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Q1 deemy not, midat this workdly strife,
i An idle art the Poet Lrlngs,
et highc phllosaphy anulreal,

And sages ealm the stream of life:
. "Tis Le refines i1y fountain springs,
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DEDICATORY LINES,
T gnSemisen o

SIR CHARL}E 3 .D’ OYLEY, Barr
' H.E. L. G. Civit Service, Bengal.

'?

| eespl@hien :
¥
‘Tag Muse would fain my ardent pen inspire,
And o7 thie tore 8t gratitude aspive j*~ =7
My skill is feeble in the Poet’s art,
But far more so to act the fAatterer's part ;
Vet there is something lurking in my breast,
Which would be lighter were it now confest :
1t is the pleasing retraspect of youth,
That joyful season of the age of truth ;
1t is the meed of thanks for kindness past,
Sincere, and reckless of the worldly blast. .~
Believe me, Sir,. that ke who secks to praise,
Andpioick Lis betters with a brazen fce,
Is not more fslty than the man who aims
Al sellish pride, and others’ gifts discluims.
"Fis nul my view more favors still to ask,
Awd in the suashise of your smiles to bask ;
1 such 2 thowght have harbour in your mind,
Thea has my prospeet prov*d to me unkind.
Miné's not the task to erouch, or meanly erave,
And, for the sake of prefrence, judgment wave ;
Such T despise, ---and the ingenuous mind
-, o grov’ling noliods never can be blind.
Llove to offer incense where "tis due,
And fox the friendship of the friendly sug.
I is a lask not casy, to effuce
The solt impressions of our earlier days,
Which haunt us thkough the flow’ry maze of {hought,
Though its arch-type, vealily, is nought,
W way 2 time with pleasing visions fraught,
When Ia Father's: blessing fondly sought:

} !




A time, too, when the cares of life were smali,
Compar’d to what iy manhood must befall,

When friendless, eheerless, in distant land,

1 earn the pittance of a toiling hand ;

Now on Lhe sportive wave of Gekle fute,--~

Now on the buoyant wings of bope elate :

Thus, ever chequer’d, like the verdant glde,

By the'sun’s transient gleam z2nd passing shade.
Can it be more or less thar trath; to fell.

Of things which in'the memory will dwell ?

To call to mind its highest, proudest boast,

And all the seenes w]nch gratified it mogt?

And then to frace, tiroughout the wane of years,
The strengthen’d itz est which your Bonaty wears? P
For these my gratitude I summon forth, o
And weave this wreath to deck the brow of worth ;
Itis but poor, to what it ¢'en should be,--- =~ -
Small is thc trib: 1tc, }et the off’ring’s free.

e L i e - R, .I ‘:TAPLI:TON
Cepe Town, Nov. 1, 1828, '
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| INTRODUCTION.

In turning over the various Periodical Papers which have

emarated from ‘:the Press of this Colony, many of which are

“- nearly, gone down the stream of forgetfulnes=, it is impossible
not to be siruck with the beauty of some of the poetical
- effusions which have been put forth in many of those short-
¢ lved puhlication:s. To rescue these from oblivion, and pre-
'sent the .Cﬁpe Reader with a collected wribute to ihe Muses,

‘the foliowing Gleanings are submitted o his attention,

In forming this littie eollection, (derived from the columns

Cof the' South African Commercial ddvertiser, South dfrican, |
'VJouﬂzal, Southlr;Afriuan Chronicle, the Colonist, the Ver-
- zamelaar, and §I1e Cape Gaxzetle,) the Editor has been fa-
“yored with {ew Originals, which now, for the first time,

- appear :u print, to which he lias ventured to contribute a fow
Ppe P !

trifles of his own, -
R.oIA
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B GREIG; PRINTER, XEIZERSGRACRT, GAPE FOTWN. .

C APE PO“‘TRY
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J LINES TO WATFR FOW’L
(. E:umcted Jrom a Suilor's Album  on. D JE?‘ ¢ Island.) -

-

TvVIuthe:-, 1mdst fal]mg da‘v e

-

While vlcmlre*he:rvenmmh—the~1ast steps of day,
Far ﬂnouﬂ'h their rosy deptlm dost thou pursue

S Thy solitary way ?

Vamlg, the fowler's eyt. '

Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,- - -, -

As, darkly-painted on the erimson sky,
Thy fig ure-: ﬂoats along.

A e ST

wSeeklst‘:Imu“’he“plﬁhy hrmk
OF weedylake, or maze of river wide,
- Or where'ihe rocking billows rise and sink
01 the c]mf’d occnn-srde’f e i

Tliere is a pow'r, whose care T T
I‘eachcs thy way along the pathless coast,
'J.‘l:e desert, and the Lllummble air, o
Lcmc wandering, but not lost Con

AII d'zy thy wings have fann’d, :
CAL LImL fur Leight, the (.c)ld thin atmosphere,
Yet stoop not, weary, to the w cleome Jund,-

Jep 'lhounh the dark night is near,

: Aud soon that toll shall end; .
Svon shalf tlxou find a summor home :md rest

knd screan) among: thy fellows; reeds shall bend

Soon o'er thy sheltered nest,
8

-

-
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Thou'rt gone,—~the abyss of heaven
Hath swallow’d up thy form : yet, on my heart,
Deeply bath sunk the lesson thou hast given,
And shall not soon depart.

He, who from zone to zone L
Guides through the boundless sky thiy certain ﬂlghﬁ,
In the io,ng.wdy that T-must tread alone, ©. :

" 'Will lead my steps aright,
8. 4. C)?roﬂr. - v “W_:%
e L DL SR ROMDPTY, s b
JAffzed i;“tia-:-;ﬁpoﬂo. Head, at the. Tap.of the Freemason's Taver:
- o Houi-street. .

L

You may talk of s‘_ypﬁ‘n'Pac'hts,‘:of‘-;V—'—y-:—n-_——’—g ancl L'—,"l‘_-
The whole of their e{fdrts-were-fouudgd%»lnifokly?:;: oo
The nectar you sip at the glorious Apollo, .~ .7 |

Is dvink for the Gods,. and will l;_c% _tlfi_nf} all hollow.

| 8. 4. Com. Ad. .- ' -

THE "QUILL-DRIVER’s: PETITION.

el

it

Pity the sorrows of 4 poor young man, .
‘f%hbse, tender bands so long bave drove-the quill
‘Whose three-aud: sixpence now. no _1'c1nge::' can |,
Discharge his tailor’s or his washing bill,
These thread-bare garments want of ca'sh; Pes-peak;
These uncut locks proclaim my barber’s spife; .
. With maay a pateh my Wellingtons still Ieakl; o
Noris my #aterloo quite water-tight. - .
Hard is the fate of {11656; who are so poor,,. .
Fain would I sometimes take a Sundgy s r1di;’w :
Aun ill<bred fellow at his stable c}oor, PR
His half-stary’d, one-eye’d, stiff-leg’d hack denied

. 3 .
\
Should T relate how daily I am vex'd, - -
And if yousheart is capable of sorrow,
You then would feel how sadly Irvperplex’d -
With duns who will not ¢ call again to-morrow.”

A Little room at present Is my Jof, = .
W'hic}{-serv'QS for"pantry;-parlour, ‘and for hall;
A chair with tI}re_e legs and a Lalf T've got,
And an old table prop’d against the wall,
No tender wife will ever soothe my care,
Struck-withufiright-at-my.too. slender pays
I'm left by ally a victim to despair, B
Because I get but three-and-six per day. -
Pity the sorrojﬁrs of 2 poor young man, ,
hose scanty pay Le finds a mighty bore : -
Whose purse has dwindled to the shortest span,
Oh give Lim ouly—tlree-and-siz~pence more.
L JAN.-VAN .DE KAAP,

S. A C/:rarz.*tw‘%%’mw i

- S L
ON THE FLOWER—¢ FORGET ME NOT.”
T R P e e e

Thou litde flover, with placid aye, .
That lov’st o guze on Beauty’s grave, -
And searn’st to mourn, with fragrant sigh,
The channg ‘of her, no charm could save ;e
And still adornithis sacred spot, ) .
" Aud bloom, dnd breathe « For 22f me not. "

Luir as the fragile form that sleeps

.+ Flis cold scpulchral stone bencath,

And soft as Pity’s eye, that weops o
The maid, colsign’d to carly death;— . .

Thy tender blogdoms long shall prove - . -
An cuiblow, ]ﬁt for huricd jove,
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Though *ti_s;n_ot_thine, in summer’s bow'r,
In crimson’s gaudy vest to glow,—
Yet, thine itis, in serious hour, ~ . . To-
To.imitate the sufferer’s woe; |
* And here, bencath the cypress’ gloom,
« Forget me not” shall ever bloom, ~*

PRI .

Oh! while affectién’s gushing tear - - oo
* Mouros for the soul of Beauty, fled, - - - .
Flourish, fair flow’ret, o’er Lier bier, .‘ .
. Ot weep, in honor of the dead! e
So, blestsiallbe thy bumble lot, e
: ‘While hearts can feel « F orget me not.” ..

’ B TIGH,

C. T. Gaz.
——cie—

THE STREAM OF LIFE -

RolLon; roll on, thou infant river,
- For westward the sultry shadows ﬂee,‘ ,
* And the sunset rays on thy blue brim quiver
. In kisses which tinge thee yellowly.
I should, methinks, be a part of thee,
For youn hoary-cavern ooz’'d thee forth, -
And the matrix of mortality _
Hath giv'n thy lonely loves their birth.

Sing on, sing o, thou beautiful stream ! _
Thy music accords with the twilight gale;
And at night doth thy gurgling' melody seem

Like the choras of fountain nywphs heard in the vale, T

Like thee, when boyhood was wont 1o sail -

. Once merrily down the streem of tie,

I sang,—it.is o’er, and my tuneless wail -
* May never again with thy waterg chime.

B

o
-1l
:“\
.
| £
|+
8
I"

Dash oz, dash on, thou cataract small !
In the strength of thy hoarser and heavier tone |
And thejplash of thy waves, in their phosphorie fali,
Doth Blend as a base with the mild brook’s moan,
But alas? for that N i6be, lifeless and lone !
That éver.is.wet.with.th y-chrystaline flame !
Yez, I am that passive that pensive stene,
And thon art the thing T need not name,
Sail on, ::;Sj,ail on, little hapless fow’s! .
It was#&ndlhau,ﬁquxigb\gdgglqvely and free:
But I tord thee from life in a luckless hour,
And gave to the waters—the emblem of .
Then Iet the rash deed on thy. plusderer he;
I know:it was cruel s—but thou sailest on,
And soon ‘Shall be nought in yon o'erwhelming sea,
And I glide as fast to the ccean unknowa, |

] . s
Wave on, jwave on, ye guardian leaves ! .
-+ That embowerand hallow the rilfbéiow;
And therey! on your boughs, as her mate she grieves,
Let theibird of the night theill her notes of woe.
And when'this lfe-strears shall cease to flow,
It wmay !)j_(J: Some cyprus, in sorrowfy] green,
Wil yleld r‘m. its shado,—and a friend sl know,
And woep me—g being: that onee hagd been,

N ,‘ | A 49TE REGT,
A PROTEST AGAINST HARD DRINKING.

. " B
1 protest {liat uo more I'll get drunk,
T th‘éi'c-ux:so and the plague of my life,
It rainy my ¢redit, my health, and my puarse,
My pesce ahd my eomfort, and what is still worse,
It vexel und angers my wife,
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I protest that no more I'H get ch-unk, NN

. -It torments and emblttors my life, .~ .
_ .‘To mm *wvould hulry its yot'ry hcadlon S
__And reason dedarcs that I'm quite jn the wrong
,And so do the fears of my wife.: -

i Pl'Of.C'bt that no more Tl get drunk,
~ NorJeadsuch'z wmtched vile lifes- -
- Its atteiidants are- pOVex:ty, slmme, and dtsn'raec,
" Disease and despair stare rag kard in the face,
And so does my heart-broken wife.

I protest that no more I'll got drank, - 1 7=
- Tig e spring of all ewl 1 life, - '
’T1s the curse of all curses, of zmsc}uef the worst,
’Tls the plague of all plagues, %is a demon accurst ; -
- No wonder loud chxdeb my poor wife.

T protest tha't 16 more Tl get drunk
For I find it the bane of my hfe; .-
: Heneeforth T'll be watchful that nought shall destroy
g - That comfort : and peace which I ouo'ht to enjoy

7 er amcl:mr.

R ORIGINALQ- ‘

Oh' th’ hours we've past in for'ner days,
With fiiends of early years,
That still my recollection sways,
~And gleaming oft appears;
That sun, once bright,
Hath lost its hght, : :
And darken’d o’er life’s glade ;
I'he ray of truth,- '
~ Which shore o'er youth,
" To foreign paths hath stray ’d.

Inmy chxldxcn s my 11ome, and my wife. _;:[E"""

Twas lﬂre some mideight dream awhile,
Like fransient magic, led
The fauey to seme fairy isle, -
Tq realns beyond the dead.
But, ah! ‘twas gone .
With WE’TVE* o
A sad tintimely bhO‘ht. "
! Dwas rot for man,
Who'hopd to spam, ~ "7 .
'lhcfriond stho-dear. delight,: -

The wauHm dreams of larel wrcaths :
And hems the cannen’s roar, B
Till 'soort a broken sword he sheathes
chhapf to draw 1o more. g
Ydt should-a plune '
IIlb lielm assume;
And: ‘honors grace his bleast
© - wos New hopes Wil Bloom,
tho battle’s gloom, .
Bal dmt 1 shal[ br(.a.h lus er osf

R I 8

ON TIE LEILTH OI" H. ALEXANDER Esq.,
Culenial S’em elary af the Cape of Goad Hope.,

G uums of the Cape, descend !
Mowrn o'er ALEXANDER’S bier;
Was hie not thy bosom friend 7

Y L.S, [ sce thee drop o tear!

i Hl-rlthc.a a stranger’s lays, -
G xcf has &)l thy halp unstrung: ;
But He needs no minstrel’s p:mSQ
Worit dwells on ¢y ry tongue, '

‘ £
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TO A FRIEND WHO. DISSUADED THE AUTHOR FROM
- LOVING C

. Pauge,—the muse begins to weep;

See, the long procession moves; '

Grenius, all thy sons shall keepi” '~
Those metorials love approves.*

‘ ,
Go check the blooming glorics of the spring
Forbid the tuneful nightingale to sing, .
Bid northern winds and tempests cea:é to roar,
Aund breaking billows swell beyond the shore :
Go tame the angry lion from his rage,.  ° ,
Or lock the tighr in the sparroy’s glgj'e 5o
Go make the c&:a;ldest waters nourish ﬁam’e -
And Tull 16§16 the whlieful voice of fime "
Comrmand the situ bis constant course to ch:—.;no'e
F (?).ree-the ﬁx’c} stars thro’ various arts to mnv: .
e o
An ia lo ghts above the sky:
This may be“tried :—but he who thinks to move
My matchless passion, or unbounded love
i[ujl soonce gr}}sp g:e thggdm of the sk ,9
o ;r wffothe his fooa'tal frame with immortnﬁty.

Gratitude, regret, respeet,

. Shall embalr his mewi’sy here,
And a monument érect, T
Africa shall old most dear. -
See the ruling band of pow’s,- I

“With the rev'rend and the brave, |
_ RolPwing'is this solemn hobr,
Drop their ‘tribute o’er his grave.”
Obsjects of paternal care, . . . )
See the pyblic shares your grief;
Does bereay'd affection bear, .
Sorrow shunning all refief?
Drooping nsourner, Taise thy head,
Widows’ tears, and orphans’-sighs,
- Bz, whose hand. shall raise the dead,
Never, never will despise.

THE GRAVE OF BUONAPARTE,
But the moralizing bard N ONAPARITE’ ‘

Shoots a'thought beyord the tomb; o
Sable train, this sruth regard,

Let it in your mem’ry bloom »

Life and health are but a dream,
Vanishing with speed away, -
Happy they alone who deem
Dyuger lurks in foir amay..
They whose hopes in Heav'n are plac’d,
They whe in the /ey have trod,
These o’er death with triumph grac'd, '
- These shall ever reign with God. .
T T Gazetie, o o

o i ' -
The willow weeps over Dis tomb, *
af pre M o ’
A streamlet s wandering by
The flow'ss to L ; end their nesf
‘ s tolils ashes gh i ‘
i 1s 2 heo' shall lend their perfume,
il Bike bim, they wither and die,
Tho eaunos Lath sounded his knell
. . h 2
]{'Alsiouu is placed over his breast
¢ bones wre faid down 1 ; '
o are _IHucl d.ow nin a beautiful dell,
- there, there fet im slumbor and rest!
:\_ml thousunds slx%z]l trave "
. . :l
To luok on e spot of (1
i
o

s oA Cirea, R. M. 1825,

C

e

rse the watery wave, -
it warrior’s grave ! -
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OXN A WREATH COMPOSED OF THE ROSE AND, THE RUE

Say, pessive youth, why bindest thou -
. A mingled wreath of joy and woe ?
. “Why with the roses gladsome hee -
Entwiné the dark the dolefulyue?
. Thus shading’o’er the fairest flow’x’
That ¢’er adorn’d a muse’s bower.

Tis life's sad emblem —herg the 1058, 1.
.. Youth's soft yet flecting pleasure shows; -

 Again the raels sad, mournfulair .. .. -7
' Displays that plgasqre’s-mixed with care: -

For sunniest spots in ife’s dull glade,
_ Are ever ting’d by sorrow’s shade.

ey
T

LT

" Doth peace of mind, o slimbers undisturbed,

B :lonely springs or silent grottos dwell -
" Or is there med’cine for 2 mind perturb’d,

O Solitude! within thy scereteell 21 1

* Could’st thou of thelr stings disarm  ° ‘ ‘

©+- . The scorpion cares which prey upon m;{-lif@;

Or sink the mem’ry with oblivious eharm,*
Sweeten the pussions Of. cOMWpOsE their stiife :

" To thee, disdainful of the world asd fme, ",
1'd fly, and bid their vanities depart; ..

And hide with thee an unremembered name,; .

A vounded spirit and a broken heart, .

S, Tour.

! \"?EI\JS”RQSO”

© le. . SOLITUDE. - woo =

el Chron,

‘ i 11
LITTE ANDREW NICOL’s WEE BIT SANG.
' :'1;@;;7?-" My bonnic Muir Hen.”

