then I think that a short pithy postscript in rhyme,
Will answer quite well 'in'a case such asthat ;

And June—yes il;deed itsa czipital time,
There are strawberries then, and the trouttoo are fat.

1

Aye, laugh ye vile gourmands thﬁt riot on winé,
And swallow huge Junkets of poundcake and plumb ;
”Such cheer seldom greets this fir table of mme,
Besides, when it’s winter, my friends cannot come.
I’ve heard an-old shiepherd a proverb rei)eaf
That the greater the cost is, the greater the honour 3
? sz an exceilent toast for a guest at Btreat; ———— -

Quite reckless the while how he spymges‘ the doner.
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; - The last day of June, Lawrence hail'd it with gladness,
; But not so his mother, who always wept 'o’er_‘it,
; . Nor small was the measure that meted her sadness, N
: : For berlord had been scalp’d on tlie evening before it.
i Attend to my verse—for the last day of June;
3 o, A
H The Boy’s birth anniversary, do recollect it ; °
-3 *Tisa new fashion’d system of singing a tune,
D ) To repeata choice bar, least the hearer forget it.
_* ' Noy as singing and saying are "sisiers polite,
ﬁ% (;Some volunteer critics have told us they’re twins)
i Yet connoisseurs doubtless would count it’a bite,
o
e Should no interlude peal, ere the :mthem begms
A
;? And if splendid song singers; in grand: oratorios,
5 - : ~ .
__~ Commence on waste music, nor deem-it-below "en ;
zi Song-makers—Lord help them,; with trade more precarious,
~"-;* _ , Hold a patent from Greece:to begin with a proem.
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_Thxs finishes mine—the Cantata S begun, 7
 Remember the season I sing of-—-mldsummér,, ‘

When the lady of Loon took a walk with her son—

The lady in grave, and 'the-ﬁoy in gay humour.

"Twas eve, and the sun in his splendour went down“,
As the pamarch goes to the grave of hxs fathers ;
And twilight her veil o e1 the Lakelet had thrown

As the mist of long years on thelone ham_let gatherz's,‘

And dmly and darkly the planet-light shone,
- Where the dull Waveless waters lay stlll and serene ;
And the moon; tho her girdle of «rlory was on,

Came bnde—hke and blush’d o’er the beautiful scene

The broad mant’ling forest, majestic and green,
Around,them was spread like a collossal leaf,
And silent and sober the evemng had been 3

Here <prmkled with «rladnebs—therc mingled with gnef
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But wild ceaseless voices awoke in the vale,

e

From the daughters of music the twilight entrancing ;

vy v, ,&‘:"‘%‘4/%“ L

Whilstever and aye to their wierdlike v?vail, V

Flash’d the piniohs of fire flies proudly glancing.

On the truﬁk of a willow that half witheted stood
Alone—on the bank Lady Evelyn reclined ;

On th@s side the lakelet, on that the dark wood,

—  And a rock like a ruin’d tower rose up behind:

-

“”_‘4: But Lawrence was mute, tho’ he could not tell why,

_é With all the creation so happy around him ; O
{é Save only his mother had grief in her eye, ‘ .
= And that eye held a power like enchantment that bound
! ' [him.
e : e A
&g ) ‘“ Come Lawrence and rest here beside this old tree,”

“‘% Lady Evelyn said to her son sadly weeping ;

“ *Tis a beautiful spot tho’ a sad one to me,

Eay

“ For beneath this green hillock your Father liessleeping.

1
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~« Twelve jrears have elajp,séd—.ty[ely,é soiﬂiﬁowﬁ;l- years,
Siﬁce thro’ this fair woodland by moonliight' we stray'd ;
Like yesterday still unto me it appears, '

Tho awidow and mother at’ once I was made

« Where that moss. cover’d rock in the sert of the wood
lee a grey hermxt stands lookuw out fxom hls cell 5
As an owl on jts summit, a fierce Indian whoo'd, -

Then leapt from hekind it, with wharwhoop and yell.

“ T saw but the monster once brandish his kmfe
When the flash of his eye fell like lwhtnmg on mme H
And 8t. Clair from the savage first sued for my life,
Then yielded his own as a'ransom for thine.
“ And now to this scenc _of' my SOITows -_we come,
Who knows if we ever may come here again; ™ T
But you must }g@éel down on vyo_t.xr fathers’ cold tomb,
‘And pray for the savage by whom he was slain.’;

16
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'?i « My trade is to fight madam—yours be to pr'\y’ ’
% " Said Lawrence, “that fortune may favour your son ;
; But I'll first kill the ruffian, and then I dare say, '
j After that, we shall see what is best to be done,
%: " « It shall niot be told on the tablets of fame, o
ﬁ Or in camps where my kinsmen around me'may gather;
i . . .
5 That Lawrence St. Clair such a caitiff became,
; As pray for the villain that murdered his Father. ~
«_lg N N
-y “ By the cross of St C(lthbert‘that hangé in Ldonlhall
And the faulchion beneath it blood-crusted and gory,
= The wretch on this grave shall be spread l:ke a pall
E And a curse on that heart would assoil me the glorv
-~ ¢ So soon as this arm can flourish a brand,
” _ An arrow must drop from the red Indian’s quiver;
:3 One ghost must be sent to the dark spirit land,

; And the  death- sdng” shall burden the rock and the
. ' [river.”
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- “vAnd then, as the tempfast that gathers afar e
And falls on the forest with terrible fury,
The wild ’tfjbe:of ‘Waghon shall come to the wﬁr,

* Andthe hatchet of blood is a hard_bne to bury..

" And Loon shall be lost,” Lady Evelyn said,
"« And what ifit is” Lawrence boldly replied ;
e If Looﬁ be the ransom ’tis time it were paid,

And should honour demand it—the Lady beside.

s

¢ But my Father to kneel at a Savage’s foot,
And yield up his life without striking a blow ;
Hark—hark—ha ! the owls ai‘e come hither to hoot,

And join in this fearful assemblage of woe.

“ Nay, mock not my arm tho’ feeble it seems,
For this hand tho’ now smaller and softer than thine,
The fame of St. Clair from the Micmac redeems, ;

Else _Lﬁwrence;shall perish the lasf of his line.”
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«*Tis a beautiful tdle—biit au idle one too,

s b s i

08

Yet sweetly such fancies may fall on thine eat,”
A voice faintly whispered—as full ofi his viéw . _

© - 'The datk chief of Waghon lean'd over his spear.”.

“ Thou seer’st; to thie éye of the red I'lenoo,
As feeble aid slim a3 the reed by the lake,”

The warrior resumed, as e threw down liis bow,

!

And bade the death soiig of his fathers awake.

““ 1 come here to die—and, tho® weak be the hand,

gt s ﬂg&' ::a-r_:r;';!,@

Tomegan rejeices a son of the slain

Shall send him ajvay to the dark $pirit land,

‘ B oo ok i
Where the ghosts never mingle in battle again.
’ . Lo
“ Then strike—for I've waited till many a long toon
- TS TR - - 7 ’ B
. Haslighted the land where my Fathers ave gone

But I might not depart, "till the Tast heir of Loon

5

i

-
Z
v
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i

Shall batkie in my heart’s blood a brand of my own.

g
Clgpe e el
-
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'« Strike deep with this knife, it is ¢rusted with blood,
The pure and the putplé-=a bedutiful dye; ‘

* Twas the life of a warrior that over it flow'd,
That warrior St. Cl4ir=Boy how diin i thine eye.

« St. Clair was an eagle—bis tongie was but one,
"Tho' I deem’d that his tongue and his eyes were alike ;.
It was false—bit I slew him==and you are his son,

And'yours‘ be this tmanitou—take it aiid strile.”

Tomegan was silent, and bending his knee,
Divided the mai'lcl'oth that mantled his breast ;
Whilst Lavyrence unmoved as the mmk of the tree

The dark chxef of Waghon thas boldiy address’d :

“ Faise Tndian begotre to thy proud forest honre,
My tongue too is one, tho’ my weapons are wedk ;
But it is not to nrarder ‘that Lawrence has ‘colne,
Tho’ vengeance is vaulting aloof on ’his cheek.

-

™
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¢ But go to thy wigwam, till fourscore of moons—"
‘O’er the grave of my Father may. wax;and may wane,
When the last one is bright on the Lake of the Loons, -

Then here on.its margin I'll meet you again.

‘“ But come as an Indian comes;’fOJ'th to the war'b :
With thy javelin and lance—and thy quivér and bow,
And although that the distance till then may seem far,

My mother forbids that the s]ahghter be now.”

“ The eye of Tomegon is cloudless and bright,
As the eagle that Iooks on the dazzling sun ;
His heart now is strong and his foot is so light,

That the moose o the snow he has often outrun.

““ On his wigwam an hundred proud tokens are hung,
The sachems and warriors of Waspem supplied,
And a stem from the root of the Monguash tribe sprung,

_ Is his—and no Micmac can boast such a bride.
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.« To night theré is glory to send him away
To the far Spirit land where his fathers have gonc ;
" But when like that willow he ylelds to decay,

The hand that may gather his scalp shall have mine.

« In four score of moons—ah! his Lair shall bééi‘%y,
His Lieart mair be sad and his eye growing dim ;
And time shall have wasted his trophies away,

And his squaw shall be old and grow weary-of him.

¢ Theu strike—for the spmts of parted ones wait,
" To tell where the sachems of Waghon are gone ;
Stnke now—for they weary to wander so late, '

And a huriter is lost on then' prames alone.”

Ile said, and look’d upward to welcome the stroke,
‘But the young heir of Loon had no ear for such tale ;
And he turned him aw ay from the.grave of the rock,

With the Lady—and left the dark chief in the vale

'END OF PART FIRST



THE LEGEND. OF LOON.

.  THE FRIAR OF THE FOREST.

PART SECOND.

- Come muyse of the vale, and awake the wild lay,
On the dial of heaven, in shadows sublime ;
The fourscdr_e of full moons have told their brief stay,

. »And" left a few tints on the tablets of time.

- Six years and six ,x;iggths from the gay and the young,
Like the echoes of music have flitted along,
But heavily, heavily, often they’ve hung,

Asthe tale of distress round the children of song.
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And the heart that was light as the midsummer breeze, .
‘That rippled Lake Loon when that period began, .
Perchance now has quaff’d sorrow’s cup to the lees,
And compass’d else limitless hopes in a span.
Toil—toil is a treasure that charter’d the poo¥,
And aﬂhctlon is sometlmes annexed to their lot;

But ﬂzezr weepmo' shall only a season endure,

There, is hope in the grave when their mem’ry’s forgot.

o . ,
In the mazes of fol]y how many are lost,

In the mazes of fashlon, the footstool to vxce,
Relentless tormentors of txme, till its gbost

Unshrouded forbids them to murder it tw1cé. _

Six years and a half—ah! it ciotﬁes and it goes,
Like a funeral procession along ti_]é high way;
For a moment the herse on the Ihi_nd mdy impose,

* But too faint to abide till the last hour of day.

17
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Fhose many long meons have reluctantly come, 3 :
And s tardily gone from the children of care ;.
From the exile that wanders afar from his home, "
~ And the lover that mingles fond hope with despaxr
If the whole human family are tasting_tiie ’pé.i_n,»
In which the creation- hag trava_ill’d till n_’-dw,"i' ,
. ‘What verse may unfold how the burden has lain,
: Wheré crime and remorse bid the _anguiéh o’erflow.
"Fwas the last of December, a cold wintry nigﬁt,
A cent’ry and almost a half'p;w ago;
A The mooﬁ( in her glory was beauteous and briglgt,’

~And the lakes and the landscapes were cover’d with snow.

