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PREFACE.

Ir; presentinor this little volume of Poems to the

notice of his Countrymen, and the Publie in ge-

neral, the Author is not without hope that it will

merit their approbation, and receive, at their hands,

a reasonable share of favor and encouragement ;

and while he avails himself of the present oppor-

tunity to return his thanks to those ffiends, who,

in the first instance, aided by their advice and

assistance his poetical efforts; he begs also to offer

his kindest acknowledgments to those who, have

taken so lively an interest in this publication; and

to the expression of his warmest hopes for their

individual happiness and comfort, he would add,
at the same time, his sincere and ardent wishes

for the prosperity and welfare of the Iàabitapts

of Nova-Scotia and New-Brunswick.

SAINT JOHIZ,

October 1. 1834.





Iro

HENRY GOLDSMITH, ESQ.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL.

MY DEAR HENRY,

ALILOW me to, address this Poem to your no-

tice, that in so doinçr 1 may gratify the feelings of

e' 
C

affoction which a fond Brother entertains for vou.

The celebra'ted Author of the cc DrsziRT&i)
VILLàrtll has pathetically displayed the anguish

of his Countrymen, on being forced, from various
causes, to quit their native plains, endeared- to

them by so many delightful recollections; and to,
seek a refuge in regions at that âme unkjeown, or
but little heard of. It would, perhaps, have been
a subject of astonishment to him, could he have

known, that, in tbe course of events, some of his
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own relations were to bc natives of such distant

countries, and that a grandson of his brother Henry,
to whom he dedicated his Il Traveller," would first

draw his breath at no great distance from the spot

where

Wild Oswego spreada ber swamps around,

And Niagara stuns with thundering sound.'-

In the RISING VILLAGE 1 have endeavoured to

describe the sufferings which. the early settlers ex-

perienced, the difficulties which they surmounted,

the rise and progress of a young country, and the

prospects which promise happiness to its future

possessors. You, my dcar Brother, were born in

this portion of the globe, and no person can form

a better opinion how far 1 have su-eceeded in the

attempt which 1 hàvé made, or judgae more cormet-

ly of the truth of the descriptions.

1 remain, rny dear HEivR-Y,

'Your affectionate Brother,

OLIVErkwGOLD SMITH.
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Tiaou deàr companion of my early years,
-Partner of aH my boyish hopes and fears,

To whom 1 oft addressed the youthful strain,
And souaht no other praise than thine to gain
Who oft hast bid me emulate his fame
'Whose genius formed the glory of our name
Say, when thou canst, in manhood's ' ripened age,

With judgment scan the mure aspiring page,
Wilt thou accept this tribute of my lay,
By fat too small thy fondness to repay
Say, dearést Brother, wilt thou now excuse
This bolder Ilight of my adventurous muse ?

B
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1

If, then, adown your cheek a tear should flow

For Auburn's Villacre, and its speechlees woe

If, while you weep, you think the Il lowly train"

Their early joys can never more regain,

Come, turn with me where happier prospects rise,

Beneath the i3teÈnness of Acadia"a £dei.

And thou, dear spirit! whose harmonious lay

Didst lovely Auburn"s piercing woes display,

Do thou to thy fond relative impart

Some portion of thy sweet poetic art

Like thine, Oh 1 let my verse as genfly flow,

While trath abd virtue in my nambers glow

And gùidé M pwn with thy bewitching 1randý,

To paint the Riting ViEýar of the land.

Hùw chaste and 9plendid aie the scenes that lie

the circle of Britannia"s sky!

What charming prospects -there arrest the view5

How bright-, how varied) aud Mw beundless ioo t

Cities Md plaine emading W md wi&e

The U=haittt; 9WY, aüd tht fktMr-ýs pride.

14
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Maiestic palaces la powy dieplay

The wealth aud aplendqur of tbe regal s-way

While t4e low liarnlet =d t4e shepher-416 cot,

In peace and fiýýcodom nwlç, ýý peuant's lot.

There naturelî verual bloom adorm th£ fwldf

And Autumniri fruits their rich InxurianS yiçld.

There men,, in busy trowde,, with men combine,

That arts may fleuri.9h, and fair wiçncç z4iae ;

And thence, to distant c4inie4 illeir labourg send,

As oler the world their wùkning viewii çxteud.

C omparld with scenets like these, bQw Io= Qnd dreu

Did o=e woods, and w" appee;

Wliere wandeling savage4, and be4st.,Of Prey,

Displayed, by turas, the fury of their eway.

Whu noble courage must theix kearu have fireil,

Ilow great the ardeur whicJ% theàz souJs luspirÀed.,

Who leaviag fox beàin4 tbeir natiyç plala,

Have sought a hor» beyon4 the W main

And bmve4 the perMe »f 4he mormy ffls,
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Oh! none can tell but they who sadly share

The bosom's anguish, and its wild despair,

What dire distress awaits the hardy bands,

That venture first on bleak and desert lands.

.How grec the pain, the danger, and the toil,

Which mark the first rude culture of the soi].

When, looking round, the lonely settler sees

His home amid a wilderness of trees:

How sinks his heart in those deep solitudes,

Where not a voice upon his ear intrudes

Where solemn silence all the waste pervades,

Heightening the horror of its gloomy shades

Save where the sturdy woodmanIs strokes resound,

That strew the fallen forest on the grotind.

'ýSee! from, their heights the lofty pines descend,

And crackling, down their pond-Irouslen bsextend.gt

Soon &om their boughs the curling flames arise,

Mount into air, and redden all the skies 63

And where the forest once its foliage spread,

The golden- corn tri u-mphânt wàves iis head. (1)
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Ilow bleu, did Raturelt lrtggedeow P-Ppeu

The oialy ~ce of troublie or of feur

How happy, di4 JaQ tudâbip Mffl ilis viQWý

No ether care his auxi»w *%m pumue

Bat, whik bà laWur gaim a î*"-ý repQsg)

And lio" Pre«nts a i»Iffl for kis woes,

New ills wise, mm fem jii» peue wu4py,

And other dq*ers @à kis ]ILOPOS aq6troy.

B"d the revage tribes ;in wWer

ApÉroach wiýb death and terrer ia their train

No loncer silence oPer the fwr.eat iieigus,
No longer stilluess nQw ber power re

But-h*deom yells announec the murdeirms bcad,

Whose ,oc4y footsteps desoLuk Ibe la»d

He hears them oft in istera«t moud maintaia,
Their right to rule the mounWa and the plain

He hears thSn doom the white maWs inst»t deatk,

Shrinks frora th£ sentenS, while he gasps for brea&,

Then., raudng with one effâwt all bà iffigb4
Dans ùom hie hut, md wxu Iiin»dî by flight.

B2
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Yet, what a refuge! Here a host oÉ foes,

On every side, his trembling steps oppose

Here savage beasts around his cottage howl,

As through the gloomy wood they nightly prowl,

Till morning comes, and then is heard no more

The shouts of man, or beast5s appalling roar

The wandering Indian turns another way,

And brutes avoid the first approach of day.

-Éet, th& these threatining dangers round him roll,

Perplex his thoughts, and agitate his soul,

By patient firmness and industrious toil,
He sfiü retains possession of the soil ;

Around his dwelling scattered huts ext.end,

NVUdst every hut affbrds another friend.

And now, behold! his bold aggressors fly,

To seek their prey beneath some other sky

Resign the haunts they can maintain no more,
And safety in far distant wilds explôre

His perils vanished, and his fears oleréome,

Sweet hope portrays a happy peaceful home.
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On every side fair prospects charm his eyes,

And future joys in every thought arise.

His humble cot, built from the neighbouring trees,

Affords protection from each chilling breeze

His rising crops, with rich luxuriance crowned,

In waving softness shed"their freshness round

By nature nourished, by her bounty blest,

He looks to, Heaven, and lulls his cares to rest.

The arts of culture now extend their sway,

And many a charm of rural life display.

Where once the pine upreared its lofty head,

The settlers' humble cottages are spread

Where the broad firs once sheltered from the storm,

By slow degrees a neighbourhood they form

And, as it bounds, each circling year, increase

la social life, prosperity, and peace,

New prospects rise, new objects too appear,
To add more comfort to its lowly sphere.

Where some rude sign or post the spot betrays,

The tavern first its useful front displays,
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Here, A the weary traveller at the clo-5e

Of evening, finds a snug ffld safe repose.

The passmg manger here, a welcome guest,

From all bis toil enjoys a peaceful rest

Unless the host, solicitoua to please,

With care officious mar biis hope of e-aïe,

With flippant questions to, no end confined,

Exhaust hi& patience, and perplex bis mind.

Yet, let no one cemk= witfa dmughd"aste,

The hardy settler of tbe dreary waste,

Who, far maoved from every busy tbxong,

And social pleasuxes that to life belong,

Wheneler a aranger couffl within Iùs mach,

Will sigh to leam whateyer ho can teach.

To this., musý be ascribed in great dogme.,

That ceaseless, idle euxiosity,

Which over aU tbe We>tern world prev",

Aud every breut, or more or lem, us"

Till, by indulgence, zo &en»w"g grt>wu.,

It seeks to kjww ull buivm but its own.
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Here, oft when winter's dreary terrors reign,

And cold, and snow, and storm, pervàde the plain,

Around the birch-wood blaze the séttlers draw,

Te tell of all thèy felt, and all the -y saw.11

When, thus in peace are mei a happy few,

Sweet are the social pléaisures that ensué.

What lively joy'each honést bosem feels,

As oler thé pasi events his memory steals,*

And te the listeners-paints the dire distresi,

That marked his 'progress m-the« wilderness

The danger, trouble, hardship, toil, and* strife,

Whieh chased each effort of his struggling life.

In some lone spot of consecrated ground,

Whose silence spreads-a holy gloom around,

The village church in unadorned array,

Now lifts its turret te the opening day.

How sweet te see the villagers repair

In groups te pay their adoration there

Te view, in homespun dress, each sacred morn,

The old and young itis haUowed seau ad«n,
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While, gratefol for euh bleming- GOd i'U giyt8i

In pious êtrains, they waft their thanks to HeaY«.

Oli, heaveu--born f4ithl sure solace of our w e,

How lost is be who ne>er tby infiiiesea knowsq

How cold the beart thy charity iWer fins,

How dead the imul thy epint nelèr inspir«I

When -troublee v« md agitue the 1 "ind,

By gracious Reaven for vKiseet tiLdâ desigued,

When dangers tkileatS, or whS féam invade,

Man flies t» thee for ceMfort »i f« aW ;

Tbe eoul, impeUed by tby mll-powedul lAws,

Seeks safetyt,,ouly, jz a Gmat First Cause!

If, then, amid the btuy scene of fife,,

î Its joy aM pleamre, caro, disUW., and fîtrife

Man, to his Cvod-fez belp 4nd sue

And on his uùghty- ý»weir tQ tmye, rely

If, then, his theugkW çm fqr« hbu to coef«s

His errors, wants, aW atter - Wplemarm

How Mro»g muig be tbffl feeliqp wlùt]4 jwqmn

A semîe of aU bis »alMe» tq the beffl,
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Where not a ftiend in solitU& is nigh,

His b«àe thé wid, bit canôpy thè Éky

Andý f« feMoréd from eftry huMan arm,

His oed aionë -tan ehther him ù0M h«rm.