A wee bit ho.usij‘e, beside a svee burﬁ;' -
A wee bit gurd_i%n to.answer qur turn; L e
A wee bit burnyand a wee bit byre,- R
A wee pickle peats to moake a bit fire;

A wvee bit cow, and twa acre o lann’, ..,

To hae a bit butter and milk at comh-m';a’ -
A wee bit oo, aid a wes bit soo, -
- To get a bit pork and a wee pickle woo’;

- A wee pickle meal, our parriteh to male,

- A wee drap kaillat dinper to tak’;

A wee bit mutton for kitchen to eat,

And 2 wee drap Whiskey our wizzens to weet ;

. A wee pickle fafoes and herrin for supper. |

Or clse knotty sqwens and a wee gim '¢" b-tffter"r“ -
Al ouff bed'to s1adp 51y ahd plonty o clacs, -

© The Llunskets :md sheets to be aye clear o”ﬂaes s
A ;tock o é;-miu'_lfmnllh, aye the doctors to shun’;‘
-And peace wi' our neclours, the luwyers to hum, 3,
A conscicuce in quicthess, but yet neyer blind, T

<A chieerlt’ and happy contentment o” mind ;
_— - - ' s ?
w A faithfu’ fiend,.and a thrifty wife,

e .
Will constitute o’ the comforts o life,
Gie'me but sie blessings, o fg for the great, S

. Py, . .. . ..
- Wi’ thelr clainjainfrey, ambition, und state

”.”«: muse she has left me, the jade is but fickle;
(Hine sic subseripetur) wee } 7.
S ANprEW NICOL.




Bt
. 1iNES ONJAN INFANT WHO:DIED. Nov. 3, 1824,

. The lucm{ d@:W-leP of mori’s cqlhest blrth,
: Too pare to blend with vapours of the e'u'th
: Sparkling reflects the:glory newly rishy, LA
" Then welts into the atmoqphe:c of heav'n.- = .
" Thus. bright th® ethereal g em, whose lovcly form
" In tremblmg‘ lustre gilt spring’s opening morn, .
- Noon’s fervid heat, mght s cluIIy damps to ﬂy, .
. It gently mmnled w;th its native sLy .

Graeff Remet 4 Dec
8. A. Chron,

‘~ORIGINAL:YERSES_' AR

Seest thou with splendour the bright san is beaming
On scenes that are dearest to youth’s gazing eye!
Seest thou the waters with sunshine are streaming !
F rom the eye waLes a tpar, from the heart 2 Wzld sigh

For such is the srmle und the tcar that awai(s us, :.
. From the dawnings of youth to the ev'ning cf age;

E'en the charms whmh are'glv’n to please and ciehrrh* us,

+ Have no power the cares of our fife to dssuage. ..

Oh' pleasure is false, and e'en hope is decewm
Both born in the valley of fancy and flowers ;

And youth, to whom fancy and flowers are pleasing,
" Doth linger too Iong in their dano'erous boivers.

“I'will show thee example °—-—then loek to that flome,
- Whose brightoess and beauty had allured von sad ‘iv,
'Who, while hopnw to bask in its bright molden stream,
A vicetim to 1llusion—it mme,—-—-but to dxe.

: 13
- ORIGINAL LINES,

S (T the iz qf “ There is nae luck about the house.')

0! tmce no beed of Mary’s eye, .
Her glance is to betray,
"Fis kae the little butterfly,
That: hnhls and {lits away.
"Twill sport around each O'aymh ﬂower,
Thatitewpts its gawdy wing, =
- And rove alike thrp' every bowez, .
A hLLlc foulish thing. , T
" "Then take no heed, &c.

O takeno heed of } Mary’s tongue,
When' plighted vows are given,

"Tis like ‘Lhe morning eloud that’s bung

In peace o'er angry heaven,

"Twill pass in dying brightaess by,
Nor léave one cheennnr Ty,

Tho siiles. amay bless Lhe morniag sky,
Yet tiunders shake the day:-

Thed take no Lieed, &e.

O mha. 1o heed of ‘.Lu_ys suile,
Thut lures with witching ray,
“Lis like the fires’ deceztfml wile,
That 0 er the marshes stray.
With huveiul step, we trace “the spurrht
And ﬂmq bliss the way,
T reasou's morn, with faithful light,
Declarbs we've gonc astray,
”{}‘ Then take no heed, &e.

o Lﬂ\c 0 heed of Mary’s kiss,
Nor count her Lips unbought,
"T'is :lu,lthe price of Judas® bliss,
When 'be Lis muster sought.

2




The traitoi= smlie, hLe his, betmyq
- To bind you in her lares, - *+~ - .
l" or if not crowned in-golden 1ayq
The kiss can ne'er Le yours: *.i lis
"then take no heed, &e.

Thon ﬂmo- aw "LV the By

£

~ 8he'll ; m yom bosom ‘nestI\, walm, N
- To give the surer wound )
For Iuve, that haugs on  beguty’s. form,
Soon sickens on the sight,”
Tt flovwers béfore the ¢ op’ting morn,
LxLe ﬁowus that bloom b_y mﬂht
fhcn mke ne heed, &c.
) 7o 0. ). SHEERWOOD.

8 A, Coz.';. Ad. -u.w:i KRR

W S

. CONPIDLVCE ‘
= .4 Tﬁozsgﬁt in .rfjlzclwn. .

| m—

~ When mounted on thy clouded car;

Thou 'send’ '$t thy darker spmts down
1 can discern. glxy hnht atfar, -
Thy light sweet bcammﬂ through thy irown 3

And should I famta morncnt-—thca

I think of thoo,--and smile agalu,

So trusting in thy love, I tread -
The narrow path of duty on :

. What though some cherish’d j joys are fied !

‘What thouOI‘ some ﬁ¢ttcxul g dreams are gone:

- Yet purer, btmhter joys remain !’

Why should my spirit, then, complain?

8. 4. Chron.,
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LAMENTATION OF CAIN..

¢ My pzmz.,/"mcm zs' grcczm z’?mvz I dan bear ”’-—-G:\m.«,r:.

g I turn me icthc midnight ql\y
-+ To coo] my frer‘z_y-—miever d b:aln,
- ~But ev<:ry ‘orb that turns oo h]oh,
Is crimbon’d with 1y sanguine strain,
Oh God I say whither shall I hide '
My cumeT accursed fratricide !

I gave upou the rising sun,
Alaa1 o change of thought it brings ;
And I am glad w hen doy is donc,
Arnd evening spread her sable wings,,
But then ¢’er my convalsive sleep,
Frownsithe pale form of him I weep::

- T wake, and wander to'the sca,
But mantling on the breaking wave, .
My Lrothers blood I still can see; -
Ofrocenn ! and canst thou not lme
My Innds, and my polluted soull! . |
No, vain! while all th}, billows '01]1

I seck cartl's deepest, dark xocess ;
I erave the clouds above to eover,

But cloud, nor cave can ne'er EQPIC.:S, ‘
Conodmﬁ thoughts which still must hover,

Whore'er 1 tread th indignant ground, _
Crics vengeance with a tongueless sound,

yeneath,—arotwnd in vain

. Tlook for shalter,—socck to fiy
" From shar t; unutterable pain,
Mimitable agony. .

Por over docmod to anguish, T
Am curg) with Immeortality 3
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Tho’ T inflicted death, it fiies - - -
My. wooing when.I call its-aid,
" And every help to me denies,
Of poisocous herb, and shining blade.
Shac.e of my brother! with thou never
‘Be satisfied ’?——-I can no fuuhcr bear!

s EVITA
Gmaj" Rf:znehv

8. /. Glmm

Oh L trust 1o more in- woman’s love "
; Bask not in buauty s smile ;
» List not to woinan’s bonied tong ue,
They all, alas! beguile.. 1,

© Glance not upon her lovely eye,
" E’eqy though it beam on thee,"
8o wilt thou spnre thee mqny a sigh,
. : And morb1d miser y C e

- The sarpent Tears its beauteoub head
Dy'd in thd ‘raiobow’s hue: o
His ‘eyes though gleammw mth soff. ﬁre,
A;e fascu,anncr' too.

But woman's. eyes, more cT:mt1 Tous fwr,
"Lead to a sadder doom ¢ -
They light the bapless wand'rer on |,

To \\aetr.d love's young. iomb T

'

For what is love 2 *m'em’ly fow’ T,
In fancy’s meadow born; B

Sown in a wild and wayward houry' -
Foster'd by dews of maorn. - - B

17

Yet rising with the heav'nly light,
Blooms in meridian ray; .
- Short wilt thou bloom thou n'entle ﬂow T
“For, ere the close -of day. s

Schorch d by the noon-dfty s burmnO‘ heat,
“Thou'lt dloop thy pensive head:
"And ere the evening shades are set X
The ﬁow ﬂ,'aias '—1s deéad.” -
PENSEROSC. "~ -

17 e d——

. TO THE ME”\’IORY OF LIEUT.-COLONEL FRASER,
I ale Commandant qf‘ His Majesly’s Foress on the Froniier,

. B e anaad
i

Rcst, honorid dust! rise, gallant soul! - -
Though boundlc,ss time's vast sea may voll,
And sweep with mighty flood away,
The i;ops;ed pageauts of u'day.’ T
T h} tosw'ring fame shall proudly keep
Tts awrel'd summit o'er the deep; -
Base parly’s fiercest storn defy,

And lose its bright top in the sky.

i ‘ WL 8.
8. . Com, Ad. :

ON AN OLD LADY BEI\C FOUND DEAD IN A PRAYING
i~ ATTITUDE.

Shut oul the \\5’Lrld-—-ict angels hover near,
God and Lis saint commune in silence here,

Bee, on ber bc:’)‘jdod kuces the matron kneels!
Hopes all she knows, and all she hopes for, feels.
Wida apre:ui Léfore Lier lies the bock of grace,

The taper’ ¥ bLuhl reﬁccimt on hcr fuca 5
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© Her eyeis faised, 'and both her hands are spread, -
One oo her breast, one on Ler bible _laid.i’ N :
© Mute is her tongue, and fix’d her gaze on high,
She ceased to live—but found she could not die-
Her soui rose up, her Father to adore:
It Tose in praise,.but ah! return’d no more -
Like Enoch vasish’d s bt she left behind
Her praying statue 10 instruct mankind. B

Remorse, how long wilt thou remove
’ljhysellf_?:jfrom scenes of woe?
Dost thoqj:pqt witness {rom above

The deeds of guilt below.
Or 'H:is,t‘th'q& since a later jrle-u:,
N Since erimes have darker grown,
. ow formed an union with despai
2d. spair
5. 4. Com, ‘4 4 And eft pure virtue lone ?,. P| : ,

SR ;“'-m'-»_.r.;«:.;:;;,t_),;,;!_-‘;‘=-- : : -N, R.J.S.

] Ll

oot ciORIGINALes: oo L
.. ORd what-on eaitlyis deadliers . . .- :
Than injurd woman’s frown?
. Or what so galling as her tear,
! S . } o
.. For sorrows man has sown® . .
v i IR PRSP LML e

i
'
e

n

TIE DEATH—SL?MBERING CHILD TO ITS FATHER

Father! wipe those tear-drops dry,--
Mourn no more sg p1teously‘ A
- Smiling;+I-heve sought another.
Betterhome— and now I lie,
On the Losom of my mother: ‘
Grudge not her feligigy ! -

‘ AL was he born in distant wilds,
1 Beneath a'tiger’s cares— .. .
But stop I=-with tigers in yon witds * -
Some sacred passion’s there..” © .

Who has not seen the infapt head . - .-
' Upon a mother’s Preast, .
That clang around, by instinet led,
Till came the gentle rest. '

Life was sad—T could not rest
Calmly on a;stranger’s breast ;
Allits bIl;f, the brightest, sweetest,
Was but gloom—she fleetly fled
And of all; from me the ﬂeetest;—-—"

; : And who not seen that pateﬁt’é eye
Mourn q:ol; for the blessed dead, . -

! : Full gazing on her child,
Her tender care, and stifled sigh:
A sight so rarely mild ? "

St

:\1Iourn not that thy child is comé
Fo un curlier, happier home!

X
; . Obh! whocan ever calmly gaze T
L . 2 e wa s Where my mother, full
' On woman’s wasted form 2 ook s i , full of gladness,
vok me to her own sweet. breast

~ The blushing rose of happier days, . - '

Dismentled of its eharm? - v Fepw o eradic, rocked in sadgess,— :

| 4(}.1,}{},(:1'” i

yelcome voice, how blest!




Life seem’d theerless; cold, and long;
All my thought§ were' midst the throng-
Of bright spirits, smiling o’er mey "~
~* Onc among them, kind and bland;
Streteh’d her hand, and walked before me,
 And I seiz’d that friendly hand :—
R
"Twas my- mothér's\—=Moumn:us nots .5
Though thy dying child forgot ' ..
One sweet kiss at partingeven,
Here ¥ garland wreaths divine,
Such as angels wear ia heav’n,
~; ;For my.mother’s brow ard thine.

Ferzameigar.

. Theve is 3 spot we ne’er forget. .
: The earliest flower in mem’ry set,
My heart has never left it yet, -

" Tis childhaod's homé,

There the blesi;,suﬁf)eamvshi'nes most bright,

There Cynthia slfxllilgs‘ with'soften’d light

And sweetly glows the gems of vight,
"Round childhood’s home.

Barth has no place so dear to sight!

Tell me, ye seraph-sons of light,

Is aught so like your mansions bright,

' - As childbood’s home ? - |

Can I forget those friends that be

For ever severd now from me, .

Whilst ocean rolls *twixt them and thee;
- -Sweet childhood’s home ¢

|

|
1
i
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Oh, no! for them the tear still fows,
" Thelr worth this bosom only knows ;
I have Cape friends—but not like those
. Of childhood’s home.
The prese::nt muy uvheeded des; -
The future melt from inemory, LT
But ol ! the past shall fadeless be,
.. And childhood’s homs.
Ferzamelaur, I
e e
: ", ORIGINAL. )
- ON THE PICTURE OF A DEPARTED FRIEND.
‘ oA perfeet fac-simile. .
Methought I_Esaw his beck’ning form, -.
The fire that Jit his eye; ) g
Schet lz_m gq;ig'e on his Iips still warm, .
Inagitation lie— ‘
> BuglER Todrew) e 0 7
The chatin withdrew,
"Twas but a pencil'd form,
His image sLElfm_ff .ﬁl-ilﬁy S"\'{'iiys,‘ -
- Freo from the wreck of years,—
Fhat f:.:('.c -.rhg:nc’er by chance I gaze,
In vivid hués appears— '
Al! tis ot thine,
The fire ci'ivine, ]
To eall thee Birek to 'carth."i SCRN
What is theronot, say I, helow ' °
The scope of mortal man s
The fount fromi whence our mereies flow
The iutelleet doth sean, ’
Death ¢'en’ts ming—-
Life’s purely thine,— .
Thou all-perfeclive Godlm ;. . - -
, R. J S.

A, AL
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MAY DAY V.[USI'\TGS: .A"‘ THE CAPE

S [

I RS

No cmrly sound of mornmfr-blrd
‘No perfume in'the O'a.le,

No childhooed’s may-mom prattle heald
No garlapdmﬂ'? Pre il T

RENPIN i e Dl cHF RN

No posmd-—pole brought to your door, -

To hail the time of spring, o
No joyous shout of_frohc s hour e

- E0 m:ike the'w oiF

e ‘

No pnrmose peeps’i ‘from yor;x:ier b:mk
No cowslip in the dale, . i.i. .

No violet sweet, in madesy rfmk,.. ol
Nor hly-of—thﬂ-mie.' ; -

No quivering strain is heard on hlo'h
From minstrels on the's Wm L

No lark surmounts this Iowe sLy,
The vemal note to smg

PURS IR 1

I

EEIR )

No hawthom dress dm mmden—whzte, -
No.pea pubs forthrifs fowers,” oL
No grass-green ficldsof gomely swht
N o chm_:mmg rural: bowers..

No stilly-lake nor. constant str :
The busy thel to tum,
No cawing rook nor wﬂd bxrds qcrenm,

From dell or mountam bumn
TRTR

"

No peasant s cot Whose smoke on hw*h_'
Climbs welcome to the slcy 3ol

' No ivy~mantled tower is nigh, . """
To greet the wanderer's eye, .

e e

No cora-fi

" No bands of rosy children stmy,

.o Bug, e uw.n was made to rmourmn,”

s.

g o
v

ds rich, In green array,
No eazly Wﬂd-ﬂowers spring, - T
To hail the'infarey of \Iay, '
W’hlle aII thc vallies smg.

N o lambhns-okxp their early pla .
No sound from village knell,

.. To pIucL the neetar’d bell,

No m:lk m:,ud’s bhthe and artless song
No plouwh-bc;} whistl'd lay,

No bee to rove the felds amang:,
" And t&stc the blooms of May

No i'uvorite:'one, to wmlk with me,

Asin thedays of yore, .
'l o culehmtc the sprmrmttme n"Iee, e
Aml mlk its beantidg o e, T T A e e

No dmszcd-mmd to eross—nor stile, <L
Where hultings ofi are known, =~ -~ < -
And tules of Io'.e s0 oft beguile,—- - S
Such j JO_‘fh Were once my own, o

*

*

Farewell! thc d*mye of Auld Lang Syno
Presery'dy A memory’s urn,
Alas! the wom, and wastes of t1me--
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FRO\I AN INVALID A’I‘ THE CAPL TO I-IIS I‘RIEND IN
LO\DO“\T.

.- ——— P -

By the date of this 1ette1 dea: Ned, yo’ll pelcewe
T'ra no longer in Ipdm, but hieve am on Jeave 5 -
Afier many years spent in that dangerous chme,

1 intend at the Cape to pass some wwonths of time.
Though India’s so hot, yet it ofty rfnado me shiver
VVhen the doctors deserib'd the sad state of iy ]wer.
They cramm'd me so fall of theirjhorrible stuff:

Till T thought I bad taken quite. guamtum suff..

1 determin d therefore, to pay them their bills,-

And take po more of their potions and pills;

And really I think I am getting much better, .

And therefore am able to write you this letter. -

No doubt, had I taken much longer their doses,

By this I should have been as dead as oid Moses 3
But escap ’d from their elutches, on Africa’s shore,

I hope to add to my life a year or two more.
I trust that John Bull will never vesign -
So-useful a place, and a climate so ﬁne, o
For those who are troubled ‘with livers like mine ;
And that he will not be so unkind as to rob us

Of so good a reireat from the Cholera Morbis,

To be sure thére are here some thmO‘s that annoy one
But none that are 11Laly very soon to destrey one.

