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THE MISTLETOE BOUGH.
The mistletoe hung in the castle hall,
The holly branch shone o7 \iie old oak-wall;
And the Baron’s retainers were blithe and gay,
And keeping their Christmas holiday;
The Baron beheld with a father’s pride,
His beautiful child, young Lovel’s bride;
While she, with her bright eyes, seemed to be
The star of the goodly company.

ODb! the mistletoe bough! Oh! the mistletoe bough!

“Pm weary of dancing, now,” she cried;

“Here tarry a moment—I'll hide—I'll hide!

And Lovel, besure thou’rt the first to trace

The clue to my seeret lurking place”—

Away she ran—and her friends began

Each tower to search, and each nook to scan;

And young Lovel cried, “Oh! where dost thou hide?

I’'m lonesome without thee, my own dear bride.”
Oh! the mistletoe bough, &c.

They sought her that night, and they sought her next d=y,
And they sought her in vain, when a week passed away!
In the highest—the lowest—the loneliest spot
Young Lovel sought wildly—but found her not,
And years flew by, and their grief at last
‘Was told as a sorrowful tale long past;
And when Lovel appeared, the children cried
“See! the old man weeps for his fairy bride.”
Oh! the mistletoe bough, &c.

At length an oak chest that had long lain hid,
Was found in the castle—they raised the lid—
And a skelton form lay mouldering there,
In the bridal wreath of the lady fair!
Oh! sad was her fate! in sportive jest
She hid from her lord in the old oak chest—
It closed with a spring!—and her bridal bloom
Lay withering there in a living tomb.

Oh! the mistletoe bough, &e.
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" THE MOTHER.
The cold winds swept the monntain height,
And pathless was the dreary wild,
“And 'mid the cheerless hours of night
A mother wandered with her child—
As through the drifting sanw she press'd,
The babe was sleeping on her breast,

And colder etill the winds did blow,
And darker lours of night came on,
And deeper grew the drifts of snow—
Her limbs were chili'd--herstreneth was gone.
Oh God! she eried, in accents wild,
If I must perish, save my child.

She stript her mantle from her breast,
And bared her bogom to the storm,
And round the child she wrapt the veat;
And smil'd to think the babe was warm ;
With one cold kiss, one tear she shed,
And sank upon a snowy bed.

At dawn, a traveller pass'd by,

And saw her ’neath a snowy veil—
The frost of death was on lier cye,

Her cheek was cold, and hard, and pale
e moved the robe from off the child §
It livid—look’d up—and swoetly smiP’d,

STANZAS.
Tady, but once I saw (hﬁ face,
And then I gazed in silent sadness;
The joy to meet thee soon gave place
To thonghts of blighted peace and gladuess:—
A form like thine I'd seen elsewhere,
When my young hieart was free from care.

But once 1 heard thy voice—and yet
Of visiona of the past it telleths
Thase well-known sounds cau I forget
That mutely in the still grave dwelleth?—
The music of thy lips hath stole,
Like angels’ whispers, to my soull

Emblem of her I loved so dear!

Ah, why so seon hast thou departed?
I claim from thee a Kindred tear,

And pity for the broken-hearted:—
Let me but see thee once again,

Then welcome sorrow, bliss, or pain.

1 hate the SLANDERER !

1 hate him for his poicon breath,
More deadly than the dew of death !
1 hate him for his hooded lies,

His peace-destroying calumnies—

His words I hate—so arch, so aly, =

So void of gencrosity—

So deep, so empty, yet so full

Of what will suctal joy annul !

His heart is gall—his tongue is fire—

His soul too base for generous ire:

His eword too keen for noble use,

His shield and Lpeklor are abuse.
I'hate the slanderer !
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THE MISTLETOR BOUGH.
The mistletoe hung in the castle hall,
The holly branch shone o' 1lie 0ld oak-wall;
And the Baron’s retainers were blithe and gay,
And keeping their Christmas holiday;
The Baron beheld with a father’s pride,
His beautiful child, young Lovel’s bride;
While she, with her bright eyes, seemed to be
The star of the goodly company.

Oh! the mistletoe bough! Oh! the mistletoe bough!

“Pm weary of dancing, now,” she cried;

“Here tarry a moment—I'll hide—I’ll hide!

And Lovel, besure thou’rt the first to trace

The clue to my secret lurking place”—

Away she ran—and her friends began

Each tower to search, and each nook to scan;

And young Lovel cried, “Oh! where dost thou hide?

I’'m lonesome without thee, my own dear bride.”
Oh! the mistletoe bough, &c.

They sought her that night, and they sought her next d=y,
And they sought her in vain, when a week passed away!
In the highest—the lowest—the loneliest spot
Young Lovel sought wildly—but found her not,
And years flew by, and their grief at last
‘Was told as a sorrowful tale long past;
And when Lovel appeared, the children cried
“See! the old man weeps for his fairy bride.”
Oh! the mistletoe bough, &c.

At length an oak chest that had long lain hid,
Was found in the castle—they raised the lid—
And a skelton form lay mouldering there,
In the bridal wreath of the lady fair!
Oh! sad was her fate! in sportive jest
She hid from her lord in the old oak chest—
It closed with a spring!—and her bridal bloom
Lay withering there in a living tomb.

Oh! the mistletoe bough, &e.
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©THE MOTHER.
The cold winds swept the monntain height,
And pathless was the dreary wilil,
“And 'mid the cheerless honrs of night
A mother wandered with her child—
As through the drifting snow she press'd,
The babe was sleeping on her breast,

And colder till the winds did blow,
And darker hours of night came on,
And deeper grew the drifts of snow—
Herlimbs were chilitd--hierstrength was gone.
Oh God ! she cried, in accents wild,
If I must perish, save my child.

she stript her mantle from her breast,
And bared her bozom to the storm,
And round the child she wrapt the vest,
And smil'd 1o thiak the babe was sarm ;
With one cold kiss, one tear she shed,
And sank upon a snowy bed.

At dawn, a traveller pass’d by,

And saw her ’neatha snowy veil—
The frost of death was on licr eye,

Her chieek was cald, and hard, and pale
He moved the robe from off the child s
It livid—look’d up—and sweetly smit’d,

STANZAS. '
Tady, but once I saw thy face,
And then I gazed in silent sadnesas
The joy to meet thee soon guve place
To lﬁnughtn of blighted peace and gladuess:—
A form like thine I'd seen elsewhere,
When my young lieart was free from care.

Bat once 1 heard thy voice—and yet
Of visions of the past it telleth;
Thase well-known sounds can I forget o
That mutely in the still grave dwelleth?—
The music of thy lips hath stole,
Like angels’ whispers, to my soculh

Emblem of her I loved so dear!

Ahy why so saon hast thou departed?
I claim from thee a Kindred tear,

And pity for the broken-hearted:—
Lot me but see thee once again,
Then welcome sorrow, liliss, or pain.

1 hate the SLANDERER !

1 hate him for his poison breath,

More deadly than the dew of death !

T hate him for his hooded lies,

His peace-destroying calumnics— /

His words I hate—so arch, soaly, ~

So void of gencrosity— 4

So deep, S0 empty, yet so full

Of what will sueral joy annul!

His heart is gall—his tongne is fire—

His soul too basc for generous ire:

His eword too keen for noble use,

His shicld and Lpeklor are abuse,
I'hate the slanderer !
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7o the Editor & Y. Baphi o :

il itor of thesh. Y. Baptish R.'gi“ d 10 most nations.
Dear Bno-rucn—"l‘hq following is a translation of " FAIR HELEN.—Part FInsT.

a tradition among the IKarens, which has been handed (1 sweeTEST Swect, dud faitest fair,
Of birth and worth beyond compare,

|

down from titne immemorial, and having been reques- = "Phou art the canser of 1y care,
ted for publication, it is at your disposal. The origin- Siuce first 1 loved thee.
" Yet God hath given to me a mind,
b < Phe which to thee shall prove as kind
and is frequently sung by them. According to the Asanv one that thou shait find,

Of high or low degres.

purport of this tradition, the Karens,as a people, are The shallowest water makes maist din,

expecting the white foreigners to give them the Word _“The deadest pool, the deepest linn;
LR J. Wape Phe richest man least frath withiu,
o te. . s ‘I'hough he preferred be.

‘

Yet, neverthelessy 1 i, content,

B A . And never a whit my love repent,

. minutely ordefed by him. But think the time was & weel spent,
3 ‘Phough L disdained be.

01 Helen sweet, and mafst complete,

My captive spirit's at thy feet!

In ancient time, God created4he world 3
All things
¥le, who in ancient time made the world,

Has power to enlarge, and power to aiminishe

“'al, of awhich this is a faithful translation, is in poetry,
|

i

|

God, who made the’ vorld in the days of old, hinks thou stll fit thus for to treit
(I Haspower to change,as may suit his own will, Thy captive cruelly?
l The borders thereof, be it more or less. ! 0! Helen brave! Lut this [ crave,
, ! e IR TS Ay e P Rt P ST — $ Of thy poor slave some pity have,
| ST e ) T e - drink And do inm save thavsvear hisgrave,
1" Ordered what shonld be for food and for drink. And dies for love of thee.
I By him was established the tree of trial. PART SECOND.
¥ : : b
' I He gave us a law toguide us in all things § § wism [ were where Helen lies,
) But Satan seduced our progenttors: 3‘i‘]:‘-l;“x"i'vz',“cy\if'n‘.e‘iﬁ'ﬁﬂf;ii'.‘fé"
et 4wl b i} ]
He caused them to eat the fruit of trial. On fair Kircounell Lee !
Il Dhey belicved not in God, nor obeyed his voice, Curst be the heart that thought the thought,
i But turned and ate the fruit of trial. ‘;‘:J‘;?L.;'ﬂf‘..ﬁ;cn‘m:dl-lﬂ‘rtll*n;lcgl::ﬁdsrl:.;ﬁ'
1 3 1= i Adiger - S L 4% 1
' "'hen became they the subjects of disease; And died to succour me!
| hey became victims of old age and death. O (hink na ye my heart was sair
| A 8k he heed When my love dropt down and 'p k nae mair
phe Lord @ ande ey cave no heed § ien my lovi ( nd spak 1 :
| The L(_n'\i gommanded, but they ga H ¥ eh 314 she swoon Wi meikie care,
| Tl dofinitely commanded all things, On fair Kirconnell Lee,
|| " But they regarded not the divine 1\\'ord. As 1 went down the water side,
God is omnipotent, and he is trutin None but my foe 1o be my guide,
| . i o ke None but my foe to be my guide
Il Him have we disobeyed and disbeliev ed. On fair Kirconnell Lce;k ¥
Had we obeyed, had we believed ln‘G()d, 1 lighted down my sword to draw,
Pain and disease had then been far from us. - 1 hacked him in pieces sma’y

1 hacked him in pieces sma’, .
For her sake that died £ me.
% telen watr, béYond compare !

W hoso returns to obedienee and faith,
| Prosperily shall attend all his steps.

He who obeys shall not be destroyed 3 — g;:;:;zl;ss\g&rll?n‘:l :):';)‘rhcyv nir'“i -
v i . ALY EVEr mniir
Distressand want shall h’c far from him. AT thelay 116 )
Let him who hears God’s wm-dl, do him homages Oh lmm ld\;ere where Helen lies !
Let him minttely helieve and obey. Night and day on me she cries;
. Fie that rises toserve and worship God Outof sy hied she bids e rise, |
| le that ISet 8 a 3 3oy Hays, % Haste and come 10 wiet
H ®Tie is the same as though he were immortal. O elen fair! O fdten ghaste!
{ Lt us rise, let us gerve and worship God 3 u”I,wenlx wi::n (hee, [ were blest,
PR o n nanartv erown &l . g . ere thou lies low, and takes Uiy rest
4en shall prosperity crown all oursteps; B Bl Kivoonor L8, ]

Il The Lord our God has refurned unto usisy R R s er o alistiug £1600

l Joyful tous s the voice of his word 3, ‘R “i'il“lh‘ﬁ'sheet draw i oWer my een,
Sy, s s vled @ . are erle i 1] len’,
, Manifold are s works 3 they are s rﬂ)«‘t Bn tare lgl‘r::ll:\:;ll;‘;.;ye‘.ug'
Tle who believes, he }'.'lm.ohc_\"s !lxs VQiCe, T T vt e o TIRR o]
Shall escape the retribution of sin. ﬁ‘g:uln"d 40y T me he chies |
f Y 1Thes s 4010 SDITL tlove nd [ am weiry of the skies,
Wiozo imbibes the troe Spirit of love, i L e o

e shall never meet with ndversitys '
Grent ape the works, greas are the blessings of* '1"_“ AMERICAN MoN’l‘uL\' Macazing FoR AUGUsT

Gods sustains the reputation which this periodical has long
W i o fociity hwralg s book, . been gradually but deservedly establishing for wself.
| Which he guve to the white men, with a charge It has now, without the least aid from puffing, estab-

3 ‘ i d * Burd Felon--Maid Helen,

g e o

- That they shouldigo a0d distribute the 8tme.g " \
~ His servanis gave the book of God to mens '
Blis book ofiGod, whigh he wrote ob papers
l Beent 1o {he people of evary elime. %
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Oh! who hath stood beside the spot, that holiest spot of earth,
Where sleeps the cold unconscious dust of her who gave him birth,
Nor felt the memory of her love from being’s earliest vears,

Come o’er him with subduing power, and melt his soul to tears!

My mother! as I bend beside thy lowly place of rest,

Beneath the drooping willow-boughs whose foliage shades thy breast,
What rushing thoughts of other times across my sriril sweep,

And thrill my bosom’s inmost chords, with anguish keen and deep!

I think of childhood’s halcyon days, its sunny hours of glee,
When it was happiness to plar around a mother’s knee;
When thy consoling voice could all my transient griefs beguile,
And it was bliss supreme to meet thy I‘;ind approving smile.

I think of youth’s enchanted spring, its scenes of feverish joy, [boy.
When passion swayed, with restless power, thine ardent wayward
And thy still-watchful tenderness, thy still untiring care,

With precious counsel warned my steps from folly’s latent snare.

I think of manhood’s summer-prime, its aspirations high—

Its cherished hopes—its glorious dreams—its fond idolatry :

And, sad reverse! its sky o’ercast—its prospects veiled in shade—
Its warm and gencrous feelings chilled— insulted—crush’d—betray’d!

And then I think—(O how the thought can soothe my pensive mind!)
If all the world beside were cold, my mother! thou wert kind;

And thy undying love, through time and change still fondly true;
No selfish feeling e’er alloyed, no diminution knew.

For years of painful absence rolled their shadows o’er my heart,
Yet when I met thee once again—too soon again to part!

Softin thy languid eye still gleamed affection’s radiance mild,
And-from thy lips love’s sweetest tones hailed thy returning child.

Those lips are silent now, with death’s mysterious seal imprest;
Those fond emotions are all stilled in deep, undreaming rest ;

No wintry storm can ever break the slumber of thy tomb,

Nor summer’s glorious sunshine pierce thy grave’s nnlighted gloom !
And I must breathe th’ unheeded sigh that cannot reach thine ear,
And o’er thy chilly conch distil the unavailing tear;

Then turn, perchance, and o’er the world's wide surface seek in vain
A mother’s love!—that priceless gem, T neer shall find again!
Yet, when I think what heavenly peace, whathopes serene and high,
Around thy passing spirit beamed, and lit thy closing eye—

What more than mortal beauty graced thy pale, unbreathing clay,
And what an air of blest repose on its calm features lay.

Oh no ! I would not call thee back to earth’s ungenial soil,

Again to bear life’s darksome doom—its anguish and its toil :
Forgive, blest shade! my selfish love—1I would not drag thee down
From glory’s clime, nor from thy brows tear the angelic crown !

For high above the star-lit dome is thy sublime abede,

Amid th’ adoring hosts that bend before the throne of God!
And in that undecaying house, a mansion bright is thine,
Procured by thy Redeemer’s blood—prepared by hands divine!

Mother, farewell! the evening shades are gathering round my head,
And I must leave thee now to rest with all the quiet dead :

Ileave thee but a moment—brief shall this our parting be—

Thy sorrowing son perchance may soon return, to dwell with thee!
Oh'! if thy sainted spirit bends from its bright seat above,

To watch o’er those on earth who once claimed thy maternal love,
Wilt thou not hover round my path, and bless thy suppliant child,
And guide me while I yet may roam the world’s unfriendly wild ?

1 know thou wilt! and when I cast these mortal garments by,
To soothe my parting soul be thou, my gnardian angel, nigh!
O then may earth’s endearing ties, so rudely severed here,

Unite where eyes are never dimmed with nature’s parting tear!

AR as el e o e — T TN——————— s .4
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TO A LITTLE BOY.
BY ROBT. CHAMBERS.
( Never before published in this country.)

My winsome one, my handsome one, my darling little

O
The heart’s pride of thy mother, and thy father’s
chiefest joy ;
Come ride upon my shoulder, come sit upon 1oy Kiee,
And prattle all the nonsense that I love to hear from

thee ; "
With thine eyes of merry lustre, and thy pretty lisp-
g tongue, A .
And thy heart that ever more lets out its humming
ha]ppy song;
With thy thousand tricks so gleesome, which I bear
without annoy, k
Come tolmy arms, come to my soul, my darling little

boy
My winsome one, my fairest one, they say that later

3 Y COTEING ' x
Will sowetinies change a parent’s hone for bitter grief

and tears,
But thou, so innocent ! canst thou be aught but what
‘ thou art,
And all this bloom of feeling with the bloom of face
depart ?

Canst thou this tabernacle fair, where God reigis
bright within, v
Profane, like Judah’s children, with the pagan rites o

sin

No—no, somnch I'll cherish thee, so clasped w
be in one, >

That bugbear guilt shall only get the father with the
son; .

And thou, perceiving that the grief must me at least

destroy,
Will till be fair and innocent, my darling little boy !

M’y gentle one, my blessed one, can that time ever be,

When 1 to thee shall be severe, or thou unkiad to me?

Can any change which time may bring, this glowing

- assion wreck,

Or clench with rage the little hand, now fondling

““round my neck?

Can this community of sport, to which love brings me
down,

Give way to Anger’s kindling glance, and Hate’s ma-
lignant frown 1

No—no that time can ne'er arrive, for whatsoe'er be-

_fall
This heart shall still be wholly thine, or shall not be

at all;
And to an offering like this thou cans’t not e’er be-

coy, ;
But stiﬁ will be my falthful and my gentle little boy !

My winsome one, my gallant one, so fair, so happy
now,
With thy bonnet set o proudly upon thy shining

brow, :

With thy fearless bounding motions, and thy laugh
of thoughtless glee,

So circled By a father’s loye which wards each ill
from thee !

Can Iysuppose another time when this shall all be

o'er,
And thy ‘cheek shall wear the ruddy badge of happi-
ness no more ;

‘V’h‘, ;’V__A“ : “' 1 i e ;-
a 111 who now delight in thee far elsewhere shall
i ].."n ) gc;nci,
And thou shalt pilgrimage thr i Iri
ma hrougl : 3
\ ol o o zh life, unfriended
Without an aid to str
1 strengthen or console thy
Ly o e thy troubled
Save the memory of the love of 1}
nor} of those w 3 3
ApI ok se who left thee
Oh, let me not awake the thought, but, in the present
blest, 4 v
Make thee a child of wisdon
3 n—and to Heave -
queath the rest ; gl
Far rather let me image thee, in sunny futare days
Outdoing every deed of mine aud wearing brighter

){ H
With less to dull thy fervency of recollected pain
And more, to animate thy course of glory and nfgx{in £
A home as happy shall be thine, and I too shall be
there, ' 5
The blessings purchased by thy worth in peace and
love to share— ’ s
Shall s'o'n within thy beaming cye my early love re-
paid, - L
And every ill of failing life a bliss by kindness made—
Shall see thee pour upon thy son, then sitting on thy

knee,

A father’s gushing t_cndcrncss, such as I feel for thee ;

And know as I this moment do, no brighter, better
J9Y,

Than thus to clasp unto, thy soul thy darling little
boy! 4

" v h’on;;_g b
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1 % She was taken ill with a weold.

WHY WASHINGTON
MARRY.

It was while engaged in writing hig H-slory‘qf

New York,” that [rving, then a yolng mdnhqt'.

twenty-six, was called to mourn the Somew
sudden death of Matilde Hoffman, who!g: m
hoped to eall hiswife, This young lady was the
seeond daughter of Josiah Ozdea Hofiman, and the
sister of those two tfalented men, Charles Fennd
Hoffman, the poet, and Ogden Hoffman, the elo-
quent jurict. In her father's oflivce Washingion

Jrving had essayed to stndy law, and with every

prospect, if industrious and stadious, of & partner-
sbip with Mr. Hofiman, as well as a matrimonial
alhance with Matilda.  Thess high hopes were
disappointed by the decears of the young lady on
the Z6th of April, 1809, b the eighteenth year of
her age. s "

There is a pathos abont Irving’s reeital of the
cireumstances of her death, and of his own feelings,
that is truly painful and tear-impelling. He says:

thought of it atfirst; but she grew rapidly worse,
and fell into a consumption. I cannot telt you
what 1 suffered. . . . . Isaw her fade- rapidly
away : beautiful and more beautiful and more an-
gelic 1o the very last. I was ofien by her bedside s
and in her wandering state of mind she would talic
to me with a sweet, natural, and affecting eloquence,
ihat was.overpowering.- I saw more of the beauty

[ 6f her'mind in thai delirious séate than I had ever

known before. Her malady was rapid in its eéareer,
and hurried her off in tso months. [ler dying
struggles were painful and protracted.