While »W thé Itising Ville" claim a name,

Its Iiwâg etU hx»ètel md d« iu fmo.-I -

The wanclaingYedlar, who »damied trama

His ýpneIy f"tffl aler the îiâuk wae4e;

Who trav«md-om the cold and eno"àd pkk14

Recklem of dug«y %"M4 or of pàir4

To find a tnakm fût M-9 »ode wà»@)

The source of &B hk h"e and éà Ide ftffl5

EstàblMbed here, his omMd home nisintains,

And mon. a inemhaht% higher thie gMn*.

Aramd hi# mrey on *PWIOM eheir" Umyed,

Behold bb g"at md "rkm steek in «tde.

Here, nails tnd bleàketsi aide by M&, m seen.,

Therëj hmes' fflm, and a turem ;

Bmto» »dtumblmi

Shawls for yô»g wiffl



24 THE RISING VILLAGE.

Woolcards and stock-ings, hats for men and boyo,

Mill-saws and fenders, silks, and children's toys

All useful t s. and joined with many more,

Compose the weil-assorted country store. (2),

The half-bred Doctor next then seules down,

And hopes the village soon will prove. a townd

No rival here disputes his doubtfül skill,

He cures, by chance, or ends each human ill

By turns he physics, or his patient bleeds,

Uncertain in what case each best succeeds.

And if, from fiiends untimely snatched away,

Some beauty fall a victim, te decay ;

I"ome fine youth, his parents' fond delight,
Be early hurried to, the shades of night,

Death bears the blame, -Itis his envenomed dart

That strikes the sufféring mortal. to the heart.

Beneath the shelter of a log-built shed

The country sehool-house next erects its hegd.

No Il man severe.,11 with learning's bright display,

Here leads the opening blomma into, day
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No master here, in every art refined,

Through fields of science guides the aspiring mind

But some poor wanderer of the human race,

Unequal to the task, supplies his place;

Whose greatest source of knowledge, or of skili

Consists in reading, and in writing ill ;

Whose efforts can no higher merit cleim,

Than spreading Dilworthls great scholastic fame.

No modest youths surround his awful chair,-

His frowns to deprecate, or smiles to, share,

But all the terrors of hiý lawful sway

The proud despise, the féarless disobey

The rugged urchins spurn at all control,

Which cramps the movements of the free-born soui,

Tilli in their own conceit so, wise theylve grown,

They think their knowledge far exceeds his own.

As thus the village each successive year

Presents new prospects, and extends its sphere,

While all around its smiling charms expand,

And rural beauties decorate the land.-
C



The humble tenants, who were taught to know,

By yearà of suffiering, all the weight -of wee #

Who fêlt eath hardship na-tuve could eû&uM,
Such painsàs fîme hlone could ease or me,

Relievtd frciù want, î' sipoilivè pleaiseeà fkd

A balm to sèfttù md irelux the ihffl

And nowi fotetffl of theýrr fb,ýmer

Enjoy each spoid, and evetl pastirùe shire,

Beneith 8(iniie spmding trèess erpanded thade

Here mùûý a fftaffly youth and gentje nmid,
With festive &Mets or with sptightly eoùg

The sumiùWs tàvtn«m'g bouts or
M joy P"Iong5

Arid-,-as the yýMnÈ tMr simple sportd reile*,
Thé aged Wfùmýgettnd approre thetn lèù.

And *heil tÈe 8ub=eýr% bloulny charins w-e a-ed,
W'hen Autiatnh% faheti leams =und am -Spreqdý

When Winter rulé% thë gad inverted ytâr,
-And w'è ILh-tl enow ajternete'y appè"e
Sporte nôt IeM *ekoiné lightly théy essà:y,
To chase the léhg ànd teý-uÈ hom away.

26 Trm ftisl#è 'ViLt"&Glq.
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Here, r=ged in joyous groupa around th# fWe,

Gambola and frea ê«Â houest heut ins W

And if sorue yeaturogs yo4th obUia & 4igqý

The gamels rewardý agd 4uuuo4* qf iu "3

Appla"ag 3houýs the -victor's prize pýrocja«n,

And every tongue a guaça4 Iýe fem

While all t4 modest fair SOI& blushe!s leu

Success 4e4 crow,çd Wa fb»4ga "ppa ;q» w0U.
-y yçou 4up4r

Deez kwable spei", Ob 1 leiag mg t

A guileless pleaffl# ý» t4 yomýhfuI 14çart,

Still ruýLY ySg. joya fro» Yffl ý0 yçg impq4

And Ueack brçut with bappi4eâ§ agd Ve.age.
g t-ýç YeR

Yet, thol thffl &iý4ý PIffl 1

Reâeve itâ cueâý _"d every bgo bffl,
As lifels g4y gçe*çe in quick ri

Te luxe tb» keairt and e4p6vute eye&

Soon vice steels ont in thougb" pleawreI& tt*iii,

And spreeds ber raiseriee Qer the -village plaili.

Her baneful arte nom happy hume invM£,

tuker maid



Until, at length, repressed by no control,

They sink, debase, and overwhelm the soul.

How man achinc breasts now live to know

The. shame, the anguish, misery and woe,

That heedless passions, by-no laws confined,

Entail forever on the human' mind.

Oh, Virtue! that thy powerful charms could bind

Each rising impulse of the erring mind.

That every heart might own thy sovereign sway'.

And every bosom fear to disobey

No fatheils heart would then in anguish trace

The sad remembrance of a son's disgrace

No mother's tears for some dear child undone

Would then in streams of poignant sorrow run,

Nor could my verse the hapless story tell

Of one poor maid who loved---and loved too well.

Among the youths that graced their native plain,

Albert was foremost of the vMage train

The hand of nature had profusely shed

Her choicest blessings on his youthfül head

518 THE RISING VILLAGE.
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His heart seenied gffleimus, noMe,3 kind, and fi-eeq c

Just I+stiug inte manimod's euergy.

Floraývas fair, aa4 bioornin« as thiat llower

wilieýýe" itý b-luswm to tw April f3là0wer; (à)

Her geaite wammers and unatudied gla£e

Still added 4eire te Uer boaming face,

While every Wok, by purity refinedi

Displayed tiie Icive;ier beautites Of k« n"d.

Swe" was the 1bour, and peaudui was the sceue

When 41b»rt figat met Floraen thm green;

Her madest jookb-, in youfàfid blacS

Theu t»Ucked his bearti, and thete a CR'4u£st mail

N 0 r long be si ghed, by -W. e mýd raptu m fa. ed

He soon dedamcI tke pusion she inspired.

in silence, b.»"g sweedy,,, Fiîàm ficaM

His vo-w-s of lûv£ vad constmey Prcfegl-ed;
Aud5 as bis Raft and tender ruàt he pressed,1
The inaid, at leng&, & mutual ffimne wnfésaed.
. Love licw had shed, Nxvith visiolus ligtît as Rixe

Ilis goldeu pr4D*peu3 ou thLs. happy pair
Co2
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Those moments soon rolled rapidly away,

Those hours of joy and bliss that gently play

Ardund young hearts, ere yet they learn to know

Lifels care or trouble, or to feel its woe.

The day was fixed, the bridal dress was made,

And time alone their happiness delayed,

The anxious moment that, in joy begun,

Would join their fond and faithful hearts in one.

-'Twas now at evening-Is hour, about the time

When in Acadia5s cold and northern clime

The setting sun, with4ýale and cheerless glow,

Extends his beams o5er trackless fields of snow,

That Flora felt her throbbing heart oppressed

By thoughts, till then, a stranger to her breast.

Albert had promised that his bosom-Is pride

That ýrery morning should become his bride

Yet morn had come and passed; and not one vow

Of his had eler been broken until now.

But, hark! a hurried step advances near,

'Tis Albert's breab upon her lit-tening ear
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Albert's, ah, no ! a ruder footstep, bore,

With eager haste, a letter to the door ;

Flora received it, and could scarce conceal

Her rapture, as she kissed her loverls seal.

Yet, auxious tears ' were gathered in her eye,

As on the note it rested wistfully ; 1

Her trembling hands unelosed the folded page,

That soon she hoped would every fear assuage,

And while intently oler the Unes she ran,ý

In broken half breathed tones she thus begah:

,,,, Dear Flora, I have left my native plain,,

And fate forbids that we shall meet again:

'Twere vain to tell, nor can I now impart

The sudden motive to, this change of heurt.

The vows so oft repeated to thine ear

As tales of cruel falsehood, must appear.

Forgive the hand that deals this treacherous blow.

Forget the heart that can afflict this woe ;

Farewell 1 and think no more of Albert's name,

Iiis'weakness pity, now involved in shame.11
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Ah! who ce» paiat her features as, amazed,

In breathless agmy, she stood and g&zed!

Oh, Albert, ertud Albert! she exclainied,

Albert was aR bar fhlwring accents nanied.

A deaffly feeling sdzed upou ber frame,

Her pulse throbb>d quick, ber colour went and canw;

A darting pain &hot through her frenzied bead,

And ftma that fatal hour ber reaffln fiedi

The sun h" -net; his liagering beams of light

From westem hiUs had vanished inte night.

The nonhem bList akng the valley rolled,

Keen was ùà*t biniqt, and piercing was the cold,

'%Vhen, urged by fremy, and by Wve inspired, .

For what but madmèss tould her bre" have faed

ora, with me WÀgàt mantk r»und her w&ved,

orsook her heipe, and aU the tempest braved.

Uer lovex9s fa"ood wmug ber genfle breast,

His broken vows her tortured mina pmsessed

He«Beffl Of daikger, en àhe bmt her way---ý

Through drifts ofonew, where AlbertladwclUnig lay,
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With frantie haste her tottering steps pursued

Amid the long nights darkness unsubdued

Until, benumbed, her fair and fragile form.

Yielded beneath the fury of the storm.

Exhausted nature could no further go,

And, senseless, down she sank amid the snow.

Now as the morn had streaked the eastern Bky

With dawning light, a passing strangerls eye,

By chance directed, glanced upon the spot

Where lay the lovely sufferer: To hie cot

The peasant bore her, and with anxiolui care

Tried every art, till hope bécame despair.

With kind solicitude his tender wife

Long vainly strove to call her back to life

At length her gentle bosom. throbs again,

Her torpid limbs their wonted power obtain

The, loitering current now begins to flow,

And hapless Flora wakes once more to, woe:

But all their friendly efforts could not find

A balm to heal the anguish of her niind,
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Com bither, wroteb, and soe what thou hut dolle

Behold- the hean thou hut éo f"Iy won,
Behold it, wSwded, broken, emabed and riven,

By thy unnianly arts to puin driven;

Hear Flora oalling on thy mach loved na:me,

Which, elon in madneffl, ràke forbears to blanie.

Not all tày î%ig4 and tearî can new restore

One bour of ploasure that àe kiww hefore

Not , all t1iy prayers cui inx>w remoye the pain,

That floats and revelis oler her maddened brain.