When the Friar of the Forest, in pilgrim’s attire,
‘From his cell in his amice" and snow shoes is gone ;
His eyes erewhile meekness nowmingled with ire,

As o’er the white Basin he wander’'d alone.
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There’s.a dark cloud of smoke ih‘the woodlands afar,

Where the daughter of morning her beauty displays,.
And a glimmering Light, like a soft falling star, "

'That ever and aye inthat dim column plays.

To the smoke that arose from the flickering light,
Over windfall so rough, and the smooth dnﬁed wreath,
The Friar sped on, as-a bold warrior mlght,

‘When he leads forth hxsvlegxons to conquest or death.

His st‘e'p"s in the forest we;re fearless and fleet,

Til1 the ruins of Loon Hall arose on Lis view ;
The Jay; in its balcony,-claim?& a retreat,

*And the Owls-in its céseﬁents had charter’d a feu.

The pilgrim then started, and stay’d him éwﬁile,
To look o’er that scerne so bewilder’d and lones
But his eye rested not on the dre\ary defiley
For the glory of Loon like a ahé&éw was gone. -
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A serecloth of snow on the Lakelet was spread;
~ Where the blue curling wavelets in summer had been ;
And the tfunk of the willow, now branchless and dead,

In the mirage beyond, like a tomb-stone wasseen. -

"Twas = desolate spot-‘——for the Legend of Loon
. In the camp of the hunters was treasured with care,

A GHost—-where Tomegan had murder’d St. Clair.

And tho” the_ bland may-flower had oftentimes sprung
On the green turf, that o’er Lady Evelyn lay ;
And thrice had the anthems of summer been sung,

Since Lawrence had wept o’er his mother’s mute clay.

- Still fearful and wild, betwixt wailing and laughter,
At midnight lamentable howlings we;x;e there 3
As the yells of an Indian preparing for slaughter,

When the death song arises and troubles the air.
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Tho’ Night there sat cloudless and calm on her throne,
No figures were seen, and no spirits were yelling,
But swifter and swifter the Friar sped on,

Till he came to the rock of the red Spectre’s dwelling.

And there a tall Indian in deep musing mood,
o ~ Asstill as'the Lake, and his eye full as blank, | ’
A death-looking image, Dbefore him there stood,

"’ And his raquets beside him wére flung on the bank.

-

A light flush of crimson came over the Friar,
As he‘lookéd on the form so fiend-like before him H
And tho’ he had come there with feelings of ire, »

Yetacold icy shudder pass’d heavily o'er him.

“ Ha! warrior of' Waghon, say, wherefo're ‘alone?

Is thy wigwam afar ?’ to the savage hesaid.
“My grave is dug here, other home I have none,”
_ The Indian made 'aﬁswer; reclining his heéad. -

/
A
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<] came here to die, but the pale color’d man,

Has a false serpent tongue, and a weak woman’s hand ;
The moon ig now beaming as bright¢as it can,

But i.éurence of Loon is not here with his brand.”™

| N

“ Tis well,” said the Friar,. « if death be so nigh,

Let earth be forgot, and look-upward to heaven';
For thg church bas forbid that a Micmac sheuld die

Till confession be made, and ablution be given.”

«Fame talks of Tomegan,” replied the bold chief,
‘Whilst an old rusty dagger he drew fronx his belt,
“ Absolve with this knife, Ihy confessions are brief,

The hatchets of Wuspem beneath it have knelt.

¢ The heart of Tomegan’s a rock in the steam,
The torrént has oftentimes troubled in: vain ;

-~And his eye isas strong as the sun’s brightest beam,

When he withets the wild-flowers that bloom orithe plain.

<
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« But the cloud and the forest the sunlight oft lx-ides,
And dark{iessbo’ershadows the red snake’s blue eye ;-
And a pain in his bosom forever abides,

That may not depart till the leaves on him lie.

“ The red skin or palq.face that b;agdish’d his knife,
Or bended his:baw-whejre the Waghon have game,
To this manitou yielded the current of life,

Tho’ t}le camp and the council might live on his name.

“ When the Warwhoop was raute where the red torrent ran,
And the tomahawk slept underneath the white flower, ’
Then the beautiful branch of thgpaﬂley color’d man,

Had wander'd away from her father’s log-bower.

"« And Tt;’liiégan has often been joyous. to see
The bow of the cloud when it spanﬁ the blﬁe sky ;
But his bosom shook long like a tall leafy tree,
- When the Lily of Loon stood before his keen eye.

T
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o Tabun-ska the bnght Che-oc—chee-mo-che * stem, -
And Maquake are his, beside Uga-mul-chin ;
- His heart was a rock in the snow-wreath to them,

But a fountain of ﬂame when he saw Evelyn.

“ Tabun-ska was proud as the big golder'xvﬂow er.
"“That WO!‘ShlpS the sun i m hls glory at noon ;

Baut the rose plant : at morning embalm’d in a shower,

Can only be named ‘with the Llly of Loon. _

* “The farskin and hair;scalp, had ever and aye ‘
Been a belt that encircled the red-snake’s sun-,x T
Till the pale one lighted a lovelier ray,
And a terrible torrent beneath it has run. .
“ Then the izeqve: builded her lodge_in the lake,
__And the moose /startéd not from the white javelin ; -
And the forest echoes might only. awake /

‘When they breathed of that beautlful one—Evelyn

* Maple. -~ -
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~ But she loved not Tomegan, her heart was afar\
‘With the eagle of Loon in the Isle of St. John ; H

The Loon and-the Red—snake were brothers in war,

And the Mohawks can tell of the tnumphs they won.

“ The belt of their friendships is sculptur’d with ‘care,
On a tall rock the Micmacs have rear’din the vale ;
And the stream rests awhile from its wanderings t.here, -

And looks with delight on the ‘beautiful tale. Q ] -

E

M

> Tho the tongue of the Waghon can tell where the dove
May fold up her wing whilst she’s cleavmg the air ;
\.Y'et their Chief was a stranger that E‘velyn’s love

In the wampum was blended along with St. Clair.

- % Yet certam it gladden’d Tomeoan s heart more

“Than the proud things of earth or the bnght ones of hea-

i
4
:

_To watch like an Otter upon the lake shore, . ~_ [ven,

And worship that Manitou walking ateven. . - = ™.

18 -
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: “ Bl}t she wept—ah! how long and how loudly. she wept,
% " And so wild was her sorrow it troubled the air ;
I; PR And thé tongue of the viewless spirit that slept,
: ' Awoke in the valley and whisper'd St. Clair.
[ “ Then the Red-snake grasped this blood guilty knife,
R . - And fnendshlp was swallowed int vengeance the while,
L Alas ! itis stain’d with the stream of his Jife,
. 'And Tomegan is damn’d for the deed was 8o vile. * :
4
¢.I have grasped at Death—but it flies from my hand
1 : I deem’d to have met it ere now from his son ;
1 : Then child of the chturch do absolve with this brand,
w - Bid it haste to my heart, my_confessions are 'doﬂe."
3 So much said Tomegan, preparmg to die,

And hfted his head to look up on the Friar 3

&
e

But Lawrence of Loon stood before hxs dark eye,

Array’d in his Father s best fighting attire.
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“s Tis well that thig faulchion I may not profane, -
‘With the victin‘l of vengeance” the Friar began ;

« Tho’ blood calls for blood, still it carries astain,
Accursed of God, and detested by man,

¢ But go to the desarts of darknesé; and grope
For the paxhway that leads to the paradise bvowers 3
Yes '—gotothe land where the day spring of hope

May never illumine 2 spirit like yours.”
* . o® * * B & *

A flight of 16ng ages has flitted along,
And their hist’ries are hid in the rubbish of years ;
> Till the bard o’er them lift the enchantments of song,

And rend the dim veil that forgetfulness wears.

But amongst the grey rocks by the Lake of the Loons
The bones of an Indxan are still to be seen ;
And the sunshine and tempest, a thousand long moons,

Have witnessed and wasted the relics obscene.

IS
b
5
3
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"The cell of Friar Lawrence, sequester’d and lone, -
On the banks of the Basin now cringes to time,
And some faded memorials, .qngrai'en on stone;

Are blent with the symbols of sorrow and crime. “:

And the grave of the rock is forgotten and losf,

But Loon is a Legend of déngers and deeds ;
And the hunters at twilight have oft seen a ghost, - -
. Like the Friar of the Forest theré,- counting his beadé,




THE TRUANT AND. THE: FOAMWREATH.

09 o ﬁ\".’
| i)lay’d¢the' Truant once in youth, . ‘
At school a terrible transgfession— =
But there’s ng. cﬁm_e, in telling trnth,. "2'\‘
Wh’en fraught with any useful lesson \;_
‘My comrades flatter’d me—but no,”
Then frightened, still I would not go.
Some wxsh’d to view the banks of Tweed,
And more, the lovqu vale of Tevxot‘ N
A few, but very few, agreed )
To see the classm hills of Chevxot ‘
And many ahttle fugxtlve - 7 S
That day made time his thefis retrieve.

T
,l
- .3
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One boy—a cunning urchin too,
Staid by me *till the pilgrims squander’d,
, Then wheedled me with him to go _
‘Where Esk, the pridé of song, meander’d ;
And told me tales that coax’d.me on,
* Till I could not return alone.

J . "~ * O'r mount and moor we ran awinile,

e *Twas on at brook, end on at briar ;

And sy he said, *twas but one mile, _
But that one mile we ne’er came mgher,

At lerigth my feet became so sore,

That I would travel on no more.

. James Broomfield seem’d a by the byg,

Wh6’§ fellow might be found at random,

: Mischievous—proffigate and sly, |
_§ - Oft difficulpto understand m ; ’

Some people said he was a devil—

4 . But I thought James was vastly civil.

i
g
X
!

&
i
H




AND THE FOAMWREATH.T = 143

He learn’d to read his book in school, *
" Outofit studied human nature 5
> Andif sometimes he seenr’d a fool, -
' Twas bat a masktq hide some feature
Where wisdom, in a playful tone; )
Forgot to fling her ‘mantlé'bnr_ T e e
Far other I, in schoolboy day, -
And though the thing a Little strange is;
Still meteors in'life"sprybit play,
That oft my choicest secheme deranges; -
Like James I had some dreants of fante, -

Yet knew not whence—nor why they came:

But when I climb’d up Soutra hill, ' :
My hopes of fame were much diminish'd,
Nor gain’d we Crichtondean, until
‘. The phaniom altogether vanish’d ;
| I pleaded oft, but af in vain,

"To stay ’till James came back again.
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He told me tales of eldrich hags,
~Thro’ air oﬁ brooms at midnight flaunting,
And pointed to some awful crags,
Where goblins clailp’d a fearful haunt in,
vAn‘d conn’d a curious legend o’er, -

Where water spirits diwelt of yore.

He knew in.what ill-omen’d nights

~ The fairies held their moonlight dances,

What brownies, and enchanted knights,

Once figured in long lost romances ;3
And sung a song of Scotia’s war,

Longer by odds than Lochinvar.”

Ev’n Esk’s wild stream, an(i Roslin wob«i, .