“For three days and nights [ did not leave the
heuse, and scarcely slept. I was by her when she
died ; -ell the family were assembled round her,
some praying, others weeping, for she was adored
by them all. I was the last one she looked upon.
. . . I cannot tell you what a horrid stete of mind
I was in for ‘a lopg fime. I seemed io eare for
nothing ; the world was a_blank o me. I abana
doned &ll thoughls of the law. I went into the
eonniry, but conld not beer solitude, yet could not
enjoy eociety.  There was a dismal horr?;l“«contin-
fally in my mind, that made me fear to he alone.
1 had often to get upin the night and seek the bed-
r00m of my brother, as if the havinga human being
by me Would relieve me from the frightfal gloom of
my own thonghts,

IRVING %“{ﬁi‘

Nothing was”

S Ty

“Months elapsed beforns my mind would resame
anyenc ; bat the despondency I had suffered fomy

'a long time in the course of this attachment, and

the anguigh that attended its caiasirophe, scemed
to give a %urn to my whole character, and throw .
some ‘¢louds into my disposition, which have ever
sinece hung about if. g g 4 o e i
1 seeried to drift about without aim or object; 8t
the mercy of every breeze; my heart wanted
anchorage. [ yas naturally suseeptible, and tried,
to form oiher attachments. but my heart wowld not
| hold on ; it would cantinually recur to what it had
{ lost; and whenever there was a pause inthe hurry
of novelty and exeitement, I would sink into dismal
dejection. For years I could nottalk on the sub-
ject of this hopeless resret ; 1 could not even men=
tion her name, but her imaze was contiaually before
me, and [ dreamt of her incessantly.” 3
Such was thd languaze in which Irving peured
forth his sorrows and sad memories, 1n_a lefter
written many years ago to a lady who wondered at
his celibacy and expressed the wish to know why.
he had never married. Thirly vears after-her
deaih, Irving was visiting Mr. Hoffman, and &
granddaughter in drawing out some sheets of musie
to be performed upon the piano, accidentaily brought
with ‘them a piece of embroidery, which dropped
upon the floor. “Washington,” said Mr. Hoftman,
“this is a piece of poor batilda’s workmanship.”
His biographer describes the effect as electrics
“He hod been conversing in the sprightliest meod
before,” says Pierre M. Irving, “and he sunk at
once into utter silence, and in a fow moments go%
up and left the house.”—Doston Post.
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157 By way of Louisville we learn that D.
% Miller, has been elected Governor of Texna,

¢« We luved ilk ither weel, Willie,
We luved ilk ither lang ;
Ah me ! how happy wasthe heart
* Uhat trilled the even sang. ‘
We luved ilk ither, Willie, right ;
And may God grant it so,
‘That ye maun luve as we twa luved,
In days lang, lang ago.

s o =R

¢ Oh! fondly cherish her, Willie,
She is sae young and fair;

She has not known a single cloud, |
Or fe't a single care. (

Then, ii a cauld world’s storin should come
The way to overcast—

Oh, ever stand (thon art a man) *~
Between her and the blast!

4 When first T knew a mither's pride,
"I'was when 1 gazed on thee ;
And when my itherflowersidied,
Thy smile was lefl to me:
And 1 can scarce believe it true,
* o late thy life began,
« The playful bairn T fendled then
Stunds by me now a man. i ) 1
 Then tell thy bonnie bride, Willie, I
Bhe hus my first born son :
1 tuk’ the darling from my anns,
And gie him to her own. ]
Oh ! she will cherish thee, Willio ;
For when I maun depart,
She, only she, will then bo left
T's €] thy lonely heart.

1 dinna fear to die, Willie,
1 ever wihed to gung ;

T st vaaaud i scan loirle and,
11as lunely been (oo lang.

And I would lay me there, Willie,
And &’ death’s terrors brave,

Beside the heart sae leal and true,
If *tis within the grave.

“Then gang awa’, my blessed bairn, ;
And bring thy gentle dove, i

And dinnd@ frown, if a® should grect
T'o part wi’ her they love.

But if u tear fills up her ee,
‘Then whisper, as they part,

s There's room for thee at mither’s hearth.

"I'here’s room ‘in mither's heart.

“ And may the God that reigns aboye,
And sees ye a’ the while,

Look down tpon your plighted troth,
And bless ye wi' hig smile.

And may’st thow ne'er forget, Willie,
In o’ thy futurelife,

T'o serve the power that gavei to thee
Thy kind and guilelesy wie.”

Farewell of the Soul to the Body.

BY MRS. SIGOURNEY.

Companion dear—the hour draws nigh
The sentence speeds—to die, to die,

So long in mystic union held,

So long in strong embrace compelled,
How canst thou bear the dread decree,
That strike thy clasping nerves from me?
To him who, on this mortal shore,

The same encircling vestment wore,

To Him I look, to Him I bend,

To Him thy shuddering frame commend.

" If T have ever caus'd thee pain,
- The throbbing breast the burning brain,

With cares and vigils turn'd thee pale,

And scorn’d thee when thy strength did fail.
Forgive | —Forgive |—thy task doth cease—
Friend! Lover !—let us part in peace,

If thou did’st sometimes check my force,

Or, trifling, stay mine upward course, -

Or lure from Heaven my wavering trust,
Or bow my drooping wing to dust—

I blame thee not, the strite is-done,

I knew thou weért the weaker one,

‘I he vase of earth, the trembling clod ;
Constrained to hold the breath of God.

Well hast thou in my service wrought,
Thy brow hath mirror'd forth my thought,
To wear my smile thy lip hath glow'd,
Thy tear, to speak my sorrows flowed,
Thine ear hath borne me rich supplies

Of sweetly varied melodies,

Thy hands my prompted deeds have done,
Thy feet upon mine errands run—

Yes, thou hast mark'd my biddlog well,
Faithful and true! farewell, farewell.

Go to thy rest. A quiet bed

Meck mother Earth with flowers shall spread,
‘Where I no more shall break

With fever'd dream, nor rudely wake

The wearied eye : :
Oh, quit thy hold,
For thou art faint, and chill, and cold,
And long thy grasp and groan of pain,
Have bound me mitying in thy chair,
Though angels urge me hence. to soar,
Where I shall share thinc ills no more.

Yet we shall meet. To soothe thy paio
Remember—we shall meet agiin,
Quell with this hope the victor's sting,

~ And keep it as a signet ring,

When the dire worm shall pierce thy breast,
Aund naught but ashes mark thy rest,

When stars shall full and skies grow dark,
And proud son's quench their glow-worm spark,
Keep thou that hope, to light thy gloom,

Till the last trampet rends the tomb.

Then'shialt thou glorious rise, and fair,
Nor spot, norstain, nor wrinkle bear,
And, I with hovering wing elate,

The bursting of thy bonds shall wait,
And breathe the welcome of the sky—
“No more {o part, no more to die,
Co-heir of immortality.”

(




THE INQUIRY,
Tell me, ye winged winds,
That round my pathway roay
Do ye not know some . ot :
‘Where mortals w -
Some valley in the wost
Wiere, free

T} - ‘
4e weary soul may rest?

‘P ue more 1

The loud wind dwindled to a whispe

And sighed for Pity as it answered—¢ N

Tell me, thou mighty deep,
Whose billows round me play
Know’st thou some favored :1)'1}
Some island, far away. ’
Where wearv man m;z_‘,: find
The bliss for which he sighs,
Where sorrow never lives,
And friendship never dies,
The loud waves rolling in perpetual flow
Stopped for a while, and s :

Q81

Aund thou, serenest moon,
That with such holy face
Dost look upon the earth,
Asleep in night’s embrace ;
Tell me, in all thy r i
¢ e, in all thy round,
Hast thou not seen some spot
Where miserable man
Might find a happier lot ?
{ Behind a cloud the moon withdrew in W0,
! And a voice, sweet but sad, responded—‘ No.’
Tell me my seeret soul,
Oh! tell me Hope and Faith !
Is there no resting place
From sorrow, sin, and death:
‘Where mortals may be blessed,
‘Where grief may find a balm,
And weariness a rest ?
e, ;
| Faith, Hope, and Love, best boons to _mortals
given, [
‘Waved their bright wings, and whiSpeaa, ©Wus
v Heaven.

ghed to answer—‘No.’

A Fulogy on Irving,

On the 0 instany, in fhe.ovening, the Naw York
Historical Society held its regunlar monthly meetlng.i
During the session. the death of Washington Irving
being under notice, tlie) following ‘remarks were
made by the Hox, GRORG BaNaiorr:

Memory cherighes the lovely qualities and beauti-
fal career of our friand who has just ceased to be
mortal ; bqt words are woanling to portray his go-
niug and his vittees.  No'Ametican since Wsahing-
ton has faken with him to the grave the undivided
affe ction of the Americdn peoplé like Irving. Aund
1818 right that it should bo so.  He came into the
world just as o treaty with Hogland gave our Re-
Dlllfl}c urrbeopnized existence'among the nations ;
and Lewas lulted in his eradle by the pleasant tongs
of returning peace. The firat grent solemnity that
he gazed upoe. m' His childhood was the insugnra-
tion of the Constitution; so‘that the early life of
hlm‘_who wes ‘called to take the foremost part in

ereating an American hiérature, was bathed in the

‘purest dews of our country’s morning. As he

grew.up his'genial humor wus-nurged by the tra-
ditions and 1ngpirations of his awn native State; he

.opened hia heart to all the. pleasant inflaences that

surrounded him; he mede himself one with Nature
as ehe reveals hergolf in her glory along the Rud-
‘son’; and when he wag scarce six and twenty years ®
.0ld .he had written what the world will not suffer to
be forgotten, ¢

Thug far hisliterary activity had - bheen the out-
gelng of the joyousnees of 'youth; his mind was to
ve ripened, his chargcter to be matured, his right-
fal cireer to be mede plain by the trials of efliotion.
Ho had Jovad and beenbetoved ; and he watched,
to use his own words, * beduty and ‘1mnocence lan-
guish into-the tomb.* I'he beéing was depsarted
whom he had loved as he never again was to love
in this world, who had loved bim as he was never
agsin to be Joyed; and the gladsome humor that
merked his éntrance into lifs nad become, not sub-
dued, but tinged by o sweet-souled'melancholy, and
8 large and more earnest sympathy with hia kind.
Now, when he stood  midway in the path, of human
life, of @'sudden his outward fortuns was swept
away and disappeared, and he was left in possession
of nothing but his own miad, Blesged adversity !
that opened to him the treasures whiciilay heaped
up within his sonl. Sorrow and misfortune only
brough$ out in its brightness the purity of his ue-
ture, andiweore but as clonds’ that reflder the sun-
shipe in & thousand hues,

In a foreigu land, alone, impoverished, bereaved,
he was go good &nd true, we might also say angela
ministered to him.  Hd looked with gerene wisdom
upon the angry waves that threatened him, and
they passed undor him without harm.

The career of letters now cieimed him for its sor-
vice. He had not been deepiy read ,in books’; bat
hig mind was richly stored with images of beanty
and primal' traths) and 'he ktew nstare by heart.
The Eoglish language, which: better than any other
can’ expreas the sincerity of affection, the delicacy
of sentimant, the freshinresa of rural scenes, spread
out its bogudless; wealth as hie own; and at that
period of what he himaelf calla ¢ his troubled life,””
he conquered for hitmself famo ahd good will wher-
ever thyt language in spokam

I¢ was a5 'this period of his life that, during &
sommer ot Paris, I formed “with him that relation
of friendly intimady which' gréw in' strength to the
\est, Time has in a8 measure, effaced the ralative
ditl ce of out years, but then he was almost
tyice as old as 1, Ag we roamed togetber over the
5 reund Pazis, ;many an earnest, and noble, and

regie d fell fcom him fos I
rould sy me of
How -he pro with deecriptions, I
¥; bat L found toat mbere he gave ex~
! ion to feeling, he would wrils conticuously,
pouring oub ad ‘it were 'at one gash all he intended
to giye forth. One evening, after we hiad baen
mény hours together, be took me to his room and
read to me whet he had written at one sitting,
without pause, under one iuspiration, end almoss
without interlineation or erssure.

I remembeér it to thia day: it was bis Sf, Mark's
Lue, feom which the words **I amnow alone in my
capmber,” to the end. Hethatsindics such pas-
83gés closely will find coufessions of Irvinga own
inWard experionce and effzctions,

Asan historian, Irving stands inthe front Tank,
His life of Columbus has gll kinds of. merit—re-
search, oritical judgmen®, interest in the narrative,
picturezque description'and golden style; exquisite
in“the melody of it3 cadences and ita choide oOf
worde, Hia life of Washington, which is still dear
to the American people, is & marvel. No one has
so painted the Father of his Country e the life;
modesty disclaiming great exient of original re-
sonrch, he heg yet added much that was not known
before. ‘But what distinguishes him 18 the grace
and faculty of his movement. He writes Ameri-
can history, as it wero, by tho aid of special en-
dowments; he takes with him & candor that never
falls; a clear, impartiel judgment, and an uarival-
led keenness of insight 1ato ‘charscler. He may
err in minor details, but aever in the general ef-
fect. No one has drawn 8n true, and touching, and
vivid o picture of Washington in his retirement as
Irving, who published it while suffering from pros-
tration of the mnerves, a depression of spirits, and
that attack of asthma which harrassed him to the
last.

Nor lst it be forgotten thatIrviogis a native of
our own New York.  Like Chaucer, eud Miiton,
and Pope, aud Gray, his birthplace wasin the beart
of acity. Among the Greeks, when a victor re-
. turned from the Olympain games, the ciliz2us of
his'own home estesmed his prizes their own, went
out t6 weleome Lis veturn, end would even break
down the walla to receive him in greater triumph.
QOar Irviag hses wrestled in the game of life and
came off Ahe conqueror; he has gone to his long
bome ; on.tha mildest ot winter days we have sur-
rounded him among bis kindred, and his epiritin
ita flight has been borns upward on the affections
of countless multitndes; Now, what shall we do
here ton for him our-wveueration.and love?
He gave this city of merchanta fame through-
ous uhe world of letters. Will not, then, the mer-
chants of New York reize to hia memory s statute
of purest marble? It would be the payment of a
debs to his fame, a just tribute to bis virtues, a les-
gon to the rising geoerations. Fatbers might then
take their sons to gazs on his lineaments, and ssy,
* There is the man who during more than filsy
years émployed his pen as none other ocould have
done, nnd 1 all ihas time never wrote ono word
that was tainted by skepti¢ism; nor oue line that

oy

was not as chaste and pure aa. the violets of
o
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The Palace of the Maiemma.
By Mus. Hexaws.

The history of Desdemona has a llel in the
following passage of Dante. Nellmln Pietra
had espoused o lady of noble family at Sienna,
named Madonna Pia.  Herbeauty was the admi-
ration of Tuscany, and excited in the heart of her
husband a jealousy, which, exasperated by false
reports and groundless suspicions, at length drove
% him to the desperate resolution of Othello. Tt is
difficult to decide whether the lady was quite inno-
cent, but so Dante represents her. Her husband
brought her into the Maremma, which then, as
now, wasa district destructive to health. He nev-
er told his unfortunate wife the reason of her ban-
ml\.mem to-wo-dangerous a _country. He did not
deign to utter complaint or accusation. He lived
with her alone, in cold silence, without answering
her questions, or listening to her remonstrances.—
He patiently waited till the pestilentinl air should
destroy the health of this young lady. In a few
months she died. Some chroniclers, indeed, tell us,
that Nello used a dagger to hasten her death. It
iscertain that he survived her, plunged in_sadness
and perpetual silence.  Dunte had, 1n thisineident,
all the materials of an ample and very poetical

prrative.  But he bestows on it only four verses
He meets in Purgatory three spirits; one was o
captain, who fell fighting on the same side with him.
in the battle of Campaldino ; the second, a gentle-
man assassinated by the treachery of the house of
Este; the third was a woman unknown to the
poet, and who after the others had spoken, turned
towards him with these words:—

¢¢ Ricordati di me; che son la Pia;
Sienna mi fé, disfecemi Maremma.
Salsi colui che inannellata pria
| Disposando m’ avea con la sua gemma.”
Edinburgh Review, No. LVIIL

Mais elle était du monde, ot Jes plus belles choses
Out I¢ pire destin ;

Etr Rose elle 4 véeu ce que vivent les roses,
Lrespace d’un matin. Malherbe.

There are bright scenes beneath Italian skies,
Where glowing suns their purest light diffuse,
Uncujtured flowers in wild profusion rise,
| And nature lavishes her warmest hues ;
| But trust thou not her smiles, her balmy breath,
Away! her charms are but the pomp of death!

He in the vine clad bowers unseen is dwelling,
Where the cool shade itsfreshness round thee throwsg
Hig voice, in every perfumed zephyr swelling,
‘With gentlest whisper lures thee to repose;
And the goftsounds that through the foliage sigh,
. But woo thee still t slumber and to die.

| Mysterious danger lurks, a $yren; there,—
‘ ot ml?ed in terrors, or announced in gloomn,—
_ Butstealing o’er thee in the scented air,
And veiled in flowers, that smile to deck thy tomb :
How may we deem, amidst their bright array
That heaven and earth but flatter to betray ?
Slln‘shinn and bloom, and verdure! can it be,
That these but charm us with destructive wiles!
Where shall we turn, O Nature! i in thee
Danger is masked in beauty—death in smiles?
Oh! still the Circe of that fatal shore,
Where she, the Sun’s bright daughter, dwel of yore!
There, year by year, that secret peril spreads,
Disguised in loveliness its baleful reign,
And viewless blights o’er many a landscape sheds;—
Gay with the riches of the south, in vain, '
Oer fairy towers, and palaces of state,
Passing ingeen, o leave them desolate.

And pillared halls, whose airy colonad
‘ﬁ o1 tormed to echo music’s choral :;nu.
" PoorniLnow, amidst deserted shades,*
i led by geulprure’s graceful forma alo
< ;’;:.llmns dash, unhets by lone alcove
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" And there; Where Tarblé ivinphs, inbeauty gleiming,

Midst the deep shades of planeand ?preu rise,
By wave or grot, might Fancy linger, dreaming

Of old Arcadia’s woodland deities,
Wild visions !—there no sylvan powers convene,—
Death reigns the genius of the Elysian scene.
Ye too, illustrious hills of Rome, that bear

Traces of mightier beings on your brow,
O'er you that subtle spirit of the air

Extonds the desert of his empire now ;—
Broads o'er the wrecks of altar, fane, and dame,
‘Andmakes the Crsars® halls his ruined home.
Youth, valor, beauty, oft have felt his power,

His erowned and chossn victims—oar thein 1o
Hath fond affection wept—each blighted flower

In turn was loved and mourned, andis forgot.
Butone who perished, Jefta tale of woe,
Meet for a8 deep a sigh a8 pity can bestow,
A voice of nusic, from Sienna’s walls,

Is floating joyous on the Swnmer dir ;—
And there are banquets it her r‘ln‘cl{ halls,—

And graceful revels of the gay anc fair,—
And brillinnt wreaths the aliar have arrayed,”
Where meet her noblest youth, and loveliest maid.
To that young hride each grace hath nature given;

Which glows on Art’s divinest dream,—her eyeg
Hath & pure sunbeam of her native heaven—

Her cheek a tinge of morning’s richest d{c
Fair as that daughter ef the south, whose foum
Still breathes and charms, in Vinei’s colors warm.f

But is sho blest i—for sometimes o’er her smile
A goft, sweet shade of pensiveness is cast 3
And in her liquid glance there seems awhile
To dwell some thought whose soul is with the past.,
Yet goon it flies—a cloud that lcaves no trace
On the sky’s azuye, of its dwelling-place.
Perchance, at times, within her heart may rise
Remembrance of some caxly love or woe,
Faded yet scarce forgotten,—in her eyes
‘Wakening the haif-formed tear that may not flow 2
Yet radiant seoms her lot as aught on earth,
Where sull gome pining thought comes darkly jo'er
our mirth.
The world before her smiles,—its changeful gaze
She hath not proved as yet,-=her path sems gay
With flowers and sunshine, and the veice of praise
1s still the joyous herald of her way 3
And beauty?s light arpund herdwells, to throw
O’er every sceue its own resplendent glow.

Such is the young Bianca, graced with all
That nature, fortune, youth at once car, pive.
Pure in their loveliness, her looks recull
Such droams as neler life’s carly blabm survive ;
And when she speaks, each thrilling tone is fraught
With aweetness, born of liigh and heavenly thoughty
And he to swhom are breathed her vows of faith
Is brave and noble. Child of high descent,
He hath stood fearless in the rank 9[' death,
Mid slaughtered heaps, the warrior’s monument 3 t
And proudly marshalled kis carroccio’s way t
‘Amidst the wildest wreck of wai’s array.
And histhe chivalrous, commanding mien, a
‘Whete high born grandeur blends” with courtly grace s
Yet may the lingering glance at times be seen,
Of fiery passions, (Iarldlll}g o;er :us fucc's
And fierce the spirit kindling in his eye = .
But c’en while yet we g22¢, its quick, wild flashes die.
And calmly can Pieura gmile—eoncealing,
As if forgotten, vengeunce, hate, TEMOrse,—
And veil the wm‘l‘)\ngd of each dzgrk:;r feeling,
Deep in his sovl concentrating its lorce 3
But yc‘lv. he lopes!—Oh ! Who hath loved, nor known:
Affecyion’s power exalt the bosom all its ownl.
The days toll on, and still Bianca?s lot
Seom); ag g poth of Bden.  Thott might’st deew
Phat grief, the mighty chastener, had forgot
Ta wake her soul from life’s enchanted dream 3
And il her brow a moment’s sadness wear,
It sheds but grace more intellectual there.
A fow short years, and allis changed ; her fate
Seets witK some deep mysterious cload o’ercast.
Have jealous doubts transformed ta wrath and hlmed .
The love whose glow cxﬁteu;g:: power surpassed ?
Lo ! on Pietra’s brow asullen & p
Ts cathering day by day, m@mh}"@(&er doom ! e 4
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ate his arbitrary will the |
voice of the people, are, in one word, the causes
which have Toused me. Of General Jacksen I will
not, I cannot, speak unkindly. Ideeply lament that
his laarels have been tarnished by listening to the
advice of false friends. I would not tear one leaf
from his brow. I am willing that the glory he ae-
quired in nis country’s defence should adorn the
brightest page in the military annals of our country ;
but I am unwilliug that that glory should play upon
the free institutions of our couniry, like the rays of
the sun on a palace of ice, meiting and wasting the
fabric which it beautifies and illumines. 1 am
willing that on the eighth of January, the brilliant
achievements of New Orleans should be held
up to the enthusiasm and admiration of his country,
but I am more willing that on the fourth of March,
the Constitution should be substituted as alone wor-
thy of the homage of an independent people.