Oh, shanw of mankoed! that could thus betray

A maiden-Is hopeu, aM lead her beart away ;
Oh, shame of mîýnkood! that could blast her jDy,

And one so foir, so Wely, could destroy.

Yet, think mot où gtwh tales of real woe

Degrade the land, and roýwd the village ilow.

Here virtue5e charnis appear ia In-ight array,

And all their pl"ng influence d4lay ;

Here modest youths, iraprmed in beautyle traiu,

Or captive led by lovele endearing ebain,



And fairest girls whom vewo ha-fé ne>ei% béitayed.,

Vows that are broken oft as coM m Ëi&&ý

Unite their hopes, and join iheît rives in one3

In b1isý pursue them, as at firËl bt>guti.

Then, as lifé5s etùTent oÉwEýrd gently ffowg,

With scarce one fault to raffle itz r"Se,
With nùnds preparedi they siùk in peacè te ree.,

To meet un high.Ahe spirit-m of the bleM.

While time thus rolls his rapid yea" a"y,

The Village rýmet3 géntly int-o day.

How sweet it 18, at firét eLppÈôfth ôf mùmt

Before the silvery dew has left the lawn,

When warring winds are sleeping yet on hi-gh,

Or breathe 99 Éoftly as the bosom'S sighý,

To gain soiùe ewq hffi-'.q wtendîng height,

Where ÎII the landscape-brightiens With defiet,

And boundless prospecta strétrhed ôn erery Éide,

Proélaim the lebuntry% industry and piïde.

Here thtk broàd marsh exteiids Its ûpen plain,

Until itq Umfts touch the distant maiù ;

Tif£ AMNG VILLAOË.
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There verdant meads along-the uplands spring,

And grateful odours to the breezes fling ;

Here crops of grain in rich luxuriance rise,

And wave their golden riches to the skies ;

There smiling orchards Înterrupt the scene,

Or gaidens bounded by some fence of green

The farmer's cottage, bosomed Imong the trees,

Whose spreading branches shelter from the

breeze ;

The winding stream that turns the busy mil],

Whose clacking echos oler the distant hill ;

The neat white church, beside whose walls are

spread

The grass-clod hiRocks of the sacred dead,

Where rude eut stones or painted tables tell.

In labQured verse5 how youth and beauty fell

How worth and hope were hurried to the grave,

And tom from those who had no power to save.

Or. when the Summer's dry and sultry sun

Adown the West his fiery course has run
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il.

When o«er the vale his parting rays of light

just lincrer, ere they vanish into, nicrht, 9

How sweet to wander round the %vood-bound lake,

Whose çrlassy stillness scarce the zephyrs wake;

How sweet to hear the murmurinfr of the rill,m

As down it gur"Ies froin the distant hill

The note of Whi p-poor-Will how sweet to, hear, (4)

When sadly slow it breaks upon the ear,

And tells each night, to all the silent vale,

The liopeless sorrows-of its mournful tale.

Màr lovely spot! Oh may such charms as these.-

Sweet tranquil charms, that cannot fail to, please,

Forever reign around thee, and impart

Joy, peace, and comfort to each native heart.

Happy Acadia! though around thy shore (5)

Is heard the stormy wind's terrifie roar;

Thouwh round thee Winter binds his icy chain,

And his rude tempests sweep aloncr thy plain,

Still Sunimer comes, and decorates thy land

'%Vith fruitq and flowers, from her luxuriant band
D
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Still AutumnIs gifts repay the labourerls toil

With richest products from thy fertile soil

With bounteous, store his varied wants supply,

And scarce the plants of other suns deny.

How pleasing, and how glowing with delic-ht

Are now thy budding hopes! 1-low sweetly bright

They rise to view! How full of joy appear

The expectations of each future year!

Not fifty Summers yet have blessed thy clime,

How short a period in the page of time!

Since savage tribes, with terror in their train,

Rushed o-ler thy fields, and ravaged all thy plain.

But some fewyears have rolled in haste away

Since, through thy vales, the'fearlpss beast of prey,

With dismal yell and loud appaRing cry,

Proclaimed bii midnight reign of terror nigh.

And now how changed the scene! the first, afar,

Have fled to wilds beneath the northern star

The last has learned to, slrun man-ls dreaded eye,

And, in his tum, to distant regions fly.
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While the poor peasant, whose laborious care

Scarce froni the ' soil could wring bis scanty fare

Now in the peaceful arts of culture skilled,

Sces his wide barn with ample treasures filled

Now finds bis dwelliýg, as the year goes round.

Beyond bis hopes, with joy and plenty crowned.

Nor culturels arts, a, nâtion's noblest. friend,

Alone oler Scotials fields their power extend

Froni all her shores, with every gentle gale,

Commerce expands her free and swelling sail;

Ai-id all-the land, luxuriant, rich, and gay,

Exulting owns the splondour of their sway.

These are thy blessings, Seotia, and for these,

For wcalth, for freedûm, happiness, and ease,

Thy grateful thanks to Britain's care -axe due,

Her power protects, h er mùles past hopes renew,

Her valour guards thee, and ber ceuneils guide,

Then, may thy parent ever be thy pride!

Happy Britannia! though thy bistorylis page

In darkest ignorance shrouds thine infýànt age,
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Though /long thy childhood's years in error strayed,

--- Aý1ong in superstition's bands delayed ;

Maturld and stronçr, thou shinIst in manhood's prime.

The first and bri(rhtest star of Europels chine.

The nurse of science, and the seat of arts,

The horne of fairest forms and gentlest hearts;

The land of heroes, generous, free, and brave,

The noblest conquerors of th Id and wave

Thy flag, on every sea and shore unfurled,

Has spread thy glory, and thy thunder hurled.

When, oler the earth, a tyrant would have throçvn

His iron chain, and called the -%vorld his own,

Thine arm. preserved it, in its darkest hour,

D estroyed his hopes, and crushed his dreaded p ower,

To sinking nations life and freedom gave,

'Twas thine to, conquer, as 'twas thine to, save.

Then blest Acadia! ever may thy name,

Like hers, be graven on the rolls of fame

May all thy sons, like hers, be brave and free,

Possessors of her laws and liberty ;
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Heir-, of lier splendour, seience, po-ýver, and skill,

And throufrh succeediiio, yeurs lier children still.

And as the sun, with gentle dawning ray,

From nicht's dull bosom wakes, and Icads the dav

Ilis course majestic keeps, till in the hei.rht

He glows one blaze of pure exhaustless licrht

So iiiay thy years inercase, thy glories rise,

".ro bc the wonder of the Western skies

And bliss and peace encircle all thy shore,

Till empires rise and sin-, on earth, no more.

1)2
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NOTESe

NOTE 1, Page 16.

The golden corn triumphant waves ils hîad.

The process of clearing land, though simple, is attended with
a great deal èf labour. The trecs are all felled, so as to lie in
the same direction; and after the fire bas passed over them in

that state., whatever may be left is collected into heaps, and re-
duced to ashes. The grain is then sown between the stumps of

the trees, which remain. until the lapse of time, from. ten tg fif.
teen years, reduces them to decay.

NOTE 2d, Page 24.

Compose-the well-assorted country Store.

Every shop in America, whetber in city or village, in which
tbe most trifling aiticles are sold, is dignified with the titie

of a store.
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NOTIC 3d, Page 29.

Which 8preads ils blossom to the April shower;

The May-flower (EpigSa repens) is indigenous to the wilOs
of Acadia, and in in bloom frova the middle of April to the end

of blay. Its leavez are white, faintly tinged with red, and it
pommes a delightful fragrance.

NOVE 4, Page 37..

The note of Whip-poor-Will how meel to hear.

The Whipïmr-Will iCaprimulgus vociferus) is a native
of America. On a summer's evening the wild and mournful ca-
dence of its note in beard at a great distance; amd the traveller
listens with delight to, the repeated tale of its aorrows.

NOTE 53 Page 37.

Ràppy Acadia! though around thy ohore.

The Provinces of Nova Scotia and New Brunswick now
compreliend that part of British North America, which was

formerly denominated Acadia, or L'Acadie, by the French, and
Nova Scotia by the Engliah.
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'FHE FREAKS OF CHRISTMAS DAY.

CANTO FIRSTO

SiNci& war can raise nor nwre the Poetesv song,

Nor tales of battle to his verse belSg

Since ilOry'S CàUF36 00 10Dger le8dS the fight,

Nor heroeg, deeds heroic stmirm extiter;

An humbler theme now atimatés the lay,

And numbers waker Il The Preaks of Chrùtmas De,'

Those freaks which can or yonth or ne impire,

And bid alike each care and grief retiré.
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In that famed town where chilling blasts and snow

Create, in wintry days, its greatest woe,

And drizzling fogs that creep along the main,

In Junels declining day its only pain

A house, erected by a skilful hand,

Denotes the pride and riches of the land.

This noble mansion, built for men of state,

And destined only for the rich and great,

In turn, was by a a-allant knicrht possessed,

Who fought and bled to, set the world at rest.

In joyous seasons, such as Christmas time,

Gaýnbols and freaks are known in every clime.'

To please the knight, a gay selected few

Here met together for an hour or two,

On Christmas night, each anxious to impart

Those simple pleasures that engage the heart.

Two or three ladies.hére those charms displayed,

That ever are by-chastest minds portrayed:

Three or four Colonels, men of high degree.

Now mixed in social bonds of unity
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Captains and doctors kindly figured here,

ýLnd soin-z of nobles of the highest sphere.
'7

In pléasing converse fast the moments flew,

While different stories different joys renew ;

Till tired of talking, Richmond's heir proposed,

By Christmas gambols that the year be closed.

Agreed, agreed, cry all with loud acclann,

And Blïnd-mans-buff shall be the sportive game.

Yet now distracting thoughts perplexed each mind,

Whose eyes should first to darkness be resigned.

Nor lon-w this doubt to mar the sport remained,

For soon a willing victim, was obtained.

Il Behold in me!" the great Mercator cries,

M'hile shouts of joy and laughter shook the skies,

11, In me, behold a candidate for fame,

Nor doubt my knowledge of this youthful game.

In childhoodIs season many a happy day

Ilve passed in this diverting noisy play,

My power shall then your wishes realize,

My arms encircle, and obtain the prize.31
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Aiid now, behold, a gay bandanna bouad

Mercatorls eyes, and darkness spread around.

Dy Richmond2s heir in solemn silence placed,

The circle-ls centre soon bis presence graced

There stood attentive to those known commands

Which Blind-Man's-buff in every age demands.

Come, pick up pins Il' his noble leader cries,

There are none here,11 he readily replies ;

Then pick up needlest.31 " them I cannot find,

Can men see pins and needles when they>re blind?"-

How many horses does your father own ?51

Two white, two black, and one a handsome

roap ; »

Theu, black, or brewn, red, eorrel, white, or grey,

Turn round three times, and catch whom eler you

May."

As thus Mercator turned three times his bead,

Ladies and lor-& in each direction fled.

With arms extended now he groped his way,

Like one whose optiez neler beheld the day ;
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From side to side his wandering steps retraced,

And gently tables, chairs, or doors embraced

While titter, laugh, and joke on every side,

Increased, the sport which his mistakes supplied.