In Tndia I was pester’d with PIIIS and decocticns,
But here by south-casters, ox~wagons, and auctions,
T intend t6 remain till some sucnrrr.h I've got wam,
But to visit old Evgland *twill ne’er be'my lot again.
‘Whey I think of your winter—its frost ad its snows,
T would much sooner meet a whole army of foes; ;-
For oy poor shrivell'd frame it never will answcr

To live in those climes far northward of Cancer

25
Vet 'still do ¥ feel the most lively affection
For my dear native land—diat land of perfection!
May Ler banners, in viclory, ue'sr cease to wave,
When mould’ring to dust are my hones in the grave ;
But reflection, [lfind, makes me grow sentimental,
Which the doc:o:s declare is most detrimentall
- You must l\ncm'E I Lave discovered a way to Kl time,
And that is by writing my letiers in vhyme ;-
For poctry, of all l\mm, is bere now the go—

sSeme good, and sorpe had, and some bLIb 5C—503

Byl l e 10 uﬁcr you, for more information,

To BriDEKiRK’ si Cupc puper—a new publication.
T now shail 1.1{'01 m you Low I pass my time here,
. And a day will suffice to deseribe a Whole year:
As I canuot ablide to lie a-bed late,

I generally vise about Lalf-past eight:

“ Perhaps, my ‘dear Ned, you are not aware

Hew good tis for invalids to take the fresh air.
Al ten comés lec bmbm, the oddest of frizzers—
One hail ol the me is eropt by bis-seissars.

Al cleven, slsuuld the south-custer tot blow,
Totly' L\Lla.nmu or Por-Ollice, T usaally go

T'o know \'.lmt paurrived, or perhaps read tLe ’jaPEIS
Toavald, I mn the blue-devils or vapers:
Attwelve, ] wpau tothe Heer'gracht SOCIet}
“Where 'm sure 1o Liear news in the greatest variety;
Fur liere rendeayous all our Cape politicians,

And Lm}en,, ‘.ud also my friends —the physicrans!
Fur threg or 10111' hours I then lounge about;

<1l the weather isifine, perbaps take a ride out'l E
B'..twu:n seven, ‘a‘nd cight T usually dine

- And cull for 1y’ ilUOlull‘ at the hour of n,me,
Deliglutully puﬂu » wud burried in thought,

1. ulu—-.zll Ly Mo: plicus, my senses are < aUOht
Hurksgo, my suvunt then lights me to bed

CWhero ] drcmm ot old Lnolund and you, my dear Nxp,
E
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Adiea! my dear felos :—pray tell all my fiiends,
His very best.love poor Bokby now sends:

Direct all your letters to Greorge’s Hotel,—.
They're sure there to find me, as the hqu‘se is know
ROBERT.

5.4

i

kY

Tritten while recovering from o dungerous iliness,

Chront.

THE NAMELESS SPRING.

The nountain’s breeze profusely flings
A balmy weleome from its wings,
Rich in 4 pure, celestial wealth,
The elastic happiness 'of health!
The rivaiet chaf’d, or gﬁshing‘dlear,
Salutes me with a friendly cheer,—
Inviting, as to fancy seems,
A verse to consecrate its streams.
For God'hath to the muses giv'n
A ‘gift no-other powers attain,
To stamp the eternity of hieav’n
On earthly ‘things ti
Ev'n 1, the least-of all their traim,
In happy mood, and happier hour,
May, with o fire ne'er lit in vain,
 Convey the bright immortal dower:
Fulfilling ail this lonely spring’s desire,

nwd

Feb. 6, 18

hat grace thelr strain,

Whose music hath awoke my slumb’ring: Iyre.

Scamander’s prineely waters shil]
Descend in song from Ida's bl

Sy <o o
Cleaping the heroic plain,—aithough
His urn was shatter’d long ago.
The array divine of warrior kings
Drink still from Simoi’ sacred spiings;

_ Gleaws still Eurotas’ gelid tidey,

i o7,

Emblem of Sportan tg "Ca'ﬁal;ﬁdc
Still ancient Tiber bursts qlong,
In yellow: whirlpools to the sea.
God of a pepple, fieree and strbng,
And free~~in right of v_irtue'free 1
" Is tlnxtqrca/a _Ii:[") that tayches thee; -
~ Deay flood, and owns a tyrant’s sway ?
~ Alivng fireithe draught should be o
C To walt Lis eraven heart away. “ '
Streawns whereia poet sings, or patriot bleeds,

Instinet with $13irf,t flow, and generous deeds.

Sw.eet nameless spring ! heroie themes
§mt it thy modest, shrinking streams.
’I:h:y waves & {uiot cave bave won ;
Lhis tall rock Fuards thee fror the sun.
Thou seest the steer or steed alone
Refresh them from thy copof stone;
Hear'st shephérd's recd or lover's plaint,
Yexing thy shrubs with carvings quaiat,
Nor‘ other gizhs or sounds prevail c
N Far llmu,:yi;slry fountain, Liast retir'd
FPur up thissough, untrodden vale,
As Lallusham’d to be wdmird;
And I, un idier, undesir'd,
Seem o disturb thy quiet call
Wit sultgs, Ly ofher times inspi-d,
. Aud murdurs of the clussic shell,
eir ey mgelitfount, a lone, {orootten thing
Bencath theseltocks, like th:c tgtr)ri?e:l bhmg,'
2 ase and sing.

5

}_ga lvt nut pesisiveuess intrude,

i]uu 5 o Ulamiless solitude

“!;»",. ”’.‘:‘.: B . N

o (L.IM.‘J avige fpuLS cnormous pil'd,
Tu thelr lony piuspect o'er the wild,

I
'
5
I
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See no wide-wasting, cruel drove
Of disciplin’d destroyers move, .
Fair as from pature’s hand they came,
- Mountains and vales remain the same.
No deed of wrath, no dire offence
Of buman passion, bold and wrong, .-

kel

—

Have scared the meek-eyed genius hence,.
Wheo prompts and loves my simple song:..

i Admit mi -, Geuil, that asong
i
" Into your-philosoplic throng,
- : . . |
* Cala spirits, whom'[ love so welll.

These grottgs and secret fountains dwellg

And let my soul resign proud rq_aso_n’s state, -

And passive on each heavenly impulse wait.

To poets, humbly thus resign’d;. o
The gréat earth shows her inmost miad,

And speaks i terms more sweet, more mild,

Than woman's music to her child,
Her wond’rous being’s mysteries,
Baring her deep heart to thoir eyes:

There play the springs, whence ebb and flow

All humaa joy, all human woe. ‘
Knowledge divine ! thy cheering ray
Descending to the simple mind,
Purges all doubt acd grief away,
Nor leaves one angry wish behind,
* All creatures then, of every kind,
° Partake our sympatby and love,
Seen guided to the goal assign’d

' By Hiwm, dread power, all power above !

Qpirits of hills avd streams! my teachers be,

Tf this high wisdom be foredoom’d to me!

’

8. A Com. Ad.

POETRY,

Trom an Invalid ﬁf the Cape, to hiz Friend in Englamf_.

A Tittle more than two months, dear Ned; may be reckon’d,
Since the date of my last, October twenty-second,
Wherein I related, ila doggrel rhyme,

The manner in which I was spending my time.

-trast wlien you've read it to bore you will show it,

For four they eall me a mere Grab-street Poet:

The maniu for rhym:‘!ir':g lias become here contagious,

Some Poots of our are really outragecus :

Some write from thetxj; Corners, and some from thelr garretg,
But indeed bave no more genius thau parrots ; :
Of course, Ned, yolt kanow, it might be expected

Flhut £, of wll othc:'s‘,!i'would 800t be infected.

The symptoms, however, as yet are but slight,

‘gnd perkaps will be‘;'vbver the next time I wirite; *

¥ ie medical world it is swongly suppoiied

hat the disease bas been Tately into Cape Town emporied ;
huve now (o informi you, since the date of my last,

iat my liver is mending remarkably fast,

Tho' a twinge vow nud then still serves to recal

e thoughis of the twinges T felt in Beugal.

y the bye, T must mention, ere my mem’ry it slips,

Tt lately we've had an annual ¢clipse:

ke sun look’d jast fike a ring made of gold,

[lie duy became dark’d, awd felt rather cold;

i foiks not well-sBill'd in astronomical sclence,

o vidiculons tales hl;h put much relianee;

ame said "twas anngel, "twould last a whole year,

Whicl made wood and candies grow monstrously dear.

‘;Tl'fis; tnamiths, "Us sui‘ﬂ, had been working away,
get dunterns readyifor the middle of day;

i "tn funtler reported, that lots of nightcaps

ave likewise been rrilgaikde for extra day naps.

o
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Some wags, I dare say, just to play off their jokes,
Invented this odd and ridiculous heax.
Ere my letter is ended,- with feelings sincere; - - -
T'wish you a merry Christmas, and o Bappy nesw year,
Would you believe 1t, dear Ned, while your shins are;

toasting, T
A vertical sun, oyr facesisraasting ... .
When nooght on youy fields hut.snow,can he seen,
At the Cape all natare looks chermingly green.
I shan’t forget your roast geese and mine’d pies in a huj
And'still do prefer them tp Cayente and Curry Do
I think that I see your good family all;, .
Seafed at dinner, at Hollyoak Hall, o
With an old friend or two, just to give it a zost,
Each nﬁeéxtly apparrel'd,. in his holiday bgs-tg ‘ _
The geood curate tog, with his rqund smiling fa_;ce,
Who (multum in parvo)” delivers the grace ;
In what part of the world do we find friendship warme
Than we find at the house of a staunch English former
His mind indepéndent, tho® with loyalty full
He is the'best sample of honest John Bull:
Whilst Ae ploughs t_he land, and his ships plough the sg
His roast-beaf and plam-pudding from danger are free
T his couniry’s suceess; there’s no anc more glories, !
While he laughs at the jokes of the whigs and the tori
My servant informs me my hookah is ready, '
S0 now I must wish you adiey, my dear N eddy,
Remember me to my old friends af the hall,
Uncles, cousins, and aunts, sweethearts, and all I

7

. BOBERT,

8. A, Chron.

* Those weidl our fov’c, our sunny Guys,
Wlhen "mid scholastic youth,

* LEre noon had kit her frowning eyes, ..
To shade the brow of truth.

Our Losom friends, and little toils,

Were

We shard \:}fith love our lawful spoils
Eacl brought to fricndship’s door, -

How oft hax_?fe we, sweet blooming fow’r,
Spuar’d ofi; by sinless sport;

Witl:out

Nor felt the Ieast retort.

Thou n'xiqcl‘:%ﬁ me of the time of dawn
ire birds yvere on the wing,

We softly stole upon the lawn,
The troply Lome (o bring,

- When yet aiir 1naster's watehful eye

By slu

Thy Llooming form we did descry,
Lo rols thee of thy rest.

Wl
1 - »
How I do lopg again to Live

Those

Wit heurts ¢
Joys that eipuld never last,

. Manhood :1pf_5f1_‘oach’d—the vision sped

Pur dis

Some e

Ai{d p.I_
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¢ ORIGINAL.
ﬁp‘THE ROSE.

L}Ilii;gu]' blissful store, . - . .-

a sigh thy petals tore,

3

ey was oppress'd,

years that soon were past,

2t ne'er the world can give,

twtfrom my sight
udsjgvcre scatter’d, others dead,
eusure took Ler flicht,
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We gaz'd upon thy lonely crest,
With smiles of youthful joy; |

Thou wert the rose that deck’d cur breast,
Thou wert our heart’s guy toy.

Oh! may I still leck on thy face,
Without a downeast heart! ..

May virtue bright, refulgent blaze, o
To light my honest part.”

: And when at evening's close I bend

Towards my home of peace, = .. - .

: Do thou, my fav’rite flow’r, attend, .
. To cheer that lonely place.

o e
THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE, | IN 1814 AND 1824.

A fammar Epistle, from TIMOTHY 'I‘cmnm, ‘o his Co&'sm PETES

in WWestminsicr.

At length, my dear coz, I have made ;tny escﬁpe, .

From the boisterous waves, and <m moor’d at the Cape ;

‘Where I purpose to spend 2 few months of my time,
And send you herewith my dispatches in rhyme,
*Tis exaetly ten years, if I do not forget,
Sincé first I tonched here, o rew unﬂedm
Witly spiits quite ardent, elastic and flec,
Releas’d from o vessel-—full four months at sea,

With what pleasure each obJect enchanted the sight—
Compar'd with the past, it was rapture ! delig ht'

Lest here, you should ask  ifimprovement anpe IS,
Co—equal with time in the same Iapse of year

I slightly shall skeich, what appears to my view,

As worthy of netice, or striking or new.

I remember, at landing, my dc'u sister Letty,
Washalf dead with hex fears, as she clim'd up the jetty.-

cadet,

R 1. S bool\sclie: s shops are now starting by dozens: .

invalids, now, can dispense with their chairs,
-nd quietly walk from the boat up the stairs.—
s landed in safety, T took to my rambles,
‘the first T saw Wa$ ithe new butcher's shambles,
reng’d in good oxder quite cleanly and neat,—

S\ theu backs to the 'sea, and their fronts to the street.”
lcn I sauntered alonm and contmued my mxwe,

ere the aqueduct stqod there’ now stands the Exchange.
1t monstrous, ; the scaijdal and jeer of town-talk,

y’ve stuck a score shops in the Gentlemen’s Wall,

here the naked nve” cloth d,sand the hunwry, if heedful,

2 supply all their Wants, by the help of the needful.

iat caus’d more surpnze ‘ag it will fo my cousins,

|
ice o very few volumes was full quantum suff.

(] :the buyers of books' were the Venders of - snuff,.

¢ first that I enter d believe me ’tis true, :

f.he Beitler's eport und the pamphlet of Pugh—
how can my- pen itg; great wonders express,
were botl dri )pmmwct froun a Hottentot Press,
m[wuus wasg -,hcwﬂ= st to make the folks wiser,
diiding thie pages of GRrEIG’s ADVERTISER ;-

iguzine too, in which languages mingle,
noune'd fron: the efforts oi Faure and of Pringle.
fix menin of learning: thc natives should foster,

i C*xpe m‘:y 501, rwo.I thc fam’ d R\iexnﬂster.

Yy serve ntJu:t Ln]ls mc, thoy re cIosmw the meuI
Jm'.'u!\mff Imlc(.d' ’fla barbare, 'tis hoznd

TIMOTHY TORRID.
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(E Frccl iy tmmlafed )

[ORE I N FRIFRTVR AL T

Sweet: m;ud accept the- humble boon,

S ‘Mymady heart and -hand,” S --»_'-;J
011‘ for yon betiuty’s speck [’ d owe, o

Bokhar and S mmcand

. _Come brmﬂ' the' smlhnfr nc;chcu;, boy, K
That smH untouch 'd remains;

A ]

Is mmed w1th cares 'md I;mns., cposs §

Oh heed not what told ‘stoies’ say",
Nor make thy moments sad; ~~ =~ "
Here isithe: only Mosellay—-- - '
The only Rocnabad it

E R
' LT L

AIas' these wanton nymphs S0 f:ur, ‘
The lust o{' all around o

thre peace was tranqu i f‘ound L

Whosc beauty and whose: beammrr eyes,
;& That never man wnh::tood*- SR
Ale -ever watchful for thclr pnz.e‘ Mk
: As bandits of the W ood

Would’bt thou make the blushmcr ﬂower,
A dcepcr bIoom unfold -

Would'st fhou scont the msy bcw«::r,
Or br:frhten polish’d O*old

Would'st thou wish the hly aun,
More snowy still appear;
And bid the Hourl declt her form,

With jewels rich and rare. ol

‘How. Iuc.l&ess was that evil day

Dehrrht e phntmw dlSCOI‘d there, S ,. ,

|| B

£

+ Of times bejfond the SO0 3—

Or when Ins mce has rup.

Let Lheac our passmﬂ' jeys p1010n0‘ :
~ Earth i Is our paladlse. )

»N.!'

Vho has not felt its pow’r 2
‘E’en beauty, virlue will repel
In an uncruarded bhour, -

When vntuc bo ¢ the test:.
Vhen bcaut fn

"“An 5 1ts lce confos .
d ﬂ’.",’.;;.}&iva .!.n'm {lﬂm{t‘l’- (RN

- Wil steady thounht attend ;
Andto the prcccpth of grey years,
Dy sout! thy lmL ning lend.

But is it meet” monn snnlmn' flow’rs,”
" Where bees sweet lioney sip,—

That ere a bitter drop of gail

f:ahould mcustc.u be.luty glipt”

llx‘.. n :.t:mfr of o Lent peaxls_.

O Haliz e thy lays;

Whose simple elegatice calls forth
Jhc tribute of du1 praise.

Tell mc of wme, and ﬂow rs, flnd song
. The feast of women’s eyes; ..

‘tho éan dot bounds to. beauty 8 Speﬂ

.- Speak not-of thind‘s avithout the wane,

Man knows not.what yon realms contatn-—-

’d Zolell‘a s heart ,_‘ ',.'

'YouLh should to manhood’s cleot’ning: voice
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: - THE LAND OF MY LOVE. -

) PR . . A
An Answer o an Tnvitation to become @ Seitler in this Colony.

No! gold shall not woo, nor ambition e'er wile,
My steps from the land of green heather;
Though I knew their allurements could never beguile
Yet, oh! cculd I part from my own hative isle—
. The land 6f my fathers? Do, never Tawtts oves
Dear, dear to my soul, as a relig of love,
- - Is each thistle and spring of green heathery .
‘And as faithful and true to my country Tl prove,
‘As those Jove-entwin'd Dearts, that ne'er faulter or 20
© When affection ba’ bound them together.
. The minions of fortune may brave the wild sea, |
. Her sweets of profision to gather;. " T
But, oh ! did they love their blue rdountains like me
-As theirbirth-placehad been, so theizdeath-place would
L In the land of the thistle and heather.
Yet, 'tis not that fiowers have encireled my way,
© That I doat on this land of green heather;. .
“Ah, no! clouds of sorrow, have shaded each day,
- And seldom, in sooth, bas a soul-cheering ray
Taught grief from my. bosom to sever, .
“But, as to the widow’s heart dear is the spot
Where her Iov'd one lies shrouded for ever,—-
By memory hallow'd, and never forgoty— . '
So my heart, though with sorrow strack, ever will d;
On the land of the thistle and heather.

And when, neath the stroke of mortality’s foe, -
My lips shall with parting-breath quiver,
_ Let my ashes recline where the mountain wirds b
. And my monurnent be, a friend’s tear that will flo
' "QO'er my grave 'mong the thistles and heather:
e A VILLAGE SCHCOLMAST

. Relict of thie late

How calm is the summer sea-wave .

“How softlyis swelling its breast,-
Lio bank it just reaches to lave,
Then sinks on its bosom to rest.

. e :
Nor dashing, nor foaming, nor roar,
bt TR Ly - - T
1t mild agd Zephyr its play,

l_nd passes in silence away.