I am aware, fellow-citizens, that, for this step, T
shall be a mark for the obloquy of the party I have
left—or rather, I should say, the party who have
left me. Ibelieve that that party has pure and dis-
interested men in its ranks. I leave among ihem
warm, ardent and sincere friends. If there be a
Jackson man present, I would ask him to ponder
onthese things. Iwould ask him whether the prin.
ciples here complained of may not be visited on his
children’s children. They shrink from the charge

{ of deserting the party ; but when is this devotion to

a party to cease? Are they blindly to follow the
steps of a man whose course they may have ap.
proved, though they lead to a precipice 7 If they
now continue on, and like him who reared, on the
rains of the French republic, a splendid despotism,
he should declare himself Consgul for life, will it then
not be desertion to leave him? Or, if in his pro.
gress of ambiuon, he should convert the highest
earthly honor—the Presidential chair—into athrone
of kis power, will it then cease to be treason
to abandon him? When, then, is the time to
leave him? When you believe his measures
are calculated to destroy the liberties of the land, or
are you to wait till his power is resistless? But
we have never sworn allegiance to Andrew Jack.
son; we have sworn allegiance to the principies
which raised him to power. Or if we have so
sworn, at least we may be allowed to insert the pro.
viso in th'e oath of the proud Aragonese of the 15th
century, in_swearing allegiance to a Spanish mon-
arch. “ We, each of whom is as good as you, and
who together are stronger than you, swear obedi-
ence to you, if you maintain our rights, if not, not »
But he bas net maintained our rights, and our alle.
giance is dissolved. If we have departed from our

ellegiance, it is as the Barons of Runyiiede depart.
| ad from theirs when they forced from the handg of
the reluctant John, the Magna Charta of England—
as Hampden and Sydney and Russe] did when they
asserted English _hben¥ on the field and on the scaf.
fold—as the patriots of the revolution—as Hancock
did when the arbitrary measures of the British King,
and his crowd of office holders, compelled them 1o
| declare him to be orthy 0 be the ruler of a iree
 people, and themselves to be ffee and indopendent,
I now declare myself to be free snd independent | |
\.pv‘vo no allegiance but to my country, her =
{tion and her laws. Under the n W
constitution and those lawd ure 14
‘myaclf ;—and whether in the battl S6am 10

__,.‘_-.

The Aretic Lover 0. kis Mistress is 8o re-
plete with the simple yet beautiful imagery of
nature, as wall as the purity and gentleness of
true poelry, that we cannot deny ourselves the
pleasure of extracting it To those who would
otherwise it coldly by, we have but to say
that it is the production of WiLtram CuLLeN
BrYANT. ]

Gone is the long long winter nigl
LKook, my bel%vcdt;mc! ght

How flu:ioua through hisdepths of light,
Rolls the majestic sun.

The willows, waked from winter's death,

Give out u fragrance like thy breath—
T'he summer is begun !

Aye, 'tis the long bright summer day : -
Hark, to that mighty crash !
l'u: lousepcd lce-ridge breaks away—
L'he smitten waters flash.
Seaward the glittering mountain rides,
While, down its green translucent sides,
The foamy torrents dash. v

See, love, ml boat is moored for thee,
E‘y ocean’s weedy floor—

The petrel does not skim the sea
More swiftly than my oar.

‘We'll go where, on'thie roeky isles,

Her eggs the screaming sea-fowl pllles
Beside the pebbly shore.

Or, bide thee where the poppy blows,
With wind-flowers frail and fair,
While I, upon this isle of snows,
Seck and defy the bear
Flierce though he be, and huge of frame,
This arm his savage am:nfng shall tame,
And drag him from his lair.

‘When crimson sky and flamy cloud
Bespeak the summer fled, =

And snows, that melt 110 more, enshroud
The vallies white and dead, - \

I'll build of ice thy winter home,

With giistening walls and lucid dome,

The white fox by thy couch shall play;
And, from the frozen skies,
he meteors of a mimic day
Shall flash upon thine eyes.
And I—for such thy vow—meanwhile,
Shall hear thy voice and see thy smile,

between the usurpations of Fxecutive power,

T'ill that long miduight flies.

And floor with skins be8pread. v
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To the Editor of the New Yarl'Ameriﬁ{iy.‘ !
In looking over some of the letters of
!ﬁvdl@;:ornspoﬂdeng ‘H., Iwas sfgpok»
quest that some friend would throw his beautiful
translation of an India r :
dress. Not aware it, an
trusting that he will n the liberty in a zlngv 2
who has read the published letters with avidity and
interest, and impatiently awaits the promised volume
that is to contain the remainder, I send you the fol. {;
lowing version. - b
As Iideem the native simplicity of the oviginal [
translation its chief crnament, I have endeavored as |-
much as possible to preserve it, but fear it has lost
much of its beauty by being cramped into thyme.—
If, however, you find it to possess anmy merit, you
are at liberty to correct, and do what you please
with it.
Brightest bird of the prairie, awake thee! awake!
_, Let thine eyes, like the fgw etad:
A&mrﬁ%ﬁmm 0
O ket aLpos, whes, he rod BAF RpNISe -

fall
Of the freéshost, my fairone, I ve twined thee a wreath;—
Then awaken ! awaken ! thy own love is calling.

As springs long enohained by cold winter's strong bands, 1
In gladuess bound upward to meet the warm sun,
Somy heart leaps to thee, fuirest flower of all lands—

So does my b*d towards thee in one cureent rutt: -l
My sou! s in joy whene'er thou art near, I
As the mchu of summer respond to the breeze
But alas! when away, there is no oue can cheer—

Then awaken, and bid my heart si the trees.
When 1y glance speaks displeasure it saddens my heart,
Aw the river is darkened when clouds on it fall; .

But the smile of thy face can fresh brightness
As the sun, with bis light, can the gold

one has dor

—-

e e

-

b

The earth smiles in joy and the waters b

The heavens iu thousands oaf‘gy,ﬂ
Tbé'&;im ";E&":"’"?"“ b mé‘i’k ness pine. :
Sk dBH. 11 1) e e RO B e )‘a-

S lcmnsl SR ISR R, SO P e
T a

Ulan © mos cuiled

0 could we de with this world of ours ¢
asmo\r':on wiunbydfuden ‘bowers,
i e weeds and Kee e
dh*at s Hoaven o we'd make it

80 bright a dwelling should be our owx, '
B L e ey et e
s0on wi down,

- By the week thto takeit. .

" Like those gay flies that wing through air; =
g 0 t, e re. ) 5l
O hokiratthey riah taep e o s sl
‘Boin this world T'd make for thee,
Our hearts should qll like fire-flies be,
And the flash of wit er poesy ; i
Never we choose it.
Wihile ev'ry, joy thal glads oug sphere
Hath nm&mww,hov. .R{‘,’.‘
1 this new world of ours m| Tt
‘Buch shadows will ali beomitted :
arn.le. they're | aful Oney
hich, when d he
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o SONG—ROSALIE CLARE.

Who owns not she’s pecriess—who calls ber not filr—
| Wiio guestions the beauty of Rosalie Clare ?

!.ct him saddle his eharge: and wend to the field,

And though coated in proof, Lie must perish or yield ;
For no falchion can parry, no corselet can bear

The lance that is couched for young Rosalie Claré.

When goblets are flowing, and wit ut the board

Sparkles high, while the blood of the red grape is poured,
And fond wishes fi.- fair ones around offered up

From each lp that is wet with the dew of the cup,—
What name on the brimmer floata oftener there,

Or is whispered more warmly than Rosalie Clare?

They may talk of the land of the olive and vine—

Of the maids of the Ebro, the Arno or Rhiue ;—

Of Houris that gladden the East with their sinlles,
Whgre the sea’s studded over with green summer lsles —
Bqt'y!mt fower of far away clime can compare

With the blossom of ours—bright Rosalie Clare 1

Who owns not she’s peerless—who calls her not fair?
Let him imeet but the glances of Rosalie Clare !

Let him list to her yoice—let him gaze on her form—
And if; hearing and seeing, his soul do not warm,

Let him go breathe it out in some loes happy ale

»

Than that which is bless'd by sweet Rosalie (e

- H.
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BARTHRAM'S DiRGE.
T'uey shot him dead atthe Nine-Stone Rig,
Beside the Headless Cross, r
And they left him lying in his blood,
Upon the moor and ioss.
* - * L] £ d - *
'l‘hog made a bier of the broken bough,
‘I'he sauch and e aspin gray,
And they bere him to the Lady Chapel,
And waked him there all day.
A lady came to that lonely lmwer,
And threw herrohes aside,
8he tore her ling [long] yellow hair,
And knelt at Barthram's side,
She bathed him in the Lady-Well,
His wounds so deep and sair,
Anud she plaited a garland for his breast,
And a garland for his hair.
They rowed him in alily sheet,
And bare him to his earth,
[And the Gray Friarssung the dead man’s mass,
As they pass’d the Chapel Garth.]
They buried nim at [the mirk] midnight,
[When the dew fell cold and still,
When the aspen gray forgot to play,
. And the mist clung to the bill.]
They d6g his grave tuwes bure fuot deen,
™ By the edge of the Ninestone Burll, —
And they covered bim [o'er with the heather flower,)
The moss and the (Lady) fern.
A Gray Friar stald upon e grave,
And sang till the morning tide,
\ And a friar shall sing for Barthram’s soul,
] While the headless Cross shall bide.

"Che manner in which the following ballad was |
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" THE RAINBOW —By Friicia u:xmt ®
* T do set aty bow in the cloud, and it shall Bea

of
bstween me and the earth."—Ggy. ix. 13. y?

I Hof (ulls the mild reviving shower
| o .Pdmn:‘ -l:l-er'l changeful skies ;
riin drops bend each trembling flow's,
Thiey tnge with cicher dyes. i ]
Boon shall thelr genial influepce call
Whish Ll bai
to hiddeu beapy Iny. wbra
E'en now full many a blosso,’s pe
- \:’un (ragrance n{u» the sh.:g:_. !:tll
nd verdure cluthes esch g
In brighter tints .n-yod‘.'“y e,
Hut AR it RFeh of varied hue
From IRaven W earth is boweq |
Haste ! éreit vahish, haste o view
The rainbow in the cloud! ]
How beight !
The eﬂ:mﬁ'%dnfﬂe 'rfyl;e;hol«(
The topaz blends its hue of gold
With the deep ruby’s blaze.
Yet not alone to charm thy sight
“Wu ;(;:n llmhvoi;hm fair ;
aze on that arc colored |
And read God's mercy (herc’..m'
It tells uxthat the mighty deep,
Fast by the Etern cbynlne‘:l{:
No more o’er enrth's domain shalf
Awfui and unrestrain’g,
It tells thut seasons, heat und
ghl:"f? b’;'hlh sovercign wm,tﬂﬂ,
n thelr aourse, bid man
et tiue a0 harvest T, kedold
That st itie Wower shiall dock the fierg
When verna I‘:'pnyn blow, 1
]

sweep,

That still thes i

2 When m.l;' - “’) w’}‘"ds
hen, child t I, Which yet
Smiles w 2&' Bedoe ;. °

Ml Toam

The cainbpw-in,

—

The following, by W. M Prakn
- M, Is y i
oei, but one of the best charades e.s'er w‘:ltu;:,!y i
. A Cl 3 it A
Come from my firat, -y.‘&.‘?,“-"“
A'[gul.;hlélme dawn is nigy, . % ‘
I screaming tr 2 g
4 56 Cllltng mmlml:’zl; and the thund'ring drum
Fight us thy tagyer fought
o n:l.:lu( lllu{ futher l:.;ll; !
“laught, thy g), :
d‘; forward | 5nd fuewg:lzld o
Toll ye, my Bacand t 1ol 1
An':ll n‘g high e flambeau’s light
s @I the hygyn of 5 parted 200}
4 enenth the yient night | 4
he wreath upay his head, |
The cross "{E bis breast,j—
1 the prayer #0id, und the tenr be sheq :
Ho—take him W his regt ) Hleds

Call ye my Wiole, g

0o 01 ey eat
Wil Wil gy SRl bl

& Rang to-day.

Goy eall hiny by hin pame.
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THE EVENING HYMN.
BY TIIOMAS MILLER, BASKET MAKER,

How, many days, with mute adieu,
Have gone down yon untrodden sky !
And still it looks as clear and blue
As when it first was hung on high.
The rolling sun, the frowning cloud
That drew the lightning in its rear,
The thunder, tramping deep and loud,
Have left no footmark there.

The village bells, with silver chime,
Come softened by the distant shore
Though I have heard them many a time,
They nover rang so sweet before.
A silence rests upon .t ill, ;s
A listening awe pervades the air ;
The very flowers are shut and still,
Aud bowed, as if in prayer !

And in this hushed and breathless tldse,

O'er earth, and air, and sky, and seca,
That still low voice in silence goes,

ich speaks alone, great God ! of Thee.

The whispering Jeaves, the far off brook,

T'he linnet's warble, fainter grown,

hive-bound bee, the lonely rook,—

All these their Maker own.

Now shine thae starry hosts of light,
*0ZIng on earth with golden eyes 3
Bright guardians of the blue-hrowed night !
hat-are ye in your native skies !
I know not ! neither can I know,
. Nor on what leader yo nltené,
Nor whenee yo came, nor whither go,
Nor what your aim or end.

I know they must he holy things
That from a roof so sacred shine,
Where sounds the beat of angel-wings,
And footsteps echo all divine.
Their mysteries I never sought,
or hearkened to what seience tells ;
¥or, oh ! in childhood 1 was taught
That God amidst them dwells.

The darkening woods, the fading trees,
The grassliopper’s last feeble sound,
The flowers just wakened by the breeze,
All leave the stillness more profound.
The twilight takes a deeper shade,
The dusky pathways blacker grow,
And silence reigns in glen and glade,—
All, all, is mute helow. : :

And other eves as sweet as this

Will close upon as calm a day,
And, sinkini down the deep abyss,

Will, like the last, be swept away :
Until eternity is gained,

That boundless sea without a shore,
That without time forever reigned,

And will when time 's no more.

Now nature sinks in goft repose,
. A living semblance of the grave ;
The dew steals noiseless on the rose,
The boughs have almost ccased to wave i
The silent sky, the sleeping earth,
Tree, mountain, stream, the humble sod,
Al tell from whom they had their birth,
And cry, ¢ Behold a God !

p‘AR'p]Nﬂ 8 & i VR VB

=% TIHOUGHTS OF A STUDENT.
Many 2 sad, sweet thought havel, "
Many a passing, sunny gleam, 4 J
Mifny a bright tear in mine eye,
Many a wild and wandering dream,
Stalen trom hours I should have tied .
To musty volumes by my side,
Given o hours that sweetly
My heart from its study’s solitude.
Oft when the south wind’s dancing free
Over the earth and ia the sky, ’
And the flowers peep soflly out to see
The frolic Spring s she wantons by,
W hen the breeze and beam like thieves comein,
“I'o steal me away, [ decm itsin
To slight their voice, and away I'm straylug
Over the hillsand vales a Maying.
“Phen can 1 hear the earth "’“‘"‘m
Happier thal man ipay ever be,
Every ountain hath then & voice
R

b IO SO Ty -
For it hath burst the chains that bound
{ts eurrents dead in .}he ﬁou;u ground,
And flashing away in the sun has gone,
Singing, and sln.&fq and singing on:
Autumn hath serious bours, and then,
Many a musfi;‘)‘gn hl cherish,
Many a hue o cy, when
The hues of earth are about to perish;
Clouds are there, and brighter, I ween, M
Hath real sunset never seen,
Sad asthe faces of Fiends that die, a
Aund | iful as their s £3
Love hath its thoughts we cannot keep,
Visions the mind may not control,
Waking as fancy does in sleep
The secret U u
Faces and forins are strangely mingléd,
Till one by oue they're slowly singled,
To the voice and lip and eye of her
1 worship like an idolater.
Many a big proud tear have I, ¥
When fr%m‘: my sweet and wavering track,
From the green earth and misty sky
And spring and lové I hurry back;
“Then what_a (i AAXY. Pedis
~ Settlés tpon my loathed room,
Darker to every thought and sense
“Than if they had never travelled thence-

Yet, I have other thoughts that cheer
The toilsome day and lonely night,
And many a seene and hope appear,
And almost make me gay aud bright,
Houor and faume that [ would win,
“Though every toil that Jm hath 't:('cn,
Were doubly borne, and not an foux
WWere brightly hued by fancy’s power.

of the soul, )

3 8
And though I may sometimes sigh to think
or L':u'tlgl and heaven and .wuis and m‘

And know that the cup which othen' K y
Shull never be brinmed by me; 1
“I'hat many a joy must be untasted, ol
And many a glorious breeze be wasted, N

Yet would not it 1 dared repine,
“I'hat tojl and study and care ore llil!-‘ .
Thitse Riies were written at the early age of sixteen [ Whe
Mr. 1awrence baving torminated bis colleginte studies two years

previ ous fvas ardently engaged in thatof the law : and '“'M"ﬁ
Iy en angh 10 say, in spite of the joyous gud confident €It s

breat he, they were compased under alarming ill b .:‘“
Presa jon of spirits brought on by a too zealous devotiol m_‘
Profe sston of which lie promised 1o become go bright an "
meny ,

. P
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-ooks, when o'er
utmurmg paur, iy

11
¢ tcloudlof‘erhersl.mny brow have crost,
_ﬂm'opom

ell wlnd t woro—
Hiflha feon) “.&'é step, !5: Fvo:ig:vl-nd sad,

r eomplun eyc appean

And . z look 'twﬂl kaep,
As ﬂ‘;' ﬁéver W‘

" No mop could quu .ch m f‘ev“nlh beam.

alock o) 7 h:ur--on j
for houm , unmoved
ough hers mien is then asmil
‘umba-oi‘ (n smlom child,

onhu-memory’- track
nughu careenng back,

om a fnme #e frail,
sﬁl L her mind delays
r.he fomn on whxch it preye.
m the d regs of sorrow’s cup
so BWE ct a mannon up.

[ sxt an waw her hudkerc lef.
1d watches fo r her Jover's lh:p,

Iill, numb?{f‘w‘laﬁ:‘ooid and drmch’d with spray,
ey, rar; her from the steep away.
umu to almple straing,

mwﬂi usion to her lover.
s dwell upon rher swry 1l =

H 1 thus forsake,
ouldc: m;lt%ulghggexvg,’ G

anrs alm could wene-
wde an tnpon

By TiE 1ate JoxaTAux LAwrgNce, JusioR.
T the Editor of ;:: .d.er:'ua
[ do uet roaiember any thing whieh has produced o pleasing
an impgeesion on my mind as the little story which s said to
;vﬁlmentnld by dwe Inte Dr. Godman 1o his friends, of the
ywlm was about 1o fall from dmnﬁ[ and was saved only by
themate's ll:p::"hf ;mw?“uum t# aloft, you lubber.”
I'he story and the a; ) were somewhat
P‘rnnklin’, and wmlm ot have been - m;fnylaoﬂ)r
The following verses canuot elaim Ilm merit of the slightest
originality, hut their inserion will amply reward the author, it
they recall the aneedole which prompted them, or enforce Its
beautiful morality.
In the tem of life, when the wave and the gg]
Are nrounmd ubnw’:. if thy footing should
If tinne eye should grow dim andthy caution xlqum._
“ Look alofl’' and be finn, and the fearless of haare,
If ihe friend, who embraced In prosperity's glow
With asmile for each joy and a tear for e woe,
Should betra Ly thee when sorrow like clouds are arra
“ Look aloft” to the friendship which never shall l’uL
Bhnnld the visions which hope spreads in light to thine
Like the tints of the rain-bow, but brighten to fly, S
‘T'hien turn, and thro’ tears of rrpmunnl rogret
¢ Look aloft” to the sun that is never o set.
Should they who are dearest, the son of thy heart— =
The wife of the bosom—in sorrow depart,
“ Look aloft,” from th> darkness and dust of the tomb,
T'o that soil where “ aflection Is ever in bloom."
And oli! when death comes, in terrors to cast
His fears on the futare, his pall on the 4
Tn that moment of darkness, with 'm?" in thy heart,
And a smile iz thine eye, ** look aloft™ apd depargt

The sentiments breathed inthe aboye beantiful Versea, which
have been copicd far and wide in the newspapers since ey ap.
peared originally in the American two years ago, make them not
an unfit accotpaniment hiere o the professional tribute fb the
worth of the writer, which is published below. But reis 3
freshbuoyancy of thought, a wild Jusuriance of poetic l‘-ll
in u.o-e that follow from the same hand, which go at oncemthe

hieagty and callup a thrill of admiration and regret for the aspir-
g&qﬁ spirit that has so 2000 mounted abeve the sphiere of its 4
L

hly ambition,

LOOK ALOFT. e

ce nmpl @

e of settléd m-esa. .;‘*,,’.
aslon the 1 ma jac will seei*
fier awake not her care: {

! of the wii er b blo
, o-lm— purmnmk *bmo?n half ba;'e, ;

* Has de;lhly pale hue of deaﬁ o

cﬂéerfnf and hnpp hor dmmt tﬁe d
s the m has b
_ mr lln remtmbeu. whao
amsel so lovely, no dam
s the aid of the lnn.

ddress 5“'11 the'gueﬁi@ ]
Com'd them in with a gmile;

nmhe 4l he‘cgmw

ad settled the'
for hrez{ e

oty enid on eate by»u"'-mﬂae, b
hear the in s ew;tbouv‘ Y

shi for the abbey,” his comeade veply’d, (-
d" man’s ¢°@l‘¥ge | «.nis@,‘ge wejJ ,

' try’
| *Who should wander the ruins about.
"I myself, like a schoolboy, W
“The h tik lvy shake ov, | -
_TAnd co ua deed

Some ly oﬂ abbot 'hR
“For lbh wind nu;:?pw:ksrn

wu wa r "’aner. the &per one ery’d,
1 wou Nture there n
nh,_a sheer he
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The August number of this wgf‘

st appeared, is entirely filled with \Wf
~ The prominent contributors are J. How-

| ard Payne, E. Burke Fisher, Rev. J. H. Clinch,
|R. W. Griswold, Miss Beasley, and Miss C.
C an. Many of the articles are decidedly me-

ritorious, and the whole number is much more in-
) teresting than some of its predecossore.

e

- -

~_From an article entitled “Random Scraps and
ecollections,” by Mr.. Payne, we. take the fol-

wing: """.“*,“".: '

- Lhope there are persons in Baltimore who can

bring to niind some of Sax Pov’s stories. L have

<o e
i recollection of one of them. Tt telates to
cott’s Mills, some thirteen miles from the city. |

| A Frenchman, looking for these mills which
cott’s name. He recollected, indeed, that it

‘Slx‘aéted all the parts—mills and all; and the
1y, as nearly as I can recall it, runs as follows:
are in the country, blundered to Ellicott’s wharf in
the city. The poor fellow, getting to the head of

| the wharf, stared round,and seeing no mills, wish-

\ t ‘ed to inquire for them. but could not remember
sounded like the English word for habir, coat;)

I but what that English was, he could not with all
the scratchings ofhis pate, bring tomind. In this |

| state of perplexity, he skipped up to a sailor, and,

| after bowing and scraping, with that extravagant
| civility which never forsakes a Frenchman, _espe-
cially when in a puzzle, the following dialogue

took place between them;— W
Frenchman. Hoos you do, sair.
~ Sailor. 'How are you, my hearty.
| - Frenchman.  (taking hold of the Sailor’s '
" round-about jacket.) Is you do me de comple-

‘mong for tell me vot is daht? ‘

Sailor. Why, what the dickens should it be?
That’s a jacket, to be sure. A

Frenchman. Vill you honnair me for tell me
is he note de plays vot he live dat have von name
dat hees no jalikayte, but hees lyke von jahkayte? |

Sailor. My eyes, what d’ye mean by your no
jacky, Munchee? Hey? o SR
‘ ~ Frenchman. Pardong—I mean—Ha! ha! Par-
dong—T mean who is he vot keeepee de pleyee fo
o

i

maykee dee floo?  Vous no de playee fo do floo!
Vot go whurr, whurr, whurr, whurr thut'ii.-T
el “ik’ii;g’ rapid circles with his hand, oy
‘Sailor. Sink me, if I know any thing st all of
| what yow'd be at, with your floo.  What the

ens is the floo, hey?