Now fate determined and Mercatorls ivill,

Whose bad success had argued want of skill,

No longer should his prowess be delayed,

No more his hopes by doors or chairs betrayed.

Some guardian angel whispered in his ear,

Turn te the right, be quick, the sofals near,

He turned, and Io! Irnid laughter, roar, and fun,

He seized the daughter «éf the brave ODunn

And while in stru a ng attitudes he pressed

Her graceful form with rapture te his breast,

Imprinted on her cheek his lips obtained

The grec reward his deeds of darkness gained.

cc Oh! Albyn, Albyn,)ý as he snatched the kiss,

Exclaimed the fair one, Il can you suffer this?

My lord, my life,11 and tears suffused her eyes,

By yon bri«ht Heaven, ne," her husband cries,
2
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Il The ruan who dares, insult a virtuous wife,

Must meet that insult with his forfeit life.

Come, come, my l'ove, no langer here remain,

Assauge your sorrow and your grief restrain.11

How shoâ the muse describe or how impart,

The sudden change that overwhelmed each beart.

In speechleffl îdlfflee hem Mercator gazed, '
There colonehi, lords, and captains enood amazed!

For dire dismgy eaeh 4nxious hoart oppressed,

And dreadful, horrors evexy mind poBsessed.

The Imigbt, gt length, the feçLrful silence br-oke,

While #11 attentive listened as he spolie:

Stay, AlbyP, stay, allow me to expluin,

And thffl rewpve ýhe cause of Q y'Qux pain;

In every oliffl wbere Chriemas frçaks are pl4yo.,
And childish games ýhe sp»rts of men are ma4e >

When Blind-Maials-Buff each joyçus beart inspires,

The sa»e auccau the saine reward acquires.

Ilm grieved to, tbi»k that a»y thing to aight

Couhl cause the least repression of delight,
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My friend Mercator, I must truly isay,

Has been the cause of this unhappy fray,

Yet have 1 known him long, and dare assert

His worst of thoughts would never barm or hurt,

Possesseil of honour and of soundest sense,

His manly soul would iscorn to give offence

His heart neler folt, I can with truth declare,

A wish to injure or insult the fair.

Come then, forgive him, and let friendship cast

Oblivion's sacred mantle oler the past.11

He ceased,-the modest fair one then addressed

The astonished crowd, and thus her thoughts ex-

pressed:

Dear to my heart is an unblemished name,

And dearer still a virtuous woman's fâme

My heart in every case a wish could feel,

Each fault to pardon, and each wrong conceal,

Butý Since I met affront in other's view,

Bc that affront appeased in publie tooM
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To-morrow's sun shall see assembled here,

A court of ladies, who my case shall hear,

Their justice then, and wisdom shall decide,

What's due to an offended womanIs pride.,I'

Mercator heard unmoved his hapless fate,

Then sadly slow retired disconsolate,

While lords and captains to their beds repair,

And lose in sleep the weight of every care.
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THE FREAKS OF CHRISTMAS DAY.

CANTO SECOND*

THiz sun now rose in splendid brightness oler

The snow-clad heights of Nova Scotials shore,

With wintery lustre ushered in the day,

To guilty mortals pregnant with dismay.

Behold a court of inarried ladies held,

In youth and beautys charms by none excelled,

To try the merits of a lady's case,

Andseal Mericatorls credit or disgrace.
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To rule their actions and their conduet guide,

See, Maida, first elected to preside.

The beauteous Maida, whose sweet tempered inind,

Some angel fashioned, or some god designed

Whose gentle manners, unaffected grace,

Still added lustre to her beaming face.

Xariffa, next in youthful bloom appears,

The fhir and lovely mover of our tears

Whose winning miles unconsciously impart

The truth and goodness ofa virtuous heart.

By charming looks and native virtue graced,

On her ricrht side the pretty May was placed,

And next, sweet Leila, in herself displayed

The charms of many a fhir and tender maid.

To take the left, see graeeful Thais named,

Thais, for yo'uth and beauty highly famed.

Close to her side in roseate bloom was seèn,

Diyinely bright, the "Il vexed Bermoothesl' Queen.

Another seat to BeHa was assigned,

Whose generous heart te- kindest deeds inclinedi
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büll laboured for the humble poor's repose,

Their wants relieved and solaced all their woes.

Myra, the fair, the last left seait obtained,

While Chloels gracefuI form the right maintaine(l.

To guard the riglits of every prisoner's cause,

A clairn admitted by their wholesome laws,

Hinda, the wise Judge Adv'ýate became,

And fitter none in all the rolls of fame.

With anxious féar and trembling hope oppresseil,

The fair accuser thus the court addressed

<1 Ye honored ladies, who this court coffipose.

Permit my humble efforts tb disclose

The painful reasons that have led me here,

And bid me in your presence now appear

Last night were met a gay selected few,

To please the knight, and waste an hour or two,

When all proposed a gayne of Blind-Man's-Buff.

For children-Is play a pretty game enourrh,

As 1 and HaRie ox the sofa sat,

Engaged in converse and familiar chat,
F
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'l'lie odious prisoner thinkingit no liai-ni,

Cainc slyly up, and cauglit nie by the ami,

Ind wliilc I tried and strufrgled to get frec,

Oli! matchless deed! bc snatched a kiss froni me.

Dear to, my hcart is an unbleinislied naine,

And dearer still a virtuous woman's fame,

To vour fyreat justice, therefore, I appeal,

And trust your judgment -%vill this insult heal

Then let vour power and wisdom now decide

Wliat's due to an offended female's pride.

To prove my charge let Hallie here repair,

She saw it all, and cari its truth declare.

Before the court the pretty Hallie rose,

While modest softness in each feature glows,

And said; Il she could not certainly declare.

Whether or not the prisoner kissed the fair

She thought that in the bustle of the throng

Mercatorls lips,-but still she might be wrong

For in the midst of so much joy and fun,

$he hardly knew herself what deed was done.



00 
(î lb

111E FREARS or CHRIST.NlAb DAY.

$lie only saw if she 1-etained lier place,

Sheld soon be subject to his kind enibrace,

To cheat his liopes she therefore turned aWay,

And thon lier friend became Mercator's prey.11

The court, arnazed, in solemn silence heard

This charge against the prisoner v)referred,

W, ith deep refrret. they licard. the m-itness too,

Declare the accusation just and true,

'Il Oh, all ye ladics, %N-ho this court conil)ose,"

Exclaimed the lévely Maida as slie rose,

" And please to speak one only at a time,

What punishn-ient is due to this cyreat crime P,

1' Hold, hold,ý, the crrave Judge Advocate replied,

In haste condenin not, nor tinheard decide

First, let the court the prisolier's story hear,

That claims in justice vour attentive ear ;

Perh.aps, he may, -%vhen placed on his defence,

Reftite the charge or palliate the offence.11

Beneath the pressure of a thousand feans.

'Flie sad deJected pri,;oiier noiv appcars,
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Before this great august tribunal stands,

And trembling, listens to its high commands.

Il Mercator, hear! and learn it undismayed,

Against you here a dreadful charge is laid.

Our gentle Albyn has declared that you,

And which our lovely Hallîe swears is truc,

Unmindful of our modest female laws,

And carcless of our high and chaste applause,

Last night embraced her in your hateful arms,

And robbed her cheek of all its fairest charms.

Could you, forgetful of your rank in life,

Thus injure and insult a virtuous wife?

Could you, regardless of our bigh decree,

Thus overwhelm the pride of modesty?

Speak out, let manly truth your accents guide,

Impartial justice shall your cause decide.11

A graceful bow the attentive silence broke,

And thus in faltering terms Mercator spoke:

Il Far from my heart be every low pretence,

To prove or render doubtfal this offence.
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NLO, Iovely fair ones M-hose augubt decrec

Tlii-3 awful day con(lemns or sots me free,

By ail my hopes of carthly bliss 1 swezir,

1 neler intended to insult the fair.

ki boyisli hours, and manhood's brigliter davs,

Ilve oft indulrred in Christmas freaks and plays,

-Ný'hen Blind-lýlan's-Biiff our Scottisli girl.---, inspired,

The sainesuccess the same reivard acquired ;

Ai!d wh.-n, laSt Di ght, 1 sn.-,itche(l thestrugglingkiss,

1 felt unconscious that 1 did aniiss;

But since rny vouthful. deeds sueli pain impart,

And cause such ancruiý;.h to a tenâer hèart

01,, could this fatilt. vour pardon once obtain,

My lins should neler solicit ié, again:

Then in vour wisdov.n 1 repose my cause,,

a-y justice provern, merry g ide your la-,vz-."

T lie cou rt-Nva s elcarld, unscen the M use reinain1d.

And thus their grave proccedings she obt,-iine(l.-

cc Oh., ail ve ladies! wlio this court

Exclainied the lovely Maida ý-qs -zlie ro.-3rý
1.:!
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And please te speak one only at a time,

What punishment is due te this great crime

How vile a deed it is te kiss the fair,

And married too, you must be well aware.

Mercator has declared with manly sense,

He did net mean te give the least offence,

And thouff h I feel in every way inclined

This fault te pardon with a willing mind,

We should, I think, some strong example rùake,-'

That forward men may learn by this mistake,

If they infringe our sacred female laws,

And act unmindful of our chaste applause,

Our power unbounded and our high decree

Can plunge theiý, bearts in endless misery.

Then let each member in her turn. dècide,

What's due in justice te our injured. pride,

- Speak fu-st, thou lovely mover of our tears,

What punishment te you most fit appears ?I'

Suppose," Xariffa cried, mild, meek, and sage,

We black his face, and send him on the stage.'4
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1- Oh, dear me, no 111 exclaimed the pretty May,

cc What ? let him come before uis in a play!

Believe me, ladies, if 1 had my will,

His presence soon should grace a Treading MUVI

61 There is,11 said Leila, Il in the Artillery Park,

A great, big mortar, monstrous black and dark,

Ild put him in it for a week or two,11

Il Oh, yes,11 said Bella, Il that indeed will'do.11

Il I think,11 replied the 1 vexed Bermoothes, Queeu,

Il At balls and plays he should uo more be seen,

Beneath my roof he never shall appear,

Witb my consent at least for half a year.111

Il If," Myra said, le his fate were in my hand,

Ild send lüm to some rocky barren land,

To dig and delve ;11 Il Yes,1ý Chloe soon replied,

And cat the rootz which nature has supplied."

Though last of all in this fair band of fame,

Let me," cried Thais, 14 your attention claim:

î Though young, perhaps, 1 may this day impart

1 A way to punisk that will please each laeart.
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While driving yesternoon aloi)or the street,

1 chanced a crreat birr black drity horse to incet)

His head and face,%vere -%vith. a bridle bound3

And leathern straps about his mouth %vent round.

1 asked my father why lie was confiiied,

And for what purpose werc the straps desi-med,

He s,tid the horse was very apt to bite

Those ladies who micrht coine withiii Iiis siglit,

To avert the dan(rer that mifrht thus arise,

They placed a muzzle just below his eyes.

My plan would be, if the fuir court 's' agre cd,

Much in the self-same manner to procced.11

Gg Bravo! aorreed! yes, yesII -acli niernber crlf.,-.,,C

And shouts of approbation filled the skies.