A talm is th“e: action of death
(?n the beautiful mind of the just:
gently heinifles their breath,

. e s e y T
OL 0 Zroan, Mor a pain, nor a tear,

r.o cloud, Bor a doubt, nor a fear,

SONNET.

net and parted in an autumn eve,

not a eldud was seen to sail

vlio Liave feltithe eestacies of love,

bsent—pr
1
dsence Te

8 A, Chron.

Missionary ot Gnadendal. -

y,

lt-'dll'ops, scarcely heard, on the shore,

cently dissolves them to dast. .~ .

mor a wish, nor a sigh,

con-light sith its beauty steeped the vale,
the azure firmament.—Believe,
¢.my feclings wher I gazed on her

sent [ife had nothing to confer;
ndered earth like heaven above.




‘Upon a rock, above the mummuring sea,

;% Binked, “arm.in arm, ii:thoughtlessness we. stood s

‘And as T marked our ShadOWb in the flood,,
21 dreamt that fate intended. us to be
United always i~-twas 2 dream ; and, Iol.
- Between us mountams nsc
8. 4. Chron,

_ ORIGINAL ‘ _
I’LEASURE —A rmgnmm.

Pleo,sule § hke the wmd tlm;c blows; :

No one seetﬁ Where it goes:
Nightly plmnto1n, lank a.;ld lone,
*Proach it, and the spccuc s gote.
"Tis a sumoner's ansient ﬁow T
Blighted in a wiat'ry hour:—
Mornmfr blooming, fresh and g g2y,
Evening droopmm fast a.way,
Like t’ne sky, which here we meet,

d o¢eans flow '1 .

Soon with clouds and show s replete. o

To the world thou ne'er must flee,
Naught is there but vanity. -
Natare’s ¢hild, if “SHill Thou art,
Tarn to Nature)s God. (hy heart,

- ORIGINAL. .
P‘I’I"Y"S' ‘B 0.0 N-

Then fowm. me, my heart of' SOITOW,

The tear thou.fain would’st implore ;
++ Chay youth s flow’ry moment’s have fled,
The spring - of our pleasures is oe T

It is Weaknces, they’d say, in this W011d R
To seg. the. *nar moisten our éye;. /
But tcll thcm it comes i'rom the fountam

Th AVOeS and the walhnns of g‘nef‘
Vould’st thou: say that the ‘marble: were coid R
I'hat pity-ne ér~ send thee relief 3o il

B

: .
I\ot thoso ‘on- whom foriune has <:m11ed e

ot boaat of a gem that s S0 valxd — -~:~
.I‘hc drop tlm 1mpu1r.[s the mild eye.

s sulling G lerub, sound]y sIecp
H when w e LIS thy smilcs to~morrow,
:ﬂ. flrc- Vit ifim ‘tere seliish then to! weep, .. "

5 Wee——nol Lilou-—-nhu walke O SOITOW.

nd\ 15 thy doom—-}etlundly gn cn,
Thy short, uncloudcd playfal day, Tk
Lxhe the 1 nmoc,unt dew exhaled to lzcavcn,)

-(‘
o
c
=
<
b
<+
o
>
o+ .
ol
@
<)
1
=
2.
::
ay-
g
=

ﬁ [ the coid eve of datk dec.ay,
ought thee nor care nor passion’s strife,

I\o‘ stole thy Jmle Joys away,

_&‘. eIl dig thy grave where the tender gleam
1¢. om.nt bLLU ILPO,&.CS, ot

Ihlmll nGt perchif i the mid- d'\y beam, ‘
orwe’ll almdo w it o’er with Foses,
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S A, Jour, TSP . T
ODE TO ENTERPRISE, .
On lofty mountains roaning, i

40

i The dew-drop late shall lisger.there,

: And the lark build free from danger;

. No evil thing: can breathe that air, . _
For thy breéast to guile was'a strangeer.. ..’

The midnight wolf shall checlk his howl,
~As e glides by thy hallosved dsvelling 5

Shall shun that verdant swelling, -

‘The twilight.bat, aid the mournful owl, . . ;

i
o

'

Ob ! nothing unholy can thee molest,
Fora'eentinel:fairy hovers.:. .~ =

l:, Around thee, ‘to guard the pure earth. on.tlily;b;'eﬂsl

Anci't}.:i"g.{@pgq@:@x@;clay.it,coi\_?ei"s:.-";« B

"~ Soon shall thy guardian milk-wood tree,
Whose bows are yet unbending,

- Fling thems with fondness overthee—. .. 1.

Kind shade and shelter lending.

. When soothing time hath-dried our tears; .

© - Shalkits dewy leaves be weeping ¢ ..

" And.its hoary stém in futare years
Bend over Cicig, sleeping.

O’er bletk perennial saow, - ..
Where cataracts are fopming, _
And raging north-winds blow, -~ -
Where hungry wolves are prowling,,
And famish’d eagles ery,”
Where tempests loud are howling,
And low’ring vapouss fly i—

L 4l

There at thelpeep of morning,

Bedeck'd with dewy tears,
Wild weeds ‘-her brow adorning,

Bold ExTERPRIZE appears ;
While keen-ey’d ExpEcTaTION *
* Still pointsto objects new,
See panting ExuraTron |

Her fleeting steps pursue! .

List, list, celestial virgin !
T Aud) ol T thE Vo Tecord -
From grovelling cares emerging,
I pledge ihis solemn word :—
By ocears, fields, or fountains,
While health, while life remains, '
O’cr Lapland’s icy mountains,
O'er Afric’s'burning plains,—

P T

orhidit the daisme wonders,
Which cartl’s vast caves conceal, ™

Where subtersancous thundess, .

" The xinixiérs"bhih"r‘év‘éill;‘-;" A

Where bright in 1autchless lustre,
The lithal flowers wnfold,

And, 'midst the;;beuutcous clustre, -
Bewms efifore

In every varicd,::lstn‘;ion,

. Wlaute'er my'fate may Ue,

My hope, my exultation,
Is sull to follow thee!

When age witls sickness blended,
Shallelieck the gay career,

And death, though long suspended,
Begins to hoyer neay,—

e

T

T mdas Ty R
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- Then oft, in visions feeting,. &/ ..
May thy fair form, beinigh,’. .. ‘
And sgll thy: vatary greeting, . .: L1/

-t 4.,,....#

Recewe his parting: sigh's wh
And tell a joy{ul stery, ... . '.’..-‘. !

Of some new wald to come, i
Where kindred sools, i o*laryv, g

a call 1;11 W ndexex
S A. C’i;ron. y 2 & ?“" B

—-:m-—,-,—-

' ISR A E L %
Dabis, Dcusr] dis guogue. ,;J:'zcm .

1

Yes! 'bea.r-- otifiddE
ren of the choqen mce'
Whose nard oblmon bh_Ohted never,
Whose wloucs tidie shidll ng” 5- e{fa,ce :
Vanquish the Atheist’s despemte baldness,
Share the presumptuous threats of hell
The age’sapathiy-arnd eoldn :
Ye¢ are the race'of‘ ISRAE
Their blood,_ c.
Allied to. od,, ye bga, W th D5,
And ye are stLLL althoufrh dewraded
Ennob‘ed b& Jiqur origin ;1
Ye o'erall _Dations eigzv ted,, o

God’s earthly troasure, hope, and c}a:m_'.

His favorites, his i creatad,— s
O let us stxil desewe ibe. name,

3

: ) * Jal duldt vertrouwt vollzmdnm l:opcu, " n
. Myn brocdens yan ’t‘y_crkomn mulf .
Wiens.nnam. geen® cedwen konden slopou, .
Wiens heil’ge glorie nosit ?crga.:c:' S
Vermelt_deg ongodisten. lageh ;.
Besehaamt, de. pogingen. der. th
Verfoiet de Koolheid onver dagen—

- Gy zyt de kroost van- Ispazz, -

QO sunk da- shame‘ in sorrow straymﬂ"
Ye sing’d, pow suffer and atone! -
in agony and~e:ihe praying - -

For that bno'ht land ye call’d your own,

“Ye fxom God[s beaten-track departed; -
Podr homeless pﬂwrams wand'ring here ;

His amn abmdon’d you, ploud hearted‘ .

- To nemblmﬂ lie]PIebSHGSS and fear.

What prophets have- fonctold comes o'er us;

The seeptre’ from our grasp is torn;
Our rank and glory fade before us;

Our godlike Icmo dom given to scorn ;—
We, clxoson erst ﬁomchosen nations, -
. Now write beneath the scoffers rods-
Bare to the mearest slave's ve\mons, o

- We, who w ere suchc{s oncie—of God.

SRR ok ».—-m-u LA M
Ah sufety, Lomfort all are reft vs;

Exil'd by God's Ahnmhty Dand 5
Nought of 4he glorles *Orient leftus; -~

()ur true—itr o 1ly Parugreano !

Fuar from our sires’ remains—ili-fated,-

The ahy_ct race of Abrabam weeps;

- His blood, in us degrenerated,
Now tlo’ ;t cmmbhnﬂ' TALD creeps.

Rvdc.c.mer‘ Szrc' be our defendar! o
- Ol tyyn not-{rom our prayers away:
Give Isruel 10 Tier early splendour,
- Or let ber joyless name deC.J} !
Nul hopes deferr’d and meinories vanish'd
.Our trust in Thee could never bow ;
We ure the IIelne‘.wars.,zl‘———(ho oameh o

A Y

lhou ast lhe\Ichv ws’ God—e'en now e
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Yes, thy Messiah, soon appearing,
Shall burst these honds of éIaVery ;-
Thine anger-mists again are clearing, ...
Our day of thory is nigh. . 2

‘A heavenly flame is bncrhtly soaring
" Bebind the clouds of carthly woes
Shout‘ Israel, shout! with joy adoring,
Your Prinee’ s,-fSa.vm_r s advent show .

- Lion of Judah, roar and:greet him, -
Hail bis majestic march once more;
'Come, Adam’s race! with blessings meet, hlm,

Andrank again as raml{ d of yore.
"Abnounce hlm from on bigh, thou thunder!

Berd your préud heads, ye hills around!
Fall, kingdom of deceit, asundex

In ruins at our trumpet’s sound !

‘Behold the leng expected gladness !
Salvation’s morn again appears;

The meed for suﬁ'erm g, scorn, and sadness,
The citadel "gainst foes and fears,

With hope, Tike this, to live or perish, -
is our 1'edempt10n—wduty——Joy !

Whieh, when our souls shall cease to cherish,

Those wmlt;y souls, O God! destroy!

And dare ye, erring ones, endeavour,

With insolent sland’rous thought,

Us——from our hallow’d trath to sever,

Truth, by our own Jehovah, taught 2
Preach ye a fruitless toleration,

Which baseness may extort from pnde ?
Our Israel waits her great salvation, '

_ And breathes no pray’r for aught‘ beside !

Yes! that, for which you bid us meanly
Resign the soul’s divinest flame, .
(thch spite of all shall shme serepely, )}

Is hateful'to us as youraim! .
The ghead tribanal’s fire and fehter,

Yes, elen) the taunts, from- scoﬂ‘ms hard,
Are better tQ ‘endure——far better :

Than benefits by youleonferrd, .. .

The age of darkness now is bounded, *
Restoring ‘times are hast’ning on,
In which Gad's kingdom shall be feunded,
In which qll lioll slialf be o’erthrowa !
The sentencé soon will pubhsh loudly,
Whom glory waits and whom disgrace ;
Philosophers, who rule us pxoudly,
Or Jacob’s scorn’d and suffering race.

he preceding lines woze presented to the Editor as a translation from

Du Cuosta's bmum'ul Duleh PPoem, entitled ¢ Isracl.'']

+

ORI G [NAL

Upon thine eycs I've seen the tear,
Whicl: latent sorrow teils
U've mateh’d'them to the t1rn1d deer,
Oft to the/proud Gazel’s:

I've lreard tlfe silver mildness flow
From t[nne oxpr essive lips ;

Iv'e thought, o'er that more placid brow,
Contt.n{mc_nt watching keeps.

T have not mm d, with passive eye,
Onalit ]xy httle cares ; -

Unheeded nbt the silent sigh, . -
¥ crcbodmﬂ‘ female {ears,”
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Let those who work this mighiy engine, see
They deal its fear f'ul strokes, with clemr.ncy

Believe me, though a silent: oucbu

Beneath thy kindly roof, : - !
Thy .tendernejsr,s ;[?Ves;ﬂ, coni‘est R Oh! le: them th m){ awhile, I6W many a wound
Oft Put it 16 the pr'oof NN Its.pond'rous arm; perchance, inflicts around,
} i I'rom one man’s mahco, nay, from wantof care,

No time gan Leal, no.med’eive can repair., .. -
“Tis pood to have o giant's strenﬂ‘th of limb,
Dut smcly not ig use that. strenc”ih hlxe hlm. L

Oh, woman! when thy tear- op:stam
- Thro’ all thy inyyerd paie: . .0, ..

Beliove, I've feltmot keener/darts wimo
To Inde tl*em I refxam. S

Consider well, Lhen “whosod'er tiow BL, e
Who wiceld’st a Prt.ss tiay’s Tnglish; fair and free,”
o grand the path that opens’to thy view,- "
How bright, Low pleasing, and how useful too:
Butif thou only talk’st thy ruffian pen o
stab the feclings of thy fellow-men; ~ .-
f'lhou Last tried,, by bold and fierce ex Cess, -
make us bond-slaves of a-£y Jr'ra'mf Pres

fiou hust hown one mon forthy foe, - -
Or Slave, or Governor, or high; orlow;;” = .-
ud all thy spleen, thy ruthiess rancour shed,---
n all that one man did, and all be said ;

[ thou'st purhu 'd, ug with en adder’s sp:te,

nd: slungy \\1[ : mnd ny m,uw., wrong-or rlght
liaself, hw duldrcn, friends, and .J.H he lev'd

d all who wish d sim well, or who approv d

[ thou hast call’ditho Press, its aid to bring,

nd mixd thy poison with its wholesome sprmg,
nd mode its wrotig’d and profanated page.
pubfm vehiele, of private ruge,

d us'd jts power to spread thy roxious slime j— —
y talent then becomes o cusse and erime.

I‘ rom thee I h'we nouﬂ“t to cxlneet
‘T've nothing to demand, LT
Wﬂb t,hoq net, the_ 't}us 'lboon accept

, R

THE PRESS.

—— e

Of all the blessings England’s sons possess
Give me that one—a free and manly Press:
That cap, with gentle, yet usyielding hand,
Urveil each wrong, each grievance of the hnd
A Press, the cmard and clmmpxon of the law,
That will speak out and keep the rogues in awe ;
As justice bids, will censare:or {Lppiaud » '
And hold the mirror ap to-truth or fraud ;

That dares th® oppressor curb, i’ oppress’d defend
The bond-sla.ve s O"U.O.I'dlu.D yet the ﬁeeman s f.uend

But let the Press be sparmc' of abuse,

By no harsh feelings sway’d; no-private views ;
- Let no man’s, fame be sullied by its pen,
Averse to principles and things, not men ;
Justice the only object of its- .cea!,
Its only aim and wish the public weal.

JUVENALIS SECUNDUS,
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ORIGINAL.
FORGET ME- \TOT

Forgel me nof —a potent sch

That still upon my ear.doth dwell !
How oft, when parting from the shore,
T've heard thy sound repeated o’er, :

In India’s and.in Afrie’s strand, . ¢ oo

By parent’s and by friendship’s hand
And oft, when on the biliows roar,’

* Thy sound the waves have echo d oef, .

e Recalhn “to wy ]onely mind,
& The scenes and f'rlends left f,ar behmd

Yet *tis not that Wlld ybuth 18 past
‘And friends.and parents ebbing. fast ;

The feelings which thy echocs woke, _ B

Have fallen *heath time’s sturdy” stroke ;-
Another.pledge must here be seal’d,
Before my destmy s revgal d—
That echo- once again must start,
Unstllied by the tongue of art;

Thou, shalt not.die l—thy sccond ch1mé-— .
Maust "gain be heaxd flom Afrxc 5 chme—-_ .

Alasl "twas.on thy g gentle sound
Ere dawning. hope received a wound ;

When last I parted from this shore,

My eoming bliss I ponder’d o’er— .
When Ione upon the moonlit wave,

- ‘While grosser passions ceas’d to ravej—
I fancmd hours.of brighten’d hue, *
Full beaming on my longing view;
That promis’d purest joys of carth,
And eall'd my soul-felt ardour forth :
But these, from mem’ry’s page I'll blot,
"Gain gladly say—< Forget me not!”

AT I

R.J. 8
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"‘T-IE BUSIINIAN

3 cZaczlecZ b _/ an tmsucccsgﬁuz attempt to md’uce a Bzzs]mmn io

p:oceed with . i)ze 'y m’f into the" Colong -

O'cr these wide wastes, immeasureably wild, ~
“Roves the poor Bushman, nature’s modest child ;
For him few Joys, S the arts of love supply,
“Born bat'to starvc, “wnd unregarded die;
Sport of the clements, Lis life a span, '
Fre-girt around by unreleating man; . R

chy to all perils,;and no arm to save, ‘
He falis, their pow "ess vietim, to the frmve ;
No festive board invites Lis famish’d fcnrn,
No roof to shelter from the beating storm; . L
But the grey rocl rugged struetme regrs,
1ts mos;—grown cnvcm of o thousand years,
AWlhers the hoarse. wolf hils frequent vigil keeps,
Or treach’rous Hotifor an ambush creeps;
There his worn hands the scanty meal prepare,
Of hard sought hu]im, a coarse and b:ttex fare:
Repast uusounl, where the jocund voice -
Or laughing eye \‘.as scldom knowa rejoice;
But the qulck oar, attentive on the watch,
‘Euger and cautiolfs every sound to eatch,
Smrls at the breczlc, the herald of its fear;
Whilo the swift hiind, convulsive grasps the spear,
Suck are Lis hourd of ease, but thus are sped

“n hole days of danﬂ‘er, nights of ceaseless dread.

1is mind, untutorod and without a ray
OF fuith to cheer Lim on life’s weary way,
% sunk, hubducd, and ne’er calestial fire

Jatl lauch‘d his $ou1 or taught it to aspire
If
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Beyond the rarrow limits natare’s giv’ 1,

. To bourd from groy’lling garth, and soar to heav’

- No vision'd Bden, with umnort'Ll flovw’ss,
Spice-breathing eales, and amardnthine bow” rs, -

Blooms in his dreams, there all is deep’ning gloom;
And hope, man’s sweetest soother, shuns hls tom
Yet would he Ieave the scenes where childhood g

And where, sa,d boo 0} -his emly breatl'" he drew 2 7

‘No I—proffer all you valiis) but in vain' -
You try to lure him from his ative plain;~ -
Though clung by fear and fa ine; yet afar; - -
Pleas d, umestramed to tun ‘hIS wild Goreh,

"He roams delighted; and: Por :deems thani" this -

: Earth can =1mpart o' h1r>her s me ‘of bhss. )

' Say then what speII mthxn these deselts mde,

~ Can bind the savage to-his solitude 2 -

- What mighty to.hsman can make him scom
Lean want, pale terror, and th’ unheedicg storm
Search well the heart,—it is, where €T We roam,

In the:warm charms of ffreedom and of fcome.