He painted up so, bﬁéh; before me,. °

) Aiready in the glen I stood '

And heard the brant_:hes‘rustling.t;’er me— -
Hope on me holds some pow’rful claims,

Tho’ weak compar’d with daylight dreams.
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Hwhways to us were valgar stuff,
James would not set one foot upon ’em— -
For common travlers good enough, . - .
He said—but fame would never owa ’eln—
. Qm; .rouie wWas over moss and moor,

* 'Where human feet ne’er trod before:

I Elamber’d up another hill, o
And ina frenzy gazed around it,
" Butah! there wasone farther stlll
And still one more as high beyo_nd it.
Then my young eyes, like burﬁizig flames,

Fell as a pestilence on James.

My clothes were it'orn, my lanch was lost, .
My heart half bursting and half burnmg,
' I cry’d with gnef or hunger most, '
‘But James was deaf to our returnmg 5
And said (perhaps it might be true)

That none but cowards took the rue.

19
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I pleaded, but wy suit was vain,
He would not listen to my storyy ‘

Repeatmg o’er and o’er again,
Misﬁ;rtuneggﬂeﬁ Ieaés to glory ;

.And ask’d me if I felt no shame
* Tohalt amid the path to fame: -

Then sent his searching eye far ;lier—
That dwelt on something at a distance,

Like moving wreaths of virgin snow,

When the broad moonlight on it glistens ;

And,ina tranépb:t of delight,

Dash'din the copsewood from my sigh\t.-

Fleet as the i‘awn springs from her lair,
‘When the red Indianb hunts his quarry,

I followed him in wild despair, e
And screech’d aloud on me to,tarl;y ;

¢ Stay, Broomfield stay”’—he answer'd “ no”

- Tho’ echo call’d “ stay Brbom_ﬁeld” too.
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~ As rills, that scarce in summer creep, -
" Thro’ autumn live in torreqté rushiﬁg,
‘So reckless down the fugged steep |
I ran, thro’ bush and briar cruzﬁmg;
‘But little knew or car'd to know .

" Where I was going or would go.

I stopt to list, andvvheld oy breath
And heard him thro’ the bushes cr&shmg,
I saw him once—tho far beneatb,
Across a mountain streamlet splashing;
Nor ever turn’d to look behind, -
But sped on swifter than the wmd

And when I gz_zih’d the farther si&e,

Huge topling cliffs above me dangled,
: And o’er them hung, in wicked pride,
* Brushwood and thorns were rudely tangled ;
I deem’d that goblins in such gllen,v ] '
Mfght lodge apért from human ken. -
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T
I sought above=below, around,

o 3. : . \ b

And marvel’d much how Broomficld passed ’em,

But as no passage could be-found;

Imagiﬁed's_c’;met.hing ill passest ’im, -
Orelse one of the Broomstick hags ~
Had lifted him beyond the crags.

T saw a track where goats had gone, -

. And worn simooth with much frequeénting,

- ButI kept wandering on axnd on,

Perple’xéd; féttig‘uéd—and almost fainting ;
And fearing much the fiiries’ wrath, -
If I should trample in their path.

Down the rough ehannel -of the 'Bgook,\ '
Straight or zig zag ay;a with it Worining,
1 kept—no trugnt at his Book
“More que"rly\iﬁ;fﬁhskﬁegfg{ming P

Tl rom the opiag vale, afar,

. I saw the columns of Dunbar.

-
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B'utb clouds of spray, lii;e curling smoke -
At morning from a wllage rising; - -

Conceal’d the ocean waves that broke - -

-On éhahi;él’d cliffs—that tantalizihg

For me aJlnatqre has a vonce,,

‘ ,The» sun delights me _vin__th_‘ tbp loys, ‘
~ He gives to Earth’s musive piétufe;
: And heaven’s h:gh are,’ vast andsubhme,
Has biest my vxsxonmany aums B g1 ¥ S

But ocean—fgtapdéfg!igiaﬂz.' : L
~ Toine has 'ayes-‘b,eén ‘more entrancing,
Than sqﬁadroné at _t‘he'bugl_gs, call .,
To victory oi' death aavancing';' , :
. -Sun, moon and stars, are too remote,

And earth is qmte famlhar got.

The stars a- hymn--the moon a lecture, - ~~
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&

But ﬁghtmg similies are fine
Embellishments to liquid volumes,
Marsball'd in squares—or double line;
Or ev'rt deploying into coltimins ; |
. ' And ﬁceaq‘néver was more proud

Then when en echelon ‘they crowd.

As squb.n(irons Q}lén-;l said before, - -
- Neér by me z;oll’& a world of water,
 Charging upon the trembling shore,
And then retreating as from slaughter ;
I th;)ught it nﬁmmicked the clans;

Thét erst had foughi: on Preston pans. :

. ’ Poets have some unmeastr’d grains
Of passion veil’d from vulgar vision, -

As arterieslye under veins, - -

+  'Those without rhymes-—these without reason,

Yet each, when loose, asill tobind

 As gentle when kept close confin’d.

i
FIIER I o
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Such latent feelings then were Vm.ine, .

~ And they had triumph’d o’er me—only
Fear stay’d the rhapsody divine, ’ . ,
.. And whisper’d T was lost and lonely 5 .

 The il timed guest I knew before,

But never dreaded spectre more: .

It came unblest—and brought a crowd L
. of pale eyed ‘prodigal compamons, A
AndI stood stx]l and wept aloud

Alas my tears‘were useless vain ohés,.
I loved my home—but little knew,, ..

Love is so terrible when true:

) ‘Broomfield more profligate than I; -

_ Was still a shade or two more hateful ;. .
He first seduced e with a lie,' o

" And a‘&e‘rivard he pro;'ed ungrateful,
As gallants, in illusive hours, .

First love—then leave their paramours.
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The sooner sorrow gains its bloom,
The sooner eild-ward itis waning,
“And tears: have oft bedew’d the tomb,
When miirth beneath the mask was relgmng 3

But sorrow was no social guest,

'To claim a lodging in iy breast.

Home w;é,s forgot, my fears were gone,
Thelguef “dispell'd that gather’d rousid me;
Evan sorrow,\m her sable zone,
A capuve ing no longer bound me;
" And T made haste to gain the shqie,
" Where ocean own’d Almighty pi/'):'v‘iv"r. ’_

o
-

Beneath veil of mlsty hue,
1 saw o foam wreath floating o’er it ;
- The sea/gull screaming round it flew,
" 'The waves broke on the bea'ch,befo'r«e' it—
All clse it seem’d a thing alone,
'Sport' g upoﬁ the water’s zone;

g
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I watcl'd it dance from wdve to wave,
But saw no living creatiifé near it 5
Then I thought sﬁrely it must have
Within it Broomfield’s watér spitit—
- And started back, lest it should be

Come there to drown mé in the sea.

As kind to Tand the brééze wonld coiirt,
So rude the tide t6 seawatd bere it,
As if some witch; in wanton spott,
Had sast her dev’lish cantrips o’er it 5
1 thought it was a large mushroom,

That from & distant world had comeé.

Broomfield made eloquence effete
On things that grew in far off climates,
And though sometimes he would forget
The liné where truth has fix'd Her Hﬁ;its,
Still. I own’d his romances true,
When mushrooms on the Ocean grew.

20
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There’s moments when the youthful mind
Spatkles with Nature’s simple grandeur,
Ere care has con;pass’d and cox{ﬁn’d
The countless tones that o’er it wander 3
Ah me! what tones of -trace divine -

Have idly wander’d over mine.

To accidental ﬁﬁngs we owe

Ideas thro’ ;ﬁme’s wide circuit reaching ;.
Untaught, o"e‘r pathless wastes they go,

Tc; farther, ‘fainter circles stretching—
As when a sto.ne‘,’ﬂung in a lake,
A thousand sleepihg waves will wake.
So fa;ﬁcy conjﬁr’d passions up °

That else within my bosom slumbei’d,—
The elements of joy and hope,

And Fame’s proud faﬁﬂy unnumber’d ;
Ev’n fear on tip-toe, large as life,

Stoed forth to mingle in the strife.
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As onward still the bubble came,
On earth disown’d, from sea diécarded,.
Another shape, another name,
1 fail’d not often to award it 3
‘Nor doubted once to things on high
It bo;e some strong affinity.

- 0! could it be a token come
From Greece, that Byron’s Muse had wept on,
Or Venus’ bird, of 'sn_owy plume, 4
: Cl;arg’d with her billetdoux to Neptune ?
~ For Bards have sung, the Gods are helr to

Some little failings in their virtue.

~ Wasita mess"en_ger of wrath,
Or peace, escap’d from human slaughter ?
I mark’d it well, but sawno path
Or place to rest its foot on water ;
Nor ever dream’d the peﬁr]y ball

‘Was but an air blown coronal.
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Behind me, on 8 pebbly mound,
The -worshippers of fashmn wander’ ds -
And fishing tribes, fame never own’d,
4 ‘Along the muscle beds were squander’d 3
Amongst them all 1 sa,w 1o eyes |
Begrudging me the frothy prize. - |

I sat upon a bank, véhegefshéllé‘ . AR
And tangled yock weed roughly eover'd, - -
" Where wasps, like Cossack centinels, - v
In indian file, arownd me hover'd ;
Iknew the. wasp and hornet cla_ma '
Were genuine Republicans 3

But calculated they. might ela@fgx h
A holyday at times tosport in; 5
Nor deem’d fhe rqtha,egs rufians; cnrﬁé,‘
' To triumph ¢’ex me in. mxsfomme, _
Till, reaching foxth to grasp the prize,

One stung me nght_het;ween the eyes. |
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More swift then sparks frem smitten steel,
* The darkness ever supexseded, '
I 'mgde the little pirate feel ‘ _
' That punishigent to erime is wedded, -

And shrouded-the,asséssin?s rag_e,.? - \

- Within his golden equipage. =

But when iturn’ﬂ to seize the cheat,
Thatvnean the cliff had come careering,
’TWa.svﬂung iﬁ ﬁagniéixts at my feet, = -
" Half disappear’d or disappearing—
A living image, fair and frail,

Of many a heart’s unheeded tale..

Whatever hope to wealth béqueaths,

- Or so;:\g to fame, I’ve oﬁen‘éourtéd—

To me they’ve been but flaunting wréaths,
That on Tife’s troubled streams have sported ; .

And wasps have no suchfi-'anlixlit‘lg stiné;

As conscience to the-culprit brings.
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The joys of youth at distance seen,
-With happiness make strange colllsmns,
Ev’n pleasure, has it ever been .

Class’d higher than poetic visions ?

_ But foambells floating on the sea,

Are symbolé shorn of mystery. . - -

It is not meet that I should teH

‘What silence claims of Broomfield’s story,

* Be this enough—he fought and fell,

‘A candidate to Naval glory 3

-And one pale wreath of Attic foam

A moment sparkled o’er his tomb. - °

Maid of the Isle, 1 in friendship’s day -
I pledg’d a tﬁbute to four f)eautj,
And framed for thee this lttle lay, o
Tho’ none Like lays of love méy sui'ti ye 3
Snll—to the fau- the free, the young,

Itis no 1dle strain I've sung.

41




THE PLOUGHMAN.
"0e-
AN ODE.
Lives there beneath the azure zone,
" In city pent or cottage lone, -
From Royal George on Britain’s Throne
"Fo beadsman on Ben-Lommond, '
A mortal fewer ills to share,
" A heart with less or lighter care,

Than Agriculture’s rustic heir °

The independent ploughman.
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THE PLOUGHMAN.
Comebgentles, list the peasant’s Lay,
Your smiles caii well his tal'e.repay, -
Else Albyn’s muse be mute in May, '

The plough his aid and omen
Come Thompson! Spring is dear to thee,
Her ensigns wanton on the lea, '
And Health _izivites’ to “ come and see,”

The pleasures of the ploughman.