—den he go plahsh, plahsh, plahsh,
! heem (grasping the jacket again, ana impatiently)

‘Monsicur. No monkey jalkayte—von jahkayte

| Meestair— . .

| talking about Ellicott’s all this whilel—

Frenchman. (irritated.) Quel béte! }ou not
know de playce of de floo!  De Playce of de floo
be de playce vot for makee de plahsh, plahsh,
Plahshi—(the sailor shakes his head.) - Millro
tonneres! " Vous not no! Vous not ne
Vot de vortaires com and he whurr,

v

notting!
whurr, whurr
Vot you col

ven hee von grahnd jahkayte!

Sailor. Do you mean a monkey jacket?
Frenchman. © Monkey Diable! (with great
vehemence and rapidity.)» Nong, nong, ah nong,

long—juhkayte grande—vot you col daht?

Sailor. Il bo/blow'd if Fkuow what you'd be |
arter; for Inever seed a jacket that went-virarey |
whurr,— plahsh, plahsh,—No, nor a coat neither!

Frenchman,  (with a grin of delight.)  Ahba!
ha! ha! ha!— Oui, oui, ouit—Upte—la cote—a |a
cote! Ts hie note de playce vot leeve Meestajr—

- (hefe the Frenchman’s countenance became
again disturbed; hie had forgotten the name once
more, and extremely discomposed, asked,)

Vol you say den?

Sailor. Why, confound the fellow, he's been

i (compre-
hending the Frenchman’s blunder, he added.) Go |

.| to that store.  There you’ll find Mr. Ellicott, |

Frenchman.  (bowing.) Oui, Mons eur, bien
obligee, Mille remerciemens. Je shaw] note
foregait.

(and away he goes into the neighboring store,
exclaiming all the way, #0 as not to lose the
haxdly gained name)

Meestrahlahcote, lhllhwh—-Meﬂ-lrlhlnhcote!

(leaving the Sailor in a roar of laughter at the
scene which had just taken place, and the confu.
sion whiel must soon arise from the Frenchman’s

diécovcry_@blt he is yeu more than thirteen 4y
from the Mills of his friena ~MECETYailacope.”
ﬁuo; UTSUNS §is

THE ART OF BOOK-KEEPING.
ho do uot wish

How hard, when thuse w
To lend, that’a lose, heir books,
Aro spared by anglers— i ks that fish

With litorsy hooks ; i
Who call astl take some
_But pever read it thron
hey thus compiete their
By making one at you,
I, of my* Spencer \iilc ere
“..Tll winter sore \\'u:)l ahulgt :;t.ﬁ,
OF ** Lamb» [iye but aqumtcr’lelx,

Nur could I save !
And then [ saw my"‘l.y Bacon.»

favorite tome,
4'H
“et at home,

My  Mallerr»

"liich mahes me thus a talke
£
nd once, while [ was out of town
W Iy ‘*Johnson» proved a * Walker.»
hlk‘: udying o%er the fire one day
T Y “ Hobbes" aniidst the smoke ;
hey bore my Colman’ clean away,
Aud carrjed off my ** Coke.™
'.l'he’y picked my
"han Bramah’s patent worth;
And now my lnsdcip?llcplum i
ithouta ““ Hyme» op earth.
:I(:::xchu bn;‘xk you let them tift,
er they co 2
For though [ Al
Avswittly wop my ‘¢ Seaele.?

*“ Hope" is not now
WL
WIET tavone au,..uuz?&_n‘:{ shOlrl

But what is strange, iy ¢ * hims
Mhl efcummuui(ﬁ’euﬂ’ < el
¥ ladde ** Suekiing in ty
18 sunk, to swell the rnva:ugm"
And what “twas Crusoe’s rmc:o save
*Twas mine (o loge—a *¢ Savage.”
Even “ Glover's” workas Ic
My frozen haols upon ; R
Though ever since 1 lost my ““Fopte,”
My ** Bunyan |ias been gone.
My & Hoyle» with * Coon
ToM: 3 'I‘nylor(” 100 must fail ;
save my ** Goldswuith?” from arr
In vain [ offered ** Bayle.? Ay
I “ Prior* sought but could
The * Hood” so late in ﬁ:;:)‘:.ane
And when I turned t, huat for ¢ Lee,»
Oh! where was my « Leigh Hunt 3
Itried to laugh, old Care 1o tickle,
Yet could not *¢ Tickie» touch ;
And then, alack ! 1 misaq my “* Mickle»—
And surely Mickle’s muych;
*Tis quite enough my gricfs to feed,
My sorrowe to excuse,
TPo chink Leannnt read my ** Reid,»
Nor ever use my ¢ Hughes
My classics woul. not quiet lie, -
(A thing s fonuly haped ;
Like Dr. Primrose, I may er
““ My * Livy® has cloped !
M{ life i3 wasting fast away—
suffer from these ahocks .
And though I fixed a lock oy ¢
. There’s grelelD"ll ny lncka,
'm far from ** Young—a) i
I soe my * Butler» fly ; 1 growing palo—
And when they a2k ahout'my 4
“?Tia ¢ Burton, " I rapiy, 2
They ati‘l have made me aligher
= Anllll:lu. my griste dlvldu? Sticng,
or, 0h ! they?ve cured ma of €
And otsed my ** Akenside o0y Burns,»
Butalll think T shall aot suy,
Nor letmy anger burn :
or ag they never found me ¢«

Gray,»

They have not left me *¢ 510r§:¥,’"
i T - T [ Englieh glmr.)
\-———/ e <l dheh

— ._..--- —

served to knock me down, *

** Locke,” to me far more

Caught them stealing Swilt,”

Ay

went ;—oppressed
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Yo
h » ‘ oot VEHR TR
1 . D - IOR 'I*S\ BRO-
L KING OF ARRAGON'S' LAMENT,F , :
'3 THER '—zm&mc.ﬁf e b
Thore wern fights and sounds of ravalling i thi l\*ﬂ Cifr‘!? #
‘(::I!l‘::'y:ﬁ;nf Wit Blas "‘-"“ g

A% by might the feast of victory was held
th @ dni tnrors fillpd the wine-cap i Ui triaanp, i) tho daxl.
g 'y
thaiteuts aid towers below,

a gloom cango'or his brows '
b
¥

Ha loaed
Thes

But their Lord, the King of .\Vcasuu, N
down froni the fortress wony
he horn b oy dbals’ teae;
anare attoriy alope.

1t son, tho torohilitstroats—ai
n ol thous s foated up, witl
I8 hoart. "midst that prond masic, {8
And ho ¢ried, $Thou art mius, Mir ¢y thou ,:n,\;gf ;hm! B4 ’
"Byt 0! Wihat portivaof dalizhit is min#at Iotin theg & e
P—-!I‘mu lo»ﬁ Ttdst Uiy pialaces, wilbite the ¢l v‘.\t‘ past them :.m y
Aud the m&*r:nl'x of thine ocdnge bowers i modralil to mysoul. | 1

R My bmth‘(;r'«o']! wy brother! thou art fone, l:- thae n.j brave,

RS tho joy of victory hath died upian thy geave: " ‘ o
Au:r?;r?\‘:\‘)il;? ’mid wy \lhmnn to staigl, and to m‘arl-» i wh .r: 1 M-“;' an ; v

(are was one to love me iuthe world—19¥ brother! thou art guse - L

£ »] . »
Tu tin desoct, in the battle, in the oeean-tempest e:_:i;:.am !
W stood togath e, sidg by side: on: hops wasour e L b
Thou hast w'}apt e in thy soldior’s cloa¥, thaa h?!lluivest B lllﬂ.
" Thou hast watched beside my couch of pain—oli: L bt

I U
( { goe the fostive lightsaround—o’er a dull nud}wy{ﬂ they dhise ;

0 g Ay J y
yoice of victory—imy Pedrol wiiere sg,%fuu A
}Ph:“;nl:;’,:qfu in whose kind tone my gpmtlfuu.itj rﬁ%y 1
Ogl brather! Lhave bought toodear this hollow Pig

- .

AWAYV,
"“ih“e lhosts, and gallant flests, tospread my glory 3“4‘_‘;'.' !
For

l
&
|

ol thom foarlessly—my frignd huth pussed aw 1.y
rliix:i(‘l ;'e ::10;' ell;:s word of cheer, my hea rz‘ m‘anya " ul:m vaim, i
Anq._nu face that was aslight to nfine—it cannot come ag

u
=

“«f W made'thy blood, thy faitatal b!‘_\od,::‘t:‘gga':‘ilx:’fh&:;‘z:m;ow.'_‘Hi
ith | ‘hich earth bestows not twice, 19 o) o h
i a&::a'\\v‘i'llllﬁny weary lioart 'midst the ssunds of trinmph “‘?‘

|\J L thjak of theo, my brother! thou ﬂ?i‘nr‘al\ulw !

¥

‘ L f rl'ig‘los; 0
“he gricfol Ferdinand, King 0f Arragon, forts s
lvho was killed during the siege of Na i:h e
Mariana. It is nlso the subject of dm'qkf ) #
baautiful collections 2 .
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f . giderable claims to attention,and wein general make it a point to

i L et Lostls

e 3 "*}-,.‘ &
; ' Clinton. Bradshaw, or the Adventures of a Lawyer. Ca-

T L - R
E -;vcy, Lea ¢ Blanchard.—An American novel puts forth con- l

gothrough its pages with some degree of care, in or (o ?ul forth
ﬁopinion concerning its merits or demerits on the earliest pos-

le opportunity. We confess, however that we do not intend |
10 do 60 in the present instance, we have turned the lef.\ves of
this book ever in a cursory manner,and while we have dlscoycr-
ed noscene of power or striking incident, we have ucefmmnd |
that it is a modern socicly novel, & class of work, which we

cialmaoners, and the brilliant extravagancies of fuh{omblg
Earope, but which when adapted to the matter-of fact simplice
iry of the American world, we, think utterly nugatery, out of
place; and foolish.  Clinton Bradshaw may afford what is called

{ «consider contemptible, cven when aided by the highly ariifi- |
\

but not being ourselves of mdt;;:lagsrwo shall beg loave to be
exouséd ifi furlnér pc?-u@f’ 3

REVIEW OF THE WEEK.
CrLinton BRADSIIAW, OR THE ADVENTURES OF 4
|| Lawser. 2 Volumes. Carey, LEs aND Brax-
CHARD, Philadelphia. New Yorlk, WiLey axp
LoNe.—The following notice of this novel,
has becn sent to us from a source which we confide
i, Welhave not had time o re

ad the work itself.
“A weriter in the Courier,

tells us; in noticing this
| wosk, that ¢ An American novel puls forth conside-
rable claims to attention. If lie means by this,
that literature among us being still in its infuey,
uie effort of every individual to promote its pro-
gress, should be promptly and fairly noticed, we
heartily coneur with him; as we also dg in his
“making it a point to go througl its pages with
some degree of care 3 for how otherwise could he {
be qualified to pass a Judgment on its “merits or |,
demerits?  And, moreover, we have no objection
that Lis decision should be “put Jorthy aye, “on the
earlies opportunity,’ provided the qualification for
this putling forth linve resulted from the application
of the some degiee of careful pecusal of the author,
whom he is about to censure or 1o praise.
But we entively dissent from the very unceremo-
| hious confession of his intention, ‘in the present
instance,’ to violate his general yule, combined, s
itis, with the total condemnation of that, of whigl,
| he professes himself to he designedly ignorant, Fe
lias, indeed, turned the leaves of this boolk over in
& eursory manner 3’ of this, we have not the sligl‘ﬂ.-'
est doubt. ¢ And while he has discovered no scene
of power, or striking incidcnt,’—perlmps hie turned
the leaves tag quickly—
w tained, thatit is a med

y

‘he has, however, ascer-
Cri soclety novel, walass of

works,which he considers conteraptible, gven When

this cluss of work is widea by —we duppose ho 8ang
| powirays— e highly artificial sapnmars, and bl
| linnt extravagancies of fashionable Barspo ; bat

| which, when adapled to’—that is, when it de picls—

vory good easy reading for thiose who admire that style of stuff, |

| ehapter must strike, must cont

4 pu

a novel, considered merely os a literary produstion,
must depend, for the most part, on its verisimilitnde
to the subject it would represent, be that subject

| what it inay. As to the choice of o subject, ‘the wo. Id

isall before? the noveliat ; andifhe select American

modern sociely, oven with ¢ j(s matter-of-fact sim-
plicity,’ in preference to the more brilliant periods
of chivalreus LEurope, or some wilder legend of our
Aborigines, we may indeed call in question his own
laste in this matrery bty Feertry—micoly or (1é-
demerit, must, neverilieless, depend on the truth of
the representation.  And why American modern
society, does not fall within the rnge of subjects
legitimately open o the Awmerican novelist; wecon:
fess ourselves unable to perceive. ‘We like to see
our national character exhibited under all its pha-
ses; to observe the opcration of our government
and institutions on the lives and manvers of every
class in the community ; and, ag Americans, we
rejoice to find that & “matter-of-fact simplicity” is
still the characteristic of our higher cireles, in con-
tradistinetion to the more hrilliant affectations of
amodein Furope. It is “a token to us for good,?
that we yet remain independent in character as in
position; and we feel ourselyes under obligation
to an author, who does not. considey it a degrada-
tion of his powers, to convinee us that such is the
case. We think, moreover, that, there is a false
taste prevalent in American works of fiction, An
author, who sits down for the purpose of making a
book, considers it all-important to his success to
produce a striking effect—that Is, 10 evince his

gpoweryas he is pleased to term it, by placing his

characters in all sorts of unusual, if not impossible,
circumstances, and to astonish his readers by the
skill he displays, while causing them to become the
victims, or the conquerers, in some over-wrought
deseription of mental or physical confliet. And
yet more, hie imagines it necessary to maintain a
perpetual warring—in other words, cach individual
ain within itselfsome
powerful incident, or it is &ood for nothing, Now,
in order t accomplish his end, it is evident that he
must lay the seene in somo period, o place, beyoud
the observation, or information, of tlje generality of
LIS Teauers, wirere; :

nius, and their ignorance, lie may play whitt tricks

he will with his iumgilml.i(m, and be sureT6e bis
proper meed of approbution ayq applause. Now,
we are of the numiber of those who do not like (o
be subjected to this ingessan operation of striking
—that is, to o struck till we gy numb. We pre-
fess not LO ENJOY lmving our sensibilities blunted in
this way—it is too MOBOLONOTS —it \vancs contrast
—action and re-action==jy Tesembles 100 closcly
Mo tist of ateocities headed ¢ aseidgnts’ in & news.

PAP¥se Lecome necustomed 10 them—hardoned |

~-induralea, We have no Objeq = A 0oon sion.”

[Pr e s - |
5 wedeemn to be “foolish,’ if |
nok ‘out of place and nugatory.’ Tlic excellenceof

UMy et v hisowrrges

[the description, and herein lics the peculiar charm

death of the felon Adans,
compelled to omit this extract.]

notwithstanding, it is the very
we rightly comprehend the phrase; which we, our=
selves admire, and think
Duestion has acted unwisely, at le
Smself from its ¢further perusal,’

Theauthor of Clinton Bradshaw lins, wo iRk,
avoided, ift weamay so speak, this literary error df
the duy ; he has had the bolduess not only to des-
cribe secicly, asit muy'fall within the observation

the majority of hisrenders, but to be natural in

of the work—it 0. natuml we think it must be | '
true; neitheris it wanting fn pathos or power, of
which, we confidently. leave our readess to judge
for thewselves, in the followiug description of the
[We are reluctantly.
Now this is *good casy reading,’ certainly, but
tstyle of stuft)” if

te writer of the article in
ast, in excusing

)

A¥D oTHER Popms wwro

Lucia, or the Br(r‘ulmm just finished reading
s work. Tt 15 a translation from the Italian of Alessandro
Manzoml; who stands at the hoad of tho writers of romantic

{ figtien it ltaly. The story is one of singular interests the
eharacters are various and well drawn, and throughot the
whole we perecive distinct and evident indications that the
author is both & man of geniug and a deep thinker. It would
take up oo much space to enter on a partioular detail of the
plot and ineidents of this tale, and we doubt the utility of fore-
etalling the reader, by this mede of letting him into secrets be-
forehand. Wo will therefore content ourselves with an honest
and sincere recommendation of this work to the patronage of
our readors and the public at large.

It cannot fail of proving an additional recommendation, when
they learn that the translation is by a lady of this city,ene well
known and remembered as an ornament to the-circle in which
sho moved, and whose genius and mental accomplishments
eminently qualify her for higher literary exertions than those
called for on this accasion. All she had to do she has done in
a manner to call forth our almost unqualified approbation. She
has rendered the original with great truth and folicity, and in a
fine, ehaste, harmnnious English style, such as we do not of
ten meot even in original works in that language. The trans-
lation is indeed far superior to the hasty and inaccurate dotRgs
of the stock writers usually employed in these oﬁ'..hmd_jobs,ud
fully equal to the best specimens of this kind of literary labor
wo have seen for a long time. We commend this work of a
lady to the notiew of tho ladics of this country, who are bound
1o encaurage it for the honor of the sex, and to. the gentlemen,
whase indifference would bespeak a want of tuste as well as
| gallantry,

e
—

From the Episcopal Rccoréer.'
“rcdé 1AM WEARY. o gulpe~y
am weary of staying—oh fain wouldI rest
In that far distant land of the pure and the
blest, e ™8
heresin can no longer her blandishments
spread,
And tears and temptations forever are fled,
I am weary of hoping—where hope is untrue,
As fair, but as fleeting, as morning’s bright
dew,
I long for that land whose blest promise alone,
Is changeless and sure as eternity’s throne.

Tam weary of sighing o’er sorrows of earth
Orer joy’s élowinggh visions, that fade at their

irth, r

O’er the pangs of theloved, which we cannot
assu

O'er the b%i?ﬂting’s of youth, and the weakness
of age.

‘1} am weary of loving what passes away—
¢ The swcet};st, the dearest, alas, may not suay;ré
I long for that land where those partings

- o'en 1
And Ganth and the tomb can divide hearts no
more.

Iam weary, my Savior ! of grievidg thy love;

Oh, when shall I rest in thy presenceabove ;

I am weary—but oh, let me sever repine, ’

While thy word, and thylove, and thy promise
_are. mine, "

/a' 7 o [
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THAT BURIED VOJCE.
“Phat buricd voice where all'is hushed
I sufi rep s around,
Ereathes thro'sowre flower the winds have crush’d
Too early 10 the ground,
I hear it, as the brecz's wave <
The tall and slender grass
For o'er thy sad and lonely grave
Those summer breezes pase.
And thiey have linger’d by thy mound,
Lo bring ine back 1ts buried sound.”

¢* That buried voice—theres not a breeze
But wa'ts it to mine ear,

There's not a murmur thro’ the trecs,
But that soft tone 1 hear.

It twines round nie its blessed spell
To lead me where thou art,

Fo follow where 1le angels dwell
This musie of my hears ;

T'o where my soul shall yetrejoice

La concert with ““T'hat Buried Voice,”

C. H. wW.

MY ARM CHAIR.

Tlove it, I love it; and who shall dare
To clride me for loving that old arm chair?
J've treasured it long as a sainted' prize;
Eve bedew’d it with tears and embalined it with
sighs;
"Tis bound by a thousand bands to my heart;
Not a'tie will break, nota link will start.
ould ve learn the spell? a ‘mother gat there,.
And a sacred. thing.is that old-arm-chair.

In childhood’s liour T Iinger'd” near
The hallowed seat with list ning ear;
And gentle words that mother would give,.

To fit me to die and teach me to live.

8he told me shame would never betide,

With truth for my crecd and God for my guide;
She taught me to lisp my earliest prayer,

As I knelt beside that old arm chair,

1 sat and watched her many aday,

When her eye grew dim, and her locks were gray;
And I almost worshipp’d her when she smiled
And turn’d from her Bible to blegs her child.
Years roll'd on, but the last one sped-—

My idol was shatter’d, my eurth-star fled;

T learnt how much the heart can bear,

When I saw her die in that old arm-chair.

“Tis past! ’tis past! but I £7ze on it now
With quivering breath and throbbing brow;

> I'was there she nursed mey ’twas there she died
And memory flows with |y tide.

Bay itis fslly, and desm we weals,

While the sculding drops start down my clieel;
But L loveit, Tlove it, and cannot tear

My soul from a mother's old arm chair.

RIS . o
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N GOOD BYE.

Farewell! farewell ! is ofien heard
Fromihe lips of those who part! [

'Tis B whispered tane—tis  gentle word,
tﬂl it springs not from the heart.