Silence! the court you say arc all acrreed,

Mercator's mouth to niuzzle for this deed.

Let him be called, and hear the Iii(T-h decrce

Which justice grants to Albyn's iiio(les4t-.v."

CG Hcar, Mercator, hear! what we now decide

Is jtistly dtit- to injured zilbyn's pride.
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'l'lie court decrees you must for soine short time

Without delay, be muzzled fer your crime,

And on your future conduct will depend,

The day when this sad punishment will end.',

Il Whateler the court decrees I shall obey,

1 trust too, not far distant is the day
lb

Your lost esteem my conduct will regain,

And my submission your regard obtain.11
Pl

The Court dissolved, Mercator walked away,

And en4ed thus, Il The Freaks of Christmas Daý%-!"
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MISTAKE9

COýNIE5 Muse, and sinry how doctors spread flieir

fame,

And well bred. ladies gain a deathless name.

From small mistakes what direful troubles flow,

How trifling errors prove the source of woe ;

In life's oay scenes what trivial things impart.

A moment's joy or anguish to the beaft. -

Near Sackville's stream, that winding through

the plain,

Pours its dark waters to the distant main,

There by a gentle slope a mansion stands,

By woodis encouipassed, rocks and sterile Jands.
G
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By nature barren, though the o,%viier'.-: toil

With time and culture kad ii-nproved the soil.

This spacious house contained. a lovely pair,

He kind and tender, she divincly fair

Whose lives in one contented course werc passed,

And every hour seemed happier than the last.

Their beauteous children too by numbers proved,

How great the bliss of those who long had loved.

It chàneed the maid fell ill, I cault say why,

Maidens are mortal, and must therefore die.

But so, it was, death stared her in the face,

And Betty fancied hers a dangerous case.

Straight to her mistress, then, in fright she flew,

11 Dear ma9am, oh nia-am! what, madam, shall 1 do?

15m sick, l"m ill indeed, and fuJl of pain,

It comes and goes, oh, there it comes again;

Oh, send to town, dear mistress, if you please,

I'm sure some physie now would give me ease.11

C-good Beuy, do not thus alarrn your mindil

RePlied her gentle niLQUess; Il bc resigned;
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fis soine slight eold. youlve caught and nothhig

more,

A few hours rest will soon your health restore..

Go, get a nice warm drink, and go to sleep,

First bathe your feet, and doInt forge to keep

Yourself well wrapped and covered up with

clothes,

YoitII find your head much better for repost."

The morning came, but still poor Betty grieved,

The niçrht had not her sad complaints relieved.

Arrain she sought her mistress, and applied

For what the night before had been denied.

Dear malam, the drink in vain bas given nie re

My licad is still with dreaclful pain oppressed,

Do let our Thomas now to town repair,

Helll not be long, Ilm sure, in going there.11

ýI -oý Betty, noll' the tender fair replied,

;I ItIs much too earl yet you know, beside,

John will be busy, Thonias canIt attend,

1 Proiniscd that 1 would. the chariot lend.
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But Mr. Paire repairs to toNvri to-day,

And to the doctor shall your fears convev.*«

At nine o1clock the breakfast cloth was laid.

With coffee, tea, and toast thereon displaved

And, tete-a-tete, the wife and husband sat,

Talkinfr of balis, and plays, and such chit-chat.

Nly love," the lad cried, Il Ilm grieved -to say,

Betty, our maid's, extreu-iely ill tc-day.

Last evening, just before we went to bed,

A dartiner pain attacked lier in the head,

I thou«rht 'twas merely cold, but there appear

Some dan fyerous.syniptoms which excite my fear."'

Dear me.," rejoined the spouse, Il l'ni sorry too,

Bettyls a creature faitliful, good and true ;

Soon as my breakfast's oler l'Il go to town,

And there consult the skilful Doctor Brown,

He, I ani sure, will soon afford relief,

And far remove the source of Bettyls grief.'e

To toivn went Page, and with a serious e-tec,

ReJated to his friend poor Dettyls case:
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Detu- Brown,, our inaid is very ili in(leeti,

Pray let some person to our house procced,

This morning in a dangerous state she lies,

And frightens all the children with her cries,

Complains of aches about her bark and head,

And fears shelll soon bc nunibered with the dea(-I.'

Il Bless me," replied the doctor, Il this is bzid

Relief immediate must of course be had:

1111 send some one, will Bland or Larkin do ?

Either, this, instant, shall repair with you;

In this, as every other case confessed,

Larkin, 1 think, will answer much the be;st

Where woraen's feelings nicely arc obseued,

A niarried man should ever bc preferred.',

While thus the honest spouse his time ci-riployeti,

Far other cares his tender wifé annoyed,

Those cares that give good wives sincerc deliglit,

As overlooking, putting things to riglit,

Traininir the servants, senditiop boys to school,

-ilid makingpies by Mistress Glasslis rulçL.
(;0
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'171jese duties ended, every labour o'er,

John was directed, till the hour of four,

His fiair and beauteous mistress to deny,

To all who micpht in inorning calis apply.

And now, obedient to his masterla will,

Larkin directs his course oler bridge and hill

And mounted on his noble dark bay marc,

With eacer haste drives through the frigid air -

Before the door arrived his knock proclaims

To all who, hear some one admission claemoes-.

The door unlocked, the gallant doctor cries,

Pray is your master in P, ','no," John replies

My master went to town two hours ago;"

Your mistress then's at home?" Il oh, no sir, no!

Shels gone out too, and wont be home before

The afternoon, at three o1clock or four."

«If that's the case, IIII see the servant maidý,

And please to say, if not by weakness staid,

That Doctor Larkin is at present here,

And,%vould be glad if sheld at once appear.ý'
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Aý> John Nvas gone to sunimon down the inaid,

In inorninap dress and dishabille arraved

While her loose zone abundant proof affords,

How ladies wish to bewho love their lords,

The mistress entered ! think with what surprise

All ve who such a sight can realize :

Oh, oh ! you little rogue, my pretty heart,

Your case is clear I see, come., now ùnpart

Your story, 1111 be secret, when and where,

What luckless hour deceived a girl so fair.",

Sir," cried the lady, while her blushin« face

Convinced the Doctor of her sad disgTace

Il If here you come disposed to give offence,

Some other subject might afford pretence.'11

Come, come, sit down-, and tell me all your grief,"

Replied the Doctor, 1« 1 can grant relief:.

Come, tell me all about it, tell me who
, and untrue

Has thus been faithless crue] r

Sir," cried the lady in a inonstrous rage,

1. Sir, 1, 1 ani Mistress, Mi-.tre-7c% Page.- !%,
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6ood licavens, the astonislied Doctoi

For every thing but this lie went prepared

bc Madarn, 1 beg-1 hope, tfiatý--' 1 méan-

1 understood to--day yould not bc seen,

The servant told me at the outer door,

Yould not I)e hoine until the hour of four

Upon my word 1 took you for the maitt,

And thuis my want of knowledrre have betraye(l;

But pray forgive me, madam, if 1 say

«Youlve caused yourseif this sad mistake to-(Iav.jt

'17he-Doctor saw the inaid, and soon relieved

The pains and aches that Betty sadly grieved

Refreslicd %,.itli calile aRd wine he then

Returned to town, and tells the ta)c to 3-Ou.
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BEATH OF FINNETTEO

Coiw& here, Finnette, my great decrec

From, which no hope remaim for thee,

This day resolves to take your life,

And end your barking, brawl, and stri fe

Your black unkindness rives my licart,

Your baseness, cruelty, and art,

No longer shall protection find,

To guilt IIII bc no longer blind,

But for your crimes your life 1111 take,

And dro-N-n you in the briny lake,

That dogs may learn from. your sad fitte,

A warnin1g lessuit erc too late,
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NViieiic'ei- tlieN- break flieir lord'-s coiiiiiiaiiil.

And scorzi tlie bounty o f his liand.

That justice wilI not cease to trace,

And puuish all the canine race;

Therellore, at thrce, oli, fat-al hour

1111 come, and with trenieudous power,

Relentless by a dreadful, whirl,

To shades below your body hurl!

My lionored master, ever dear,

One moment my petition hear ;

Oh say, for what untoward crime,

Unheard in young lifels opening prime,

Can you thus shorten all my days,

The whole too short to speak your praise

Oh, tell me, what sad act of strife

Deserves so soon the loss of life ?

Unconscious of the deed Ilve done,

How lost your love or anger won,

My wish bas ever been to please,

Oh, take my life when that shall cease;
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My tlinti«hts no other munster own,

No other patron have 1 kîè(>wu,

By actions 1 have tried tom shew,

The debt of gratitude 1 owe.

Can you forge, for your dear sake,

How often 1 have lain awake,

How often watched by your bed side,

Froin morning dawia till eventide ?

How oft obedient to your call, -

A stonc 1 brought, or stick, or ba-Il

And while your plensure you exprésijed,

Have fondly poor Finnette cares"d.

Oh, think and still remember thif;,

That all my joy and bighest Miss

Have been to love and you obey,

No wish beside could 1 betray.11

Vile do&, this caÛting, lying tale,

No useful purposo.can avail.

Your very words impel your fate,

And now repentance Comes too late.
H
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My best commands have met your slight,

Which-kindly bade you not to fight.

Have 1 not chid your horrid noise,

When Varking at the dirty boys ?

Have 1 not told you not to stray,

And yet how A you ran away?

Have you not often lain.your head,

Upon my nice, cleau, new-made bed ?

And wlien I beat you for the fault,

Until 1 made you limp and halt.,

You still contenrmed, despised my laws,

And laid again your filthy paws,

And left behind your nasty fleas,

To fatten on my féet and knees.

My servant's heel did you not bite,

Until he roared with pain and spite ?

At last youlve reached so bad a state,

You growling, biting, vile ingrate,

That Ilve declàred you shall not stay,

To shame my bouse another àay.
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,' Kind master still one moment hear,

If e'er Finnette to you were dear,

If ever by a sportive art,

1 pleased your kind and tender heart,

Do not forsake me in despair,

Despise not now my humble praver.

My guilt and folly stand confessed,

By shaine and grief my heart's oppressed,

And all my life could not atone,

For deeds of vice and riot donc

My life a forfeit to your rage,

Alas ! too at an early age,

1 ask not, nor do 1 complain,

That death will finish soon my pain.

Yet, oh! I leave my pups behind,

Four little pups which yet arc blind,

Exposed to bitterness and ivant,

And left to seek some wretched haunt

Far from a motherls care, indeed!

It inakes my very heart-strings bleed.
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llave then, in pity sparc

MY lifle il) pctace until 1 rear

My gentle whelps, that they may know

Iloiv -rreat my- penitence, and woe.55

rour wi--sh is late, your wheips can gain

No knovledfre of their inother5s pain.

Their ç->-es are elosed, thçir breath. is fled,

Their bodies numb-red with the dead,

Boncath the waves immersed, they fic,

The sea is now their canopy.

.X.crone, like them the oceaWs wave

Shall Ix, your sad and watery grave.

For when my daily toil is oler,

1111 send you to vour puppies four,

About vour neck a cord shail go,

A stone attached, and then IIII throw

Your worthless body to the waves,

Fit place for dogs' and puppiesl' graecs.