His fields supply what ploughmen want,

. His Cottage is a Courtly haunt,

‘Where Love may dwell—his lattice scant,

The swallow makes her home on;
O, happiness I've sought thee long,

T’ve woo’d thee oft in many & song,

‘Indulge avagrant guest'among, -

Your proselytes the ploughmen.

 Hail, mighty genius of the plough,

To Flofé’sﬂl.evee—@welcome theu,

" .And joy and Janus hither too,

Their wedded symbols summon ;
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kY
More tiran the prince of Palestiae,

That deem’d the Heathen altars thme, ‘

I’ll lavish incense on thy shrine,

Great patropes_s of ploughmen: .

What pleasure’s in the din of wﬁr,
Where ruin rolls his ruthless car, - ‘
* Tho’ garter’d fic;ors gﬁin a star,
Their fra;nchise is the Foeman‘ 3 ‘
Yoke pow r and grandeur side by, sxde,
Vain foambells on Life’s fleeting nde,
"Tho’ varmsh’,d ‘victims these may hide,
They ’re poison to the ploughman.
Fame lifts’ theﬂgau-nﬂevt Fate 'h.a’s tost,
i
. Too prodigal is honbr’s cost, v
Wheie thousands sleep one tomb in;
. What higher bliss the humbler lot .
»_Of him that dwells i‘n;«ydnder_co*t,--

Where fame has never peal'd a note,

of tuumph o’er the ploughman.
R 21

For Kingdoms vwon,-'or Kingdo;hs lost, |
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- Wealth-—splendxd vane on hope (] lngh dome, .
Fate 3 ever—-everlasnng Home, o
Where youth and age bewilder’d roam,

* On Fortune’s smile: presuming.
Away vile trash—a ploughman’s BO}%
Ne’er trifles with such idle‘toy, .

_ Content—héreditary joy,

'Is chartered to the ploughman. -

* Tho’ pomp, the prize of prince and p'eer;
. (Where licens’d pride his crest may rear) -
Can marshal Monarchs to her sphere,
‘Death tells the dreaim is huma‘ﬁ, :
Thé’ early bud of~“ Al;rﬂ ﬂow’r”
Half blossom’d ere his task is o’ er,
Ephe alsceptre, spans the pow '
And pageantry of ploughmen

-

Acadxa, is there aught in thee
" So dear as rural charms to me b
i Save yon sweet Rose of Jubilee,

So beautifuli'anq blooming :
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Fainter celestial spirifs shine
On such enthusiast souls as mine, ‘
- Whether they “ frame asbell’.’ like thine,

. Or plumé around the ploughmen.

Away, my verse—away, away, -

Nor with enchantress” beauﬁfy stay,

Tho’. maqf’ling o’er the pldugh}boyfs vlayy, )
She breathes a rich perﬁxme on .; )

A fleet may fan .the merchant’s pride,

A lover’s kiss his blus};ing bride,

But gather'd fields in Autumn’s tide =~~~ - -
Are glory to the ‘plcfug'bman. '

When nidrning mists,"liblke wreaths ‘ofsn.ow,

. 'Liesleeping on the Takes below,

Or float along the mouxitaixles.brow ' | -
To greet Aurora’s com’ihg, | ;

Then hgaﬁ to heart in -xz-aptufe springs,
Love consummates wliat'beauty bﬁﬁgs, :

 And bird in waste: and woodland sings "

An anthem to the ploughman.

3
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And when the dew at thhght hour T
Like icicle hargs on the flow’r, '
The weary rustic’s labour o%r
He wooshis rieed from Woineén;
‘The dear cdmpanioh of his toils .
Soothes fancied cares with f"ondest smiles, . ‘
- Or chance some pledge oflove beguxles

_ The paradlse of ploughmen

Author. ofg'd'dd‘-—'tb him be g“l'v"éﬁ
And humble hfe—dark oruneven
Let holy hopes illuniiiie ; -
Long may the plough his bosom warm,
And manly vigour nerve lns arm,
~And A gmculture_—gl_onous charm, ,
Be talisméu;_ to ploughmen,

- . PR
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THE COT AND THE YARDIE.

L g e g 3 S e e

When1 was a Shepherd on Scotla. s green ‘braes, -~

Where Tweed’s silver streams in soft murmurs meander,

i

Isat in a coevert for many long days )
And play’d on my plpe whilst my ﬂocks mgh did wa‘:d-e\r.
Beneathme a vdley—aboveme ahill, .

‘Who’s echoes delighted awoke when they heard me;.
' And nigh me a cot (I remember it still) ﬁ

And 2 Flow’ ret that grew in a bonny kaxl yardxe

i
i
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THE COT-

"

ow dear to mestill is that beautiful spot,

03

‘How often in secret I sxgh’d for the flow’ ret

A

f Ah me! the loved image can ne’er be forgot,

-/ And a fond recollection still makes me weep o’er it. .
j s

! For I've ;vander’d at home—and I've travell’d abroad ;—

/ Ye sweets of Creation, I've seen and compar’d ye";
/ And I think a choice blessing to man from his God,

/- Is ﬂow ret, a home, a snug cot, and a yardle

B

One swéet summer’s eve whilst 1 play’d on ;rny reed,
[ : , Dame ortune, fhe Muses, ;and éupld were roaming:
c’d for to stray down, the green banks of Tweed,
And ljsten’d awhile'to my laysin the glooming.—
Then they bade me to ask, and they’d grant me a boon, -
For they said “ gentle shepherd ’tis ours to :ewatd ye.”
.Enraptur d I heard of their goodress, and soon

EEEE & craved of the Muses to make me a Bardle

v ¢ r

!

« From hence be a Bard,” was the Muses’ reply,
I bow’d—and requested the flow’ret of Cupid—
Thegzgift was so small that he could not deny, o

But marvell’d that mortals were always s0 stupid.

s “ N -
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Dame Fortane was last, and I thought to be sure
The goddess would doubtless some trifle award me—
.And I hinted to her, (for she knew I was poor,)

Just to give me a cot and a liitle wee yardie.

 Alas! for her favours are fickle and vain o [mer;
As the sunbeams that shoot t}n-ough the dark cloud ir; sum-
For she inj?mis’d the boon, but forgot to say when,
‘ And I never could catch her again in t‘he< humour.
But I've pray’d to the muses again and again,
To plead with the goddess to favour the bardie,
And bequeathe me a spotin some dear Scottish glen--i‘b

And a rig of her moorland to be a bit yardie. ¥

It would serve all my v&;ants‘(for my wants are but few)
Some turf for m;' fael from itI would gather,
A patch I would delve for my green kail to grow,
. Anda drop of good whiskey I'd “brew from i:hp heather.
Ye fav'rites of fortune, that riot away, '
Amid the profusion {hat she has conferr’ﬂ ye,
| Ye Lshp.ll ne’er be content, let ye have "'fvhat ye may—"

If your wish'goes beyond a bit cot and a yardie.’
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Yet fancy delighted, oft wanders afar, _
Illum’d with a sunlight from Hope's lovely halo,

And points té the spot where the fair morning ét ar
Reflects her pale rays in the dear stream of Gala.—

If aught upon earth ever-gave me delight, ’
It wasnot when the muse to a Bardship preferr’d me~=

But to sing all the day, and to dream all the night,

of my ﬁow r in the glen, a snug cot anda yardle_.

That I've wept o’er the Island that gave me my birth,
I blush\‘n;)t to tell—'tis the island of glory,
The home of my fathers—the .dearest on earth‘, .
Yesland of my youth ! I will often weep o'er ye.
Thou land of the brave, in the days now afaf,
Thy foes to the battle in vain ever dar’d ye;
And a camp of thy foemen (a troéhy of war)

‘Would be plenty of size for acot and a. yérdie.

In my dear native vallies there Hvébsﬂa rose tree;
The toils of my youth often made for to flourish— .
Though hard be the task ’twere delightful to me,

With the tears of affliction that rose—tree to nourish:

.Fc



AND THE ¥ARDIE. T

Among the green hracken T’d raise a bit how L

Wou]d shade the lone rose-tree, the ﬂow X and the .bardie ;

" And a wee little spot of sqnge»nch‘ body’s moor,

Would never be missed for to be a kail yardie:

_ But why should my mem’ry still cherish the thought 5 ‘
Shall the bard ever wahder agaih by the fountain— -

Shall the harp of my ‘youth ever hail the dear cot,’

And the yardie that Ties on the verge of the mountain.

Ah never ! companions of feehng farewell—

May the powers of the sky in. then‘ o-oodness reward ye, .

Be wise, and be happy, contented to dwell,

Unknowing, unknown in your cottage and yardie.
ST .

» ,W};ﬂst thr(}" No‘;a-Scotia’s _v}i]d forests I stray,
- Afar from-th’é' friends that .‘Ivdeem_’d ‘wquld weep o’er me;
Where the morning of life like a dream fled away—
The’ﬁzorning of lifé still forever before ;ﬁe.
Wherever I wandel:,,, wherever I roam,
My country, may freedom and peace ever guar& ye ;
) For sweet is the hope and the image of home, ﬁ -

T!]e more—would it spare me a cot and ',a~ yardie:
‘ 22
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"~ THE COT

170 A
Since contentment to mortals the Fates have denied-=
Let me still rhyme away tho’ it seem rather 'stupid"g
For the gift of the muses makes life ‘émooth]y glide, J’/
And I still have the ﬂow’rét bestéw’dvme by Cupid:

Then the way to be happy (nor irksome the task).
Is to live whilst ye. may—nor can‘f fortune retard ye,

For if we had all in this life we cqﬁld ask,
. / .
There still would be wanting—some Cottage and Yardie.
- : | ’

/

/

/
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[ -FLOWER OF FRIENDSHIP. , _

A fair infant blossom, one sweet summer gloaming, ¢

- On the banks of Lake Maynard in beauty was blooming, ! ;

: : , i

I’ve seen many wild flow’rs both nameless and khown, ' i
But I never have seen one so lovely and lone. - - : L
' !

&

' m A . . .‘,
The moon’s softest beams on its bosom were sleeping, 3
Ahd'the holiest tears of a young maiden weeping" o ] “'
Were never so searching and sinless to view, ' i
i - M
i : o . i
As the Jeaves of that flow’ret ¢mbalm’d in the dew.
l i




73 ' FLOWER OF FRIENDSHIP: °

The humming bird falter’d as onward heT came,’
" And woo'd it with kisses that fancy must frame ;
- " Moore’s que§ of the Ar\)ge]s'might longer endure,
But sﬁre]y they were not more saint-like and pure.
The breath of the zephyr isblent w1th the song
The beetle‘poms o’er it, as pas<mg along,
And the light wave that comes as anecho on shore, .

Lies there, like a shadow; to ripple no more.

Accursed be thé_hand, tho’ that hand were my own,

(But- the curse for the curious and idle is thrown,

And the prodigal Florist, more cruel than they,) -

M That would ravx§h one leaf from this vestal away.
: O! say not, the Bard must idolater be,
WE , Though over thxs wild flow’r he bended his knee;

For modesty, vn'tue, and love and- content, :

In many bright images around it are.blent.

e




FLOWER OF FRIENDSHIP. 173

" Though far bé its dwelling, bewilder'd and lone,
. On the banks of Lake Maynard, unnamed and unknown,
The Barp must baptize it in fountains of fame,

Aund the T

, or Flower of Friendship’s its name.
Fair gem of the lakelet, tho’ light be this Lay,
Perchance it may live, when thou’rt wither’d away ;
If not—"tis enough, should but one verse of mine

Hold a tenure as brief—if as beauteous as thine.,




THE COXCOMB AND COUNTRYMAN.