1L mey serve for the lover’s cloéing day,

To be sung tneathy a'sumpk
\
But give me the 1pe that sqy

ar's'shy 3

The honwst §¥orde— Good bye

Adien! kdivu?muy grecet the ear, |
In the guise of a courtly speech ;

But when we Jeave the kind and dear,
"Tie not what the voul would teach.

Whenc'er we grasp (e Lands of those

We would have forever nigh ;
Tl fabie SR rand o i e

=6 and glows

In the warm frank worde—"Good bye 1

The mother sending forth her child,

To meet with cares and strife,

Breathes thre’ her tears, her doubts and feare,

Tor the loved one’s [utm:e life.

No cold “ adieu,” no “ farewell lives
Within her closingsigh ;

But the deepest sob of anguish giver—
*God bless theo, boy ! Good bye!”

Ge, watch the pale and dying one,
When the glance has lost its beam—
When the brow is as cold as the marble stone,
And the world a passing dream ;
And the latest pressure of the hand,
The look of the closing eye,
Yicld what the heart must understand,'
A long—a last “ Good byel?

—_—
—_—

L

THR TAWRD AD TR TEMPLE.

[

“WHAT 1S OUR LIFE"

Wa are born, we

e love,

Ah! wherefore do

Why do we live

10 kinows tha:
Alas! not |1

langh, we weep ;

we droop, we die !

we langh or weep 1
or die?
secret deep?

Why dotpy the violet spring

Nseen

Why do the ra

Swae
‘hy q

We |
St

t thonghts,
0 our fond |
To things that die 7
We toif! thron
Ve light—ang fly;

Ve, we lnge—
One dead we Jje !

Lifo! is a9 thy song

“Endare

—~——

and—die "’

by human eye? !
diant seasons bring
thatquickly fy 7
hearts cling

gh pain and wrong ;

and then ere long

[ Knicliery,
SRy

I I e ——

There Is no flock, howsmer watched nnY tended,
Bat ene dead lamb is ther !

There is no fires! le, howso'er do{ande\l,
Bat has one vacant « hair!

o RESIGN Al
by = i
ny *’SA' W. Lo¥peL ‘

The alr is taly of farewells to
And mourning for the dead
The heart of Rachse
Wil not be

the dying,
1 for her chil,
comforted !

dren ecrying

Let us be patient! these sovere afllictions
Not from the ground arise,
But oftentimes eclestia) benedictions
Assume this dark disguise,
We seo but dimly through the mists and vapors,
Amid thege earthly dnmps
What reems to us bup Qdim, Mneral tapers
May b Heaven's distant lamps,

There is no Death! what Scems so is transition ;
This ltfe of Mortal breath
Ia but a suburb of the life elysian,
Whose portal we eal} Death,

8he is not deud—~the child of our uffection—
But gone Into that school,

Where she no longer needs our paor protection,
And Christ himself dovn rale.

In that great ololster's stillness and seclusion
By guardian angels le 1,

Bafe from temptation, safe from sin’s pollutién,
Bhe lives whom we call dead,

Day after day wn think what she is doing
In those bright rcalms of air;

Year afier yeur, her tender steps pursuing,
Behold her grow more fuir.

Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken
The bond which nature gives,
Thinking that our remiembrance,

though unspoken,
May reach her where she lives.

Not as ® ¢hlld shall we again behold her;
For when with raptures wild

In our embraces we again enfuld her,
Sho will not be a child ;

Dut a fair malden, in her father's mansion,
» Clothed with celestial grace;
And beauriful with all the soul's eXpansion
8hall we behold hor fuce.

And though #¢ times, impetuocus with emotjon
Aud anguish long guppressed,

The awolling heart hoaves moaning like the ocean,
That cannot be at rest.

We will be patient! and assuage the feeling
Wo canuot wholly stay

Wy sllencg sanatiiying, not eoncealing
The grler tpat muss have way,

[From the Atlantic Monthly.]
Army Hymn.

BY OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES.

“ 0id Hundred.”

0 Lord of Hosts! Almighty l?ing!
Behold the sacrifice we bring!

arm Thy strength finpart,
%g;:;ﬁ'it shed lgmugh every heart!

Wake in our breasts the living ﬁr:(-s.
The holy faith that warmed our sires:
Thy band hath made our Nation free;
To die for her is serving Thee.

Be Thou & pillared flame to show
The midnight snare, the silent foe;
And when the battle thunders loud,
Still guide us in its moving cloud.

d of all Nations! Sovereign Lord!
?:d ‘l‘fly ':lrud name we draw the sward,
‘We lift the starry flag on high ,
That fills with light our stormy sky.

reason’s rent, from murder’s stain,
E?Il;lt'd Thou its folds till Peace shall reign,
Till fort and field, till shore and sea |
Join our loud anthem, PrAISE T0 THEE

L4 e \
4
i
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It has become so customary to speak and write
of the superiority of the Anglo-Saxon race over the
tlood of other nations, that it is tedious to repeat
the expression, whether true or not, though the be-
lief is almost wniversal that it is so.

There is no doubt whatever but that the mixture
of the Norman#French with the Saxon race, at the
time and soon after the invasion of William the
Conqueror, n.ﬂteed. in & few generations, a body
o{mrn superior, both physically and mentally, to
either of the original races. Physiologists tell us
that constant intermarriage in families produces de-
geveration ol intellect and strength, and, if carried
on fora series of years, ends in the imbecility of the
last generation.

1i this be true, in our country, we need have no
fear of becoming a nation of fools. We are a mix-
ture of all races—the superstructure pure Anglo-
Saxon. Who kaows but the breed will constitute |
the grandest “‘cross” of all?

But the Darch and Yaokee intermixture, as the
original settlers of our soil, has invariably held pre-
eminence, not only for its purity of ongin, but for
development of intellect. The phlegmatic Datch-
man and the “go ahead Yenkee’—the combined
races—‘‘can’t be beat.” ¥

This is the stoek from which springs Ogpex Horr-
maN. Heisa native of Orange county, and the son |
of the late Hon. Josiah Ogden Hoffman, ‘who was
himself one of the most distinguished members of
the New York bar as early as the days of Alexan-

der Hamilion, Aaron Burr, John Sloss Hobart, John |
| Morin Scott, and contemporary with Elisha Wil-

liams, John Wells, Tnomas Addis Emmett, and
others, whose names have spread so.mucl lustre on

_the New York ‘hat., m‘“m:‘ﬁ e o i

those days.””

The elder Hoffman was Recorder of the city dur-
1ng the last war, and at the time of his death wasas-
sociate judge with Messrs, Jones and Oakley, on
the bench of the Superior Court of thiscity. He
was a man eminently distinguished for his legal
!mowlaﬁu and acquirements, both' as counsel aud
Juage. ’ 14

dlg:ring the war, Ogden Hoffman, then between
fourteen and fifteen years of age, received a midship-
mun's warrant, and his first cruise was under the
gallant Decatur in the frigate President’ whén she.
was captured off Long Island by a British squadron,
after one of the most desperate defencts.on record

The United States frigate President, one of the
finest vessels of her class in the navy, sailed from |
this port on the 14th ol January, 1815, on @ cruise

In going over the bar she grounded, and thumprd [

heavily foran hour and a halt. At high water she
was forced over, and although Deecatur wighed to
put back and repair, the wind blew so strong from,
the west, that he wae compelled to go togea. AR
result, as the sequel proved.

o day he was chased by awiv”"
the Mujestic, (razee,) Fnd:

| blages, no man is more wa

chase continued Ln’til' the neat 'ggy at three, wher |
the Endymion, the headmost ship, com d
cngagement; but she wes soon silenced
have been taken but for the appro
sorts—nor did she fire another gun d
The Pomone and Fenedos now can :
tinued the engagement, which wasspiritedly met by
the President; but their force was sooverwhelming
that longer resistance would have ' butchery,
and Decatur reluctantly struck his flag, after fﬁise
of two days, and an engagement, off and on, of six
hours, with four vessels, either of which would have
‘been considered his equal. In this fight he had four
lieutenants and twenty men killed, and ﬁﬂy-ﬁv_e
officers and men wounded, or nearly one-fifth of his
crew. -

" Ia this ‘action young Ogden Hoffman dxgplnyed
great bravery, and was highly spoken of by his sups-
rior officers. : 2

After his return to the United States, peace having
been declared, he resigned his midshipman’s war
rant,and commenced the study of the law. After
being admitted to the bar, his talents and eloquence
soon brought him a fair practice, and he was for
some time district attorney of Orange county.

In thig city, his brilliant and melodious style of
oratory soon placed him among the first pleaders ut
the criminel bar. He was appointed, about the year
1828, disctrict attorney of New York, which sitea-
tion he held for four years, but was not reappolnted,
in consequence of a change in his politics. ' X

In 1837, he was nominated by the whigs for Con
gress, and was elected for two consec_ul‘i've ‘messions
by large mnjorities, and in both instances wasahead |

of the rest of the ticket—an hogorable co \
M come nt his o : e iy

Tron ) T : 5_‘( : L
d was by that lamented man appointed ‘Gnaﬂ
:‘,?.‘m attorney for this district, which ogice{hg .“1
hol}g:‘ Hoffman’s eloquence is of & ge’culitr}] ffl_“ﬁ! ‘
nating uature. His voice 1s,n'wlba_g melﬁ—wﬁ.yet
at the same time as clear and riismq in il? W‘ n ﬁ::.{
the loudest trumpet. He i;xify‘,v,iyl:l Eit:‘:‘ﬁ c&e i
‘the decpest attention by a jury. In popular assem-
the decpest attention by a, i eoxdmg m:_
i d auded. Qur 'riﬁéers.yf]ljreea ect the
:21:; ated Robinson case, in which' Mr. Hoffan
ngmwl for the defence. Perhaps to him more
tban any,one else was Robinsop indebted for his ac
quittal. The *innocént boy,” asMr. Hofimupstyled,
.:&i’. his glowing eloquence, escaped With life, but
jothing elee—all else was gone. *~ :

In person Mr. Hoffman stands above the m
heighth—hisfigure and carriage graceful; ug

“ N by ¢ i S e n ‘.
bis face is by no means a handsome on i
yery expresaive, and when' lit up by the fire °fi?l:
ey

genius before a jury or a popular

| strange listener was asked ofa
looking man Mr. Hoffman wi o one
the reply would be, “he w ‘
he had ever seen.”

h Pomo-
., frigates; and Despw* The h
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Andokyie Paems,
‘BY CHARLES FENNO HOFPMAN,

Aathorof * A Wit w iy th, W 7' Wid S5 e iu the Forna
and the Peairis,” ' Groviinar,? &2, &eo. &o

Now First Collected.

W= read every day of A the poet, and B. the
poet, and C. the poet; but wiho ever saw that

title appended to the name of CuarLes F.
Horruan ?

No one, we trow; it was never so
printed. The author of works which entitle
him to be ranked among the first lyrie poets
who have written in thé English language, he
has permitted his effusions, under varions unique
signatures of his ewn invention and the names
of popular foreign bards, to have their periodi

cal career in the gazettes, delighting all readers
by their exquisite melody and the beauty of their
thoughts, unelaimed and by himself unvalued.
A namher of the songs which we give be-
low may be purchased at the music stores with
the name of  Thomas Moaore upon their title-
pages;—but with all Moore’s excellencies, and
all his fame, he never produced melodies supe-
rior to ¢ Sparkling and Bright,” ¢She loves but
‘tis not me she loves,” ¢The Myrtle and Steel,’
and several others by our American Anacreon.

Harpers, in New-

~ Blanehard, in Philadelphia. The last
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C. F. Horpaax is a brother to the Honorable
Oepexy Horemay, the distinguished member of
the last Congress from New-York,and was born
on the banks of the noble Hudson, near that
city, in 1506. His boyhood was passed princi-
pally at Poughkeepsie, where he attended a
grammar school kept by some petty tyrant, who,
never winning his respect nor confidence, failed
of coursetsdo him any benefit. From Pough-
keepsie he went t6 Columbia College, where he
graduated when nineteen years old, having dis-
tinguished himself above all his classmates, in
belles-letters, and won the affections of every

one with whom he associated, by his admirable
enninl gualilice. — ®wva wnes OE 1€ A1S aling

mater he commenced the study of the law with
the Hon. Haryaxvus BLEECKER, of Albany, now
Charge &’ Affaires of the United States to the
Hague. When twenty-one, he was admitted to
the bar, and for the succeeding three years
he practised in the courts of the city of New-
York. During this period, he wrote anony-
mously for the New-York American, (having
while in Albany made his first essay as a writer
for the gazettes, by contributing a series of lively
sketches to the ¢ Argus’ and the ¢ Daily Adver-
tiser ;') and we believe finally become associated
with Charles King, Esq.in the editorship of that
paper. Certainly he gave up'the legal profes-
sion, for the successful prosecution of which he
appears to have been disqualified by his love of
books, his friends, the rod, and gun, and has
since devoted his attention almost constantly to

-literature.

From 1834 to 1837 he edited the American
Monthly Magazine, which, under him and his
successor, Mr, Park Benjamin, was equal if not
superior in merit to any literary periodical of
similar character ever published in this country.
The first impression of his ¢ Winterin the West,’
was publigshed in 1834, and immed

printed in London. In England and in this

country it has sinee passed through several edi-
tions and it will continue to be popular, so long
as graphic descriptiong of scenery and charac-
ter,and richnessand Purity of style, are admired.
His ¢ Wild Saenes in the Forestand the Prairie ’
has reached a third edition ip London, where it
was first printed in 1837, His next work,
‘Greyslaet,’ wis published lgst year by the
York, and subsequently re-

printed by Colbura, in London, and Lea and

13, it is understood, have no
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iately after re- |

We learn from a receut list of ¢ Appointments’

by the President,’” that Mr. Hoffman has received
an honorable office in the custom-house of his
native city. May no changes in the political
world deprive him of it, so long as he prefers
‘sitting at the receipt of custom,’ to wandering
among the wild scenes of the forest, the moun-
tains and the lakes.

The poems which follow probably are but a
small proportion of those which Mr. Hopraax
has written ; but they are all we have been able
gather from the magazines and gazettes in our to
possession ; and they constitute the first collec-
tion of our author's melodies which hasbeen be-
fore the public. Many of them have never be-
fore been printed undor Mr. Horrmax’s-mume;

and some of them doub less contain errors, as

Aearly all similar productions do from constant

and careless republication in the journals ;—the
reader may be confident that if there is anything
wrong or imperfect about them it is not the au-
thor's fault, We shall hereafter give the best
works of more of ¢ Our Neglected Poets,’ being
confident that for all such labors we ‘nerit and
shall veceive the thanks of our intelligent read-
ers—Editor.

But now, bright Peri of the skies, descending

Thy peaily ear haogs o’er yon mountain’s crest,
And ‘&.M more nearly now each step aueuhg‘!

As if 10 hige thy envied place of rest,
Gloses at last thy very couch beside,
A walron curtaining a virgin bride. :

Farewell! Theugh tears on every leal are startii

While thro’ (he shadowy boughs thy glances
As of the good wheb hoavenward h "“:4?‘

Bhines thy last smile upon the placid nver
So—could [ fling o'er glory’s nde one ray=
Weuld 1 100 negol {rom |h?¢ dark world away:

e

e o y m
77 MQONLIGHT OX THE L r \
Written at West Poiat.©
ic, but, upon my word z )
1’%:&1'0;&:;&8 momgms when one can'thelp feeling
As if his heart’s chords were so strongly s o
By things around himi thput;ps vain cencealing

ittle music in his soul still lingers ¥

evllll:n:’:ils keys are touched by Nature's fingers

ven here, upon this settee lying, e
M&ﬁelhemany ésﬁ';py traveller near me snoozmi, >
Thoughts warm and wild are through my bosom fyIRg;

Lake founts when first into the sunshine oozing:
For who can look en mountain, sky, and nver,1
Like these, and thea be cold and calm as ever

i i milla like, dost skim yon
Br.ert:r?lﬁa;:iﬁ?ﬁg: who, once earthward bending,
Didst loose thy virgin zone to young %:"dy:lon

On dewy Laumos to his arms deseen :gr g
Thou whom the world of old ou ev:ry shore,

Type of thy sex, Triformis, did adore :

here'er thy silver barque be steering
T%\’nl\’m Italian 03 sgg. e(I;ersm\ la:ne(}?!,‘ )
island-stu seas car | ’
orvggﬁziz;?!garg’d waves fissolve on coral strands;
Tell if thou visitest, thou beavenly rover, A
A lovelier spot than this the wide world over? .

helous or Araxes flowing ) oy
D?l‘tiiﬁ?b:r: from Pindus, but ne’er meeting brothers
Doth Tagus o’er his golden pavement glowing, s
Or cradle-freighted Ganges, the reproach of mo y
The steried Rhine, or far-famed G\_mda]qmv%r,
Match they in beauty my owa glorious river
1vi lumn
t though no turret gray nor ivied col
wk?on othgese ¢liffs their sombre ruins rear ? e
‘What though no frgwuing l‘ggver ll:::e«lf-mph s
11 saperstition .
%fh(::t ogsu:it :;fndderin; fort’s fast-crumbling walls
Did ne'er enclose a baron’s bannered halls— |

inking arches once gave baek as proud
I“.&s:nnee:g to the war-blown clarion’s pead;1
As gallant hearts its balﬂeme::mfdlee:;ow
rer beat beneath a vest of steel, .
W‘l?esnet:;ald's tramp on knighthood’s ha_ughuat day
Called forth chivalric host to batile fray:

id these woods did He keep sourt,
Fol;ehfz;: z‘;x‘ose mighty soul theh ccten:_!.lltlnzlhtirow !
alone for fame hav ) |
orAhrzrﬁ:se' tv!::ol’auiarch's sheaves to Heaven’s chosen
bowerl— :
i try’s eagle taught to soa’,
HA:dwﬁ}I":dh 31:;): ls]la';’s whi%h shine o’er every shore.

have wonder'd
dsoundsat which the world have won
An&::g?r:s1::seswud ravines have had their l:;nv}le’thun-
Young Freedom’s cannon from these glens ba

:

ot Thet i ’er the earth;
ir startling echoes o’er U
AlAdn:oslg:‘vg:iam gla.degnur mountain hoary
But treasures up within the glorious story- :
et not rich in high-souled memories ouly: :

h}e gyvery moon-touched headland round r:lne gleam “5:
Each cavernous glen and leafy V\Sﬁéykl%geg; -

“And silver torrent o’er the bald roc mﬂ”ﬂ‘d
But such soft fancies here may breath;, s
As make Vaucluse and Clarens hallow'd grow

Whete, tell me where, pale watcher of the night—
Thou that to love so « ft hast lent 'S :;utl; light,
Since the lorn Lesbian languished nea y light,
Or fiery Romeo to hus Juliet stole—
Where dost thou find a fitter place on @

"T'o nourish young love in hearts like theirs to bink?
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/oun COUNTRY'S CALL.
Ruise the heart—raise the hand,
Swea' ye for the jlorious cause,
Swesr by Natare’s holy laws
To defend your Father-land.
By the glory ye inherit—
By the name mid men ye bear—
By your coun'ry’s freedom swear jt—
By the Eternal—this day swear !
ise the beart—raise the hand,
Fling abroad the starry banner,
Ever live our couniry’s honer,
Ever bloom our native land.

Raise the heart—raise the hand,
Let the earth and heaven hear it,
While the sacred oath we swear it,
Swear touphold csr Father-land !
Wave, thou lofty ensign glorious,
Floating feremost in the field,
ile thy spirit hovers o’er us
. None shall tremble—none shall yield,
ise l.he heart—raise the hard,
Fling abroad the starry banner,
Ever live our country’s honor,
Ever bloom our native land,

Raise the heart—raise the hand,

Raise it to the Father spirit,

To the Lord of Heaven rear it;

Let the soul ’bove earth expand.

Truth unwavering—Faith unshaken
Sway each action, word, and will,

That which man hath undertaken,

. Heaven ean alone fulfill.

Raise the heart—raise the hand,
Fling abroad the starry banner,
Ever live our country’s honor,

Ever bloom our pative land,

WRITTEN IN SPRING-TIME
Thou wak’st again, oh Earth !
From winter’s sleep '—
Bursting with voice of mirth
From icy keep ;
And laughing at tl‘l’a Sun,
ho hath their freedom won,
Thy waters leap !

Thon wak’st again, oh Eart
reshly again,
d who by fireside hearth
Now will remain ?
Come on the rosy hours—
Ceme on thy buds and flowers
As when in Eden’s bowers,
Spring first did reign,
Birds on thy breezes chime
Blithe as in that matin time,
Their choiring begun :
Earth thou hast many a prime—.
Mau hath but one,

Thou wak’st again, oh Earth !
Freshly and new, .
As when aﬂt Splrinng first birth
o L - RAaad -
Hea{l!rsﬁml to Earth doth eling,
While boughs are blossoming,
Why wake not 100 ?

Long thou in sloth hath lain,
Listing to Love’s soft strain—
Bl Vgill t‘:xou slleep 03:

aying, thou sluggard hear
Inglia o0 mmnly SRt
TR e
e! g Spring’s quiek’n
L Now o’trplhoe blown §

wake thee | and ere in death

. dulseless thou slumbereth,

k b ) ]
_ “ucx but from Glory’s wreath

INDIAN SUMMER, 1828, (
Light as love's snules the silvery mist at mom
Floats in loose flakes aloug thie limpid river;
The blue-bird’s notes upon the soft hreeze borne,
As high in air she carols faiutly quiver; ’
The weeping birch, like banners idly waving,
Bends to the stream, its spicy branches laving ;
Beaded with dew the witch-elm’s 1agsels shiver ;
The timid rabbit from the furze is peeping,
And from the springy spray the squirrel’s gaily leaping.
[ love thee, Autumn, for thy sce nery ere
The blasts of winter chase the varied dyes
That gaily deck ke slow-declining year;
I love the splendor of thy sanset skies,
‘I'he gorgeons hues that tinge each failing leaf,
Lovely as beauty’s cheek, as woman’s love too, brief;
Ileve the note of each wild bird that flies,
As on the wind she pours her parting lay,
And wings her loitering flight to summer elimes away.

Ob, Nature! still I fondly turn te thee
With feelings fresh as e’er my childhoed’s were —
Though wild and passion-tost m youth may be,
Toward thee I still the same devotion bear :
To thee—to thee—though health and hope no more
Life’s wasted verdure may to me restore—
I still can, child-like, come as when in prayer
1 bowed my head upon a mother’s knee,
And deemed the world, like her, all truth and purity.