Tremendous thought! in young -lifels bloom,

Stern (Icath consigerns me to the tomb,
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A fev short fleetinir moments oler,

And poor Finnette will be no more.

Oh, all ye dogs, my fate who learn,

This warning lesson do not spurn,

Ye dogs who snuff the northern air,

Ye greyhounds fleet who course the hare,

Ye poodles with your shaggy coats,

An dop with your brazen throats,

Ye beagles, trained. to beat the field,

And spaniels which, obedience yield,

Ye pugs, and curs, and small turnspits,

The cook's attendant, and the wit's ;

Mastiffs and whelps, and all who find.

A safe abode with human kind,

Whether, on Lapland's snows ye run,

Or pant. beneath a scorching sun

Whether ye grace a lady's lap,

Or on the hearth-rug take a nap;

Whether ye rruard the rich man's gate,

Or cottage of an humbler statez



94 è DEATIf OP FINNETTE

By juy example wisdoni lenrii,

And froin your vicious habits turn,

Your lord's affection try to sharc,

Your fnaster-ls wishes be your care.

And when to rest you féel inclined

Take such a place as is assigned,

And never, never, lay your head,

Upon your master's new-made ed

Remember, all who learn my fateq

And shun my errors ere too late.11

She ceased-the atone high upward hiftled

Removed poor Finnette from the world;

And now she rests bencath the main,

For ever frcé from guilt and pain.
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NEW-YEARIS ADDRESS.,

TiiE clays arc all crone and the moments arc fled,

Tliat filled up the last fleetiiict year,

Iii vain may we si gh but they cannot bc led

To linger acrain with us here.C

With pride, my dear Patrons, 1 offer my lay,

By our customs a tribute now due ;

A task ever pleasing my cluty to pay,

And the events of the past year review.

Through the wide-spreading world still the baii-

ner of peace,

Is in beauty and spletidour unfurled,
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Exc'ept, oler the vallies and mountains of Greecey

Once the glory and pride of the -%vorld.

Oh ! -%vhere is thebosorn so cold or so taine

That feels not her insults and woes ;

While the home of her gods, and her temples of

fame

Arc trampled by tyrants and foes.

Oh ! where is the eye that can shed not a tear

For her heroesývho nobly have bled

Li -%Nhose cause lias been s'acrificed .-#.Il that ýNva%

dearl

And the spirit of Byron lias fled.

Yet, 'twas worthy thy fate, oh, thou wonder of

earth,

Thus to. fall at so noble a shrine

'Twas worthy thine honor, thy fame, and thy birth,

..And a genius immortal like thine.
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Froni the gay fields of France aqýI her ville-rover-

ed bowers,

SÛR de spirit of liberty flies

And Italy, parent of sunshinè aind flowers,

A refucre to freedom denies.

And Spain, once the spot of the gallant and brave,

And chivalry's splendid array;

Now ruled by a despot, a fool and a slave,

Wastes in anguish her manhood away.

Still England, fair England, is happy and frec

As the wave which encircles her shor>
The f-Iread of the world, and the Queen of the sea,

She owns not a wrong to deplore.

While in regions far distant the moments of time,

Thus brightly or sadly have sped,

With pleasure we turn to our own favoured, clime,

And witness the twelvemonth that's-fled.
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Oler the hearths of--our childhoodi the altars of

Still frecdom and happiness reign;

There contentment presides, so unwilling to roam,

While industry smiles on each plain.

To the breeze of the morn, see the white swelling

sail

Of commerce unshackled expandý

Confined to no spot it may catch every gale,

And visit cach far distant land.

Therels the ship at the Il Covell will bc fit very

SOOD5

To sport on the fathon-iless tide,

And the Il Whaler,11 Ilm told, will bc ready in June,

On the billows of Ocean to ride.

Oikr well-beloved Il Trustyll returns in the spring,

To her native son's rocky-bound shore ;
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ýInd with lier silks, coffec and--rýottons, will briiig-

Froin the coasts of Bengal and Mysore.

How pleasant, instead of the soft tallow light,,

Thâ-t flitters away in our halls

To sec a wax taper trausparent and bright,

Enliven our suppçxeand balW.

Far better Ilm sure, than the puppieý that bark-,

And annoy us earh day in the street

To have a fine lion our g uard after dark,

Or a tirrer to croulch at our feet.

What fun for us devils to print all the news

About Rajahs, and all sorts of teas

The I)rices of silks, and the death of Hirûloos,

And of feats in the grcat southern seas.

Nor from this gource alone -vvill 1 fill up my page,

Otber sgl)ýcets my labour shall share,



98 NËW-YEAP,'S ADJJPIESS.

The world's moral inap, and the hints of the sage,
Shall meet with attention and care.

Then, my Patrons, accept for the year that is

passed,

My thanks, and my gratitude too

My future endeavours, 1 hopé, like the last, -

Will obtain a reception from you.

If pleasure and love, with their sweet bloomy

flowers,

Have circled each innocent heart

Oh ! still may they linger around your dear

bowers,.

Nor eler féel a wish to depart.

And thus, your poor poet will finish his lay,

Thus express his best wishes while here:

-May the morning be happy, and joyous the day,

That u5hers iii- every New Year !
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FOR 1827.

BEFORE VOU, dear Patrons, once more 1 app ear

And wish you sincerely a happy Ne-%v-Year.

By your faver encourageil, acrain, on this day,

My tribute of verses -with pleasure 1 pay,

To your kindness a tribute in gratitude due,

And proud shall 1 be were it worthy of you.

Then, if nqt obtrusive my Muse you will deem,

Permit me to tell how Il 1 dreamed a drearn.

Methoucrht by niy labour fatigued. and oppressed,

Setting Pica and Brevier, 1 sank into rest

When, full in my view appeared a bright dome,

-Niajesztic as erst wcre th tem es of Rome
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Oti columns or books fFolil Il the Pocts

An(l Nýrought by their hancls its vast m-ei-rht -was

sust,-iîiicd.

While seulptured lu order and bc-auty around,

A cornice of songs the cray capitals crowned.

1 cv«azed on thc structure -vvith a-%ve and surprise,

For it scci'ned in its splen dour to Hend Nvith tlie,

sk ics,

And in briçrllt golden letters as nearer 1 came,

1 saw on its front Il "File Proud 'lemple of Faine.5,

Deli(ylited at thisl ere a ii-ioilieiit's delay

1 aclvanced to the, crate of ÙÙ8 palace of day

1 passed throupli the portal, an(-[ oh! what ac 1 1
There 1 saw the nine Muses, all r"-diaiit and briçéiit.

In silence 1 stood, while with. aNve 1 surveyed

The beauty and grace of cach hcaven-born maid.

On the right, in one corner, sat Clio the fair,

Readin« Seotland's Statisties, by Sir John Sinclair

Euterpe was singing divinely bcside her,

The music of Freïschutz by Car1oýý, Von Welier
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Miss Tliglia was there with her comical eye,

Roaring loudly at Liston in fionest Paul Pry

Farther on 1 observed the sad Tragedy Queen

Weepinçt oler the lost talent of poor Edmund

Kean.

Alas!" slie cxclàimecl, Il that such worth shpuld

expire,

In 1 the soldiers are out, and the town is on fire.,

On the left, Miss Terpsichore, sprightly and gay,

A la Vestris un pas seul was footing away

Miss Erato stood near her, in each hand a book,

Moorels 1 Loves of the Angels,' and famed 1 Lalla

Rookh ;'

While Byron's 1 Childe Harolde and 1 Juan's-Third

- Part,

EnSrossed the whole care of Calliopels heart.

On the riçvht of the centre Urania was plac-ed,

And the left by sedate Polyhymnia was graced,

"fhc first in cleep thou(ght on the course of ît

Pre(ficting to a ycurs war
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"Flic other tselecting a set of new ruleml

T'o alter-the locrie no-%v ttaticllit in the schools.

'l'Éuseacli one enrraged, and N"ithcouracre-posses.-i'il,

Méthought the fair Muses at length 1 addressed.

Misses Muses," said. 1, Nvheii, ye (rods! -vli-,it a

screarn

it waked nie not out of my dreani,

Oh, the devil! the devilVI exclaimed. all the nitie,

Assist us, oh, save us, Apollo di-vine!"

Thussereaminc they rushed altogether, and then

They scattered like chickens froni under a hen.

Ere a moment elapsed the -divine frod of son o- -

Appeared in the midst ofthe, poor frifrhtened throng

Il WhatIs the matter, 1 he cried, Il whence arose

that wild, cry-5

That just now invaded. ouýr inansion on hich ?

-,Look there,11 they exclaimed, is the cause of
Î%

lir right,

There, there, dear -*Pollo, see that child of the

night.
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:nid lilq (rocIAiipý l< wli-,., liere lu tl)il-;

-l'hon (lemon ot'tl,«,trkness, thou inip of disgrace.

Your crodsliip," said 1, for 1 Nvislied to bc civil,

Vn-i a young simple lad-a printer's poor devil,

Ti-ý a custoni with us, on a New-Yearýs joyous

day,

To offer our Patrons sonie well written lay;

E ach apprentice composes in turn an adidress,

And Ned,- being eldest, sent the last from our press.

It was nothing for him, but, alas! 1 muchfcar,

1 shall never be able to write one this ycar,

ULall lose everl New-Year-s gift, credit, and fame,

-Ind bc turned off at age, without a good name.

Thou(rh my hands are so black, and so inky my face,%

Please your godship, 1 sprung from a white lookitior

race

flien pity my case, I)m at'best a poor Poet,

Ïût 1 wish net-that every town critic should kno-t%-

it.",
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CC Poor impI' crîed the Muses, but vou frighten-

. ed us sol

-Well there make vour peace -%vith the god of the

bow. 1,
é.C Then hear Il said the crod, as lie rose to the, sky,

Waftinir softly on air to, the regions on hiçrh,

And observe iny decree-let each goddess impart,

To help the poor devil, sonic share of her art,

ànd touched by your spirit, your fancy and fire,

With genius and talent his bosora inspire."

Go t1ýenII said Misf-;,,Clio, Iland tell allthewor-llt/,,e

The banner of peace is still proudly unfurled,

That the crenius of liberty lio-%,Prs in vain

Oler the fields of Italia, of Russia, and Spain

That Greece with her.lieroes still manfully drawi

Her sword for her frecdom, her rights, and her laws

,nd crowned -%%,-ith success, again Athens will be

The home of the brave, the victorious, and free.

That Britain in grandeur her station gustains,
And Il Queeii of the Occan Il her empire niaintains,
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lirhouwh the clouds. of inisfortune have darkened

her shore,

They arc passed to revisit her children no more,

Acrain from her anfruish rejoicing shelll. rise,

The mistress of nations, and care of the skies.

Il Go téll all the children of Acadials dear plain,

There happiness, plenty, and liberty reicrn.

In climates far distant, that commerce and trade,

The -white swelling sails of their ships have dis-%

played

That riches and'honour from industry spring,

And the wealth of the Indien is borne on its wing.11

Il Go say," from Calliope, last oirthe nine,

To the writers and poets who bow at my shrine,

Well 'pleased with theà 1 homage, - each talented

name

1 will trace, with his work, on the records of fâme.