T e @ Stinem

A LEGEND OF LOVE.
It happen’d erst up;m a time,
(There is no use of: datesin rhyme)
‘In Nova-Scotia’s fer_tile clime,
"iﬂ . : ‘When rambling was’the rage; .
' A Haligonian Coxcomb once
Met with a Gountryman by chance,

Upon the Western stage.




" THE COXCOMB *
Within the %old of this machine,
"Tis reasonable to opifxe,
‘There mighf be passengéers enow, '
Tho’ on the deck there were but two,
And as to.uptakes fora mile ’
Or so, it :is not worth the while ..
Such accidents to note ;
For stage coach drivers now and then,
Just iike the gen’r_al bulk of men;
Tho’ hidden from the public kén,

Some perquisites have'got. -

But passing this ; it is the top -
Of this grand locomotive shop,
That like an endless 'mél'o-drama,
Forms a perpetual panorama,

Or rather (but my verses fast roli)
It seems -a living country past’ral,

Where rural unities proceed,

- As ecritics have of old decreed.

175
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178 AND GCOUNTERYMAN.

So much for proem, nothing serry -

"1 now go forward with my story- ' ‘ N

Fifst, then according to this plgn;
. - The Farmer seem’d & simple man,
. - A Tittle past the hour of prime,
But not so deeplf touch’d. by time, R
As worn with toil and care. - ‘
Perchance his ¢ sere and yellow ;l_ggf’?'
‘Was rather the effects of grief; ‘ Co F
' For even the flight of fifty ye;i;{l
. Wrecks not the frame so nqﬁch astears ; .

Whether they ooze and trickle slow,

B el

'Or inwild torrents lavish flow,

Commingling with despair.

g

1t matters not, the Farmer seem’d
v To be, and was, -a-man esteem’d;
‘Albeit, the eye might nothing scan ‘

In him, more than a husbandman.

<«



- ~ The Membérs of Assembly too.

- And all theladies know me well—.

D e : Lo . v B

AND COUNTRYMAN. .

That I'm & gentlemsn from Town,

In all the highest circles known

1 go to all the clubs and balls,

The levees'and the festivals. R . -
I know, Sir, all the Banking Co. S T

And of the Council, eight or nine.

Are now acquaintances of mine

- I've been at pic-nics every day,

~Since the last thuﬁder storm in May 3 , ‘ o

Ha ’sblood, is this tile new Hotel, -
. ,:’ > Aside. CL t

"Tis exquisite I must allow.

Bht who the devil, Sir, are you 77 -

;

The Countryman made answer—- Friekhd, §
Here let your quarrel have an end. ‘ fﬁl
It were a task too hard for me ;
To quénch' vyou'r 3u1'iosity. - :

This is my dwelling—ere we part,
" {I care not wiib, or what thou art,)
- : 23 - :
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~ IHE COXCOMB. =

I'll say ore word-—inake no‘excuse, . : -~

Seems mesnt for your:-especial uses * I’ - "

“The Kirig of Tsrael fixed some rules -

,How answers shou_ld_be“give'nf"o fools; - -.
W ans _

" But Zion’s King;forbadefthat_swinpj; TR o

Shbuld taste the .peggl;otf?alestine 3 -

" And the cqmmandmeiqgt'-bcil’agi divine, -~

most exceeding. broad. ;- -
Nt : )

-"--:';j K LR

_ Now, tho’ my lahors. and my name _

Be wanting on’ the rolls of;fanie i

. And even to gentlemen from Town -

-1 may perhaps be quite unknown, - .

Still I'm acquaint with God.”

* Then civilly, the’ something.dry,
* He gave his COlleagqét'hé'g'oo_d‘bye. T

. The sprig of pride left 3]l alone,

Marked not the ‘Countryman was gone,
Until the jérk and jarring din -~
Had ceased before the * Kentville Inn ;

-




AN conNTRIMAN. | 1

Then, thh & v1le sarcastlc leer
He whisper® d in the Coachman s ear

 What canting hypocnte wis thlS T

‘Who sat besxde me ns-a-’ns, “
All day upon the carriage top ? ?” ’
<% Why, "Sir, the Reverend Mr Hope "

. Says Coachee.—-—“ Oht 1mmortal powers,

The Mmlster of Bethefbowers »

‘With looks of hornble <u<pense;
Exclaimed the thmg’of 1mpudence

“ Oh ! Heaven and Earth andall togéther,
My beauteous Arabella s fal;her ”

R Y

bd ro

y

‘ The same,” says Coachee, “ right, 1 th&same .
T = .

' Exactty_er, the lady s nate.”

' f‘. 'I"heh blast your tongue é.nd lips I sa},
You might . haye fold me right away,
Whé_h I got first upon yom; Stagé;"A
The Coxcomb roar’d in fearful rage.

P2
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Itis'nt wrong I’ye “tould ye now, )

i
|
' |

-

“By gar,” says Coachee, % arrah then, _
. Your honor, Misther jintlemin, _ .

And ye’re not plazed w1’t ').'v:how,_”

o7
- .
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STANZAS TO A SCOTTISH THISTLE,
— R N6v5;st:o'x"m.- o . -
S e :
Pride of :;ny h'hfive' thd v |
The Scottlsh Thlstle hail ; -
Though hke ahermt on ' this strand

All lost and lone]y here ye stand
Dash’d in the Autumn gale

~—¥When could this Thistle come

- From Caledoma@?\\\“\%\ -——
1 little deem’d, so.far from- home, o
From Warnor scau-n, .and Hero s. tomb,

To meet thegrsymbol dear




As now, to meet thee lonely here, B

. TO A SCOTTISH THISTLE.

Dear Caledonian, Flower—

"Thine image timé endears ;.

. I’ve sought thee oft at thhght hour,

Pall'd on the olden ruin’d tower—

And bath'd thee with my tears.

S o
And where the classic stream

'/ Sweeps Teviot’s ballowed vale; . "

Nurse ofa fond enthusiast’s dream,

P’ve seen thee, hke a squadron, gleam
‘In corslet hefm and mail.

TR

Yet never half 50 dear ‘
To tlus fond heart of mme, o

When ev 1y ﬂower 1s scath(d and sere, o

Nor rehct Ieft save thme.

© Memorial of the brére,
I lovid tl‘xee"\iviu‘r'r‘i'ét child,

- And gladly saw thée proudly wave

Thy plume o etmany a wamor 8 gravé—-

On Scotia's mountains wild: -




* TO:A’SCOTTISH THISTLE. 191
_Ineve1; cring’d't"o pﬁde-’, S .
‘Earth holds'zio: gods for me, . -

"/"But can I stem-the. boundless tide - | |

" When mem. ry opes her vista w1de.¢__— o

- & Nor fondly weep o’er thee. - -

Hail StrangeT to the west, -
Though waving here concéaled,
The wreaihtof?cﬁmsonacﬂm."thy crest ;.

Is dea‘fer tomy Scottish breast,

Than plume ffi‘om ‘battle ‘field. - ;

T“low Ts of unmeasured dye :

And vanegated hae
Congenlal to tlus clime and sky, .
A summer’s day Wlth thee’ may vie,

Then sleep embalm’d in dew.

Though Indxans on thee tread

- And awfully ppofane _
They count theebut a worthless weed ;
,Long may thy rev’rend Sco’msh head

-

Be left to grace “the plam
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TO A SCOTTISH THISTLE.
. Obedient to:thy call LT

' Joys come—-but- not:al'one;'} T

: | _ v
Like ivy on a mould’ring wall, = .

Some latent woe commingles all, - - -

- Or bounds them in her zome:
T . . |

Be)-"ovn.d what language tells;-
The Minstrel’s fate with thine.

" Is blent with ll the mystic spells - -
“That aye with Plant .or Poet dwells—

By Scotia"deem’d ﬂivi.ile.j.:_, _

. In Fate’s 111 omen’d hour,
Call’d frér_n ou;gen"rioix_é cli;ne, ‘
Thj‘ glories fade, illustrious Flower; :
And mineyélés—-a‘re ‘éc.)ne_l.)ejfore,
A 1gho‘;t-of mgrd;ar;d tlme -
- Friends, 'oftgn falsely _étyled ,
, , Deemn ye._t‘he moral ybu_x".s; o

Friend; of the ques’ vagrant child,

" . 'As Fortune’s ray fantastic smiled,

Have ye not been like flowers? _
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TO A SCOTTISH THISTLE - 193

e

S Farewell bemldeer spot—
V ~'I"arevvell delightful scene,

I deem it ne’er shall be forgot,

' Memento of my Father’s cot—

On Scotia’ s hﬂlg of green.

3
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. WRITTEN AFTER SEEING MY FRIEND T

. .
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STANZAS,

N, LOOKING ON A
~~  PAINTING OF- BURNS' COTTAGE. \ ;

'Son of the mountain Land—
The Land of song and fame,-

I saw thee o’er the canvas stand,

And mark’d the frenzy, wild and grand,

That iﬁﬁmph’d o’er thy frame. -
. Prond hgd the poet béen,
‘And gloried in the strife,

. Tosee the Drama I have seen— )
Man's noblest passions, warm and keen,
Illume the vault of life.



TF
I STANZAS: = 195
. Song, feeble gomereég, : )

May well exorcise.grief, :

~ Bitill can image up—alas,

—\—— - That scene of human happiness,

ety

-~

So beautifuli brie —

> . Insuch superﬁal hours,

| B Booming like meteors bright,

- There must be sdgé récondit'e pow’rs - ’
Ma&d’_nih}g fﬁese clay mach'in_es of ours g

 'With terrible denghg '

R ‘ ' The painter’s potent spell;'
Of nature ‘prqdi'garl,
' Gillespie—Valentine—or Bell—
v o

_ Tho’ Burns’ enthusiasts all. .

n it is not mine to tell,

4
i

“But far beybnd controul . S ~ B

. The rapture of thine éyé, l ‘
Big with the half embodied soul,
 That like a living pear], did roll

Around it gloriously. -
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STANZAS.
Aﬁ‘ifwhen tempests ram‘a o
Aﬁd ocean méﬁt]es high, o
A bark borne on the béetling wave,
Unpiloted to Heaven’s ‘blue nave,

Should wantoh.in the sky.

_ Fancy méy foridly weave
‘ 'Keepsékes for Iovers kind,

That half the th‘efftbo'i i:ime xjétrieve,

“And-dreams imposing shadows leave,

That linger long behind.

Su,ch liitlve tlfiﬂing toys‘ V
- Are meet for maiden’s ken—
But may ;mt lift their languid voice, .
To peef tﬁat. vas‘tfdél»ggel_ of joys

.- That 'ﬂoats,the ark of men..

- Since Albyn was a child

* The muse his guest has been,

'And oft has verse somi_ajﬁow’rs beguil’a, |

* That else, ungather’d on the wild, -

.- Had witherd all unseen.




STANZAS. 197

But language cannot bmth ot I -
The poetry. of thought, - 7 |

When heart and soul and strength and mind,

In- tabernacles erst confin’d,

TVO klndred climes are brought.