SONG OF BALT THE HUNTER.
"Phere was an old hunter camped dewn by the rill,
Who fished in this water and shot on that hill 5
“T'he forest for him had no danger aor gloom,
For all that be wanted was plenty of room. ;
Bays he, “ The world’s wide, there is room for us all ;
Room enough in the green wood if not in the hall.”
Room, boys, room, by the light of the moon,
For why shouldn’t every man enjoy his own room ?

He wove his own mats, and his shanty was spread
With tl}\le séuns hie had dressed and stretched out over-
ead ;
"L'he branches of hemlock, piled deep on the floer,
Was his bed as he sung when the daylight was o'er,
“The world’s wide enough, there 1s room for us all 3
Room enough in the green wood if not in the hall.”
Room, boys, reom, by the light of the moon,
Fer why shouldn’t every man enjoy his own room ?

That spring, half choked np by the dust of the road,
‘Through a grove of tall maples once limpidly flowed ;
By the rock whence it bubbles his ketle was hun
Which their sap often filled, while the hunter he sung,
¢ The world’s wide enough there is reom for us all ;
RRoem enough in the green wood if not in the hall.”

Room, boys, room, by the light of the meon,

For wily shouldn’t every man enjoy his own room ?

Aud still sung the hunter—when one gloomy day
He saw in the forest what saddened hig lay,
"f'was the rut which a heavy-wheeled wagon had made,
here 1haf:‘—""‘"'"d orows thislia sl bevwd fnraat
al

A BY e
“The world’s wide enough there is room for us all;

Room enough in the green wood if nov in the hall”
Room, boys, room, by the light of the moon,
For why shouldn’t every man enjoy hig OWRA room 7

He whistled to his dog, and says he, “ We cap’t stay;

I must shoulder my rifle, up traps, and away.”

Next day, mid those maples, the settler’s axe rung,

While slowly the hunter tradged off as he sung,

b world’s wide enough, there is room for g all3
enough ip the green weod, if not in the hall.”

PR

touim, boyy room, by the light of the moon
For why 'ulﬁz’t’evzfl man enjoy his owi t“lt‘ll
T —
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PPITAPH WPOS A DOG
Aiar that I my slighicst tone
I Kindaess or g wogers Spoken ;
A eye tha - ver wat bnd my own
T vigils death alons Bas hroken ;
lis ~hangeless, eeaseloss and unbought
Affection to the law revealing ;
Beawming almost wob human thought,
And more—far more than human feeling !

Can such in endluss ;leep be chilled,
And moral pride di<dain to sorrow,

Barause the pu' e that here was stilled
May wake to noimmortal merrow ?
Can faith, devoiadness, and love,
I'nat seem 10 humbler creatures given

To tell us what we owe above !
I'ne types of what is due to Heaven?

Can these be with the things that were,

Things cherished—but no more returning ;
And leave behind no trace of care, :

No shade that speaks a moment’s mourning ?
Alas! my fiiend, of all'ef, worth,

‘That years have stol’n or years 'zct leave me,
I've never knowa so much on earth,

But that the loss of thine must grieve me.

THE MYRTLE AND STEEL.

One bumper yet, gallants, at parting,

One logst e);’e wge arm for the fight ;
Fill round, each to herhe loves dearest—

"I'is the last he may pledge her, to-night.
Think of thoze who of old at the bauquet

Did their weapons in garlands coneeal,
The patriot heroes who ballowed )

The entwining of Myrtle and Steel !

T'hen hey for the Myrtle and Steel,

Then he for the Myrtle and Steel,
Let every true blade that e’er loved a fair maid,

Fill around to the Myrie and Steel.

! I'is in moments like this, when each bosom
With its highest-toned feeling is warm,

Like the musie thats said from the ocean
To rise ere the gathering storm,

That her image around us should hover.
Whose name, though our lips ne’er reveal,

We may breathe mid the foamn of a bumper,
As we drink to the Myrtle and Steel.
‘Then hey for the Myrtle and Steel,
Then ho for the Myrile and Steel,

Let every true blade that e’er loved a fair mald,
Fill around to the Myrtle and Steel.

Now meunt, for our hugle is ringing
To marshal the hest for the fray,
Where proudly our banner is flinging
¥ Iis ft:llds o'er the batte array : e
¢l gallantg—one moment—remembar,
hen your sabres the dulhblm:v would deal,
That MERcy wears her shape who's cherished
By lads of the Myrtle and Steel,
o1 fen hey for the {\lynle and Steel,
Phen ho for the Mgyrile and Steel, !
Letevary true blade that ever loved-a fair thaid,
Fill round té the Myrile and Steel.

THE WESTERN HUNTER TO HIS MISTRESS.

Wend, leve, with me, to the deep woods, weud,

Where far in the forest, the wild flowers keep,
Where no wateh ug ey e shali over us beud

Bave the blossems that wito thy bower peep.
Thou shalt gattier ffom buds of the oriole s'hu_e,

Whose flaming wings ru‘nlnd _oulrlpalhwn) flat,

saffion orehis avd lupia blue, :

F,X::d“\‘}eu;;:‘.nﬁkc the fosm on :K) courser’s bit.

One steed and one saddle us lm:.h shall ?'»ear,
One haud of each on the biidls meet 5 :

And beneath the wrist that entwines me there
An answering pulse from my heant snall beat.
All si pe mauy & joyeus ‘ay,

]‘Xl: f!”l:gc:};;c the (l\'cf by the b..nt.e.l.\.nr::zqe.

While the winés that o'er the p: :.‘;. p‘ ;§~mc
Shall fan the cheek of my woodland b

Our heme shnl\l be by ;he cno} l‘\:lzgstrs';r\‘:'l‘nj.
> DEAVEr chouses lier saic .A A.-' 4 :

A:X?x?xr:l:b:rli shall smile like the suus_\‘ qr: Q“:t:'n\

Through the branches around the los 5¢ lku“ t
Then wend with me, to the deep Woeods vu.: .

Where far in the forest the wild flowe. s keep,
Where no watching eye shall over us bend,

Save the blessoms that inte thy bower peep.

SONG—ROSALIE CLARE. y
Who own’s not she’s peerless—who calls her7not fair—
Who questions the beauty of Rosalie l/lm;ield
Let him saddle his courser ?ng spu;ul) LI::M;»: d, yield ;,
And though coated m proof, he n;l s 7
llant can splinter—ne charger ca
g‘%i?ﬁn%z that is couched for young Rosalie Clare.

i board
blets are flow ng, and wit at the boar :
g::ﬁlgghigh.while the blood of the red grape is pour'd.
Arx’xd fond wishes for iair ones around o! c'rc;ﬁ up 20
From each lip thatis wet Wil\;li the dew oefr llhirceup,
me on the brimmer floats onen\ there,
gi}z'&:spemd more warmly, than Rosalie Clare 1

. talk of the land of the olive and vine—
glf!?h:::ﬁids of the Ebro, the Arno, ‘".R‘““‘% — e
Of the Houris that gladden the East with their Su'“lesz
Where the sea’s studded over with green summer isies;
But what flower of lar away elime can Qorz‘;ilre1
With the blossom of ours—bright Rosalie Clare

fair 7
¢ not she’s peerless—who ealls her no't
ge}:(:li?:x:eel but thepglauces of Rosalie Cl:a;ef;mn—
Lethim list to her voice—let him gaze o:‘ ‘:am
Aad if, seeing and hearing, his soull do;\a 4 il
Let him go breathe it out in some es;{osp Y e
"Phen that which is blessed by sweet :

SERENADE. 1

Bleeping! why now sleeping

T :Eoou herself looks gay,
While through thy lattice peeping;
. Wilt nother qall obey !
Wake, love, each star is keeping

For thee its brightest ray ;
And languishes the gleaming
From fire-flies now streaming

Athwart the dewy spray.

Awake, the skies are weeping
Because thou art away.

But if' of me thou’rt dreaming,

loep, loved one, while you may;

And music's wings shall hover

Sol‘\ly thy sweet dreams over,
Fanning dark thoughts away,
hile, dearest, *tis thy lover

Who'll bid each bright one stay:

I N S ——
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" INSCRIPTION FOR A LADY'S FLORA.

Bright as the dew, on early buds that glistens,

»
parkle each hope upon thy flower-strewn path ;

* Gay as a bird to its new mate that listens,

‘Be to thy soul each winged joy it hath ;
Thy lot sull lead through ever-bloeming bowezs,
And Time for ever talk 1o thee i flowers.

Adored in youth, while yet the summer reses
Of glowing girlhood bloom upon thy cheel,
And, loved not less when fading, there reposes:

The lily, that of spring-time past doth speak..
Never from Life’s garden to be rudely riven,
But sofily stolen away from Earth to Heaven.

. THY NAME.
It comes to me when healths go round,
And o’er the wine their garland’s wreatliiug
The flowers of wit, with music wound,
Ave freshly from the goblet breathing ;
From sparkling seng aid sally gay
| It comes tosteal my heart away,
And fil my soul, ‘mid festal glee, 1
With sad, sweet, silent thoughts of thee.

It comes to me upon the mart,
Where eare in jostling crowds is rife 5
Where Avarice goads the sordjd heart,
Or cold Ambiton prompts the strife 5
Tt comes to whisper if 1'm there,
"T'is but with thee each prize to share,
For Fame were not suceess to e,
Nor riches wealth, unshared with thee.

It comes to me when smiles are bright
On geutle lips that murmur round me,
And kindiing glances flash delight
In eyes whose spell would once have bound nre-
It co ' es—but comes to bring alone,
* Remembranee of some look or tone,
Dearer than aught I bear or see,
Because "twas worn or breathed by thee.

It comes to me where cloistered boughs
Their shadews cast upon the sod ;
Awhile in Nature’s fane my vows
Are lifted from her shrine to God ;
It comes to tell that all of worth
1 dream in heaven or know on earth,
Hewever bright or drear it be,
Is blended with wy thought of thee.

MORKING HYMN.
Genesis 1, 3.
“LET THERE BE LIGHT . The Lternal spoke,
And from the abyss where darkness rode
The earliest dawn of nature broke,
And hight around creation flow’d.
‘The glad earth smiled to see the day,
‘T'he first-born day come blushing in ;
The young day smiled to shed its ray
Upon a world untouched by sin.

“Let therebe light!” O'er heaven and earth,
The God who first the day-beam pour’d,
Whispered again his fiat forth,
And shed the Gospel's light abroad.
And, like the dawn, its cheering rays
On rich and peor were meant to fall,
Inspiring their Redeemer’s praise
1a lonely cot and lordly hall.

Th:ln ctc‘:mez,ll when in the Orrient first
‘lushes the signal light for prayer ;
Ceme with the ‘e':rlieslg beamsptha’:l burst
Iiom God’s bright throne of glory there.

Cowt kneelto Him who through the night
\Tﬂﬁu watched above thf/ sleeping soul,
+To Hin, whose mercies, like his light,
\&éxe sted abread from pole to pole,

A

CHANSONETTE.
8he loves—but ’tis not me she loves :—
Notme on whom she ponders,
When in some dream of tenderness
Her truant fancy wanders.
The forms that flit her visions through
Are like the shapes of old,
Where tales of Prince and Paladin
On tapestry are told. A
Man may not hope her heart to win,
Be his of eommon mould!

But I—though spurs are won no more
Where herald’s trump is pealing,
Nor thrones carved out for ‘ladye fayre”
Where steel-clad ranks are wheeling—
1 loose the falcon of ma/ hopes
Upon as proud a flight
As those who hawked at high remown,
In song-ennobled fight.
If daring then true love may crown,
My love she must requite'

TIPPECAKOE.
And let them shut their senses up
Against the truth who can—
The few who have the hardihood
The general grief to ban:
The nation mourns her President—
His countrymen THE MAN!

He was a gallant gentleman,
A nohfe and atrue

As e'er fought under Washington,
When first our eagle flew 3

Though many breathed throughout the land -

Where now there breathe so few.

Throughout the land which stll cap mourn
Those men of other days.

Albeit a dwarfed and dwindled raee
Would stint them of their praise ;
Would stint those hearts of generous blood
Whose ways are not their ways.

His mind—it was a Patriot’s mind !
The narrow-gouled may start

At what they cannot comprehend!)
In afftuence of heart

He was se rich, it sent a glow
Tlo every menltal part,

His country, she was aZ to him,
The man of days long past—
Sinee first his youthful pulses stirred
At Wagne's wild bugle blast,
Till when he breathed in death for her:
That prayer which was his last.

Those dying words !—what charging <heer,
Whan battling for the.right,s |

E’er broke from dying hero’s lipg
Amid the reeking fight—

What words mere glorious than tho: se
Which sealed his speech thyut ni ght

He was a gallant gentleman,
A noble and a true;

The last, perchance, of that kigh riace
Which onee the broad la .ntF W

The primal gre®th which spr ings bist enee:
Ero out a s0il that's v ew,

God’s blessing on his memory. then I
God’s malison on thos e
Who'd tear the sod that et vers him
Before the greensward grows |
.‘"w old ehief! thy countrymen
guard thy last repoge.

i

e

|| Long years havegone by,and the springtime smiles ever

4 The note of each wild bird that carols toward heaven ’

® E ’“c'l: rugrln uvkun":ss.
epam in sadness, but spoke not of parting ;
e talked not of ho n&os we botk ll’:::l rgs,i ,
Isaw not her eyes, and but one teardrop starting
Fell down on ber hand as it trembled in mipe:
Each felt that the past we could never recover,
Each felt that the future ne hope could restore,
She shuddered at wringing the heart of her lover,
1 dared not to say I must meet her no more.

As o'er our young loves it first smiled in their birth.

Long years have goae by, yet that partin h! r
Can it be forgotten by either on earth, g, oh! neve

Must tell her of swift-winged hopes that were mine,
And the dew that steals over each blossom at even,
Tells me of the teardrop that wept their decline.

* WHERE DOST THOU LOITER SPRING?’
Where dost thou loiter Spring,
Whilst it behoveth
Thee to cease wandering
Where’er thou roveth,
And to my lady bring
The flowers she loveth.

Come with thy melting skies
Like her cheek blushing,
Come with thy dewy eyes
; Where fouuts are gushing ;
Coeme where the wild bee hies
When dawn is flushing.

Lead her where by the brook
The first blossom keepeth,
Where, in the sheltered nook,
The callow bud sleepeth ;

Or with a timid loek
Through iis leaves peepeth.

Lead her where on the spray,
Blithely earolling,
First birds their roundelay
For my lady sing—
But keep, where'er she stray
True-fove blossoming.
OH BOLD AND TRUE.
Oh bold and true,
In buff and blue,
Is the soldier-lad that will fight for you.
In fort or field,
Untaught to yield
Though Death may close his story—
In charge or storm,

’T'is woman's form
That marshals him to glory.
y For bold and true,
1n buff and blue,
Is the soldier-Jad that will fight for you.

1n esch fair fold

His eyes behold
When his country’s flag waves o’er him—

In each rosy stripe,

Like her lip so ripe,
His girl is still before him,

For bold and true,

In boff and blue, .
Ts.4he soldier lad that will fight for you. A, |

e
WHAT 1S SOLITUDE ' ;

Not in the shadowy woed,
Not in the rock-ribbed glen, ]
Not where the sleeping echoes brood
In caves untrod by men ;
Not by the sea-swept shore
Where loitering surges break,
Not on the mountain hoar,
Not by the breezeless lake,
Not on the desert plain
Where man hath never stood,
Whether on isle or main—
Not there is Solitade !

There are birds in the woodland bowers,
Voices in lonely dells,

And streams that talk to the listening hours
In earth’s most secret cells

There is life on the foam-ﬂeelad sand
By the ocean’s eurlins lip,

Andylife on the still lake's strand
Mid the flowers that o’er it dip;

There is life in the rocking piues,
That sigh en the mountain’s crest

And life in the conrser’s mane that shi
As he scours the desert’s breast.

But go to the crowded mart,
Mid the busy haunts of mea.
Go there and ask thy heart,
What answer makes it then 7
Ay ! go-where wealth is flinging
Her golden lures around,
Where the tramp of Fame is ringing,
Where Pleasure’s wiles abound 3
Go—if thou wouldst be lonely—
Where the phantom Love 1s weoed,
And own that there—there only—
Mid crowds, is Solitude.

ASK ME NOT WHY I SHOULD LOVE HER.
Ask me not why I should love her,
Look upon those soul-full eyes!
Look while mirth or feeling move her,
And see there how sweetly rise
Thoughts gay and gentle from a breast,
Which is of 1nnocence the nest—
‘Which, theugh each joy were frem it shred,
By truth would still be tenanted !

See from those sweet windows peeping,
Emotions tender, bright, and pure,

And wonder not the faith I'm keeping
Every trial can endure!

‘Wonder not that looks so winning

Btill for me new ties are spinning ;

Wender not that heart so true,

Keeps mine from ever changing teo.

¢ THEY SAY THAT THOU ART ALTERED,”

They say that thou art altered, Amy,
Do'x.‘(h;y say lh;l t::hou .:10 more
eep within o0som, Am,
Té“. fm}:h, Intonc’; it won's; #
oy tell me that another now
Doth thy young heart assail ;
They tell me, Amy, too, that thou
Dost smile on his love tale.

But I— heed them not, my Am
Thy heart is like my owi;y; %
And still enshrined.in mine,my Amy,

Thine image lives alone :
Whate'er a rival's hopes have fed,
Thy soul eannot be moved
il bo shall plead ve plead,
And love as [ have loved,.

3
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Nor Love himself can hold f,
Nor sober Friendshi s%%::' 2
e

1 WILL LOYE HER NO MORE.

I will love her no more !—'tis a waste of the heart
This lavish of feeling—a prodigal’s part—

Who heedless the treasure a life could not earn,
Squanders forth where he vainly may look for return.

1 will love her no more—t is fol'y to give

Our best years to one, when for many we live.
And he who the world will thus barter for one,
T ween by such traffic must soon be undone.

1 will love her ne more—it is heathenish thus

To bow to an idol who bends not to us: [aught,
Which heeds not, which hears not, which recks not for
That the worship of years to its altar hath brought.

L will love her no more—for no love is without
Its limit in measure, and mine hath run out.
She ex:frosseth it all, and till some she restore,
Than thj

s moment I love her—how can I love more ?

TO A WAXEN ROSE.
Go, mocking flower,
Thou plastie child of art,
Back to my lady’s bower ;
Go and ask if thou,
False rose, art preven now
An emblem of her heart 7

'l‘e’}!bherl; that,lik? thee,
at heart’s of little
However kind 1t be ; b,
Which any hand with skill
May mould untoits will ;
Too pliant from its birth,

Go, cheating blossom,
Scent_less as morning dew,
‘Go ask if in her bosom,
Altheugh love’s bud may be
As seeming fair as th CH
It owns no fragrance tdb.

But if fadeless, yet
g Like thee her love blooms on;
Tell her—oh, ne’er forget

To tell her, from my heart
Affection will not part
When all life’s flowers are gone.

. BPARKLING AND BRIGHT. )
Sparkling and bright in liquid light
Does the wine our goblets gleam in
With hue as red as the rosy ged ;
Which a bee would wish to dream in.
Then fill to-night with hearts as light,
To loves as gay and fleeting
As bubbles that swim on the beaker’s brim,

d break on the lips while meeting.
Oh!

if Mirth might arrest the flight
wOl' Time through Life’s domin%ons,
@ here awhile would now beguile
The grey-beard of his pinions
To drink to-night with hearts ag light
To loves as gay and fleetin 3
As bubbles that swim on the beaker’s brim,
And break on the lips while meeting.
But since delight can’t tempt the wight,
Ner fond regret delay him,

m,

We'll drink to-nigﬁ hearis as light,
To loves as gay ap ﬂeeting ’
As babbles that swim on the beaker's brim,

And break on the lips while meeting.

THE ORIGIN OF MINT JULEPS.
"Tis said that the gods, on Olympus of old,
(And who the bright legend profanes with a doubt,)
One night, 'mid their rev«is, by Bacchus were told
That his last butt of nectar g'ad somehow run out!

But determined to send ronnd the goblet once more,
"They sued to the fairer immortals for aid

In composing a draught, which, till drinking were o’er,
Bhould cast every wine ever drank in the shade.

Grave Ceres herself blithely yielded her corn,
And the spirit that lives in each amber-hued grain,
And which first had its birth from the dews of the morn,
Was taught to steal outin bright dew-dreps again.

Pomona, whose ehoicest of fruitsen the board
Were seattered profusely in every one’s reach,

When called on a tribute to cull from the hoard,
Expressed the mild juice of the delicate peach.

The lquids were mingled while Venuslooked on
With glances so fraught with sweet magical power,
That the honey of Hybla, e’en when they were gone,
Has never been missed in the draught trom that hour.

Flora then, from her hosom of fragrancy, shook,
And with roseate fingers pressed down in the bowl,
All dripping and fresh as 1t came from the brook,
‘The herb whose aroma sheuld flavor the whole.

The draught was delicious, each god did exclaim,
Though something yet wanting they all did bewail ;
But JuLeps the drink of immortals became,
When Jove himself added a handful of hail,

1 D0 NOT LOVE THEE,
L do not love thee—by my word I do not !
['do net love thee—for thy leve I sue not!
And yet, 1 fear, fiere’s hardly one that weareth
Thy beauty’s chains, who like me for thee careth :
Who{_oys like me when in thy joy believing—
Who like me grieves when thou dost seem Eut grieving.
But, though I charms so perilous eschew not,
I do not love thee—trust me that I do not!

I do not love thee !—pr’ythee why so coy, then ?
Doth it thy maiden bih%ulness aﬁnoy, l?;'en;
Sith, the heart’s homage still will be up-welling,
Where Truth and Goodness have so sweet a dwelling ?
Surely, unjust one, [ were less than mortal, ;
Knelt I not thus before that temple’s portal.
Others may dare to love thee—dare what I do not—
T'hen oh! let me worship, bright one, while I woo not !
IMPROPTU TO A LADY BLUSHING,
'l‘hAe lilies}:‘aixlntly 10 ll}!le rtsrs yield,
s on thy lovely cheek they struggli i

(Who would not sl)ri ve upon ch,) swc%ig amff;]:,ile'

To win the mastery 7)
And thoughts are in thy speaking eyes revealed
Pure as the fount the prophet’s rod unsealed.

could not wish that in thy bosom aught

A Should e'er one mdl}r]!enl's tmnsienlgpain awaken,
‘et can’t regret that thou—forgive th —_
As flowers when shaken RIS

Will jyxelcl their sweetest fragrance to the wind,

Bhould, ruffled thus, betray thy heavenly mind.
—_——

& . 1 LIED IN WHAT I WRIT.