-3.'«\.-‘. .

o

8. A. Chron. :
e L. 54%15.}'41.4,’% ¢

i .
o ke

" ORIGINAL.® - - -7
WAR'S- MESSENGER. -,

(_ﬁvf-'eguiar JLines, )

I come in sadness, Iady erO‘ht
A tale of woe to tell : o
' The husband of thy heart’s i np more, o
’Who in the conﬁlct felI "’
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He fought, and many honors bright,

His prospeots did await ;
The glow of hope that spurr’d his arm.
VVas on I:us heaxt elate,

The b_attl.e.rag'.éd long and loud,
- Till the. ini«rhtiest arm was hewn;

The field was scon. an open 0‘1ave,

With hmbs and Innces strewn, .

And see bis p’falfney,‘ that I found:
Wild bour;'dinrr on the plain:
With mouth ¢i foam, and scarred flank,

Anda blood—stum’d fery mane. .

T Qhl gaze nof; on his elotted hoof!
Thy. ‘fomqp—heart tusns cold ;
Tum froru the!liying mire of blcad
-That does’ sur.h Woes. unf‘old

These eyes chd sec him stag,
‘ Upon the heap of dead,.

Whicl:, mid the addled forms of war
On the gory field was laid.

g'ring {all,

My right hand rais’d his sinking form,
In ghostly pale array’d,

And while heirested oo my arm, .

In anguish ;thus he said s

S Oh! Oent]o stmnn'er, fatker, friend,

 Whose pride’s the soldier’s weal,
Before my life its course shall end,

e somethlmg' to reveal,

_ N

I:
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“ Bendath yon dusky mount'lin’s'brow
My lady svaits her lord,"

Arnd, with my infant. eluld expects
The conquest of my sword

“ To tHem, ch stranger ! turn thy feet,
And ezase the mdow s mind ;

Teil her, her warrior here expeets
A resiing-place to' ﬁnd

 Tell her how few the moménts be -
Which linger o'er my fate; . -, .

. How deep’s the anguish:of my healt,
With love how stll elate.”

Thus wrung the gallant| bero’s breast,
As the pray’r dwelt on his lip; : -

And soon bis tear-sunk, ‘pallid brow
Was clos’'d.in earthly sleep.

Oh! lady, do not sadly weep
Thy true-love that is slain !

The tears which chanuel down thy cheek
His ransom can’t obtam

She rais'd her hands; in maniac plaint,
As witness for the sky ; :

- And call'd the messen ger of peace
To close her daxkcn’d eya, -

“ Ah! where's my prop, my soul’s proud staff:

My sweet, my heav'nly sage ?
Hathk hie then to that home adjoum’d
Where the b;.ast doth never rage?
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¢t He girt hls loins with warlike arms,
- To quell the battle’s rage; -

Bu¢ little did my faney pamt E TR

The fate. of battle rage. -

« I view’d the soldier’s martial porte,’
My young heart caught a flame;

I thought of bonors to be won

On the o‘lonous field of fame.

« Yot still; iipoﬁ ‘that bocl'mé‘ Hay, -
Methourrht the sun 1ook’d red;

And many were the anxious scenes,
Which oler my visior play'd.

<« 'l Wander through the desert camp,
Where my hero bold bad sped;

:But where’s my, eagle to be found,

"Mong mounts of mangled dead?”

Amid the dm, the carnage round i
What horrors caught hex sight !

“Twas then she eamestly rc~sought

Relief i speedy fiight.

-Here birds of vile, rapacions prey,

. In conquest swam the flood,
And revell’d, with a horrid rage,

Ox the ﬁcld of flesh and blood.

e And herc. she saw the hopeless son
© . To his father calling loud ;

Alas! no pitying parent’s i,here P
- To wrap his child’s' cold’shroud.
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And there, the tenderhusband’ s arm-
Rais’d-high i welcome aly,

To grasp his pariner’s weeping form,
And kiss her falt_hful tear.

Spirit of TrRuTe and Lovz;
" Life-giving Holy Dove, PR
Speed fortix thy ﬁzcvht '
Movmcr on ocean’s space, .-
Bearmo- the lamp of grace, *
And in eaxth’s darkest place.
 “ Let there be lzg/at ”

Take up your corse, ye fallen brave,
" And buckle on your Ianue, L
Behold the nodding” plumets wave,
The wm—hoise prou,clly plance I

Blessed cmd holy be o

And glorious, Trinity; .
‘zVJ.sdom, Love, Wzﬂ?lt'

Bouundless as ocean’s tide,

Rollmo- in fullest pride, .

Oey thc clnth far and wide,

e Let there be light,”

Alas! in vain your faithful steed -

Comes fawning to your/feet; - -

© Alas! st thezr walcome fate -+ -
Their ma&ter corpbe to greet ! r

B TR

e e

¢ LET TIIL’RE BL LIGIIT ’.’-—-Gen. i » 3.
“ A LIGHT TO LIGHTEN THE GENTILES."---Luke xi. 9, 32.

- To the. Nutional Tune of & God save Me King”

Trou, whose eternal word.
Chaos and darkness heard,
o And tooI\ their flight,

“Hear us, we humb ¥ pray,
And where thy Go:pelis day .
Sheds ot its glorions 1ay,.

' “ Let there be. Zag'kz ”

"ORIGINAL,

s,

Love! m the hour we met, -
My heart was on thee set,— -
I felt a secret wound ; .
While thro’. the lapse of days, .
- When'er I saw thy face,.
,.Ifj, made my bosom bound.

Troy, who didst come to bmw
On thy redeeming' wing:

Healmrr and htrht :
Health to the su;h in mmd et
Sight to the inly. blind, -
O’ now to all ma nkmd

“ Lot there be Ezgf’zi .

Some wsxonm_y shade, . .
{ thought 1y faney swey'd, . .

) And touel’'d youth’s tender strmg ;
For the gay bul;terﬁy, '

With plq*xsure inits eye, © .-

B over on the wing,
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Th’ illusion I chen'sh’a ;
Swzft time might have bamsh d, -
. And dwmdled into nou ght;
Hope was here mistaken, - .,

e Merit’s strongly sheken,. :
‘ : The end I proudly sought.

Tigrieve it sadly sore
Thy favor to implore,

In this, my poor estate
o But, pov\,rt} nukiod -
- Cen néler true love unbind,—
;_,,.;,T;,be tle.is strong in fate.

Ne'er wilt thow, seeking, find -
A pure ‘and devoted mmd S
ey, Both trug-indife and deﬂ.th i
Trust e, my ooly sweet, - ".- S
Tis here thou such shalt meet,—

I pledge wy solemn faith,

Thus d1d I vamly try B
Love’s influence to deny -~
A harbour in Iny breast;

I'turn’d upon the Past,
_On dlsappomtment s blast;':
And luli d: my cares to 1est

-+ Snile, ob then; benigunly!
Sooth my anguish kindly, -
- Dear.treasure of my he'utT
By all thatls true I- swear it i R,
»it1 (Grood heaven hear my prayer !)
From thee I ne’er shall pozt.
Te oo 0T L RALS,

I ¥new love's hau‘ghfy'g’ait,

Its painful, lngring state, .
And vow’d I ne'er would roam

But "gain thé unconscious stroke

My heart’s still ehord has woke,
Ard robb’d it of its home.

Can love be so. supprest i

And never be confest?, . -
The thought is.idly vain: =

For soon the smo;herfd,ﬂame, 2

. ] X . ‘ . B
Finds Ianguag e an‘d 4 pame B ollon ing ‘spirited Lines mere sent 2o M. ROBERTSO"\T “the inde-
Toeaseits poignant paur. . gqéle FGovernment Teczc]wr al Graaﬁ'—Rcmet q;.fzer. @ Public

: mingtion. qf t]:e Sc/zao] ) : S

E ~ LINES 70 jEDUCATION'_‘

—-.n::m_

As 0 er thc Waters of the dcep abyss

Sat dwrlmess bluOdlDO stern and motionless,
Loud. from the‘cast thc awful thunders broke,
ndfchaos trembled as the Almighty spoke:—
“Cln]d of the 1nﬁn1te' Immortal light!
T hy parent C'LH$ thee to his ho]y sm'ht'”

But, says the worldly lot, i
The poor’s to be forgoty sty
PR iAlthough he dearly loves; . -
"Tis not the rich estatey ..+t °
. 'With passions niore elate, =i 5
Or always faithful proves.
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Quick at the voice it loft its secret place;

Burst into life, with smiling in his face,.
Bright o’or the rising globa it fung its rays,
And earth, exulting, owned its gental blazes”
Thus oer our. southern wastes, immers'd: in night;
Albion commands,’ 10 spread the menta] light,”
Sends forth her sons to dissipate theiy gloom,
And grateful Afilg glories in the boo s,
Fail to Britannia ‘S;-ovéfei'gq of the sea !
Tsle of the wighty ! Teémple of the free !
Ask of mild peace! who f'glmnd_ no resting place,
But on the altars of thy worthy race?. R )
Saviour of, nations! when the despot’s chain,
Forg’d for the world,” proclaim’d an iron reign,
Vietor ¢’er all, :thou bad’s‘tl the tempest, cease, ;
Ard sheath'd the sword to teach the arts of peace..
Lo! at thy bidding, wisdorm opes her page,
T” instruct the ignorant and form the sage, s
Point the Steep path that Jeads to glory’s fame,. . -
And shew how-virtue decorates a name; '
Taught by her Précepts, man is raised to he,
(Child of the.dust D—thke Heir of Deity!
And vain against his Progress warriors spread,
When by %er influence willing to be led, e 5 of the soﬁ_{h ! o mighty empire wield,
Wild heaves the ocean, but Lie safely guides S ad-4ll ackieved: on Carthage, Egypt's boast,
His daring prow, and sails its trackiess tides (a); Cradles of Sciesce—Afric’s snciont eoast,
Deep.in its coral caves descends, ¢’ explore, . Taithe bow-risen/ glory dimm’d and Jost!
Lis erystal atmosphere ang shelvy shore (5); - iC -
Tunvades the air, and counts she burn

Aud when from death no power can Ionger save,
Lights the bright bow that arches o'er his grave!
uch s man’s'progress-in his bold career,
nd such shall Education lead to, here.
otectors and" instructors of our youth,—
ends of your eountsy, Patriots in truth, o
Lead their young steps to wisdom’s safzrfad shiine,
And teach to worship virtue's power (lmfle 5.
Point to your Belgie, ‘or your Bnt]i«.:l; Sires, -
And make them blirn, to emulate their fires, -

atron of learaing, Gratitade would pay
Tts praise o thee o this rejoicing day; -
But wealk it finds its efforts to express
Thanks for thy ‘care to form our happiness.
ried of the friendless! Lover of the frec!.
Distribator of Jhstice egually l—
Awalt 2 brightes tribute,~—time to'come _
hail 'gild the name of Patriot StockeNsTROM.
raptiin that futare, fancy fondly strays.
‘erthe long vista of approachicy. lays,
ees.fields of glory conquered by the brave,
‘Arother banrer floating on the wave,
il "".a 0eW race), in acts and. commerce skilled,
ordl} :

E - Evitas.
ing isles, i .

Computes their distance, and inspects their files (¢) ;
Rifles the treasures earth 'so deap conceals, - W
And nature’s hidden mysteries reveals @; . -

-Wields the honj'sq Winds; and bids them e givs

‘The pictw’d eabvas and the marble live(e); °

'.,Direetsﬁiil&nthmpy to form the plan, » 7.

T ¢raise the wide barbatian “into man!. ...

alion  (b) The I_}L’vIng Bell  {c¢) Erostation qud Astroromy
- {d) Mising \[ (e) Painting and Statunry.

Aran, "
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VERSES

- T lhe f'{lzwﬁ qf' the: Souﬁ; ﬁfncm C’ammw’czal Afclvertaser. '

: -—-—--—.._..

- We haxl the burstmcr rays of lig ht
"Are charm’d to see the star appear, |

That twinkles throagh the ‘clouds of m&hé
Ard indicates that day is near,

From hence may mts and scxence spﬁﬁ .
The ﬁowms of genius to expand

Till the bright toon of kuowledge fing
Its radiay nce oler this darken’d land |

- And fzom\om much-lov’d Fathu-land
A distant murmur strikes our ear,
And speaks of all that’s hop'd, or plann d
Creacted hy our gountry dear' S

We feel we are not quite forgot,
Though- from cur kmsmen far exil’d .

And less deplore our luckless Jot, ‘.‘:; D
As piloums in tlns pmched Wlld E .

All thza, and mare to Ihee We owe, © . ..
- Troe friend of Afrie’s 8§ genuine weal, |
‘Who know’st to soothe the exile’s woe,
Ard mak 5% our w ither'd hearts to feel
May virtue, and prevalhnﬂ' tr uth
. And love of freedom grace: your page
" To elevate the mind of youth,
And cheer the heayy hours of age,

TS, A f‘&w?z LR
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_May christian faith and candour fair
Still find a champion in your pen,.
- Till railers leave the ¢ scorner’s chair,”

- And learn to love thelr fellow men. -
: . W, H.

S;A Cor. ./.Q'd 7 .
Taal : Lo

THE SILVAN RETREAT, .
Near Sgellenbosch. . .. o0 0

Peace, peace’ 6 ‘hi§ dshes who phnted thoge trees !
Supreme o'er the landscape they rise,

With simple and lovely magnificence please’
All bosoms, and rawsh all eyes.

Nor "n'nblo nor brass, could emblazon his fame, o
Like his own silver trophies, that wave

- In graceful memorial, and whisper his mme,

And smttex thmr vaes on his grave: .

ACROSTIC.

Sweet to me the evening’s peaceful hour, .
The rustling leaves, the moon’s mild power;
Each varwd object, as it brightly gleams,
Like mystic forms beneath her beams,

Lulls my calm’d soul with peazeful dreams; .
Enraptur'd then I'turn and gaze arcund,

Nor wish te.quit this rural bound

But sigh to pass my days in thee,

O -~---—-—————-—i humble, content, and {ree.
Such be my lot, with irdependence crown’d,
Children, wxfc, sisters, friends around —
Heaven! T ask no more of thee,.

S ./3' Ciron, . ol
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- The fairy-sports of infancy, - Lo
Youth’s golden age, anc.l -manhggd s prime,
Home, country, kindred, friends, with thee,
Are mine in this far clire, :

<+ Thrice wele me, little -English flower? .
My Inother~cogpj_:_ry’§3}j1ite and ref ;7" -
In rose or lily, till this hour,

- Thrice welcome, little English flower! ,

, Pl rear thee with a trembling hand; | ~
ever tohfie: such Beajity spréadyy O for the April sun'and shower !‘ o
Travsplanted Tx‘-orﬂ’ﬂiir’fé"-is}ahd-l;éfi, ' 7 The sweet May! dews of f‘:hat f"&u‘ hnfla
X A treasure in g grain of earthy i Where daisies, thick.as star-light, stand
' Btrange as'2 spirit from the doad,’ ‘

: In évery wall ! that hero might shoot
Thine embryo SPrang’to birgh, 7 v . Thy scions, a5d thy buds expand, . ---

A huudred froni one root !

il

~Thrice welcbmg, fittle Brgip, dower <
o . Whose tribes beneatls our pagy] skies,
Shug close their ‘Ieayes_;y-vlh‘i;e; _fa.pors lour;
~ But when the sun’s gay beanms arise,... .
With unabash’q bt modegt eyus, B
Follow hiy motion to the west,
Nor cease to gaze till day-Jighs dics,
Then fold themselves (o rest,

Thrice welcome, little English flowerl -
To me the pledge of hope unseen ;
When sorrow would my soul o”erpowerq -
. For joys that wgrg,;‘_or«migﬁi'lmve been,
T'll eall to'mind, how; fresh and green,
1 saw thee waking from the dust: - -
Then turn to heaven, with brow serene,
And place in God my. frust. +. . ok )
. Ciron. DT A

lerice.n'elcozllg,. little-En
. To this resplende
Where Flora’s gian
In gorgeous livey
Thou, only thou, ar

glish flower! e
nt'.hemisphere, L

t-ollspring: towey, , Bl
es all the e
litgle here,-

. ORIGINAL, -~ .. .

L

T " Then see’st the white sdils of my s]}ii?,
Like worth unfiiended op unknown 1 ‘Their bosoms n the{ gale; T - _
Yet to my Britis]) heart more dear ., “* When morrow’s sy shall bfeak'the‘gloom:
Than al the, torrid zope. . . No more my bark’ yowll hail, '
e e e e o .
Fhrice welcome, little Englich flomer - My swoes and dreads T leave behind,
: or early scenes beloy’d by-me:. . .. With those who've Sought i .harm,
: While happy in my father's bower, e But parting with fiiends so truly kind,
! Thou shalt the Llithe memoyia] be, . .. :

My courage inast disarm, ,
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Alas! how few of ‘Soothing sweets,.
o Are inlife’s cup entwin'd; IR .
No sooner is the pain removid, - .
It leaves a scar behind; " -

Kind pity-sends a tear; | , ‘
T've mark'd the diop’ sticani down ‘thy ‘chedk,
T've seen the sigh appear. . .. ,°

But thoa! ¢ whom, 'mid some melting tald,

Actept, my friend, ‘affection’s pledge,
I have nothing else to give; .

If e’re'my frailsoraé heart has én°d,” ™ =~
"Tis thine now to forgive, |

I need not say, what -tx:dilbleagcargs; .
My harrass'd soul pervades;
Be thine the bliss which virtue-qlaims,.r
That peace which neyer fades.: . .

.

And when at eveniog’shour you find, ...
The green leaves fall away; R

Bleak winter’s darksome clouds o'ercast,
*Your bright and sunny day. -

Then think of ‘him who *mid Jife’s scenes, .-
~ Still keeps his.heart. sincere; - ;;h
{f fqutuggl.l;astforbgdé 6u‘1'-,1:ot, .
L still mﬁﬁ?;ﬁlseﬁéﬁvé?é{‘;'-: i

5T,

POETRY.

"Tis sweet at still of night, on the sinking lap
-Of thought, and in her charms to doze away; -
‘Sweet to be interrupted by the chill bird’s tap,
Agaivst the window, seen through moonlight ray;
’Tis sweet, a-bed, to mak the mild decay -,
: . And swell.of night winds, in melodious motion’s
To listen 1o the stoxm,: and frothy spray, .

. When no lone bark is seen upon the ocean’;
"Tis sweet to hear the nightingale’s night song,
And sweet Rossini’s muste, borne on winds along.