Could verse—could volumesmt'éll,

The tumult ill ;epx‘ést, ‘

- vThe trance of bliss unspeakable, .

- The miniature volcano’s swell -

That quiver’d in thy breast.

’ Tbe graces t'oo; elate, -
Smil’d on the festival,
Pleasure unmingled—pride in state
And admiration Jjustly great;
- Exulting o’er them all.

-
Far in a distant clime

-~ Sweet visions I have seen, S -

- In life; like episodes sublime, - .

Tho’ few, as Campbell says in rhyme,

~ Aye—aye, and * far between.”




,.I see his Father look. welcome, :

T

- STANZAS. ’
‘When peace I;eturn?d_/rthe tide e
Of Foemen from the fight, - '

.. One summer’s eve, on Teviot’s side, .. o
1]

I séw ‘Fitzallhé»mee;,his hride_} e

And lovely =wq's_.vth¢_ sigimé. -

In youth it was my.lot -

To watch a christian die, -

- His exit, on my bospm-wrote, - . -

Too holy seems for time to fblot,.

Or inobli'vion Lie. -

A prod1ga1 came home,
. When Albyn was a boy ;
kae yesterday,~xn mem’ry ’s tome,'

e

“And famt thh -very-joy. '

But ‘never looks like thiné

-Have met my musmg wew,
Echomg eloquence divine,
Idolatry—meet for a shrine -

of rq_hcs fair and few.




STAN ZAS

- The wild ﬂow r xdly sprmgs -
’Above the Norman urns, o

Tho mausoleums of Celtic innga

"Are lost-—forgotten—useless thmgs.

Class’d mth the cot of Burns. -

C s
P :

Burns—ce]ebrated name—-

To us that name belongs, o
On qenotaphs it holds fio, claim,

But llves, a pyramld offame,

Fle " _In Scotms prondest songs

ST AR R T



A REVERIE.

Ifever a mortal was bless'd witha friend
I\eigce fondly deem’d that bless"d mortal was I,
So modest, so gentlo, “80 lovmg, so kind,
A And so falsre I may add, for the fantasy’s by.
Far hence are the fleeting ideas»bf deligixt,
"My soul often felt when it blended with thine ;
And the halo of fnendslnp s echpsedm the night,
" Where obscurity ever forblds it to shime.




FRIENDSHIP. - 201

1In the chaos v&jhere‘ ’mi}lli_onsHmnﬁmbered arelost, -
" I v#ander through life like‘an .atom ‘of spﬁng; -
But say, what avalls all the wealth you can boast .

If contentment’s a kmgdom-—-sure Iama kmg ,

" There once was a tlme I deemed ﬁ'lendshlp a boon,

That heaven in plty bestow’d upon man 3 T »

' But Inever imagi ginedi it. faded S0 soon,
Or. stabb’d the fond soul ‘where in love it began.
That I’ve been n’:i.stak—en I blush not to tell,. -
And who' has not once in. their life been so té(_&‘!
Bu't'ffiéﬁdship I bid-,thee forever farewell !’
- ‘And the friend that i.sf"falée' an eternal adieu 1

“When the day is deparfing—thé év&éetéumﬁxér day, :
A And the sun’s fadihg light lingers iong ‘on the_flﬂl;
" 'Then the scenes that are fled—that are ﬂedm\,\
And the joys of my youth, I remember them still.
2B .

I




Vet these fond zecolleotions are often Forgor,

In the fonder ﬂlusxonsof hepe’s; mpydreams 5.
And memoryxs faithiful nolonger to note

The visions that flit like a-mist from the streams.

- But suﬂihere are peneds in life that shall’ never

. Belost till old- age shall my mem”

. The first when you pledg’d me your friendship for ever ;

ry subdue,

The last when yon bade me a final adieu.

-

-

Tho often by aight I have dream 'd of the spot, -

The home of my youth that no more 1 shall see;

'And by day I have wept o'er the st,enes now remote,

As often I.’ve,dteam’d,. and I’ve pwept overthee.

Love’s a vision of nature congenial

to hearts,

That in. phrenzy. begms and to xpadness extends H

But fnendshxp 's a tie of- the more na

Where feeling. with feehng.-m‘umson blends.

ble parts,

-




© The first (if tis pm‘e) bath the sexes compretes

A blank'in the heart is filled upmth its joys;

If illicit—tis lost i in the wreck it creafes-=~
And-the vrtal qumtesa_eﬁce of life it &estreys’.‘

- But the last is an union somewhat more ﬁﬁe, ,
" Soul acting on soul with infinite delight. o
In one gi'and’.climactéric they always combine .

' As boundless the spell asuli'me_asur‘ed in height.

o

Then could aught upon earth save a demonresolve

To break the dear ties that were woven around us; -

There could—and ’twas R——rs, the spell did dissolve, -

And the hand of thé_mizistrél bresumptivg uhb_o';md us.

- N y
Companion of feeling: !—illusion—avaunt,
*Tis a dream é.;;d whene’er I aﬁvake it is fled,
Then why does thy l;angqage my bosom still haunt,
Like the ghost of the slain in death’s panoply clad?”

’
/




. Ther R——rs, this long, aye this last fare thee well, *
. Accept--"tis a tribute to gratitudedue ;- -
-And forgive, that your mem’ry I cannot cancell,

Though the Barp and the Muse are forgotten by you.

= o
~
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ST. PATRICK'S DAY.

Av SONG. .

EV’ ryheart has a vein of some tender emotxon, .

Where fancy, em'aptured nges birth to the tone ; ;
.~ But ¢ an Trishman’s bosom s a flame of devotmn, o
.;Where love, fame and fnendslnp, are blended in one. - )
And his home ;—O'! the holiest spot i in creatlon—— .
Green Erm, he lovesit thh fond adoratlon IR
Dear Isle, thy remembrance stxll clalms veqeratmn,

' ‘Thouorh the Day-star of Freedom be dark in thy zone7




- 206 _ ST. PATRICK’S DAY.

Thougb far from the land where our fathers ‘a;e sleeping,
" The land where they fought and the land where’ they fell A
- Though far from the lovers that o’er us are’ weepmg,
The Sons of St. Patrzclc who bade them farewell—
No goblets of wme shall we need to mspu'e us,
For tlus holy day of our Patron shall fire us,
‘- : And the splendor of ages shall learn to admire us,'

When wraptin the "Tn’antle of Time’s magic spell.

- ~ The Heroes of Erin have aye heeh,'the;eolumm
~ Where fame and where freedom their banners cduld rear ;

 And the blood of our fathers that roll'd in redvolumes, -

Has hallowed the home thakt( their r'ner’n’ries endear.

| KihdredAspiritAs,v whoirithi‘s dark hame do bewail he‘.r?'v _ h

. ‘Shades of war-men that. fell, 'the_. rich v‘j';ctime, of walor, /
. Whilst the sons of St. Patrick this morningshall hail ber,
We'll p\iedg‘ethem.in wme or bequea.the them. a’:tear._ :

_ Though the PsaIt’ry of Tarah may never awaken
- . Along the bleak verge of this cold 1cy shore ; ‘ ‘
P Though the land of our youth in our age we've forsaken,

We'll share in her j joys, or her sorrows deplore ;

s




~

s'r PATRICK’S DAY. T ey

" And though our fond hearts should be sad at the picture,
Yet Tyrants may weep that exult to afflict her, .
~And ere ages elapse, the wild rage of some vxctor

Her full blaze -of glory again may restore.’ -

-
X

Fill our goblets-a bﬁﬁiper—'—'the green Isle of Eriv,
The Harp and the Shamrock—we’ll toast t%:em again }
And the pathos of Minstrels, in song with us. sh!mng,
Transported with feelmg enobles the strain. -
May each Son of St Patrlck be falthful to nounsh
The virtues his Daughters so fondly do chensh
And the laurels of Erin eternally ﬂounsh

- A link in vthe hearts that now. echo——Amen !

o facg wlie s W o
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THE ANTHEM OF ALBYN.
T e,

'FOR ST. ANDREW'S FESTIVAL.

-

FIR !al

L. The Land of St. Andrew, the Land of our birth,

¢ The Home of our Fathers—the dearest on earth,’ -

_ Where heather and thistle the mountains perfume.
Old Enwland may boast of the streaks of her ro‘se
Green Erin may sing of the Shamrock she O‘rows

" But Scotia’s the land of the or]en and the fem—*‘ﬁ*iw\\

-

The land of the Clansmen-—the land of the cairn,
The land of red heather, of thistles and broom



. The daysfthat ‘are-gone, ehell'we‘ ever foro'et R :

| When'our Clans for their country i battle were met, .
Then' Freedom or Death was the watch-word they gave,

_ Our hieroes gain’d: glory—-thelr foes found a grave ;

0! many’s the Chieftain and Clansman that bled, .
But the halo of g]ory still o’er them is shed, A

Encu'cled wrth heather green thistles and broom

Let Fame‘vciv‘e he.r .'lam.'els where fate 'mey brdaih o
Let Peaee plant her ohves where Freedom does rewn,
And hberty weep over Waterloo s tomb
: But the pnde ofa Sotchman, from father to son,
' Is to tell of the deeds by therr Ancestors done 5
——Andﬂeeas.theyaves on their rough Celt:c =trand
To roam the bleak. wilds of their lov’d native land;

The land of the heather, the t}nstle and. broom.

Has creation a spot that can pee/r Caledonia ?

Her landscapes so gay, and her noodlands 50 bonny

%
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. The thlstle their crest, and the heather their plume 5

. When her thl<tles are green, and her heather’s in bloom 3 H
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'~ When the fern hig rough coated mantle has épregd '

On the brown érésted columns that tower oer Twée& H
A;zd the long waving broom flings her soft yellow blossem
O’er the blue clouds of mist that grace Eildon’s proud bosom,

All blushmg with heather,tmth thlst]es and broom

From the glens of green Albyn, in youth’s,bl‘oommg morn,

T6 roam the wild desarts, our fond hearts were torn '
. Afa>r‘ from\onr country, afar from our home; -

But we'll sing all the-day, all the night we will dreim -

Of our heath cover’d mountams and'thistle fnng’d streams,

Tlll the day of our PATRON aga.m shall return,

The DAY when our hearts for our. country shall burn—

The land of the heather, the thistle and brqom.

“Then charge, for a«bumper we’ll toast her a.gai‘n—:

Our héarts like our goblets for home we would dréin, -
Whilst Albyn's wild anthem our feclings relime, . _

Embalm’d in our bosozﬁs as time flows alon'g,i a

We'll cherish our land 6f the shell and the song ;

Thd’_ all that is grand in creation is ours;

We love nothing n:c_;re than our time-worn tow’rs,

All mantled in beather, green thistles and broom.




' 'THE PIER OF LEITH.

‘ . ' ,.A SONG. ( ‘
" Y stood upor; the crowded decls,. - S R
Where stood a motley crew ; T
. ! turned my eyes on shore agmn,
. " To bid my friends adxeu.
Isawa maxdenfrom afar,
A smile on me beqﬁea_.th i
I saw nI) Efaﬁi?a fain

Upon the pier of Leith.-

—
/
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THE PIER OF LEITH.

Not one so lovely seemed to me,

Of all that gathered by,
Thoun'h many a blooming girl was there,
: Wlth black and beauteous eye.
Her rmglets folded o’er her brow -

In many a trlossy wreath, '
But nét }aatsis'ger curl v?as seen

. Upon the pier of Leith.