> .ed in what 1 wril upon this page, ;
Saying that more than now I could notlove thee!

Others, ﬁke me, may, at thy budding age,

Hold every feeling in sWeet vassalage '
Unto thy charms. But I—by allabove me !—

Will prove thee Suz’raine of my soul more nearly ;

When Time his arts shall ’gainst thy beauty wage,

To break their serfdbm—serving thee more dearly.

Mark how the Sunset, with its parting hues,
The heaving bosom of yon river stameth!
To yield those tints the grieving waves refuse,

Nor yet that pur ling light at last will lose

Till Night itself, like Death, above them reigneth!

So more and more will brighten to the last,
The light, which once upon my true soul cast,
Reftected there, still true till death remaineth.

THE FAREWELL
The conflict is over, the struggle is past,

hipp’d my last,
k’d—I have lov’d—I have worsiipp
}i};?ivﬁ;?back to the world, and let Fate do her worst
On the heart that for thee such devotion hath nurst—

i i d away
its best feelings were truste ay,)
'{:c;hﬁ?fe hath hereafter not one to betray.

i ve I resign;
t not in resentment thy love Iresigns -
%{glal:ne not—upbraid net, one motive of thine;
I ask not what change has come over thy heart, ¥
I reck not what chances have doomed us to part;

1 1 but know thou hast teld me to love thee no more,

And I still must obey where I once did adore.

Farewell, then, thou loved one—oh ! Joved but too well,

Too deeply, too blindly, for language to tell—

Farewell !
i ife’ nt with bliss it would swell,

IY?;oltt;htihgoI:x? :“ctu;‘r; own in this last fond farewell !

R

MELODY.

‘ i i decayed,
ers of Friendship or Love have
mfg ﬂ:;gﬁ:al has trusted and once been betrayed,

i heir bloom can restore j
No sunshine of kindness their ) i
For the verdure of feeling will quicken no more !

ted 100 often, when life’s in its spring,
?g)pr: !‘ilh: %osom that nu’r:sed it fon.'eve;-. tgkes wing !
d M comes, as its promises fade,
'%2 bmﬁ‘fﬁr the havoc that Passion has made.

it’s sai t the swallow the tenement leaves
e\;;l:;r:sﬁ:s :\l:i: endangers her nest in the eaves,
While the desolate owl takes her place on the wall,
And builds in the mansion that nods to its fall.

=
A HUNTER’S MATIN.
Up, comrades up' the n(liorn’s awake . ®
j ountain side,
Tl}i%zl:l'ai::':n wing hath swept the lake,
And the deer has left the tangled brake,
l"I‘o drink from the limpid tide. "
rades, up! the mead-lark’s note,
Upac&m lover’s cry o'er the prain® float,
"?‘ll;e sq&fm he springslal ﬁolT hlx::log:;; tn‘n:.w
i n the ches t )
wh‘;;:‘&‘;t;mz’sopendanl nest high up,
1s Yocked on the SWaY m o
While the humbird 8ip% r;‘om be arebell’s cup,
As it bends to the IMOrMng breeze.
comrades, u 1 our shalleps grate

L d
j stran
Ang.cjip::r?l:lp::z iﬂu"" ﬂ"l’“ient wait

T'o spring from th hun'sman’s hand.

ith in the dust
thou hast trampled love’s faith in tl 3
Thou hast torn from this bosom its hope and its trust!

v

LOVE AND FAITH:
"T'was on one morn in .Spr{‘ng-ume weather,
A rosy, warm, inviting hour,
That Loy\'we and Faith went ouit together,
And took the path to Beauty’s bower.
Love laughed and frolicked all the way,
While scber Faith, as %n they rlambled,
ced the thoughtless boy to play,
A“lts’; watehed him, whereso’er gamboled.

'n'ma welcone, Beauty smiled ¥
SOU“ on the giests whom chance had sent her,
Tha{)Lovc and Faith were :,.lgn E,:rgmled

[ 3 n to H
bR R el
The drewsy hand of mght: was closing,
Love nestled him in Beauty's eyss,
While Faith was on her heart reposing-

thought he never saw & pair

LOSY: soﬂygradianl in their beamng 3 A
Faith deemed that he could meet no w'er.e

So sweet and safe a place to dream in 3
And there, for life in bright content, b

Enchained, they must have st ill been lying,
For Love his wings to Faith Emd lent

Aud Faith he never dream’d of flying.

i ild
But Beauty, though she liked the child,
uWith allyl,lis winuing wi_yl'sdaboul him,
i for never smie d o 5
b/ A(’l‘x]dhll;o!:l’gegl that Love m;;t;t %o ;mhom him ;
ith abused, soon sighing tled, o
Po.g;g:xlclxwaox:le Knows not where to find him 3
While mourning ‘Love quick followed
Upon the wings he left behind him.

Tis said, that in his wandering
Tfos\?: still around that spot will hover,
Like bird that en bew:i]dered wing
Her paned mate pines to discover;
And trae it is that Beauty’s door
1s often by the idler haunted ;
But, since Faith fled, Love owns B0 ulor:a
The spell that held his wings enchanted.

SONG. x

1 know thou dost love.me—.-ay! frown as thou wili,

And curl that beantiful lip 5
Which 1 neyer can gaze on withont the guil

Of burning its dew to sip. e
1 know that my heart is reflected in t lh'!;’e
And, like flowers that over a.brook incline,

They toward each other dip.

Though thou lookest so cold in these halls of fight,
"Mid the careless, proud, and gay, | e
1 will steal likea ;}uef :1“ thy l;;ut at night,
ilfer its thoughts away. .
1 wAll';dcgga in thy draams at the midnight hour,
And thy soul in secret shall own the power
1t dares tomock by day.
CHANSONETTE. _
They are mockery all, thase skies! those skies!
Their untroubled depths of blue ; Gl
They are mockery all, these eyes! these eyes -
W hich seem so warm and true
Each quiet star in the one that lies,
Bachmeteor glance thatat random flies
The other’s lashes through.

They are mockery all, these flowers of Spring,
\!);nieh her aire so gofily woo 4

And the love to \‘:hich we would madly eling,
Ay! il i3 mockery toe.

For the winds are ﬁ)\lse which the perfume str,
And the lips deceive (0 which.we sue,

And love but leads 0 t g?"f"ﬂﬁ 1
Which flowers P e )
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ANACREONTIC. i
Blame o the Bowl—the ruitfl Bowl A
ence wit, and mirth, and music spring, , .
And amber drops elysian roll, "Alli
To bathe young Love’s delighted wing. toge
What like the grape Osiris gave Ot
* Makes rigid age so lithe of limb ? 1
Tllumines Memory’s tearful wave, PA!
And teaches drowning Hope to swim ?
Did Ocean from his radiant arms
To earth another Venus give, |
He ne’er could match the mellow charms e

That in the breathing beaker live, BXSY
Like burning thoughts which lovers hoard | *°*
Lu chara-ters that mock the sight, . | mo

1'il] some kind liguid, o’er them pcured t
Brings all their hidden warmthplo ligh’t-— e

Why are thy pinious so dr,

Are feelings bright, which, in the cup. | V5.
hough graven deep, appear but dim, ual
. Till filled with glowing Bacchus up, exa
They sparkle on the foaming brim, an
Each drop upon tke first you pour
Brings some new tender thought to life, La
And as you fill it more and more, wel
The last with fervid soul is rife,

* The island fount, that kept of old
Its fabled path beneathpthe sea, .
And fresh, as first from earth it rolled, | 1
From earth again rose joyously ;
Bore not beneath the bitter brine, 1y
Each flower upon its limpid tide,
More faithfully than in the wine, %
Our hearts will toward each other glide.
Then drain the cup, and let thy soul
Learn, as the draught delicious flies,
Like pearls in the Egyptian’s bowl, 7
Truth beaming at the bottom lies, e

licj
SONG OF THE DROWKED,
Down, far down, in the waters deep,
Where the hloommisur es nrount? us sweep,

Our revels from night til' mern we keep:

And though with us the cup goes round B
pon every shore where the blue waves sound,

¢ here, as it passes from lip to li
Alone is found true fellowship g % A
,F?r only the Dead, where’er the range, g
T's the Dead alone who never o ange. L

(\)Vhal boots your pledges, ye sons of Earth ;

w
rto whom yedrink in your hours of mirth
Whea gathered around your festal hearth 7’ 8
Ye fill tu love! and the toast Je give 3
Will hardly the fumes of your wine oulive!

To frenship B! aud i ale 1 told, p
most ere the pledge on your lip grews cold! A
,Fo_r only the D.ad, Where’)ér 1he; rgange,
Tis the Dead aluue who never change.

5]
Then come, when the ‘ holt of death is hurled,” b
Come down to us from that bleak, bleak world, tl
Where the wings of Sarrow are never furled :
ome, and weil drink Lo the shades of the past; .“
To the hopes that mocked in life to the last s 2ila
To the lips and eyes we once did adore,
And the loves (hat in death ean delude no mere ! £
Fg_r the Dead, the Dead, wherever they range

Tis only the dead who sever change. Lan kv
a

——

.. . WITHERING—WITHERING. 4
Wxﬂenrn —wuharing—lll are wilhlel:-?n —
of Hope s flowers that Yo f
Flowers of f:ve too early bloss:l)lu!;i::mfl _
Buds of Ambition, too frail to bumg’
Faintily —faintily—oh ! how fainiily
I feel Life’s Eulscs ebb and flow :
Yet Sorrow, I know thou dealest daintil
With one who should not wish 1o Jive {1;9.

Nay! why, young heart, thus timidl inki
\{'hy doth thy upa'ard’ng thus lﬁ':l;thHKI
oopingly sinking,

When they should only waft thee higher 7

i»ya.;d—upward, let them be way,

ifting thy soul tow'rd her place of birth

here are guerdons there more wor(h thy having—
Far more than any of these lures of Larth, %

\ NO HEART ALONE.

¢ I have learned, says the melancholy Pestalozzi, ‘ that in this |
wide world, no one heart is able or willing to help another.’
O. say not, we through life must struggle,
] Must toil and mourn alone ;
That no one human heart can answer
The beatings of our own.

The stars look down from the silent heavens
Into the quiet stream, :

And see themselves in its dewy depths
In fresher beauty gleam.

The sky, with its pale or glowing hues,
Ever painteth the wave below,

And the sea sends up its mist to form
Bright clouds and the heavenly bow.

Thus does each of the other borrow
A beauty not its own,

And tells us that no thing in hature
Is for itself alone,

.

| Alone, amid life’s griefs and perils,
| The stoutest heart may quail ;

l . Left to its own unaided efforts,

l The strongest arm may fail.

‘ '

And though all strength still comes from Heaven,
All light from God above,

Yet we may sometimes be his angels—
The apostles of his Jove,

# Then let us learn to help each other,
Hoping unto the end— '

‘Who sees in every man a brother,
- Shall find in each a friend.

-

" Who is Guilty?

‘gher’
‘ Afu,t:”

srrowTo=swroTIaTmma
pE——

POETRY.

PAnmim i S
[From the Yonth’s Monthly Visiter.]
WHEN SHALL WE PRAY 2
Prav at the early dawn,
When the dew is on the flowers,
And offer to Heaven as incense pure,
The moming’s rosy hours.
Pray when the hedrt is calm and free,
‘And the fetters of earth are cast from thee.

Prav at the noontide hour, *
»Midst the weary toils of life—
S0 shalt thou gather strength and power
To succor thee in the strife.
Pray when thy burden is hardest to bear,
And thy heart is throbbing with anxious care.

Bend low in the dewy eve,
And ponr out thy spirit in prayer,

And the voice that spake to the troubled sea,
Shall whisper sweet comfort there.

The tempest of passion shall sink to rest,

And the sunlight of heaven illumine thy breast.

Pray when thy cup of joy
Is sparkling to the brim;
Pray when with base alloy
The gold of life is dim.
Prayer shall win thee a treasure untold,
Better than treasures of silver or gold.

3)Mid sunshine and shadow,

*Mid pleasure and gloon,
In the morning of life,

On the verge of the tomb— ¥
Pray, ever pray, and good ingels beside thee,

»
Shall watch o’er and shield from the nu;lhn betide

thee. .
cincinnati, August, 1847.

.

THE MOTHERLESS.

You 'RE weary, precious ones; your oy‘go
Ave wandering far and wide 3 5
Thinkige of her, who knew g0 we ,
Your tender thoughts to guide; .
Who could to wisdem’s sacred lore
Your fixed attention claim 1—
Ah! never from your hearts erase
That blessed mother’'s name *

¥['is time to say your evening hymn,
Tx:; “;Y:):ngesty igfant dove! \
Com); press thy velvet cheek to mine,
And learn the lay of love ; ot
My sheltering arms can cln:p you all,

My poor deserted SEETR to her

cl{%‘o.ﬁr{;:thn angel’'s song. ‘
irds ! the scoustomed atraid;
-l "1';:' loud and cl.ﬂl;
]

“Alus! mina! you're woeping

bing in my car!
You're h-ob on:ny the prayer shie taught
Goodlty :’"«:e hed; A
t used Lo § ess you there
Tt::r‘.fl:“,,:mn the dead!

o hand your courge may guide,

theras of life;
e Sieot thoee dhirin king plants
the menng of strite}

w:" nant hea'ru it

; o1 write ﬂ AR

the strines tha rule the' ' "
h flack |- od nighl

Amxm‘
ig care

I
|

’lac isa uﬁfulpoeﬁbﬁcﬁonwl-ﬁnh ?{’m 2
bird of Mezicons Singing bat once lnj,\fsi t;;otes’ 5
overcome by the ravishing sweeiness 3

10 d touch-
dies, warbling strains of the moest thrilling on
ing melody- ;
In the calm husbed stillness of night is heard,

1y bird.
. 3 passioned song, thou lonely - 3
?ihlcmimrded sweets of a who\c.hfu long,
An\ o pourcd on the car in that touching SONg:
Mo

4 palms are dressed in green,
G F“"’"‘»‘:n: ::fomrd“e‘ich tone of the wings, I ween,
& jncs only fell |
B:xrt their gentlest murmnlr:\;a 5::, :‘;ﬂ
with a -
On thy Kmxced‘ca!

; nely one,
Thou hast had 20 hymn, d;o:;‘c \onoo;uhy 2
For the mowning Tight nox PR
N - when the evening sky W ,me e
Ni:?ihe .fmgrnncc of flowers abroad on
] 3 S
have failed to Win
+nds and flowers fai
B“(t’ ﬂm:g‘; \}'I:ismc hidden fount \lvnhm,
- r
Yet have they thrilled thee not the less

joy's excess
With the mute rapture of joy's ex

reams,
Al! and who may tell of the n.mngo‘;lnnd = ol
|~ Phat havehaunted thee long.b)l.:'ge ol
Of the lovely things that have & 28 A
Ly only thought was 10/&? . soand
And now thou art bidden adien to earth,
To the bright §1ee T o prewell -
/ thou pourest © 2 doll
‘“’]190 !1\(; silent wood and the shad ‘
vt en
hourest out l'\fc——bul 2\ est Vv s
T“O‘l.lb o passionate Durst to thongr i inpmvam,
\?lr}:is jn;) thas to die! thot has." ‘fnmin!
& he earth, thow bird of a 8P
On the /

~ y. the buman
Like to thee, thoa b:lr:’ng\\tsl\m will never depatt;

Thmhuthg%glh of the spirit 18 worn awey,
il the streBS p intensity-

With the fire oF 115

P i it

1 with sach passiountd dreams s Ll
| 1 the goul Wi B85 o with the o
A"ll(‘bnt thebrow grov "

Andiilg gpirit ST e, and ipf musio SR
s ehord 2 Hamnier B:SPESC
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oAl THE WANING MOON.
{ o . BY WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT.
) £
1'Ve watched too late 5 the morn is near,

One look at God’s broad, silent sky!
Oh, hop.eg and wishes vainly dear,
OW in your very strength ye die!
Even while your glow is on the cheek,
ThAnl? gcarce lherhigh pursuit begup,
e heart grows fuint, the hand gr:
The task of Ve is Iefc undone, " oL
See, where, pYon the horizon’s brim
Lies the gtill eloud in gleomy hars,
he waning wmoon, all pule and dim,
9es up amid the eternal stars,
Late, in a flood of tender light,
She floated through the egthe,renl blue,
softer sun, that shone al] night
Ppon the gathering beads of dew,

And still thou wanest, pallid moon!

he encroaching sk ;
B hadow grows apaee ;
Heaven’s everlasting watchers snon,p -

Skall see thee biotted from thy place.

Oh, Night’s dethroned and crownless queen !
een !
ell may thy sad, expiring ray E
Be shed,on those whose eyes have seen .
Hope's glorious visions fade away,
Shine then for forms that once were bright,
OF 8ages in the mind’s eclipse, &
For those whose words were epells of might,
But falter now on stammering lips. ¢
In tllnl{l decaying beam there lies
many a grave on hill and plaj
or those who cloged their dying gyaexsn y
In grief that they had lived in vain,
Another night, and thou among
- ‘he apheres of he_uvgen shall cease to shine,
RaA {V yless in the glittering throng
ose lustre late was quenched in thine.
Yet soon anew and tender light

From out thy darkened ort, shall beam, e

And broaden till it shme a)] night
A glistening dew aud glimmering stream, |

o B
——e
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COME, TELL ME THY SORRoy, i

~ aY CHARLES SBWAIN. ; :

Come, tell me ti i i

Y 8orrow, and if I cap aid th
[fy l'x‘.eut and my purge are both thine to thie:;zd'
; not, seek support from the Being who made thee

ut mourn not ag jf with 3
Though the sky be now 3: t solace, my friend.

1 { ’
morrow, k, there is hope on to. | |

A sunlight to come, whi :
o i ; Which the morn may restor.
Then cheer! bid thy soul Bpring immorta] o’er aorro?v

hou has i
e e‘.: one friand at least, if thoy canst not timi

Ne'er fancy thine own dj i

{ Bappoint
'lb;zizm theirs who seemed rigrl)al;? :gn t

‘ ; r:)f,c:rtu,n'e finds all, either BOONEr OF later:
Ty :nournen are many—the mirthfyl are fow
Bos wr:.xdzo:v :}xhy clpmt w;ll}:} fear and surmises, '
it § are, and thy firmness restore;

mxg h’ a star for thee yet, and tij] brightly it rises,

o . . .
s ; one friend at least, if thox_x canst not fina

nts are greater
aloever they do;

i
e
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MENOMINEE DIRGE,
BY WILLIAM H. C. HOSMER.

We bear the dend—we bear the dead,

In robes of the otter habited,

From the quiet depths of the greenwood shade
To her lowly couch on the hill-top made.
There, there the sun, when dies the duy
Elings mournfully his parting ray;—

In vain the winds life her tresses black—

“ Ke-ton-es-mi-coo wa-was-te-nac!”

When ploughs tear up the forest {loor,
And hunters (ollow the deer no more;
When the red man's council-hearth is cold,
His glovy like ““a tale that's told,”

Spare, white man, spare one oak to wave
Its bough above the maiden’s grave,

And the dead will send a blessing back—
‘Ke-ton-ce-mi-coo wu-was-te-nac!”

The fiower of our forest-maids is gone,
And 2 night of wog i3 coming on;

Soon will the homes of our people be

Far from the bright Menominee;

But yearly, to yon burial-place,

Some mourning band of our luekless race,
d'o smooth the turf, will wander back—
“Ke-ton-cc-mi-coo. wa-was-te-nac!’

"The soul of our peerless one took flight,

While mouned the wind of yesternight;

She heard a voice from the chime of souls,

Sweet as the lay of orioles,

Say—*“Come to that bright and blissful Tand

Where Death waves not his skeleton hand,

Where the sky with storm is ne‘v'nck"—
c

“Ke-ton-ee-mi-con wa-was-to-na

———— 2
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 THE CLOCK.
¥ TRANELATLD FROM TUE GERMAN:

Vrim + i3 L
Mr. Hosmer is one of the most promising

‘poets of the age.  His residence is in the val-

ly of the Genesee, in western New York, one -

-of the most lovely countries in the cast. Tho’

he has not yet attained the meridian of life, he

has written poems which the future will class

among the productions of those men “who

. Werenot born to die.” “Themes of song” wil]

ot suffer in comparison with the first class
 of poctry of the 19th century.

&
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There is a little mystic clock,
No human eye hath seen;
That beateth on—and beateth on
JFrom morning until e'sn.

And when the soul is wrapped in sleep,
And heareth not a eound, ;

It ticks and ticks, the livelong nighty
And never runneth down.

O, wondrous is that wor}{ of art
‘Which kuoells the passing hour. a
‘But art ne’er formed, nor mind coneceiv.d,
The life clock’s magic power.

Nor set in gold, nor decked with gems,
By wealth and prido.pOseessod:

But rich or poor, or high or low,
Each bears it in his breast.

‘When Life's deep stream, ’mid beds of flowers,
All stiil and softly glides,

Like the wavelet's step, with a gentle beat,

It warns of paesing tidess

g ; )
When threat’ning darkness gathers o’er,

And Hope’s bright visions flee,
Like the sullen s_l:oke of the mufiled oar,
* Ju beateth heavily.

When passion nerves the warrior's arm
For deeds of hute and wrnnf,

Though heeded not the fearful sound,
The knell ia deep and strong.

When eyes to eyes are gazing oft,
And tgnder wq:du are £poken,

Then fast and wild it ratties on,
As if with love "twera broken,

h and spirit blended;
/ rgﬁg:sa ’.t‘:'vill Eun within the breast,
Till that etrange life is ended.

‘ii‘roh is theelock that moneuenﬁlit’"

» ;
«Warriors und Stafesmen have their mcq'o'@f" v

£nd what they do or suffer men record,

ifice of Woman’s days,
.B‘}}:r:q:%‘; u'l:ﬁ?- uio-’;ht, without a word.