Sweet is the tear of pity for the doom

Of somc lost traveller, that, wan and wild,
Looks his last look around the tempest’s gloom

And dies, -just.when his consort.might have smil'd,
. Expecting his return, though time beguil'd.
Sweet is the love of friendship, while it lasts; |

.. Sweet is the passion for'an.only child;. .
‘The banquet of the fair, when one repasts,

" On first acquaintance: sweet to think of: Heav'n,
Of 2 young saint in death, and prodigal forgiv'n.

'Tis sweet to see the rustic -youths a maying;

By hill and water'd vale, 'at purple eve; .

0 hear the echo; -when in some bow'r playinhg, - .

‘The harper strikes his wild recitative,

- The richest tribute burds have pow’r to give -

friends inurn’d ; ’tis sweet by night to vent,

One’s grief with others: sweet, when kings reprieve

Captives from hempen death and banishment;

"Tis sweet to village preacher., journeying. far,

To eye the beam'of philanthropy’s bright star: -
X
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*Tis sweet to view mcrht s erescent Jamp declining,

And her gay vapoury train receding slow ;
To see the suu rise, o'er the blue hllls slnmnrr

GLIclmO‘ the 'vista round swith orient glow;: -~ -

The dome of solitude, the bermitage:
*To eater, warm ug, eat, and, ere we go,

To hear the father’s tale from youth to age;.
"Tis sweet, no matter what it is, to me, . -
To ope to the d1stress’d the hand of charity,

ANONYMOUS.

THE EMIG RANT’

No ! this is not the land of memory,—
It is not the land where she d\vells =
Though her wandering, wayward vota.ry
-Is ever-the thrall of Ler spells. o
Far off were the fetters woven, which bind
Sull closer and closer the eule s mmd

But memory from faney tum'; away,
~ She has wealth of her own to guard:

And whispering's come to her e'u, wh;eh say
Sweeter things than-the song of the bard :

"Tis sweet to wander where the wlnte chﬂ’s show

SONG Ol“ '\IDMORY

They are solemp and Tow, and nong can bear .

The whispers which comel to- memory's ear. .,

They tell of the dews which. Drighten’d thc way,

By our carliest footsteps press’d
.. They tell of the visions, hopeful and gay,
. Which were born and died in the breast ;

They recall the accents, “whicl sweetly spwl;c, L

To the souI When thc .s,oul was ﬁrst awake
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In'memory’s land springs never & flow’r,
Nor the lowliest daisy blooms :.
Ne'er a robin chirps from its russet bow’r,*
‘ But to call from their. silent tombs , :
" The thouﬂhts and the things which dwe’s pmless sway
: H'ms Ionfr since sw ept fmm thc W orld away. -

In memory's land waves never’ a leaf,
- There never a summer breeze blows:-

But some long-smotherd thought of Joy or grief

o Starts up fmm its'long répose;

And forms are Ilvm°‘ and vigibiz thele,

Which vanish’d: long sinee, f rom, our ear thly sphere.

v

I would not escape frona memory’s fand
5 For all that the eye can view:
‘F or there’s dwrer duqt in. mcmory § lcmd
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I cIasp the fettel by memmy twin'd, -
The wanderer’s heart and soul to bmd

e 1

ORIGIINAL,

Bhould ¢’er thy sorrows bid thee smile
* On.false and faithless vows,

That, like the sands on ocean’s isle,
N e’er constancy avows,—

Then lift my c} es to yonder star,

 Which ‘at mild evening shines, ~ . -

‘And cast one thou o-htful S]g‘h afay, ...
For him who for thee pines.
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For’ hinj, whose honest Leart ne’er knew
The weight of wotldly: wiles;
Wliose onIy happiness-in view, -
_ To deal and nqther smxies. S I
o 011 ! sav not hathm Iove unlund ’
Swh d over fortune’s meed Coe
Thy leuder hcz}lt apd petfect, mmdl -
Were ¢ all his lov_ did. nced. Lo J .

i

.'r .¢' '

I say not th'xt thcxe nowhele ahmes
A svmh hke thy bright- eye;

....... . Nor yet. agep water's. coml mmes
Sha.ll ne er tby hps outHe.

ooy i

VL § '_.a.

o T ERTEEER I Coky
A t].‘O'L.Sd.ﬂd lovely: charms I know:!
Proud England’s daughters move ;i '
But where’s the cheek, whoze dimpled g 0f'Iow
Shall Iwht my soul to IOVQ? =

™ :_.'..u-‘ st

" ’Tis not in beauty’s pow™ to give
" A heart so true and kind ; et R
Nor time’s smootli brow that ease retrieve,

Which ne'er on canh I il find. .
Adieu, my lovel not thoutrhtful turn
On yondcr digtint wave; - ‘
Not mine the task to weep and mourn,
O'er ills {hat thou mast brave, - ;¢ .- '

May Heav'n, sweét soother of our cares,
With joys'soon-light thy hours; '~ .
If Apiil’s cloud a bhOWOl‘ bears, 1

"l will still’ lefu.sh its ﬂow rs' e .
Ty el Lol :.'__,_ R.J. &

LI"\IES

Occ:zszomd on hearing ti;e distant sozmd of @ W’e sleyan Cf}apel
Belly at G? alam's Tomn,

Gr63 thhﬂht from 1"101' slndowy lull
DISCOIOIS nature 5 ling’ring bloom, -

And sheéds on berg, anc[ ﬁeld and rill,
One piacxd tmt of' deep ning o'loom.‘ .

The-sallor s g‘hs; rmd-'shoreless ‘Seas,”
 Touch’d by the thoughts of friends afar,
" As, fann’d by ‘ocean’s flowing breeze,’
He gazes on the western star,

" The wanderér higars in peénsive dream,
The accents of the last farewell, : .- _
* As, pausing by the mountain: stream, . ..
- He listens fothe chapel bell. *-

vl . S A

LI\TES

e dzscotaer,/ qf an old favorate in.the Garden of Mr. VAN REENEN"S
o Bremwery e ?'ccolleclzan From an Jhmerican Poef.

—_——n
[P

‘There is a cha)mmfr little ﬂower,
A ch*umm"' ﬂowcr itis, .

The brwhtest gemin F Iora, ) bowe1,
And swcet as bcauty § kxss. '

€ . L

. There is no flaﬂ‘mncé in its sigh,
To terapt tho busy bee,
1t does not please the butterﬂy,
- Batit is dear to me, © *7




I Iove to see the httic thing,
When morning paints the skies,
- Before the lark is on the wing,
Openi its sparkling eyes, .

Then bright and fresh w1th shining dc.w

1t gliiters to the my, '

Wlﬂ] “triple spots of va.rlous hue,
So fanclfully gay st

This is the:flower that T will wa:n,'
That ghls- -may cease to tease, :
Jts n name is music-to my - ear; .

3 ‘
What. isit c*a.lledra IIeart’ ~eabe ; Ll

THE EYILE’S RDT UR’\T

A wandmer on the world of waves, wdE
In vain the little swallow éraves:

Some clime of spring
s the “atexy waste

How sad she view

Till lightring on some friendly mast,
She rests her aching wing.

Thus have T wander’d far-and long .
4 The barren world’s wild wastes among;.
vt Incsearch of peace;s
I found 1t not, till, from afar >
Arose that Holy castern siar, P

Which bade my sorrows ccase.

Now; near the altar of my God, -

I chooso my safe, my blest abode,
From morn il even.

O1 still upon its hallow’d breast,

My heart would buitd her lowly nest,

And imd an humb]e heav m

. SONNET.
Wrafferz at Gnadendal, ---182" .-

,In dxstant Eurepe oft P've long' cl to see -

~Of moaning brooks and mellow turtles, round
1d: venerable Schmidt’s time-hallow’ d tree;
‘0 hear the heav’n-ton’d hymns of raelody,
Rxsmo- within the shady burial-ground ;

AII thxs Tye mtnoss’d now:; and ple'Ls'mtly
“Its memory shall in'my hea.rt remain:
ut closer and yet kinder ties there be-

! r it hath been a Sabbath-home to. me,
In sad aﬁhctxon s days of weariness and pam

By

MPROMPTU f
ON A MAIL- COACII COM"\II‘I‘TEE

: My eracks are done, my race’is rumn,
 From the Parade to Graham’s Town,
My touting is ali o’er 3

- At uitspan place my wheels are still, "
No more to trundle at my will,

And bang-up to your dodr.:

‘This quiet ““ Vale of G1ace,” and list the sound

To see the Heathen taught-—-the lost shecp found—
The blmdlestomd—-the lono‘ oppress’d set free, -

o bind me to this spot with grateful ehain,— /-

AGRICOLA
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Learn from my fate, ye pa<sezs-by,
That bound along.so glib- -i-ly,

A spoke shall b 1 your dower :
Which clapp’d into the wheel of life,
Shall overtusn Four mortal strife,
And suddenly you jloorh Lol

3]
xil il

Vef‘.mmelrmr
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THE HOSPITAL

Home of the homeless ! Dlest 1et1 eat!
. Where friendless 1.‘;1ctche~. fuends may meet,
Bac.h needful hoip to p1oﬁe1 :, .
Whiere' poveérty o wealthi'may lean.
For every succour,~—such the scene,

The Hospaml should offer! I

That there are such, our natwe chme
Attests, in instances sublime
of charity’s endosment. -
Oh! ye who undertake to u‘u‘lrd
Axnd guide her bounties be prepar d,
’\Ior slunaber for a momcnt

For the best things, abus’d, become vl D

The worst; and this inténded home,
Its blessings turn’d to curses, .
May sting, not ealm, the paticnt’s soul,
If left to the abhor’d controul
Of underlings and ‘nurses.

Misers may, give thcm' gold,—do ye
Bestow a nobler charity, .

And ciaim 2 Ligher merit ;
Your time, your care, your presence @ ﬂwe.
And, if you wish the frame o live, '

Ok! soothe the woundcd spmtf
S. A. Ciron. -
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THE PAPER.

In gown and slippers loosely drest,

And breakfast bronght, a welcome guest,
What is it. gives the meal 2 zest?:
' The Paper.

When new -]a1d eggs the table grace,
And smoking Jclis are In their place,

Bay, m;ai: enh\ens ey’ Tty faee'z
The Paper.

In vain the urn is hissing hot,

“Ia vain rick Hyson stores the pot,

If the vile Nen sman has forgot
The Paper.

What is’t attracts the optic powrs,

Of ensign gry, when fortune show'rs

Down prospects of “a step™ in “our’s "
The Paper. -

YWhat is't can make the man of law
Negleet the deed or plea to draw,
Ca. 8a—T1 Fa—Indictment, Flaw ?

< Thc Da per.

"Wh..t 18’6 can sooth bis client’s woe,

And make him qmte for fret Jobn Dee,
Nor think on Mister Rlchard Roe?
The Paper.

What is't informs the country round,
What's stol'n or stray’d what's
Who's borg, and who's put under gronnd ?

The Paper,
L

lost or fourd,

by
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VWhat tells you all that’s doaz and sald,
The fall of beer and :ise of bread,
And what falr lady’s bronght to bed ?
IR The Papor.
VWhat is’t narrages full ma:lxy a story, . - -
Of Mr. Speaker, Whig, and Tory,

And heroes sl agog for glory ?

. The Papey.‘ ,

What is it gives the price of stoeks,

Of Poyais’ loans, and patent locks, . :

And Cape wine at the London docks? -
L The Paper.

- . ) -'-r,E N '» .. [T |
Abroad, at home, infirm, or stout,
In health, orravieg with the 'go'uc: .
Who possibly can do without

Its worth and merits then revere,
And sinee it now begius the year,
Forgét not ‘midst your Chiistmas cheer, ©
Nor think you e’er can buy too dear

5. A, Com. Ad.
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FAREWELL ADDRESS TO THE STAGE.

Fritien and spoken by Capt. Prazes, G0i :Rc'gll, habited in decy

mourning: . -

Tn sable weeds drest out I now appear, -

Net from free cholee—not as a volanteer,
'I:hough gratitude demands my thanks fo,v-ou,
Yet bow to speak—io say that word—4dzey !
' at a loss.—Alas! how much I feel, '

To bid these favorite rows a last Farawell ! :

The Paper, .

wbdey The Paper.,

" When, tv my juvenile years, I acted plays:

Tl

. & last Farewell l—why, when' the camp breaks up,
MMav I not venture, with MELPOMENE'S cup

And poison’d dagger, or in TuaLa’s wask;

Attempt to please #—0Oh! dear, deligatful task! ,
To please you say —what, with your vile broad Scoteh”
Making the poet’s meaning a hotcl-poleh 2—

" For such of ail your parts you've mace indeed.

Who ever heard that one from North the Tweed

- Made even & decent Actor on the Stage?

But anght will pass in this degenerate age.
"Tis true ; —and there I own I've been to blame—

. Wkho dar'd piesume, as Ranporepr’s Noble Dame,

And Mes. Svrien, figave on (his stage,—
Considering infirmities, and age: .

Forfifty summers o'er my head have pass’d:
You'l think, with wme, this Play shiould be my last.
And so it shall:—1 came to teke my leave,—

Not quite a penitent,—for still I grieve,

" Though 1 admit my faults and follies past;

There's something awful in that werd—the last!
He, who has travelld o'er a desert soil,

Curs'd his hard fate, and fretted all the while,—
Whate’er he suffered, when the danger's past,

- 1f he is told—rthat moment s the last

He'll ever view that spol—-he’s then inclin'd
To heave a sigh—and cast o look behind I—

Then what should I do—parting with these scenes T

Farewell!, ye gay—fantasiic airy dreams! -
Which oft have fill'd my hreast with hopes and fezrs;
Fere let me drown remembravee with my tears;
Tears—that e tragic muse did ne’er besicw—

- hese are Dot feigﬂ‘d——t’is pature Lids them fow,

When I réflect on former happy days,
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The fond remembrance.of those youthful srenes,
Which now appear to me like fairy dreams,
Is here renew’d, on this enchanting spot,
\WVhieh pradence whispers I should have forgot.
But, never, never f—while my breath does last,
I will rotain a sense of favors past:

Asud of those friends with whom this night Ipart,

- While memory. holds a seat within my heart! ;.

Ladies! to you I make my lasi appeal; _
Judge, by yourselves, what I this moment feel,
"Tis yours to Judge, how much the feeling heart
Suffers, when door’d from those we love to part.

My present.feelings dgid you only know,. -
"Tis here, within, whicl) bafilés outward show.
I'would go on,—but I'm with grief opprest:

- Let tears and silence then express the rest!’

Courd C:‘a(.

LINES,

On cbszreing @ transicnt clowd pass over the selling Sun, on the last

Day of the 0ld Year.

Say, did ye mark the san to-day, o
How, bursting through his sbadowy eleud,
ke chos'd the twilight gloom away, .
Aug gilded all Lis sable shroud 2

And then metbought he linggring. stood,
To gaze upoa the world awhile ;
And, ere he sunk beneath the flood,
To biess it with a parting sinile.
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S0, when the Christiun’s day Is past,
"Tis his to chase the twilight gloom,—

‘To shine the biighter at the last,

Anil shed mild radiance in the tomb.
So, when life’s well-spent Journey’s o'er, |
Lies pictured in the approving breast,

"Tis his the landscape to explore,

And bless the view, and sink to rest.
A Chron,

e
LINES,

Eztracied from a Ladys Abym,
A YARD OF FLANNEL.

What, when vheumatic, I complain,
Gives sweet oblivion to my pain,
Aud makes me feel haif young again?
o © 4 yard of Flarnel,
" What, when my tooth begins to ache,
And keeps my wearied eye awake:
Bids me refreshing sleep to take?
' A yard of Ilannel,
- What, when my ear is ckill'd with cold,
And its aceustom’d sounds withholds,
- 8o kindly lends its fleecy folds?
: o A yard of Flannel,
What, when the throat is stiff and sore, -
. Does perspiration’s reign restore,
- Aud save from quinsey’s threat’ning power ?
A yard of Flanpel,
" Do you desire to find a fifend,
. Where warmth and softness gently blend?
" Then T would beg to recommend

A yard of Flannel.

A t".‘/lrcn.
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ddd: csscd to the memory of ald I:zeml,_ .
. #“ANDERMAAL.”

FAREWELL; old filend! a long fareweli!

The new year tolls thy. parting knell~—
Thy days have’ ceased to dw ny o

""hj merit, and thy public famej— i ‘

Thy tuneful sourd, and well-known neme -
Are gomg-_—gq_u{r—gone !

No more the sonorons 2 guLJOdC“ :
Shall chaunt thy name so-lod- and (;ICG.J',
And folks- tog ether call
We all Iament Lhy sudden end,
Adieu once more, my good old f'iend’
: Al.m‘ poor Ahde' maall

Jm van pE Hasr.

8. . Clron. . BRI
T ORIGINAL.

Thoughls occas;’qn_cci" o com‘emplaééy;g iﬂze Qeean.

Oft have I ponJer d on the ocean W'we, -
Marl’d how each swelling doth the other lme, ' :
Proud thoughts came flock. vy swift 1r0und my brzu 2.,
And fondly pia_y d their magic o’er again,
Loud striking chords w xnch time had ceas'd 10 s wecp,
And v.'al\n‘w brine from, eyes that ccas’d to-weep,—
Here w hlie the sun his pomted tace doth rus, ‘
And culmly slides below the horizon, - i
Unpumber’d vows and pray’rs with him I ¢ talccs,_
Asfar the nether atmosphere be makes.
And thow, miid orb, whese holy influence (_cllnls,
The morbid paroxysms of wor Id y qualms, -+

’v[e:,hml is, poutiray'd upon Luj pmmd brow,
I'read the errand from the sphere below,
Next moment, mother, brothe:s friends advance,

And £x my soul immue’d in Pleasing trarce,

Oh! is there aught, the Indian scenes among,

Fit subject for the poet’s artless song ?

Yes! there are these—fond memory teITs me sg,
And rieh, thro! yoath, the flitted landscapes glow; ¢/
_’cs‘ for these scenes siill cling around the hoart, o
Whichi, spiteof manhood,; vever shall depart;™ .. ..
E'ev in the clouds, that check the blue of heav my
Methinks I see this scenery engrav'nlee
“ Guides of my jife! instructors of ray youth!

“ Who firsl uaveil’d. the. ballowd form of truth
Your precepts neer the hand of time shail blot, -
Your pictar'd image never be forgot.

In my fond breast departed s‘.ados shall dwell,
L1l the.last caliing:break.the pow'rful spell, .
But is there he, among .the thicking kind,
Who bes not feli this weakness of’ the mind 2
Ah! can I call itiwen kness—lowly pame,

When proudest joys rekindle mth a flame 2.

M} roaming life one barren thought doth.send,—

It is the dh(—‘SOI’HC absence of o fnend

Whose mind congenial,.and whose homely smile,

Should serve a host of troubles to beguile: - :

Without cne sonl to whom, in trust, I drest e
The hopes and fears which agitate my breast :—

An 1soh\ted rock, 'mid ocean’s wreck,

On which the surfs with. foaming anger break.