Since then I've crossed the ocean, wave,

And trode the halls of bride_,f

~ And woo'd an heiress for her gold,

And won her for my bride ;
Perchance on her my lips may smde,

My ‘love may seem to breathe,

- But yet my faithless heart the while

Is on the pier of Leith.

r . >

Three summers now-have passed away,
Anoiher almost rum, " <

But that wild vision ‘haunts me still ,

' As if but now begun ; E

S
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‘And still her kmd and clo‘u.dless eye
" Meets mine as calm as death, s
And aye she seems awaiting me -

Upon the pier of Leith.

e e i I bt gt




NOTES TO THE WITCH OF THE WESTCOT.'

B - ol

CANTO FIRSY. T

1. From fancy conjured many a shade, -
.- 'That levity and slander made.”  Page 10.
Oh ! slander—foul mishapen whelp of fame, s
e e i A cadiia’s shame ;
Through ev’ry bye-way yelps thy busy tongue,
At ev'ry door its rarkling froth is flung.
Unchanging and unceasing is thy rage,
Tears cannot quench, nor blood its flame assuage ; -
More deadly than the Simoom’s fiery breath,
Thy vapory foam fills every breeze with death.
Poisoning tke noble passions of the soul,
And all the floods of feeling as they roll.-

»' * * * * -

Oh ! are ye men to whom is freely given .
The spirit of adoption by high Heaven,
Wlhio thas can act the assassins of the soul,
And stab the spirit which ye can’t control.
" Can woman, she the gentle and the fair,:
Our hope, our solace, joy in our despair,
And from the tongue whence love and mausic flow,
Spit poisons and augment the lists of woe.
ALVAK.

N




NOTES. ”

2. Here, as/ the two, old vampire wretches,
_ . The life-stream swallowed like horse leaches,
- Whose quenchless thirst is never o'er, ,
‘ Tug till they burst and gasp for more, ' .
- Ipsatiate still. * ’
.There ig a striking coincidence between. these lines and the following of”
Alvars—but this tale Wwas writlen about eighteen months before the Satirical
- Sketch, No.7, appeareéi in the Novascotian, and I am satisfied he never saw
my . macuscript. b 0 .1 V .
‘ When once he tastes his wrotched viclim’s bloed,
* Leechlike he sticks, and laps the sanguine flood.
¢ ’ .

i

NOTES TO CANTO SECOND.

1. The captives in the prison yard - o
‘No longer in their pastimes shared. Page 37.
The spot designated Creighton Creek, directly opposite Halifa; on the east-
ern side of Chebucte Bay, was formerly occupied as a Depot for prisoners of*
war—it is at present the property of Jghn Allen, Eyq. .
2. Hence moral ill and moral good, A "-,\ o
Have by some standard measure stood. Page 43.

A voung gentleman of classical attainments, for whom 1 e_nterta.in a\éonsi-
derable degree of partiality, in perusin.g this passage, fienied the existence'of a
moral evil,.1 asserted that it does exist, and promiséd to prove it from good

* authority. The following quotation from Dwight’s Theolo_gy, appears to me
quite sufficient. ] . '

« The difficulties attending the existence of moral evil, are, 1 readily con-
fess, very great, and they easily become very distreas.ing:',whatever sch.emc
of thought we may adopt concerning this subject, thatis, if we gnrsue it to
any extent. But,1 apprehend, the chief of those difficulties whlch.necegsa-

3 ril; attend us, will be found to lie in the fact that moral evil d;:sn.e«z;}ti.;"m

““ The truth is, the subject of moral evil is too extens}ve am?. t'oo mysterious

" t0 be comprehenéed Ly our understanding. Some things the Scriptures teach




NOTES.
us cnncemix{g it, and those are: usnally furnished with importsnt evidence
from facts. -Many otber things pertainingto this subject lie wholly beyond
our reach.”~—ibid. '

3. The prophets vision more :thme,
Looks to an everlasting home. Page 51.
Will the reader be kind enough to penue with a*entxon, the 21st Chapter of
the Revelation of St. John : .

4. His country seat (I mind it still)
Was up the Basin, near Sackville. Page 55.

A friend of mire informed me lately, that there was a Colonel Scott who for-
merly occupied the villa of Sackville. 1 was not aware of the fact at the time

- this was penned--and further, this gentleman it seems had 2 mill in the imme-
"diate vicinity of the present Bridge, but during a freshe!, the mill was swept

away ; and the Colonel, like a good natured Soldier, went out upon the bank
with his Bagpipes and played a-tune over-the ruins, which he entitled ¢ What
-comes with the wind goes away- with the water.’ -

5. _Biencourt Isle, Biencourt Isle. Page 58.

Haliburton, the Historian of Nova Scotia, has| an old ¥rench map in his
poesession, that exhibits a dwelling place of considerable maguitude upon
Goat Island, in the Annapolis River, bearing the title of Biencouriville, from
which autbority f bave presumed to substitute B t Isle for the less po-
etical one'of Goat lsland ~

6 Whilst savage whoop and fiendlike yell,
Are echoed from the proud Moschelle. Page 58.

. 'The Moschelle hill rises on }‘.he east side of the Annapol is river, and looks
“ proudly” aver not only Goat lsland, but an extensive Laadscape of the most
pleasing. scenery, perhaps in Nova Scotia.

" 7. But whenthe spring in fairy| sheen,
On Meux spread her mantle green.” Page 59.

The Meux are two delightful emincnees that command an impbaing effect
. 1 .
on entering Annapolis from the east.
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‘NOTES. v

8. -The village of Rosette, &c. Page 59. v
The site of this village is about six miles . up the river from Annapolis. it- E
was formerly burntby the French and Indians, daring the provmc:al war, and - 3:
there is now scarcely a vestige of it remaining, owing no dopbt to the pensh- ‘
able nature of the materials of which it was formed.

9." Fort Maria, &c. Page 59.
The French appellauon of the Annapolis fortress.
10. Nor make these movements known, until . :
They posted picquets on Round Hill." Page. 60,
Round-hill is situated about a mile from Roset!e, farther.up the River, and
from its peculiar position must have been an excellent military post during the
conflicting claims of the French avl English to ¢ Acadia)

11. Baut ere their farthest faintest tramp,
Had ceased beyond the Banlieue swamp. Page 61
The Banlieue., -accordipg to Haliburton, included the lands and inhabitants *
within a gun shot or.three miles of a fortification. —See Haliburton’s History
vol. [. page 90. : v

12. My home his wigwam. . Page 63. ,

I must here observe, that notwithstanding the ichabitants of Europe are
apt to entertain horrid ideas of the feracity of these savages, as they are term- N
ed, 1 received from every tribe of them in the interior parts, the most hospita-
ble and courteous treatment, and am convinced that till they are contaminated
by the example and spirituousliquors.of their more refined neighbors, they
retain this friendly and inoffensive conduct townrds strangers. Their invete-
-racy and cruelty to their enemies, 1 acknowledge to be a great abalement of .
the favourable opinion | would wish to entertain of .them ; but this failing is
hefeditn’ry, and having received the Banction of immemorixl tustom, has taken
too deep root in their minds to be ever extirpated.—Carver’s Travels, page 26

13" With water from Rosignol mixed. Page 65. . .

This Lake mmluntgq in Queen’s County, being ‘'on the Indian route from ;
vaerpool to Annapoha, and is, accordmg to Haliburton, the largent in the Pro- .
vince. ) ‘ .

14 And I was qmet txll the veil
; Of thhght mantled Marlaquille. Page 68
N

.
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‘The Historian of Nova Scotia informs me, that there was formerly ‘an ‘ex;‘
tensive Indian village on the banks of Lake Rosignol, the name of which is -
now unknown, and being at full liberty, I Yave endeavoured:to rescue it from
eblivion, under the designation of Marlaquille.

15 And mutter’d o’er the fatal scene,

That in the Bloody Creek had been, Page68. '
. Haliburton’s account of this affair is as fillows :— Cnptain Pigeon,. an offi- -
¢er of the Regulars, was sent up the River with a stong detachment, to- reduce
them (the Acadians) to subjection, and procure timber for the repair of the
Fort.! While in the performance of this duty, they were surprised by a.great -
body -of Indians, who killed the Fort Major, ‘the Engineer, and all the boat’s
ctew, and took between 30 and 40 pri'sonen *—Hist. Nova Scotia, vol. l, .91,
a—l

* The scene of this disaster is situated about 12 miles above the Fort oo the .
'toad to Halifax, and is still called thé Bmdy Creek.

'16. And there his paascowee is still -
The manitou of Marlaquille. Paﬂ‘e 69.
They plnce great confidence in their Manitous; or household godl, which
they always convey with them, and being persuaded that they take upon them
the office of centinels, they sleep very securely under their protectxon —Car-
ver's Travels, page 309. .

17 Yet I abode in Mar]aquille;
Among the Wuspem tribe, until
"The vnllafre chiefs in counsel met,
To smoke the pipe with pale Rosette. . Pave 71.
Although Haliburton says, that the Micmacs are only a tribe, from an authori-

ty historically correct, yet I think it much better to-consider them a nation, to -
correspond with certain poetical purposes, and this is quite reasonable, from
their irolated situation. Accordingly, | divide them intv three tribes—first, the
‘Whuspem, or tribe of the Lake, to be located in the neighborhoad of Rosignol
and the western quarter of the province—second, the Waghon, or tribe of the
Long-Knives, to inhabit the regions of the Shubénacadie, and the middle divi-
sion—and third, the Monguash tribe, to occupy Canseau, and the esstward.

~ Carver says :~—Every separate body of Indians is divided into, bands or tribes,

which band forms a little community with the nation to which it belongs As
the natinn has some particular symbol by which it is dlstmgmsbed from others,
so each tribe has a badge from which it is denominated, as that of_ the Eagle, .
the Panther, the Tiger, the Buffalo, &c.—Carver's Travels, page 255-6. )
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Also, Charlevoix says—Many nations have each three families, or principal
tribes, as ancient in all probability as thelr origin. They are nevertheless de- °
rived from the same stock, and there is one “who is looked upon -as the first:
who has a sort of a pre-eminence over the two others, who style those of thia -
tribe brothers ; whereas, between themselves, they style each other cousins. .
These tribes are mixzed without being confounded, each has its. distinct. chief
in.every village, and in the affairs which cencern the whole nation, these
chiefs assemble to deliberate thereon, each tribe bears the name of some ani-
mal, and the whole- nation has also one whose name they take, and whose
- figure is their mark, oras one may say their. coat of arms.~Charlevoiz Trcv'l:, :
 poge 180.

v " NOTES TO CANTO THIRD:

18 From Crelgbton Hall the guests are gone, '
The prison creek is left 'with none. ' Page 100.

In the course of the succeeding year (1750) they (the Indians) surprised the-
httle town of Dartmouth, on the other side of Halifax. bay, where ‘they killed:
and scalped a great number of people, and carried off some others —General‘ .