The author's sound pamphlet whose well written

pagq,

The wisdom displays of a judge and a sage.
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Aiid for Bliss who has stoo(l for his dettr couwry.,

1 will weave the same vvreath as for those gallant

knights,

Who, like Kempt, in each, clime waved theïr swords

in the sun,

Till Waterloo crowned all the fields they had woii.

When works of such merit on my altars they raise,

The Muse of Heroies will hail them with. praise.

Now beçrone little devifll' another wild scream

Invaded my ears, and I waked from my dream,

And thus, my dear Patrons, havinfr told it to you,

Till another New-«Year 1 will bid you Aklicu!
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Tii, frratefuil task with promptness 1 obcv

That now demands rny tributary lay.

Before niy Patrons I this time appear,

in strains of welconie to the coniing year,

And thouçsh Ned's place 1 can but ill supply,

Young birds must learn to hop before they fly.

I trust you'Il not my muse presumptuous deeni,

If 1, like him, relate an humble dreani

Alike engaged in the same honest cause,

I hope to gain some share of your applause.

Methought I slept, and Io ! before my sight,

A form appe-ared arrayed in robes of light.

Angelic sweetness oler each feature played,

Her azure pves soft innocence portrayed,
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Her flo-ti-iiig tresses oler her shoulders thrown,

Just touched the marain of her waist-bound zone

A faultless form her shining ch-ess displaye

-Faultless and fair as that celestial maid,

Who first unbars the portals of the morn,

And sheds her rosy light on hill and lawn.

As thus entranced with wonder and delight

1 gazed in silence on the beauteous sprite.

Mortal," she said.1, in accents mild, Il arise,

come to thee commissioned from the ýk-ies ;

Thy prayer, this moment at our throne preferred,'

To see each kingdom of the world ! is heard

To guide thee safely round this earthly spherc,

And trace cach action of the varied year,

To me belongs :-arise, come haste away,

Th hopes rnay vanisli with the least delay.11

Thus liavincf spoke slie çrently waved her hand,

Atid forth arose at her supreme command,

A splendid car, of rosy shell-work made,

With jasper stones and amethysts inlaid
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enibossed a-xle flornied oî limissive goltl,

oti starry wheels of dazzling brightness rolled

la silken harness frorgeously arrayed,

Tivo i-nilk--%Yhite steeds tlicir polished limbs clis-

played,

While reins of hair, froni -increls' locks obtiiiiie(l

Their course, by turns directed or restraineLl.

Mortal," agaiii the Io-vely seraph cried,

Ascend and sit in safety by iaiy side,

And since the faith and streneth of those on higli

To mortal minds our heavenly la-%vs deny,

This braided wreath, fornied of a seraplils hair,

Whose dyinfr breath entrusted to rny care,

With gentle pressure niust thy temples bind,

Its macrie touch will guard thee, and, confined,

Let not a thought or wish thy lips betray,

My power acknowletige, and rny voice obey,

Or, like Solls son by Jovels resentinent hurled,

Down thou výilt -:iiik hisens-zite to th-%, -%vorld.
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Now, speed my coursers, speed and haste aývay,

Where eastern suns awake the glorious d-,iy.11

She ceased : and then majestically slow,

We rose and left the shinincr -%vorld below,

The distant hills receded from my view,

And blended softly with the etherial blue

But soon, by ardent strenfrth and vigour fired.

Or by the lovely spirit's power inspired,

The fiery coursers with impetuous fliulit,

Rushed onward to the rosy 'ates of liglit

Swifter than Simoom's blast we seemed to fly,

,-nd drive like li"htning throucrh the liquid sky ;

A lambent flame the wheels behind us drew,

Thàt shone like sunbeams on the morning dew -

Through all my veins 1 felt a'thrilling glow

Of rapture and ecstatic pleasure flow,

Oler every sense a soft enchantment stole,

And calmed the risino, tumults of my soul.

Again the seraph spoke Néw turn thine eve,

Behold, as gently down we sweep the sky,
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Tum xi.Nci)oiýis OF THE EARTII ili order ratged,

From Timels fa-st moment cireling and unchanged.

Sce on the left, where Britain's sea-girt Isles,

Iii frecdom nursed, and blessed with fortunels

smiles,

Their rank and power supremely great maintain,

The queen of arts and mistress of the main. 
YThough Canning's fate, by de-athls relentless

hand,

Dre-%v tears of sorrow froin the mournful land,
IF

Mile Peel, or such as he, each action guides,

And oler fier courts a patriot King presides,

On sure foundations rest her wealth and fame,

Her deathless glory and immortal name.

Far on the riorht, behold Iberials race,

In ignorance sunI., and fettered by disgrace.

Unworthy sons of proud and gallant sires,

No spirit warms thern, andno glory fires

Bencath a despot, servile and depraved,

They live dishonored, and expire enslaved.
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Here lovely France in joy and plenty rel"11S,

Health in lier clime, and inirth in all her plailis

And there Italia spreads lier bloomy bowers,

The land of sunshine and perennial flowers.

Where yon broad walls old ocean's breast oppc& e,

The'amphibious race of Hollanders repose;

And far beyond the powerful realnis extend,

That Austria, Prussia, and the Russe defencie

Behold fair Greece, whose seats of claýsic lore..

Of gods and sacred temples arc no more.

Still hordes of focs possess lier fertile field,

Her children still to tyrants basely yield ;

In vain her son his sword of vengeaiice draw-:,

His heart's pure blood flows vainly in her cause,

While base-born treachery lurks on every land,

And leaders sell for gold their native land.

0115 no ! the hearts that would their freedoni gain',

In truth and lionor must their rights maintaiii,

Dis-mrace can - èlaim no refuge froni the brave,

Nor cowards fill a Grecian PatrioUs grave.
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Thus liaving traced the realms of eastern skies,

Mortal, NveIll tura where other worlds arise.

Speed, speed, my coursers, speed and haste away,

Where.,4lumbering-sinks to rest the lord of dýày.11

Acain the steeds, by matchlesw science driven,

Inipetuous rushed adown the vault of heaven.

Beneath the car the broad Pacifiý rolled,

One bright, vast, undulating sea of gold.

And soon afar like distant clouds arose

The Andes, mountaïus of eternal snýC!

Till slowly sinking near the earth we drew,

Wliere DarienIs Isthmus lay exposed to view.

11 See where extending to the southern pole,

Àround whose*base terrific oceans roll,

In giant gre-atness, stretch those fertile lands,

Whose nobler sons disdain their fathers' bands.

The crincring slaves of tyrant Kings no nýore;,

The shouts of freedom now from shore to shore

Resound; the valiant, free, and brave,

No force can conquer, and 'no power enslave.



Far to the left ColunAais States surve% ,

The powerful empire of soinc future day.

In childhoodIs hour upon a mother's breast,

They safély leaned, caressing and caressed.

But children oft desert a parent's cause,

Contenin her counsels and despise her laws,

And thus with thern ; in manhood*îs ripened hour,

They flew to arms, and then disowned her power.

Yet time, a sure criterion niust decide,

Who best a liation5s destinies can guide,

The son,%vho owns a proud republiels sway,

Or chiidren that a sovereigals lavs obey.

Still fuither on to carthls remotest ends

Whose unknown coast eternal ice defends,

The Inclian's home, and refuge of the deer,

The trackless fields of Canada appear.

But M" ark the fruitful realins that intervene,

And like a garden variegate the lenc;

Thy own dear native land ACADI.&LS PLAIN,

That. winds its devious course alonçr the main.
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Free commerce there lier flowin" sttil expan(Is,

And bears her freiçrhted ships to (lifferent lands;

With bounteous hand there nature crowns the fielti,

And autumnIs fruit a rich abundance yield;

-No scanty pittance wrung from barren soil.

But plenteous crifts repay the laborer's toil,

While all the land luxuriant, rich, and gay,

Hope, freedom, peace, and happiness display.

There arts will rise, and each returnincr sprii)g

Will bear increasing splendour on its wing;

Then round the land as beams of science plaý-,

And all its secret wealth expose to day,

Without prophetic aid 1 may proclaini

Its future greatness and unrivalled name

Mortal, farewell ! my pleasing task is done,

And 1 return to meet the settincr sun,

Yet ere I go, a seraphls gift divine,

My braided wreath of haïr, you must resign-11

11 Seraph, my thank-s!, 1 she vanished from my view,

1 woke, and thus my dream reveal to you VI
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THE TWENTY-POURTH PSAL14.

The spacious world to, God belongs,
1Man, beast, I and fish, and bird

He formed the compass of the earth

By his Almighty word.

He framed and fixed it on the seas,

By his Almighty hand,

Prepared and stablished on the floods

Its great foundations stand.

Who shall ascend and see the Lordi

Who shall behold his face ;

What mortal reach his holy hill,

Or view his holy place ?
L
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That inan who hath an upright heart,

Whose hand from guilt is free ;

Whose mind is led from vain pursuits

And deeds of injury-

He shall receive, uh joyful sound,

The blessing of the Lord,

And righteousness bis life shall crown,

Through eod his Saviour's word.

These are the people of the Lord,

The chosen of his race;

These are the sons, oh! Jitobls God,

--- ý Of them that seek thy face.

Erect your heads, ye gates unfold,
erAnd spread your golden wings

Lift up your everlasting doors,

Behold the King of King&!
41
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%Vho is the King of glory ? who

The Lord for might renowned,

Who guides the battle by bis power,

And conquers, all around.

Lift up,. ye gates ! ercet your headg,

In shinincy state displayed,

The King of glory, Io! he com",

lu majesty arrayed.

Who is the King of glory ? who ?

The God who mercy bringrs

The Lord of Angels and of Host3,

And ever King of Kinp 1



THE NINETY-FIFTH PSALM.

Oh, come 1 and let us to, the Lord

Our grateful voices raise,

Ili our salvation's strength rejoice,

And ever sing his praise.

Let us with psalnis of love and joy

Into his courts repair -

Before his presence thankful come,

And shew our gladness there.

For God, the Lord, is great and good',

He is the God alone

Above all gods a mighty king

Upon his heavenly thronc.
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The corners of the spacicus earth

Are compassed by his band,

The hills are his, and all their strength

At his supreme command.

The sea is his, he marked its beands

And all its power controls

His hand prepared and foimed the lands

Extending to the Poles.

Oh, come! and let us worship. God,

F all down before his face;

In rapture kneel unto the' Lord,

The maker of cur race.

He is the Lord, our gracious God,

Who can our wants supply,

Like sheep Nve in his paBtareý-féed,

,And on hi& hand rély.



To-day i f ye will hear his voice,

And be his people still ;

Beware, and harden not your hearts

Against his hory will.

As in those days when man provoked

His mighty God above,

And tempted, in the wilderness.

His goodness, power, and love.

Your fathers tenipted ine of okl,

And all my patience tried,

Théý saw my works, and proved the power

hich had their wants supplied.

For forty ycars my sight was grieved

By this rebellious race,

Which daily err within their hcarts.

And have nottnown my grace.

126 THE NINETY-FIFTH PSALM.



THE NIN.TY-PIPTII PSALM.