H e who has never cross'd the boundlcqs main,

I&nov\ s not the secrets which it doth explain ;-

Asphere a4 once 0 novel to the wght,

A gulf of terrors bearing on the swht :

s eub]ect full with vacly lat’rest fraught,
Ao ak ning every energy of thought;
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"T'ts here our dormant reason first awalkes,

And onee in iife a wider compass takes,

Immense expanse, majestically great, :

Lifts up the wmind above its grov'lling state.-
Stupendous object ! snited {0 impart

A moral lesson, precious to the Lieart.

"Twas thou. that first the strange idea gave,

‘When looking at. the limit of ti‘y wave. .
The view énchain’d—first wrought upon my mmc}

That the slave's prospect was of cheerless kind:i—

Where freedom swiles nut, there eternal night
Bedims the essence of the soul's true light;
Slav'ry, the, canker-woym of human-k md
Enchzing the native pow'rsiof the misd ;

Where'er it does its morbid influence shed

There doth the proadest laurel droop.its hcad

- Beneath its rude, its paralyzing stroke, - o s
The brightest blossom from the stem is shoolk.

R ehcrzon s blessings to the free belong,

The slvye he Imons not aught of uo‘ht from wrong';

Long treading in his f':thor s g!oomy patk;, .

Kumvs nought of sin or Leav’n’s app’ointed wrath.i. -

"Tis not alone in this its ills will stop:
Its baneful pow’r takes much wider scope
Look at the fall of nations® boasted sway,
Look at the warfare of the present day 5
For this contending armies mount the plain,
Ard soon the field is cover'd with the slain ;
Cast then a glance upon the fate of Greece,
Her name once buoyant over distant seas,
In arts and avms) In science first and Jast:.
Her lamp expir'd beneath. the Mostem’s Dlast.
" Now superstition, on its raven Wings,.
Around the orce free isles its horrors fiings
The lofty Grecian, once with afiuence blest,
Now to the haughty Turk °s a slave at best..

“But eome it mwist, the dire, redeeming day, '

“When chains and bondage shall be hu:l d away; ¢ |

.- Soft pity, sheppmo from hel native height, :

Shall, through her gloomy film, zmbxbe the light. %

, Methinks I hear the clfuw of resen’d bonds,

The bondsman’s heavy hemt no more Gesponds.

© Those days are pass’d,-~the traffic’s ceas’d to rave,
-Allis as peaceful as the SUMmEr Wave.

Dry is the father's and the brother's eye,

And hash’d Lhe tendei mother’s soul-burnt sigh.

See charity, w ithi moisten’d eyelid, brings -

- A boon to win, © with b ealing on its wings

See Briton’ s sons the strug th effort mal\c,

‘And, for the sake of ﬁcedom Iacxc siake.

‘/Jhat state is there ; within the present day,

Whose name, aloof Lias such U“bot naed sway?

She, foremost ina erzt'\.ble cause,

Extends her d@rm; and wms the world’s. rpplaase.

Thy fame, O England! shall for ever live,—

* To thee ereation wx[[ its bomage give;

Theu’lt be of liberty the oumdun trast,

. Till ages die and I\mf’dOlﬂS fail to dust !,

','Devcted man, t'injustice often prone,

. Unfurls his banner to the glaring agny

Example’s sway, when ohee aI’ow"d the rein,

Is seldom found to travel back again,

.Man s pliant mind, by custom school'd and caught,

“To erimes like these it ne'er bestows a thought; -~

“Lovg years have roll’d, the pr ejudice grows stlorfr

‘-_Soon wrong is right, and xm‘lu is de’xdly nrovw'”

~Thus, like Lhc eurrent, md’mnn' in its course, .

Crimes, crimes beget, and IeaS0n proude‘ g om.. “

“Unsettl'd creature ! _spoit of time and placc. '

"The mest unthankful of the living. race.,
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¢ "Tis not the babbling of a busy world, . ;.
-When praise and censure are at random hurl’d,
Which can the meanest of my thoughts c_ontroq],_
Qr shake the ncanest. purpose of my soul!”

ORIGINAL SONNET. -

o4

Silent and sombre was the twilight scene,.
Asall companionless 1 wander'd far, 7
Save yon grey turret-lights of star-light sheen,” ;.
And boys and bap-dogs at thelr wonted war,
But such should pot my lonely rambles mar,” y
“And did not,—for I mark’d, with lengih’ning ‘trail,":
Like huge leviathan’s, the dark clouds sail, ’
Dimming the lustre of the evenivg star. -

Then, spell-bound in Reflection’s tortring chain, " '

I gaz’d with eyes suffus'd with unshed tears,
And thought upen the cormet flight of years

Which my young life enjoy’d: the thought, tias pain,

Vitality of paini—but *twould not go, - -
8o I return’d, much.musing on much woe.

P T
. o

ORIGINAL LINES, =~ ' '

Addressed 1o my Friend H. C. Warrs, sq., Bengal,

. Tho’ eross’d with cares, the soul doth find .
Sweet pleasures of a calmer kind; . - S
In solitude to pour away . ‘
The feclings of a former day, : 7
For thee, oh Watts! my muse doth sing,
And touch upon a gentle string—

RIS
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Iler voice in melting numbers flow,

That make the heart of friendsbip glow.
What tho' life's path be checquerd o'er,
~And sullen fate doth smile no more;
 What tbo’ betwist us oceans spread

What the’ Jong yeﬁl's are yet to roll,
Ere friendship reach its distant goals—
We still might pour in spothing lays,
The strain and thgughts: of other.days: - -
Whichever way the objects meet, s
Friendship’s pledge is always sweet i
O deem it not for selfish aim, .
I sound the trumpet of thy names
Nor lavish merit when undue, _
To gratify some worldly view ;—
Whatc'er be to my feelings near,.. .
1, fearless, to the world declare., «. .
Bay, shall T now in pensive mood; .
" Betake myself to solitude? .. o
- And, as T oft am wont to doj ... - .o .
‘Preserve thy Image in my view ¥— . , -
Sy, shall I to the waves repair,
And muse.upon the silence there? -
And while in converse sweet we sit,
Flocking thoughts more thoughts beget;—
Here, while the evening breezes sweep, .
.- Just waking murmars soft yet deep,—=
Recalling to the pliant mind, S
. Dreaws of a wild, romantic kind—
~ Here whiie the sulles surges moan,
- Breaking oft with sullen tone;
© May we not think of years to come,
Of joy, of woe, of final home ;

Their waters o’er ee\rtll’é'_lxolioy\f"bgd ¥ : : ;
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- A widow'd mother eraving there, -
"The watchings of ‘my filial cave; |

A sister, brothers, youthful friends,
To'all of whom my pray’s extends—
Is'it because that these shoald be,

Steeping ourselves in reverie, ! . -

"Mid visiong of futurieys - - -
These are ‘events that call fo mind, i -
Thoughts of a mild‘and soothing kind ;
And oft, when warldly cares annoy,". .

L (Zive to the soul a'shine 6f;jO.Y—"- IPUAL TR S -f(;r%d1 er’g immers'd ?ﬁ irez_l(:hiary‘ i o
But looking'to you-distant brink; 0w 4 'Cf' t’l,at because & br;ghter Smllef . '
Where the Weak'eye secnis'to-blink w50 leefl]? not my prospects yet awbile,— U
If there, perchanece, 2 cloud avise, -~ 7 % < 1246 | should social pleasures wave,

Aad spurn the good kind heav'a gave? .
Why should mian attempt to shade '
Spots which nature’s fostile made?
‘Alds! my friend—a life of gloom

Robs the roses of their bleom,

Diwms the lustre of the eye,

Gives the cheek a deadly die, -

- Wastes the beauteons form anay,

At length, fo-pale unholy clay,

-On vevelry T ne'er intrude,

My friend is peaceful solitude;
Moments quite replete with thought,

. With pleasing fascinations fraught,

" Trances from which I ne'er would wake,
For calmness and for virtue’s sake.

Cloth’d in solemn, boding guize,
Ristog fast with growlog might, .. roooha s
Buryingaliin deadly night, - g
Bringing on its heavy bredst, o Jou 1L
Thlawful thunders irenteresty i, e i
While the transient lightnings fling. 0w
Flash on flash—and wild winds singe—. - .1
Alas! whatis the contrast thene— = -5yt 570
What barren thoughts the mind detainm -
Life scar'd—hopes blasted—ties severd,. -
And dead the flow’r gay faney rear'd j— . i
This conjures ap the ills of life, N
The bustle of the worldly strife, 7 ov: s
Contending nations—blasting sight-—:
Various views of wrong and right—s. - .-
Religious zeal—the-lust for gain—: -
Tyrant's pow’r and bondman’s chain; .
Yes, Watts! to these thé mind will tarn, - - -
Applaad the good—ike evil spurn ; L
Yet, while the keart sustains the glow, . o
The patriot’amm has sasken low. := 10 o -2
I¢ 1s not that I love toroam, . - . v+ - i
My heart has wander’d from it home j—
U've ties unnumber'd in that land, . -
The life-bleed of my veins demand ;

Yoo

ORIGINAL STANZAS.
The walls were all pale, and the lights bluely glisten’d,
As.at even I stray’d by a mansion alone —
Twas the dome of the dytag i~ stood, »ad I listen’d j—
Ceen pain gave.a struggle, and anguish a groan!
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Al streteh'd lay a form—'tias appaling to view hiin I—
That aspect where masculine health shone before;.
Was livid and chill ;-—as I look’d, ah! I knew Iim ;|
But ihe sight told the days of his vigour were o’er!

Oh deign ot to spurn the poor lay of a stranger, .
Lora saff “rer ! }\*Ii_gs.f.: state is all else now but calm;
"Twould tell o'ut'tl}'g:qug'I,qhewlj_ﬁlabf_gip}tlg_ of danger,
And poar on thy slow

"Tis ot for thy
*Tis not forj
"Tis not for
Ahno!

sad seeming prison so dreary, N
oys blighted I so much condole; . -~
those writhing's with’ which life is weary;—
'tis. the pain of the gle?ps truggli
G D T e

# That thing of endurement, wh

On ruin, what strain can sufficiently mourn !
Nor pity of Argels, nor bards’ mufiled dirges, . ...

As madly she flits round the still country’s bourn,

. “ r N )"
g soul "

en frantic she verges,

s

Bt say, Sir, the cause why,
Sleep flics from thy lids,
Is’s the night hollow gale,
Or casement loud-

on so soft a pillow, ©
> and thou wearest that gloom 2
or rock-beating biflow,
flapping that thrills thro’ the room ? .
Or, accordant with guilt, is it some sullen spirit, .
Which fancy espies by the maon’s gleamy sheen? -
No, no, ’tis not these—'tis the conscious demerit,
Of future felicities glory, 1 ween,

But what, though the ailments which are thine be m
By reason of foulest offences uowept;

And dark Disbelicf, far the foulest of any, :
On whose sable couel thou hast scothingly slept: .

any,

* ¢ In that dread moment hew the frantic soul
Raves round the walls of b

er clay tenement,
Azd shrieks for help,

“bud shricks in vain!® g,
Bratr's Grave,

ey

wonnds the true healing balm, ..
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Or what, though the leaves that in summer are blowing,
©And stars that illumine the pight’s sombre hall ;
A'n,d_-gems that in oeean’s green bosom lie glowing,
- Were pois’d—and thy crimes should e’en outweigh themall
‘et Jook,—but oh ! not with that vis
To the price that was ‘paid for the wretched in sou] ;
By the sorrowing God, with fell mock’ry wearing
- Whence the heart that is broken by guilt’s made whole,
dway, then, grim Phantom of dark-beding sorvow,
Away from thy seat in that withering “brain -
But hark ! it returns :=*¢ I'l] bo gone by to-mor
|- And these shall attend me,—death, misery,
God! ’twas prophetic '—as sadly and slowly,
I came, ere the dawn, by the suf-coverd shore
ethought the sad wails of the celi mutter’d Iowly,
i ¢ Helis gone, he s gone, and we know him no more,” *

age despairing |

TOW e
puin "

He is gone to the shadowy land, ali careless !

And his slombers are icily chill in the tomb:
4§ He is gone to the dead—and ko'
| He is gone~—Dbut ke

gooe down pray’rless !
11 wake at the general doom. -

* Psalm ciif, verses 15. 16.

.

i NOTZ.—The preceding Stanzas were written with o charitab]s ingent

to.a dying person in respectablo circumstances while living, which is die
reagon of the difference olbserved in them by the Auther. But he died
ere {hey were finished, and could be given te lim,

which may acesunt for
the abrupt and melancholy transijien observahie in the two last verses,

ORIGINAL,
HOPE.

—

Beneath the gloom of winter's sky,
- One morn I lonesome mus'd
While with the frowning scen
My feelings were infag’d

2
e around

.
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I felt oy thoughts, by stealth uprais’d, .
Above the groviling kiad, * .- -
Which, Jestless as thc. oloucls .J.bove, :

Devpo;fed on my nﬂmd : j
I sat, unconscious of the spcI!
- By which myself wvas boend,

While:in the' mazy web'I a.pun,

My soul wiis’ deeplv WOund R

I turn’d upon the flitted days,
The splendor of that state,

‘Ard wildly seemed to ponde
'11‘e beok of futgxc fate. |

R Rl e

All Iook d to me. a*cheelless' hoﬁ"ie
So full with darkness fraught,
In vain Tsigh'd, and call’d alouc.
The peace my bosom eounht

SR

"Twas gone—the bare and 'Lm"cn waste
Lay open t to my, sight ;
I felt as if my frame, unhmo d, |
Had last its w onted mmht

'Whllst thus I mus'd, a power tho w"ht
* The vapours to-begnile; - -

A sun-burst, like a meteot shone,” e -

“Twas Here’s benignait smile!”.
Just like the flash of joy tlnt lights
The ocean’s stormy crest,

That bids the shine of hope to cheer,
The sea—boy turbld bteu&

Or like some limpid stream that cools
The panting wilderness,

‘Which, after many burning miles,
The piigrim’s eye doth bless.

__— 3

0! whats Liodly ray to sgothe
Life's ague and its pain!

For.siieh another golden gleatn,;
I'd lwe yoh hour aO“am

I said, O soul‘ nhy pinest. Lhcu; Cmn
And broodeat oerthyfate?. .. .o o

Go rouse thy s*ronrrest energxea, .
Let bliss now uake its date.

T bid it tuce the glad.:ome song
Oof life’s enchanted dream,

And sorrow gam Bo more disturb,
"‘Jor ripples o'er its stream.

B

ORIGINAL, =+
% SKBTCH OF CEARACTER.

The time is past, (mey hap a year or two)
Since when a Grub-street gentieman I knew -
He wasa Qemg strang e-—-the oct’s strain,
Had craz’d the pericrarium of his brain—
The task before him so absorb'd hls mind,

'T'o common ealhnc"s he was often bhrd—-—

His eye-balls star’d—-cmcl when a brilliant thou

- Indulgent fancy to his vision brought
 Like IWthmn s flash it seiz’d upon his pen

He scrateh d hls head—and turn’d to write the straw
In such 2 state of deep and wild suspense,
The man was often out of mind and S2080;
His cheeks lool’d wan—the bones pmj ected high,
And oft a bitter drop suffus’d nis eye;

N
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His very porte and figure caus'd surprize,—
He look'd an owl beneath the human guize:

' Rhyming was his dear—his sole delight, ~
The same at ngon-day as at silent night =
No matter what the essence of his song; * ~
If the lines tingled and the piece was long—
-This done—the time at length drew closely near,
When he should ring the jingle in my eas— -
In'solemn mood he bade me to- attend; - -

And to his pateh’d-up stuff a kind ear lend; -
He conn'd the precious morceau in a rage,
And with his passions did a battle wage,
See here 2 beauty—this idea new, .

To nature and poetic art quite trae,— . - -~

" Now smiling, ogling, turning up his eyes,
Just like a love-sick maiden when she sighs;
Now grirning and contracting faces,

And 2ll the strangest mountebank grimaces—

" Now dashing, foaming, like the mountain wave,
When with'the ocean.rock it seeks to rave,—
His muscles swell, his nostrils wide dilate,
And ev'ry sinew is with blood elate—

- All day he'd pester one with chiming o'er,
Some small effusion from his gather'd store ;'
In spite of ev'ry artifice we'd use, ' 3
T’avoid these frequent visits from his muse: ™
This sort of treatment tho’ it may be civ’l,
T've often wish'd the fellow at the dev’l: .
Ive seen this maniac at the deep of night,
With brow declin’d beneath the taper's light,

- His left hand propp’d the posture of his head, - |
A heap of papers on his tabie laid, .

Ele had of books of taste a copious store, -
Corsisting both of old and modern lote ;

.
e

© "With Omd, AS.haI.{éép'eare, and o .fum:l' of -E;luys‘,

And *mong them gloomy Werter's soul-burnt lays;
The Grecian Byron and the Eastern Moore,
The works of L. E. L. and meny more, :
With paintings, sketches, and of spices aught,.
Whose virtues.tend to animate the thought;—. .
These serv’d as aids, when wearied fancy fail’d,
- And baulking demons all his pow’rs assail’d i
When nature is unkind, one’s true resource
To other’s bounty is to have recourse!

.- Here for some time his vigils vs'd to keep,

And when his eye-lids blink’d, oft fell asleep;
Here o'er the midnight oil he us'd to wake,

And sometimes read, and sometimes verses make,
Whene’er he conn’d a page, in his right hand,
The grey goose quill was ever at eommand —
Till wearied out in sedentary.state, :

- He used torise, then wash, then comb his pate,.

And having drawn Lis night-cap o’2r his liead,

. He streteh’d himself upon his lonely bed,—.
Then to the purpose, in his mouth the quill, .
"Gain read, and wrote, and seratch’d his head at.will,
Oft in this state the hours unconscious flew,

‘Till the morn’s twiiight dawn’d upon his view.
In valn the scribbler doth attempt to write,
Without the muse’s speciul Invite j—

“ A Pcet does not work by sguare or line,
* As smiths and joiners perfect a design ;"

"Tis nature’s gift—she must the germ ivstil,
Then learning’s fost'ring' show’s the bud will fiil,
The one is independent of the other, .

(Altho’ the one is useful to thiother)—  *

»

~Some rhymsters have the new-invented knﬁ??.k.s. .