Descnytwn of Nova Scotia, page 63. - - }

" Since this'note was written, I+ have_received the followmg from alxterary
* friend, which L fcel great pleasure in havmv itin my power to subjoin:

¢“ On the spreading bay of Chebncto scarce a ripple disturbed the placid
waters, which seemed to revel in thistranquil sylvan,scene, for which they
had deserted the swelling Ocean’s mighty currents. Yelthey seemed in gra-
- titude to kiss the forest which skirted arid covered the ‘shores to the very

brink, as the gentle tide flowed ind receded alternately- in measured move-
ments, and upon the pebbly beach; it sounded in the ear of the wandering
" Micmac, like the soft sighing of his loved, his own huntress. The summer
-gun had just set, leaving that peculiar meliow color in the western hozizon-
that our climate boasted—mingled with this were the thousand richertints _
that belong to the season, when the exhalations from the-warm earth thicken-.
the medium, and refract the last rays of day. ‘ .
““The early settlors of Hahfax had at this time made themselvea eompara-_
tively comfortable. A season ‘or two had passed over, and they had begun to’
be reconciled to the wild nature in the midst of which their rising. town
was placed. They had learned to venture in small-parties with the gun or the:

i

-




NOTES._

line—4nd levy. contributions on the winged and finny races. Fortified by
glight entrenchments ‘and palisades, and blockhouses, and encouraged by the
presence of a regular military force, they had ventured to form another aud
smaller settlement on the eastern'side of their harbor, where many weie be-.
ginning to build for themselves.:and clear spots of greunds, whlle a blockhouse
*  and small corps of soldiers prntecled them. . .~ - .
“ It was a lovely afternvon, and some of the townspcople had been over to
the nPw village to while’awa; their leisure—but had returned befole sunset.

Pemce and tranquility reigued—no apprehensions existed. The weary ve-
i téran sat smoking his pipe on a bench. discoursing with his comrades of the
. field of ‘Blenheim, the gallant Duke of Marlboreugh, the siege of Edinburgh Cas-
tle, br the sanguinary p]‘nns of Culloden. The merchant was putling back
into his store the goods he had exhibited duting the day—the laborers were
returning to their litile cots, from their daily task, and the evening drum and.
‘sundowsn gin proclaimed that a long and delightful day had closed.

“ A sound of woe came-zcrass the smooth haven, -on which the stars first
visible were already faintly reflected. It was the scream of some wretched.
patent, perchance,: i terror for the life of her little ones—for the wild and ap-
palling war-whoop of the Redmen soon re-echoing aver the tide, proclaimed
L that destruction was at work in, the little village of Dartmouth. The savages

’ crept on them stealthily, and surprisé& them scattered and unarmed.
¢ ‘The soldiers in the litle b'loc'khous'e of Dartmonth, were unabls, from
. - ~want of numbers we may suppose, to face them: The ground, too, was deci-
: dedly unfavorable to'the warriars of Europe. The tree, the thick bush are the
Redman’s entrenchments—to the European they are an impediment :md em- °
barrassment of no 'nrdm'uv description.
“ A few cdaring andragtive persoans from Hahhx gotacross in the first boats
_they cmxld seize, in time to prevent the massacre of the settlement from' bemg
; < total. At their first aviack, the Indian force began to give ground, and aftera
' short combat retreated into the impenetrable and impervious glooms of the.
primeval forest, alded by lhe cover of night. ) ‘

“ The nextday the remains of the slain were brougfit across the harbor—nad

I the settlement was then almost entirely abandoried for a long period, until the

tomahawk had been buried by the white headed chiefs of the Redmen, and
- had n.st=d in its peaceful cemetery.”

= - 19 And doubling round the Devil’s 1sle,

% ’ A ship veers to the-cast defile. Page 106.
i 7 In 1723, there was a _very-general war commenced by all the tribes in thu
: .
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quarter-the Rlchlbuctos—-the Mlcmacs, and Penobscou. In the laiter part

of July, they surpriced Canso, and other harbors gear to ‘it, .and taok 16 or 17

ezil of fishing vessels, .all belonging "to Massachusseu B Governor Phillips
happened.to be at Canso,and caused two sloaps .to be manned, partly with
volunteer sailors from merchant vessels, which were loading with fish, and

sent them under the command-of John Elliot, of Buston, and John Robinson,

of Cape Amm, in quest of the enemy. Elliot as he was ranging the coast, es-

pied seven vessels in a harbour called Winnessang, and concealed all his men :
_except four or five, until he came near to one of the: vessels-which had about -
40 lndi&ms’on bnard who were in expectation of 'mother prizz\fﬂﬁng into their

Elliot answered thnt he would make pll the,haske he could ﬁndmg he mude no
‘attempt to escape they began to fear they had caught a Tartar, and cut their
cable with intent to run on shore, but he was too- quick faFJRem, and imme-
diately boarded them ; for about half an hour they made a brave resxstance, but”
at length some loem jumping into the hold, Elliot threw his hand grena-

_ does after them: which made su_ch havock. that ail which remained alive took:
to the water,-where they were a fair mark'for the, English shat. Ffom this or

a’like action, probably took rise a common expression among English soldiers.
and sometimes Englﬁh hanters, who whea they had killed az Indian, made -
their boast of having killed a black duck—five only reached the shore.

Elliot received three bad wounds, and several of the meg were wounded,
and one killed—seven vessels with seven hundred quintals of fish, and fitteen
of the captives were recovered from the enemy:~they had sent many of the
prisoners away, and nine they had killed 'in cold blaod ; the Nova Scotia Indi-
ans had the character of being more savage and cruel than the other nations. .

Robinson retook two vessels and killed’ several of the enemy; five ather ves-
sels-the Indians had carried so far up the Bay, ahove the harbour of Malagash,
that they were out ofhis reach, and he had nof men sufficient to land, the ene-
my being very numerous. : o T

The loss of £o many men enraged them, :md they had determined to re-
“venge themselves upon the poor fishermen, about twenty of whom yet remain- ‘

ed prisonersat Malagash (Lunenburg) harbour, and they were alldestined to

be sacrificed to the manes of the slam Indians, the powowing and other cere-

monies were performed, when (.aptam Blin in a sloop appeared off the harbour,

' and.made the signal or sent in a foken ‘which had been agreed upon between

| him and the Indians, when he was their prisoner, should be his protection.
| ‘Three of the Indians went on board his vessel, and agreed for the ransom both

i ‘ . L
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of vessels and cnptlveu which were de livered to him, and 3:0 ransom palsf-—-
Gencral desmptwn of Nova-Scotia, Page 46—7.

20 And Cusawoe from these could tell
- What olive branches image well.  Page 106.

Carver; in‘the history of his travels, says that ¢ the pipe of peace is of the-
same nature as a flag of truce among_the Europeans, and is treated with the
- greatest respect and veneration, even by the most barbarous nations. { never
heard of an instance where the bearers of this sacred badge of friendship were
ever treated dnarespectfu]ly, or its rights violated. The Indians: believe that
lhe Gheat Spirit never suffers an infraction of this kind to go unpunished.

"¢ The pipe of peace, which is termed by the French the Calumet, for what
reason | cnuld never learn, is about four feet long, the bowl of 1t is made of
red marble and thestem of it of a light wood, curiously painted with hiero--
glyphicks ia various colours, and adorned wnh the, fealhers of. lhe most heau-
tiful bxrds

‘ l:.very nation has a different method ofdecoratmf' these pipes, and lhey can
.tell at first sight to what band it belongs. - It is used as an introduction to all
treaties, and great ceremony attends the use of it on these occasions.

- ¢ 1f no obstructions arise to put a stop to the treaty, the painted hatchet is:
buried in the ground. as a memorial that all arimosity between the Contending
" ing nations has ceased,and a peace taken place. Among the ruder bands, such

as have ho communication with the Furopeans, a war club painted red, isbu- . . .-

ried instead of the hatchet.

"€ A belt of wampum is also given on this occasion, whlch serves as a mhﬁ-
cation of the peace.’ Theése belts are made of shells found on the coast of
Virginia, which are sawed out into beads of an oblong form about a quarter of
an inch long, and round like other beads, béing strung on leather strings, and
several of them sewed neatly together with fine sinewy thread. They then
compose what is termed a belt of Wampum.

¢ The shells are generally of two colors, some white, and others violet, but.
the latter are more highly esteemed - than the former. They are held in as
much estimation by the lndnanlas gold, sxlver, or precious stoues by the Eu-
ropeans.’--pages 359—62.
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NOTES TO THE LEGEND' OF LOON ‘

%
1 And hence ’tis mferred mine’s no yesterday tale.

Lsast some of my readers should be' led to suspect the ﬁdehty ‘of Albyn’s
°. Muse, 1 subjoin the following plclure of Acadxa, in 1831, drawn by a contem-
) pornry poet.

S

" Take heed by his example; and be ;:vamed:

< Points at hiny as-the prey of late remorse,

Page 115.

¢ Acadia’s shame, whose sting mare venomnus
Than serpent’s tooth, deep rankling:in the heari,
Inflames almost to madness, urging oft

'The hapless victim'e’en to verify

The slanderous tale ; or else upon his mind
Tncessant preying, like a canker worm, . L )
Withers each rising hope, even in the bud ; ’
Blasts the fair prospects thathe once indulged
Of honest fame ; and having paved his way.
Through wasting grief to an untimely grave,

Or unrequited love ; and bids the world ) Co-

Orelse with scornful pity dares insult . .

- His memory, pointing out his hapless fite

As the best confirmation of her lies. o ‘ -7 _
For Siander dotb not only magnify, ’ )

" But oft createth. Having marked her prey, “:

Perhaps for daring contrary to act
To what her narrow prejudxce prescribegs ; .

_ With shrug and gesture, more signficant
- Than words, she pmphecies the certain end ;
. De!ested screech-owl ! and once having said”

¢ 1t will be so, ere long ;' with horrid joy,

Watches for the falfilment, nor will stop 3

‘At being instrumental to that end. \ ‘ ’ S
Frustrated of her aim, if not a flaw .

She can discern, whereon to exercise

Her magnifying power, she then resorts

To blackest falschood, rather than confess

She judged at first too harshly. The foul tale,

%Too eagerly received ; ‘each word, eachlos. "

i
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Each trivial c:rcnmstance recalled with eata;
- . Is turned, and’ twisted, to afford a proof
’ * Additional, and ¢ trifies lizht as air,.
* Are dwelt upon’as confirmation strong )
As Proofs of holy writ.’. "Nor in the bmut o
-'Of man, alone, isshe content to reign ; N
From beaut)’s rosy lips, how oftwe hear R
Her withering accents'fall-; a sister's fame
- .~ Istossed from mouth to mouth with cruel scorn,
And conggious innocence availeth’ nought ~ © - -

- . .. y P

Agamst the whlspered chatge

2 Or ‘say. Halibu

late venerable Attorney General:
-8 country as it is, until Sir John
_' Nor did any lod é p
teresting - countr. {

Statistical ac;
* broad watérs,his lum\lswus work.is not unlike the report. of ‘Soloman’s glory'
that reached the ears of Sheba’s Queen : :

¢ Nobody ever suppased Scotland 1o be such
¥aclair pubhshed hxs -Statistical account of it.?

3 Edwu%ord of her lute and her Iays._ Page 115

‘What Pope sal Alenside is very applxcable ‘to this m:\sculme Poet, '
». ¢ this'is no every day wnter ST o

- o
e NOTE 'ro THE TRUANT AND FO\MWR!:.ATH

l Mand of the Is]g, Pacre 158

" Thisarticle was .originally deslgned fora young Lady’s Albl.lm, but belng ine
eonvemently lopg, has recexved; anotber destmanon. .

ton," who tau,,ht us her glory Page II,S -

1 make no npology for pa dymg the following. memorable assertion of our

cotia:to be such’ a fine flourishing and in- -
26 t.is, untildudge Halaburton~publnshed his Historical and
0t of“jt—and $til to thé ‘stranger that dwelleth beyond the’, l