In -%vrath and ven meance then, 1 sware

The kingdoms. of' the blest

Should never their endowment be,

Nor their reward my rest!



THE followiti-w Address, (which, however, was

not accepted,) was written for the Halifax Garri-

son Theatre, when it was opened in March, 1822,

under the auspices of Mrs. ARNOLD, and Mrs. Xi-

mr6NEs, who, with the assistance of other ladies of

the Garrison, silstained the principal female cha-

racters during the season. The performances com-

menced with Il The Maid and Macrpie," and the

Farce of Il The Midnight Hour.11 The very ex-

cellent and chaste acting of these' adies obtained

the highest- applause, and the favourable opinion

of their theatrical talents was shewn in the crowd-

ed circle of beauty and fashion, which attended

their appearance on every occasion.
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ADDRESS FOR THE AMATEUR THEATRE.

(SPOKEN IN THE CHARACTER OP IN OFFICER.)

Since (Ireadftil war distracts the land no more,

Nor hostile fleets invade the affrighted shore,

But peace lier gentle banners, now unfurled,

la softness waves triumphant oler the world,

Our swords are shncLfhed; those swords which gain-

ed us fame,

And raised our country's greatness and lier name.

How many days will pass ere England's band

Of noble hosts shall press Corunnals strand;

And years expire, ere on the ensanguined plain

Her heroes' bones shall blanch the fields of Spain.

How many suns will sink in Western skies,

Ere victory's flag'on Waterloo shall rise!

That awful day, when Britain's towering might

Bade Gaulls proud eagles vanish into flight,
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Her gallant sons, by native ardour led,

In glory's cause so nobly fought and bled.

Then, since wè can no more our arms employ,

To guard Old England and ber foes destroy

No loneer on the field and mountain wave,

As Britons èonquer, or asBritons save:

Welve turned our arts to suit the peaeeful age,

And try our valour on this humble staee.

To night we come as candidates for fame,

And trust our merits will your plaudits claim.

In hopes to please with this our first essay,

We give il The Maid and Magpie Il for the play.

Should that sucreed, welll next exert our power,

And keep you here until 11, The Midnight Rour.",

Then if we fail or overact our part,,

The fault is in the hýad and not the heart.

Methinks 1 see among these charming fair,

Yet no-there cannet be a critic there.

These manly souls 1 then ni:ay hope to find

Not less indulgent, generous, and kind.



TO À LÀD1rý ON H&R BIRTH DAIr.

Yet hold! one humble wish 1 have to tell

Before Il go, and bid you all farewelli

Upon a soldierls wife our hopes depend5

Oh! er6wn these hopes ; be &H we ask, her frieud!

TO A YOUNG LADYC

oiq HER BIRTH DAY.

May every sun that wakes the morning ekies

On thee in health, and peace, and safety rise

And as he sinks in glory in the West,

Still leave thee happy and supremely blest.

Oh, may thy gentle bosom never know

AfRiction's anguish, or the weight of woe,

Far froni thy breast be banished every care,

N'or find one spot to fix his dwelling there.

May every joy that fortunels favors bring,

The ho" that blossom like young flowIrs in spring,
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Affection's tear, and sympathy be thine, [shrine.

And the sweet thoughts that bloom on virtuels

May no sad feelings give thy bosom pain,

Or doubts of good a mornent there remain

Each wish be thine, and may no fears impart

A transient pang to wound thy tender heart.

But crowned with every blessing Heaven can send,

By all befriended, and to all a friend,

May all thy days in cheerfulness be passed,

-ýmd every year prove happier than the last.

Oh, more than al], may he whose soverei*gn power

Protects thy life in every trying hour,

Direct thy stèps and guide thy youthful mind,

That narrow way that ends in bliss to':find..

Then when thy youth is passed, and age conhes on,

Aiià, one by one, thy fleeting years are gone,

Ere thy last sigh is, drawn, and ere thy breath

ResignsÏts spirit to the victor Death.,

Oh may'st thou know, may some foretaste be given

That all thy hopes may find- a rest in Heaven.



FRO-'Nýi INIYRA.

Though long since departed, 1 remerÏýbêr the hour,
i

For in angui,-ý:h it often recurs to mý>4ùow,

When 1 met you at eve in the'rose-co-vered wer,

And in fondness and friendship you plicrhted
f ZD

your vow

When . in warm glowing accents 1 heard vou de-

clare,

That never, no never, from me would you part;

That in sorrow or rapture, hope, grief, or despair,

1 should ever be rriÀstress and queen of your heart.

Nor can 1 forget, when a quick starting tear,

On my cheek stood awhile, and I doubt seemed

to say ;

That simple you called me and lauprhed at my fear.

Then kissed it in transport crently away.
M



And you said, that my pathway for ever should be,

As the moments of time in joy hastened on ;

Full of flowrets that should blossom, only for me,

Till life, and its pleasures, and sweetness were

gune,

Yet, I thought not a moment, ah! too foolish

maid,

When. 1 trusted 1 should e-er be deceived

Or that falsely and basely I could be betrayed,

lày him, in whom I had fondly believed.

Like the twilight of evening that dies in an hour

1 thought not so soon would. thy friendship de-

cay

Or the love that you pledged in the rose.-covered

bower,

ýWould, lilie leaves in the autumn, fade so quick-

IY away,
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TO ROSINA.

Fare thee well! but foreet not the day

When in silence and sorrow we parted,

Oh, think of the hour that bore you away,

And left me almest broken hearted.

Fare thce well! but, Oh, think of the time

Witen we met, ah! how often together

And vowed and declared that no distant clime

Our hcart's dearest feelings should sever

But should you in any dark moment of woe

Distrust all my vows and suppose thern untrue,

Or think that my heart can its object forego,

And no longer, no longer, be faithful to you.

Oh! breathe not a thoucIt to dishonour the name,

Of him who is absent, far absent away
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Or imagine that falschood can sully lits fame,0 w
And his truth, ardent love, and friendship I)etraý.

TO THERESE.

Look round, Therese, ho-w soft these, sceiies, ap-

pear,
How çalm, how beautiful, and still

No sound now breaks upon the listening car,

But murmurs from yon little rill.

So calm it is, the zephyrs of the air

Now sleep on every fragrant rose

In dewy softness resting linger there,C
v Till mornincy wakes them f - m repose.C 

rý

And look, how softly does the queen of night

Descend aloiic, the cloudless skies z
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In beauty sliiiiiiicv by her Ioverýs light.

And ever followino, as he ffies.

At such a time when naturels macle PowersZD 0
Present a scene ýsO pure as this,

'Tis said of old that anfrels left their bowers,

To taste on earth a mortal's bliss.

And well may they have left their happy skies,

To lincer for a moment here, [eyeq,C
When hearts like thine, and looks, and sparklincr

Arc tenants of our humble sphere.

A 1 R.

She left her fatherls haleyon cot,

And his heart to sad despair ;

And grief and tears Nwre her mother's lot

For a mother's tender care.
1 L2
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She fled from hbme and ever ffleasure

When the bold seducer came;

She never thought how rich a treasuire

Is a maiden's spotless name.

She little recked how parents. la uish,

When a wayward child departs

How grief and sorrow, pain and anguish,

Break at, length the fondest hearts.

And now she lives a thing degraded,

Lost to every social tie,

A flowret still, though wrecked and faded,

Doomed to linger, pine, and die.

SERENADE.

Awake, à wake! the moon is beaininçr

Brightly on each rosy flower,
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Thou-h soft thy :cleep and sweet thy (Ireaitiinçr

Conie love to yonder bower.

The queen of night, with silvery light,

Will guide thy steps to, me, Oh! wake dear Rosalie.

Awake, oh wake! from slumber stealing,

Share this placid hour with me,

A heart thnt beats with tenderest feeling,

1111 crive, (learest maid to thee.

The queen ofniglit, with sil%-ery light.

Wili trUide thy steps to me, oh! wake dear Rosalie.

Oh, come! from night's dull bosom waking

Soon. will rise the lord of day

Now is the hour that rest forsaking,

Lovers crive their hearts away.

The queen of night, -%vith silver light,

Will guide thy steps to me, oh! come dear Rosalle.
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SERENADE.

Wake Leila, wake, the stilly night

Invites thee froni repose,

The zephyrs in the moon-beam's light,

Now sleep on every rose.

Leila, awake, and come to me.

Wake, Leila, wake, in yonder bower,

Beneath the Acacia tree,

Thy lover waits at this soft hour;

To breathe his vows to thee.

Leila, awake, and come to me.

Wake, Leila, wake, to thy fond youfli

In beauty's chai-ms appear,

His tale of love, and hope, and truth,

Thoullt never blush to hear.

Leila, awake, and come to me.
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TO AN INTIMATE FRIEND,

ON HIS DEPARTURE FOR ENGLAND.

Fi AprWFLL, niy dear friend, since the sail is un-

fui-lect

That bears thee away to thine own native Nyorld,

May the soft winds of heaven smoothly blow oer

the wave,

And waft thee in peace to the land of the brave.

May ffleasure each day on thy footsteps attend,'

Ea-ch morninir of life in contentment descend

May sorrow, whose tears in an orb such as this

'Too often are mixed with our goblets of bliss,

Neler cloud thy bright hopes with her dark gloomy

shade,

Nor inisfortune thy heart's dearest -%vishes invade

'Then as round thee the full tide of happiness flo\vs,

Thy home inid enjoyrnent, thy heart mid repose,
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Thy partner beside thee to share iii thy joy)

No grief to distress, and no care to annoy ;

Thy dear little children reclined on each knec,

Whose sweet lisping prattle endears them to t'hee;

Should memory revert to this far distant scene,

Where ocean's broad waves roll their terrors bc-

tween,

Should remembrance exciting a soft tender tear,

Thal, falling, might say would. that Goldie werc

here N

Oh! breathe but a sigh for my welfare and fame,

And cherish the thought that awakens my name

That siçrh and that thoucfht long will pleasure ini-

part,

And, like witchery's spell, fondly cling round my

heart.
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TO MY BROTHER HENRY,

or; NEW-YEARIS D-ty.

When all thy friends on this auspicious day

With smiles of truth and love their hopes convey..

While every voice some pleasing wish bestows,

Contentment, health, enjoyment, or repose,

Let me, like them, this happy morn, impart

The warmest feelings of a brother-ls heart.

Oh, may Religion, with persuasive, power,

Shed her mild influence oler each trying hour,

In lifels sad scenes support thy sinking soul,

Thy sorrows softenand each grief control.

Her favoured gifts may gentle peace bestow,

Around thy dwelling may her blessings flow,.

Around thy bed may guardian saints attend,

In peril succour, and in fear defend.
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T'lien at that hour %-viten otlier worl(Is M

Stern death demands to this you bid adieil.

With faith unshaken may you mect your doom,

And sink in gentlest slunibers to the tonib.

And while no thouûrlits at lifels last dvincy close,

With paiicr,ý, of doubt thy bosom discompôse,

Nor hopes presumptuous of a happier state,

With darinçr confidence thy breast elate,

On wings triumphant niay your spirit rise,

To mix ivith saints in bliss beyond the skies.

THE END.