Of playing with their Iines the part of quack ;
Of giving paltry things @ pompous dress,
And making holder. facts in merit less rer
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It is the Poet’s provinee to unite; . ...
The streaks of faney with the things of sight,’
"Bach blended softly with a Titian hand, :
Will o'er the sensés sure controul command;
But if hyperbole he vainly strive,” "7

His prospects never will be fotnd to thrive? -
' This, with its'gaudy tissge pains the eye—
"Tis in the truth the richer colours lie,
The strain that first atrests the youthful pen,
Is woman's eyes, and battle’s warlike plain,
With these come ﬁow’rsmyon sun and moét} afar,
The clouds, the momning and the ev’ning’ star,—
Aurora’s dawp; the ev'ning’s twilight shade,
A gentle' seison for the heart sick-aaid,’ * =
- The Ros¢, the parent of'a fund of thoughs,
Is, with her sister Lily, oft besought,
T imagination yéu can set no bound,
Its ambulations take a varjed round.
T've often wander'd in a lavghing mood; ‘
(For oft strange things upon my thoughts intrude,)
I've seen of modern works the breathless run,
Revolving swifter than the rolling sun;
Receiving life and substance from the Press;

Each in its kind, its own peculiar dressim -
Podms and novels, romances, grand race, - |
Tlurl'd from their chaos into living: sp:a_ée_-; '

Boys too, lke men, are willing: to amuse,

And women, Likewise, muf’d in their blues !t

I've prophesied a second inundation, ‘
Of modern works, and such like innovation,—
The mind, loug *custom’d to smooth flowing sounds,
The mem’ry soon.with images abounds, o
At best, the tones which suit the youthful taste, -
Are but the cchos of some masic past, )
“ The man that means suceess, shonld soar above
A soldier’s feather, or 4 lady’s glove ;» - '
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I revel uot in battle’s fiercest fate,

" The bugle’s blast, the hero’s martial gait; )
. Give me a trump, whose chilling breath shall serve

To rouse the slumb’ring, and his sinews nerve ;
Protect the weak, impartial deeds applaud,
And throw a rust upon the iron rod;
To brow-beat sycophants-—to blot their pame, |
Ard be the boasting herald of their shame to
A theme, that ev'ry honest man loves well,
That ever on his hallow’d lips will dwell; .
For the best man, (although in learniog rude,) -
Is he who struggles for a country’s good:
Despising aught of sordid, selish state,

Aad fearing not the frownings of the great,
Formy own part, ambitious though my views,
I care not for the world’s praises or abuse;

- Whate'er the prudent fates to me have sent,

With my own lot I feel wyself content, _
Oft have I heard th’ ambitious man complain, |
That men of rank and figure will not deign

- To stoop, and mix below their haughty sphere,

Nor wish to breathe a Jower atmosphere ;— -

Such is the case~yet why so vainly sigh,

To court the circles of the great and high ?

Let each his worldly goods and state enjoy 3

Why should such things thy bosons™s peace annoy ?
¢ Order is Heaven's first law, and this cenfest, -

. Some are, and must be greater than the res:.”

At other’s weal I never seek to grieve, .
Let each receive the good his lot doth give,

.. Why seek to agitate the mind’s repose,
“And in thy pathway prickly thorns impose ?

Reader—-—cousistency I donot -bqast, .

T give the thought that struggles uppermost;
Forgive me, if you find me prone to steer .
“ From gay fo grave, from lively v severe,
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- Permit me, kindly; i T here digregs, 2 o o
B :ﬂm_d“ on my fav'rite subject lay somp btress; <
“-'Tis but a parting word for me to say, " e

On the last efforts of o Ijekless dayl - 7%
E—Iere,-on this-carth, a race of men is'found, =
Who to o selfish policy are bound: -~ . ¢
Regafd'les's of their feIlow—-creature”s fate,
I striving' toimprove their own estate,
Strange are the measures which they sometimey take

F()_unde_d-m'party, folly, and mistake 3 o

These 1is¢ and blossom like the autumn fow's

Then droop their hieads in an uckindly hour '

One settled purpose must direct the mind.

And conguer hotions of a servilo Kind, - ¢

Why waver,and disturb thy pow’rs of sight 2

_Ti;cre s-but ore only wrong, one only ri«Ext!

Of these, the choice, the Judgment aye ;:ur owE §

Acknowledge one—the other strajaht disown, -

S‘ome -fgyv I koow, whose motives zx’ei- mix’d i

Have on some fav'rite game their eye-baII:s ﬁ,‘{’d"

kac-': b;r_ds'unﬂedg"d, In vain thej sirive {o ﬂyj E

Thezl'_'wmgs are crippled, and their efforts die" ;o

Bold 10 some points, and independens men ! ’

An_d yet-as lily-liver'd as the hen 5 o

With face of brass they would defend, forsooth,

:I“I:;hpeoplo’s vights, and countenance the truth-.’

us men, whose thoughts contemplative kave dwelt

On situdtions that they never felt, o

Start up sagacious, cover'd with the dast

Of dreaming study and pedantic rust,”

And prate and preach abont what others prove,

As if the world and they were hand and glove b

O?ze W partie’ lar, with Prqspeetus sfout .

First with a'cat’racts foree ha Jutted out ;
He wopld. have flourish'd, but his race ha:s T e
The curtain’s drawn, hig thread of life is spun ;

\

Taw

.

e '

With boasted, skiil he took the labring ear;. . -
And gave out all his alma mater lore: :
Exhausting which, what was there left to do? =
He must.the efforts of the frierdly sue ;] '
With will unanimous they strive their mite,
And ev'ry member takes his fav'nte flight ;
Each to the mass some new discov’ry brings,
And to the motley throng the jingle rings.

2

- At length'a sun-beam on his hopes appear,
He thinks he has the nght sow by the ear;—

For at this crisis it were traly vain
To stickle at the unrelenting strain—

The fall predicted-—he must take a streteh,-:

And sell his hardware for whate'er *twill fetch;
He seeks to find some flippant, trivial flaw .

To harp_:iu'pon, the cabals of the law,

The fate of coack and horses to bemoan,

- And cherish poriradls like a loyalson!. . -
To him I owe no graudge, no harbour’d feud, . . .
Has e'er my mind with ool revenge imbuw’d,—

I scorn the thought thus meanly to attack, ...
And place a fall’n victim on the rack,— -,
I scorn against a mortal now to stand, . o
‘When his own seapon’s fall’n from his hand :
‘When men rise up the public voice to sound,
And beldly throw the gauntlet on the ground,

. Tt then becomes their duty to prepare,

To meet the foe both in the van and rear—
For me, at public praise 1 do not aim-—"
1 am too loreless for a wreath of fame,—
But ’tis a feeling which has daily grown,.
And in my breast the patriof seed has sown;
This flame legitimate, I do confess,
P've-often labonr’d vainly to suppress—
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T've .thought of various evils that await,
The patriot’s ealling at his lowly gate— -

The pride of pattizans, theirmixed views, .. -
That tend the labours of the just t'abuser i

There are such beings, who by envy led;’

Will heap up éensure on the faultless headie - -

"Tis not the gradnate with his frigid rules, -

Pick’d up at colleges or grammar schoolsy; 2
His noddle pent with Greek and Latin lore,

Aund with presumptuous pedantry, a store

Of bus, and bum, and orwm, and all that ! 3

Nor e'en the canting of a lawyers’s brat,
Is fit to enter on the arduous field,,

And o’er ouf rights'thé justice sword 10 wield~

~ A playful mind-—not apt to flag or tire,

And Iike a flint that's faithful to the fire—m
His will must be the impulse of his heart,
From which his pen-ought never to depart——
An Argus with-a hundred circling eyes,.
That at one glance the universe espies!

He must be travelld ; many a restless year

Of long-experience, must his precepts rear-- :‘.";ﬁ’

A sgeond ruler, of another kind, -

Defending both the people’s rights and mind,— "

To him, in, fine; the greater debt js due,
Since "tis our good alone he doth pursue,

Protects our cause, and stands on our defence,

Against the baseless ruler’s ingolence !

- R....T.';:S;

SONG.
- To the Air of « Lord Lennox.”

: o
“When the-glen is all still, save the stream from the fountain,

- When the shepherd bas qeas’ci o'er the heathr,;r to roam,
"And the wail of the Plover awakes on the mountain : .
Inviting his love to return to her_home,—Tlé i
: There meet me, my Mary, adown by th.e wild wood,
| YWhere violets and daisies sleep soft in the dew,

| lOur bliss shall be sweet as the visions of c‘rildhopd,

And pure as the heaven’s own orient blue.

' ided with { the gloaming,
Xs shail be braided with pearls of the g
Th%li;‘)rcc}?eillc shall be fann'd by the breeze of the lawn,
:The angel of love shall beware of thy coming,

And hover around thee till rise of the dawn. ...

I ; ’s decreeing
170, Mary! no transports of heaven’s d <>

Can equal the joys of such meeting to me:

For the Iight of thine eye is the home of my being, --

'And my soul’s fondest hopes are all gather'd to th‘ee,‘

g A Chron.

e e ALY B,

SONNET.

Seest thou, Beloved, yonder cheerless (.)Zl;k,
Above the river’s torrent-course rec}:t: dy—
Where the fair ivy tenderly hath twin'd )
. Tts arms around each bough the storm had bro g,
Hiding the ravage of the thunder stroke; o wind?
" And shielding; its new blossoms from the wind?
Vain care l-—for, by the current undermin d,

Beneath already nods the unstable rock,
0
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‘Alas! it is the emblem of our fate:
For oh! I feel thee twin’d around my soul, '
Like yon green ivy o’er the wounded tree ;—
And thou must leave me, cre it be too late, '
While I, in evil fortune’s hard control,
- Plunge down the stream of dark adversity.
e . . PrIy6LES Pc-I-:iv_lSi

Qerene, sacure, {hey meet my gaze,

Their soft v savage (houghts I see:
The same thal in our mortal days

Drew tears, or blood, from them and me,

PDeath knows not to dissolve the chain.
... With which the prouder passions bind
. Predestin’d souls to peace or pain—
... "Tis part of the immortal mind,

&AL o

e

THE STRIGKEN DEER. = %

Oh! fruitless toil, to search from home ™.~

For hope, for confidence, fot faith; ~ e

| Among the welfish Herds that roam’ -
:  Along! this eathly path, LTI

AFAR IN THE DESERT.
Afar in the Desext I love to ride, C
With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side.
When the sorrows of life the scul o’ercast; |
And sick of the present: 1 turn to the past; |
- And the eje is suffus’d with regretful tears, .
From the fond recollections of former years;

.- And the shadows of things, that have long since fled,
‘Flit-over the brain like the ghosts of the dead:—
Bright visions of glory, that vanish’d too goon,—
Day dreams that departed ere marhood’s noon;— '
Attachments by fate or by falseshood reft,—

- Companions of early days lost or left,—

And my Natrvs Lanp! whose magical name
Thrills to thé heart like electric flame!

* The home of my childhood, the hannis of my prime ;
All the passions and scenes of that rapturous time,

“w6y . When the feelings were young, and the world was new,

Like the fresh bow'rs of Paradise op’ning io view!

All, all now forsaken, forgotten, or gone!

And I, 2 lone exile, remember’d of none,

My bigh aims abandon’d; end good acts undone,

Aweary of all that is under the sun;

iz

The stricken deér must shun his kind, = -
The widow'd turtle pines alone,. :

Through the deserted hall the wind ; -
And storms of winter moan, '

Thus sever'd from the loves ofall, © .~
Unpropp’d by friendship’s deareststay, ~. =~
Forgotten, or traduced, L fally - ~77 77 g

In darkness to decay.-
8. A, Jour, . .

O —

i | . THE DEAD,

The faces of the dead are fair, '
~ Though pale and fix'd as marble stone? - . .
Their eyes have that resplendent afr- - -~ T
‘The heavens display when' storms ate gone.
Tn dreams, that half iminorial state, e
They thus to me in troops appear; .

" Who had my love, who had my hate, ..

Who felt them,—both are present here. .
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With that sadness of heart whichno strapgermay scan,

I fiy to the Desert afar from mon. -

Afar in-the Desert T love to ride, - o

With the silent Bush-hoy alone by my sidé :

When the wild turmoil 'of this wearisome Iife,

With its scenes of oppression; cortuption, and strife,—
Tke proud man’s frown, and the base man’s fear,

.. And the scorner’s laugh, and the sufferer’s tear,
And malice, and meanness, and falsehood, and folly,
Dispose me to musing and dark melancholy,—
‘When my bosom is full, and wy thoughts are high,
And my soul is sick with'the bondman’s sigh,—
Oh! then.there is freedom, and joy, and pride,

Afar in the desert alone to videt ~ "

There is rapture to vault on the champing steed,
And to bound away with the eagle’s speed,

. With the death~fraught firelock in my hand,m .
The only law of the Desert land.

Afar in the Desert.I love to ride, o
With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side i
Away, away from the dwellings of men, )
_ By the wild deer’s haunt, and the buffalo’s gleny
By vallies remote, where the Oribi(a) plays,
Where the Gnoo, (%) the Gazelle, and the Harte-
beest (¢) graze,.

And the Gemshok (d) and Eland (£) unhunted recline,

By the skirts of grey forests o’ergrown with wild vine ;
And the Elephant browses at peace in his wood,

And the River-horse (/) gambols unsear’d in the flood ;
And the mighty Rhinoceros wallows at will

" In'the vlei(a) where the wild Ass is drinking his fill;

kAN

) Antilope Pygmea, &) Antilope Bubalis.
. (¢) Antilope Oreas, 4} Antilope Gou.
" () Anfilope Oryx. (/) Hippopotamus.

pr

Afarin the Desert T love to ride,- o
With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side:— -
Q’er the brown Karroo, (§) where the bleating ery -
Of the Springbok’s fawn (¢) sounds plaintively ;
Where the Zebra wantonly tosses his mane, -
In fields seldom cheer’d by the.dew or the rain;
And the stately Koedoo (d) exultingly bounds,
Undisturd’d by the bay of the hunter's hounds;
And the timorous Quagha’s {¢) wild whistling neigh
Is heard by the fountain atfall of day ; o
And the fleet-footed Ostrich over the waste,
Speeds like a horseman who travels in haste ;
For she hies away 1o the home of her rest,
Where she and her mate have seoop’d their nest,”
Far hid from the pitiless; plundering: view,
In the pathless depths of the parel’d Karroo.
Afar in the Desert I love to ride, - e
With the silent Bush-boy alone by miy side :
Away, away in the Wilderness vast, .
Where the White Man’s foot hath never pass’d
And the quiver'd Coranna, or Bechuan,
Hath rarely cross’d with his roving clan:
A region of emptiness, howling and drear,

" “Which man hath abandon’d, from famine and fear ;

. Which the snake and the lizard inhabit alone,

* With the twilight bat from the old hollow stone ;
- Where grdss, nor herb; nor shrub #kes root,
Save poisonous thorns that pierce the foot;

-
?

) («) A marsh or small lake. .

(Z): The Great Xarroo is xa uninkabitable wilderness, about 860 miles long
by 80 broad, forming an elevated plain, or tract of tabie land, between the
great ridges of the Zwhrthergen (black moun(ains,) and Sreeuwbergen (snow
mouniains), .

(e} Antilops Pygrraa, (d).‘ Equus Quaggx. . 0) Antilo;‘ne Strepsiceros,
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And the bitter melon, for food and drink,
Is the Pilgrim’s fare, by the salt lake’s bink:
" A region of drought, where no river glides, - -
Nor rippling: brook with osier’d sides ;
here reedy pool, nor mossy fountain,
Nor shady tree, nor cloud-capt mountain
Is found to refresh the aching eye, - .
But the barren earth and the burning sky,
And the blank horizon, round and round,

Without a Living sight or sound :—
Tell to the heart, in its pensive mood

That this ig Nature’s solitude,

,..

And herg;ﬁﬂmﬁhﬁiﬁi@}i‘t‘-wi_nds'rbhuld"mé sigh,
And the stars bum bright in {he midnight sky, -
As I sit apart by the cavern’d stone, _
Like Elijah at Horeb's cave, alone,

A < still, small voice” eomes through the wild,

(Lilsea father consoling his frotful child), .~ -
‘Which banishes bitterness, wrath, and fear, .

Saying,—< Max 13 DISTANT, EUT Gob 1s NEARIY

THE LION AND.THE CAMELEOPARD, -
Would’st thou vmw the lion’s don ? | :
Search afar from haunts of men—

Where the reed-encireled fountain
- Oozes from the rocky mountain ;

By its verdure far deseried, :

Mid the desert brown ang wide, -

( €lose beside the sedgy brim’ _
Couchant Jurks the Jion grim, :

Priverz’s Popyme.
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Waiting {ill the close of day
Brings again the destined prey.

Heedless at thé ambushed brick

The tall giraffe stoops down to drink:
Upon hint straight the savage springs

With eruel joy '—the desert rings 7

With clanging sound of desperate strife——

For the prey is strong, and striyes for life;
Plunging oft; with frantic bound,

To shake the tyrant to the ground ; o
Then bursts, like whirlwind, through the waste,
In hope to *scape by headlong haste:

In vain I—the spoiler on his prize

Rises proudly—tcaring as he flies,

For life~the vietim’s utmost speed
Is.mustered in' this T6@# of “necd—
Forlife—for life-=his giant might-

He strains, and pours his soul in dight ;
And, mad with tcj:rror, thirst, ‘and pain, . .

* Spuins with wild hoof the thurdering plain,

"Tis vain ;—the thirsty sands are drinking:

. . [ . e
His streaming hlgod—bis strength is sinking—

'The vietor’s fang$ are in his vems—
" His flanks are streaked with sanguine stains ;
- His panting breast in foam and gore
~Is bathed: he reels—his race is oer !

He falls—and, with convulsive throe,
Resigns his throat to the raging foe ;
Who revels amidst his dying moans :—

- While, gathering round to pick hisbones,

The vultures watch, in gaunt array,

- Till the gorg’d monarch quits his prey.

PRINeLE's PoruMs,
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g ’ MODERN FRIENDSHIP.

i ' “ Dulcis odor lycri.”,

The Muse may blush, but truth directs the stringge -

From int’rest only vulgar Friendship spring: '

. . CGainis the shrine on whick their honor dies ;
. Their love with fortune eyer comes and files.

j - Among ten thousand can the uphappy find

: g One who sets value on a spotless mind ?

o _ : Friendship!—a Deity, reverd of old,

.- Now bath its price, and sins, like love, for gold.

B A Jour, .

S

R .

‘A FRAGMENT,

_ S Worldly friendship 1

o Fie,~tis a bauble, wherewithal to please ~

* |0 The eye of childishness, for wise men laugh

. v The word toridicule: s a bubble .

That shineth for o ‘moment and then bursts,—

Bursting for very emptiness,—a name

“Wiitten on sand; which one gmall wave wipes out
As though it ne’er had been. . The aspie lurks
Beneath the blushing rose; beneath the smile,
Sweet as e’er it the Lips of angels, lies

A leprous soul, o :
Chiron. S

P
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