‘" e for the sake
~And many a Holy o rlly falflled—

Of dulies,

¢ summer wind

H FL é f 4
ich the anxion# mind must watch and wa 3 .ﬁ ;
B:g‘ihe strong {«ll&n of the heartbe still TH

y unheeded as

~AndJeaves no memory and trace behind!»

~THE POOR MANS GRAVE. =

‘He bends his listening head as though

*Sﬁll Love and Faith to guard his grave.

) sable pall, no waving plume g
R (oo hikte b Nt
No glsnce, no heavy tear,
1s seen to fall upon the bier.

is pot one of kindred clay,
$§e:wh the coffia on its way;
No mortal form, no human hreast,
Cares where the pauper’s dust may rest.

e deep mourner follows there,
%‘:ooll: griefp outlives the funeral prayer;
He does not sigh, he does not weep,
Bat will not leave the sodless heap.

»Tishe who was the poor man’s mate;
A;rt:;l:Ide him more content with fate;
The mongrel dog that shar’d his trust,
Is all that stands beside his dust.

He thought to hear a voice b:il::—
ines to mies a voice so kind o e
ﬁ:ﬁa«m why he's left behind. ~ * ™

siin goes down, the night is come—
g:om N.E:LLA seeks no home;
But stretch’d upon the dreamiess bed,
With doleful how! calls back the dead.

ing gaze may coldly dwell
3:. that goli-h'd marbles tell; -
For temples, built on church-yard earth, ~ —
Are claimed by riches more than worth. Wt
who would mark with undimm’d eyes,
3‘1‘%‘0 mournful dog that starves and dies?
Who would not ask, who would not crave,

e —

_ e o e



- WE ARE GROWING OLD.

We are growing old=—how the thought willi
o:’Vhen ?glance is backward cast B
'n some long remembered spot that lies
- In thc; silence of the past;
may be the shrine
Ol: the tomb of ear;)yf tz‘;:: ;!I’IY LA
But it seems like a far-off isle to us
A :rlx th? stormy sea of years. g
O.u r::de and wi!d are the waves that part
N eps from its greenness now,
Andi l:ms_s; the joy of many a heart,
5 e light of many a brow ;
) (;;deep o’er many a stately barlz
Thaetlvsfezhe dwhglming billows rolled
o 55 red with us from that early mark—
> friends! weare growing old !

Olg fm the d_imness of the dust
s i:‘tl}: daily toys and cares—

ey he wreeks of love and trost

e }z our burthened memory béars,
Lo brlm may wear to the passing gaze
o oom of hf?’s freshness yet,
i lecahmj1 may br_xghten our latter days

. ; € morning never met ;
ut oh! the changes we have se,
. l{n the far and winding way— 3
‘:ngdn:;:sl 1n our paths that have grown green
Jd oc!{s that have grown gray! !
-4 nter still on our own may spare
¥ ‘:esable' or the gold ;

see Its snow; i i
And friends, we ai: x;r;z;éh:el; }lmr,

W i

:Vl;a:e gained the world’s cold wisdom now.
il ave learned to pause andfear; -

ere are the living fou
e nts wh

\:f;s a joy of heart to hear? g Sl
b (;nlr; won the wealth of many a clime
"o e lpre of many a page ; )
¢ l:: ere is the hope that saw in time
S 1ts boundless heritage 7
Anxdt l?en:e ngaain when the violet wakes

the woods their youth
u ; i renew ?
Wlll:::: ls}:gtl)ﬁox: the l(ight of sunny brakes
1| m 15 dee: d
14nd our souls might j AL Bl
0 ight joy in th ing time |
FoB)'l:tt the joy was faint and cc:elc;5 x.mng S
never could give ys th .
% F
Ofhearts that are growing oi;) :“h S

———

—

[From the United Btates Gazette.]

LINES,

§ ) BY MRS. M. T. W. CHANDLER.
stendmg o’er this little mound of earth
ecalling bitterly the painful pastear "
4 ga&]t(:sghstoul doth struggle to giv:a birth
3 Ao ag ts, which crowd its portals all too fast.
on Ch.lga.m I stand beside thy tomb
\Vhi]:z shl d, so fondly loved—so early l,ost!
M rouded silently in deepest gloom
pirit wrestles—lone and tempest-t:)st.

Oh! °ti
Th‘t:l;l:a‘:{fad and fearful thing to feel
To brobtih s sole stay, its last support, to fail—
AN cIr)av(:at t?ars—to wildly pray—to’kneel—
I sIee thee stil(l) irllqI :?uvrfl%%?h? o ca: ikt
] oh, my chi
% ga;(leafp' thy little tender hand ig :nilrigl
) 1’valthm those eyes, divinely mild,’
y my cheek, once more, all close to thine.

And yet-—and
2t yet—I would it w
(;F;)tx; :: ftlonelmess too darkly g:agot T
o my(; lT’vake—and all too soon to know.
Lo ms hold thee not—thou art not h
ong the busy, crowded street, =%

S0 thronged wi g
iy, with  happy childhood’s budding

And every lovely lit]
y little one T meet
I yearn to clasp within my lonZi,ng arms

Ever before me is i
that little head
pyLhe fillet bound about the RSB aiha e
b e sudden thought that thow art dead
L Y heart sickens with its own despai %
around upon the darkened room By

T'{ hold w
i lot:g' soul shudders at the sudden
PR L S depurtod joys. |-
! ’tis the work of man l
. Yy a weary i
20 schosl. to softer thoughts 1 otestusbec b
R e;xch thg stricken soul to bead-and pr oA
Giv: bear in silence its allotted part. P&l
e nt:e, oh, God! this healing trath to kneow
at though my heart be sorely tried and ri
ough now a mourning motherhere below ¥y
)

)

ithin my hand thy little toys, -

A blessed angel waits for me @y Heaven,

et 2

FOR THE FREE PRESS.
LINES
On the death of Ines Meta, little daughter of
R’gr. H. I. and Jane E. Miles Humphrey-

BY MRS B L MILES FASSETT.

Weep we? Yes, our flower is withered,
Gone our little prattling one ;

She who late hath brought such gladness
To our now sad lonely home.

"We had dreamed not o'er our treasure
Such a blight so soon would come;

That our hearts so soon must sever,
From our little cherished one.

Oh how fondly wert thou twining
Round our hearts, as day by day,

We have watched the bud unfolding—
Doomed alas to swift decay.

Cold and still gbeside us lying
In thy little coffin bed;

Rest thee, we will watch thy sleeping,
Till we lay thee with the dead.

Cold the little lips we're pressing,
Andthey give us no reply 3

And the heavy lids are closed,
O’er the little dreamy eye-

Must we look our lust sweet Inez
On thy little Angel face,

May we never, never hold thee
In another loved embrace ?

Oft methinks we'll turn to meet thee
With thy little arms outspread;

Oft in dreams we'll clasp thee closely,
Pillowing thy little head.

And thy soft and tiny foorfall,
Shall we hear it, never more; .

Will those loving smiles ne're greet us
As they oft have done before ?

No! thou cherished little Idol,
Those sweet tones we'll hear no more—
We have loved thee but foo fondly,
And our drean? of joy is o'er:
Now upon thy cold, cold forbead
the last fend kiss;

We must press
Thy pure spirit 1OV
In a better wurl_d t |
Stg{ling, A“gust 1849, v
i \s

is roamning
han this,

- -

e s

sm=—n

2

ZeROBTRY. /it

e v > At " N . 3
hya  lod Hidm’!“hem.éwajzwﬁ {
2 4% BY ANN, PAGE" yite Bl

X /

/‘H.Je themy, O, hide them all aways=—
V' 100 His capy Hislittle frock;
190 | And take fiom out my aching sight
|1 hetiyen curling, glowiog loekss it
Ah'l once jravaved upos hie brow,
Ye tortureme (AW =

| [féave ot sa’ dear® token here,

Ye know not whatye de

Last night
And on my bed did sie 3

1 woke, and in (he silverlight
I thought 1 keard him cIy.
f leaned towards/the li ttle eriby
The curtain drew aside, N
Refore, halbsleeping, T Lethought
Me that my boy had died.
Take them away 1T cannot look |
On aught that breathes of him,
0, take away the silvercup,
His lips have touched its bria.
Take the straw hat from off the wall,
"T'is wreathed with withered flowers 3
The rostling leaves do ‘whisperme .
Of all the doved; lest hours, | f

e moon c?'t‘ne,inm my Foom,
3 Saab b f {

The rattie, with 1ts musi¢ bells—
0, do not let them' sound, ,

The dimple hund that grasped them once,
1s cold beneath the ground.

The willow wagon on thelasvn
Through all my tears Tsce—

Roll it away, O. gently roll,
Itisan ugony !

s shioes: are.in the COITIEry NUTEE)
His litile feet no more

Will patter like the falli ng rain,
Fast up and down the: floor.

And tarn that picture. 1o the wall—
His luviag, mournfrdl sye

1a piercing thiough my “sery heart—
Again Lece himdig !

O, anguish ! how he gazed on me
YWhen panting vut. his breath !

1 never knew before
How terrible w a3 death,

My boy—my e w a—my only one—
Att thou forever gone 1 : ‘

0, God' Hhelp me to bear the s_,_troke

’I‘z}ewes me all alone.

LAy Uy Tl irapased
T
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"FANNY FORRESTER'S BIRD.
(We mentioned the other day thata paragraph in the

Maulmain Free Pressannounced that a daugher had been |

born to Mrs. Judson, of the mission to Maulmnain, for-
merly known undex the nom de plume of Fanny Forres-
ter. Weare %:n.d to have miore decided confirmation of
the fact from the lady’sown testimony, which is not so
metaphorical that there will be any question of its sig-
ification. The lines which follow, and which bear date
Maulmain, January, 1845, (Fanny is at the antipodes,
ou nu'x)gt 'cﬁ,';';l,,bq") i, frol{lhwc June number of the
olumbian 1 zine, where they appear ut
of “My Bird.”—Newburyport ngnl[dr.)] H ld?r iy
MY BIRD.
Ere Jast year’s moon hiad left the sky,
A birdling sought my Indian nest,
Aund folded, oh so lovingly !
Her tiny wings upon my breast.

From morn till evening’s purple tinge,
In winzome helplessness she lies, .
Two rosy leaves, with a silken fringe,

Shut €oftly on her siurry eyes.

'l‘lgere’% not ilr:'tnd dlovélier bird ; .
road eartli owns not a hiappier nest ;s
Oh God thou hmtafounujil?[emmd, ¢

‘Whose waters never more shall rest !

"This beautiful, mys.erious thing,
This seeming visitant from heaven,
This bird with the immortal wi (15
To me, to me thy-hand hast given.

Thc'puls{: ﬁrﬁt c&ugbb_ its4t‘in‘ stroke
‘Lhie biood its rimshi 'hliﬂ’,’ffﬁlh ine s
This lite, which J have dared invoke,
Henceforth is paratiel witly thine.

Asilent awe I8 in my rooim—
A trreuxble with delicious fear ;
5 The future, with its light and gloom—
n Time and eternity are here. e

P Doubts, hopes; in eagéi’ tum i

’ ult rise :
. Hear, oh my God ! one earnes Ayer;
-+ Room for my bird in Psrmlise}f“ Lt 2
P And give her angel plumage there!

—~r FECS S— ) -

We cannot but commend the following touch=
ingly beautiful poem to the especial attention of our
“readers. We are not often moved to tears, bnt
““who conld refuse such a tribute to the mournfu
pathos of this perfect gem ?

Gie Me thy Blessing, Mither.

BY GRETTA.

AL R0 thy bIETITE IR,
[ For T must now away,
To meet my bonny Agues, mither,

Upon her bridal duy. ;

I've luved her lang and weel, mither,
And thou my luve hast known §
Then lay thy hand, upon e, mither,

And bless thy kneeling son.”

% Ah! Willie, how my heart o'erflows
When thus I hear thee speak ;
My tears are glistening on thy hair,
- And dropping on thy check.
| And oh! how memory calls up now
/The days of auld lung syne, e
)){5;1:1; a winsome bride first called
I'hy suinted father mine. .
~ %Yo look so like him, Willie dear,
Ye look sae like him now ;
X; ¢ hae the same dark, tender een,
The same broad, noble brow.
Alnd sic a smile was on his faco .
"When he that morning came
To bring awa, as ye maun do,
A lassie to his hame.

“ Puir child, her heart is beating now,
As it never 'Béktm T AL

Puir child, T ken her hazel een
‘Wi’ tears are runnin o'er. *

She luves thee, Willie, but she feels
To wed's a solemn thing—

1 weel remember how I felt,
When looking ou the ring.

o

s 1 weel remeinbor, too, the hour

- When, wi' o heavy sigh;

T turn'd, a wife sue young and sad,
To bid them a” good bye. '

The tears were gushing then, T know,
For I luved my kindred weel,,

And thﬁugh ny ain was by my side,

oo oo pa’ Bolp bt feelh o
B £ iy

# Al Q‘
,;.' _i;i

oo

A nd he took my Tindy o

per e Corpe e
ed,o‘gr,m;j cot

9 ar shin
Tha RS hoina ™
4 R “thy home.
A’Pu’ since he's dead, Fa
vo Whaxadisiait sta, "

b Apd thought T duw Bis ceiitle fube
KIAL “ Smile in it from aj i e

Tt i

—t—c.
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Judge Douglas in New Orleans—Great
«  Enthusiasm.

The New Orlears True Deltagof Friday last,
glves a lengihy account ¢f the reception of Judge
Douglas in that city on she previous day. There
was a very large crowd awalting him at the depot,
and the enthusiasm In his favor seems to have ¢
been in no wise dampened by the news of his
defeat. We make the following extract from the
report by the Della of Lis greeting at the depot:

Surrounded by well known friends stood the
Douglas, and, in frout of him, an immense con-
course of people—notwithstanding & shower not
at all light—who strove to see and hear all that
was said and done on an occasion which, to them,
was most apparently of exceeding interest. When
the enthusiastic cheers and exclamations of the
crowd subsided, Soule addressed Judge Douglas
a8 follows :

' ADDREES OF PIERRE EOULE.

SENATOR Doucras: I welcome you to our good
city on behalf of the vast assemblage which you
see congregated here, and especially in the name
of those who have fought to the last, and fought
bravely, in the cause of which you have been
so noble, so faithful, so uncompromising & cham- |

ion. :
- When the frowns of power, the sedunctions of
preferment, inveierate prejudices, fostered up by
An irreconcilable malignity, and treason, under
the garb of sectional pride and sectional suscepii-
bility, were breaking our ranks and canying
away from democratic_ allegiance the timid and
the ambitious, the vain and the weak-mm'ded,
these stout-hearted friends of yours have stood
the brunt of the battle with an ardor, a devotion
and gallantry that have commanded, not only the
respectful regard, bub the upqualified admiration

f their most decided opponents. N
. And they salute you.vanqmshed,'w:th the same
cordiality, the same eutl;vilstmsgjl‘,J 5vmh which they

v uted you victorious.

W?I!il]gyh:ree lsx:xl no mgnner disheartened by the de-
foat they have met in the mighty contest, for t{}l{e{
know that as good a cause as that under w cd
they were enlisted has many & time encountafa‘rie

a similar disaster, without lacking anythim;(z ts
vitality. They have «n abiding faith in the fu nrle,
and, in spite of the clouds which &0 ommong y
darken the horizon, they cling to the l_lopeft l:zt
your wisdom and influence in the gopnc\ls od Lhe
nation—your firmness, your patriotism, an ht' !el

restige ot that halo of glory and of qnght w 15:
so conspicuously illumines your brow in the midss
of the universal gloom will still enable you to
avert the storm which threatens to sink in & com-
mon wreck our peace, our prosperity, our great-

ness. 3
me—we rejoice that we have you a8
ou?elx:l?o In these days of abject corruption and
sordﬁl venality, we deem it & high privilege that
honor, {n our chief and leader, the states-

| our banners, the National Democracy will drive

[t En) iq o1es 10) ‘k‘
IN @AELHOSSV
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RESPONSE OF JUDGE DOUGLAS )

Ma. oHATRMAN—Each time I visit Ne: eans
the kindness of my friends and ,on,l%‘.’&,gf place
me under increased obligations. I ap
reception. This vast crowd m the midst' of this
pounng and drenching rain, and with astill darker
cloud hanging over our country, calculated to de-
press the heart of the patriot, shows that there 18
yet hope for our glorious Union. o]

This is no time to despair or to despond. The
bright sun will soon chase away tnese clonds, and
the patriots of the land, laying aside partizanship
and forgetting former strife, will rally as
one man and throttle the enemies of our country.
(Cheers.) Although an abolitionist may have been
elected to the presidency of the United States, the
gallant fight which the Democracy have made in
the Northern States has secured representatives
enough, united with the South, to put Lincoln and
his agmmistranon in & minority in both houses of
Congress. (Cheers.) There 1sno act he can do
which will violate or impair the rights of any citi-
zen of any State of this Union. (Cheers.) This
is no time to indulge in crimination and recrimina-
tion. The contest for the presidency has ended,
and with it allow the asperities which it has gener-
ated to pass away. (Cheers.) But we must never
forget the principle upon which we stand. Cheers.
I can make any sacrifice short of.principle. Men
are of no consequence, principles are everything.
(Cheers.) Inthe contest then, with the flag of the
Union over us and non-interference by Congress
on the subject of slavery s‘ill emblazoned upon

=T

back abolitionism, put down sectionalism gnd re-
store e and harmony to this glorious country.
(Cheers.) I renew toyou,sir, and to these assem
led friends, my grateful acknowledgments for
your kindness on this occasion. (Immense ap-
plause.)

Judge Douglas having concluded, he was escort-
ed to his carriage, which was followed, in its way
to the hotel, by & long procession, with bands of
music and banners flying. Among the inscrip-
tions upon the banners was one with * 1864,
which was greeted with peculiar enthusiasm.
Armved at the hotel, 8 crowd of several thous-
ands gathered, who insisted upon hearing their
gallant champion again. He accordingly address-
ed them briefly from the balcony of the Bt. Charles,
In his speech he counseled moderation on the part

of the South. Upon this point he says :

I believe that if we are faithful to the constitu-
tion, there i8 DO grievance which cannot be reme-
died under that instrument and within the Union,
[Cheers.] 1f we are true to ourselves, there is no

revance for WiICT Ul nfon would he a remedy.
Cheers.] All we have to do is to maintain invio-
late every provision of the Constitution, perform

ia‘i‘tyufully b“’?’!nd-“ \’}Y &§g§f:::::‘: - "%@il evesy,
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, reland

I : ) hear |
nd throw contempt upon
race, Two millions of Irishmen |
en of mine (cheers), and I will
Iy and ®esr in an English |
frod down and abused. |
sh rage. Ireland has |
England; but what has |
dome for Ireland? What a record of |
yotism and tyranny! What a page of |
justice and bloodshed! Mr. ——gayg |
, then, an oasis in the desert of her |
ry; show me 8 vy of sunshine in the dark- |
of her horizon. Poor Ireland! rich in na- ,

in mountains and in rivers; with fruit in
gardens and fish in her streams; the unhappy
er of a brave people made humble by des- |
] and corrupt government, Poor Ireland! !
the land of Curran, and Gratian, and Shiel; where |
Power acted, and Moore sung his sweet melodies,
and Sheridan Knowles wrote some of the finest
drsr 1 onr language—who last week, in his
seventy-cighth year, made a beautiful speech,
full of affection and tears, for his native moun- |
tains. {

AND HAS DONE FOR ENGLAND.

Poo ! What has she done that Eng- |
iend shouid have treated her so? The land that |
furnishes England with so many brave armies; |
whose sons to-day are leaders in the world—
premiers of two nations and generals in them all.
You produced but one greaf, name in your Napo:
Jeonic wars; his pictures are in your galleries,
his monuments in your squares? That man was
Arthur Wellesley, the Irish Duke of Wellington.
Who rules to-day in Spain? An Irishman—Mar-
shal O’Donnell.  Who won the greatItalian bat-
tle? Stand forth MacMahon, the Irish Duke of
Magenta. Who won the hattle of Winchester,
but the twice Senator, the shot-proof Irishman,
(Gen. James Shields? And who rules supreme in
England, beloved by his people? Have you for-
gotten that Lord Palmerston is & son of Ireland?
Poor Ireland! How sad is the story of thy

{ wrongs; every page of ‘thy history is a record of

| Tobbery, piliage and ‘conguest!

{ AMERICA THE FRIEND OF IRELAND.

{-. [A Voice: “Ireland is now prosperous.”]

| Yes, said Mr. Train, but what has made her so?

! Ameriea! Who have added wealth to our land?

f the Irish, Who build our factories, our canals,

|

*,

and railways? the Irish. And in their well-paid
labor, because well-earned, they find large sums
| of money, which they have been sending hack to
| their people for many years! Ten millions ster-
| ling since the famine. A noble trait of the Irish 1
| character, Ilike the Irish people, and your at- |
| tacks on Ireland, on scoount of ‘the recent apgra- l\
| Tian outrages, are most unfair,  Look over your !
, eviminal record and you will find more brutal
| murders in England during the last year than in
\ yeland. Have you forgotten the Stepney mur-
¢ dev and the Road muwrder, and that ofNottingham |
{ Porest and Coveniry? or even, lastweek, that at f
| ‘Manchester, and another in London? You have
| 88 dark deeds op your calendar as Ireand has,
/ and I cannot bearto hear aland I likeso much
g0 unkindly spoken of as she is in Eagland.

—————
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THE PEOPLE OF THE UNITED STATES

e

Special Dispatel to The Chicago Times.
WasHINGTON, May &,

importance, a8~ foreshadowing and indicating
future political movements affecting the whole
country.

The recent passage of the bill abolishing slave-
1y in the District of Columbia; the probable pas-
sage of ultra and fanatical confiscation and eman-
cipation bills; the action of the House, to-day, in
applying the Wilmot proviso to every acre of
land under the control of the I'ederal government,

—these, and other signs, signifying that hereafter
the whole strength and power of the administra-
tion will be applied to crushing out the rights of
a portion of the people of the country, and pro-
moting the schemes of ultra abolition agitators,

have indnced $he publicitllon I LIS JaUress.

The perilous condition of our country demands
that we should reason together. Party organiza-

tion, restricted within proper limits, is a positive

good, and indeed essential to the preservation of
public liberty. Without it the best government
would soon degenerate into the worst of t.‘ffmfl'
nies. In despotisms the _cl_nef use of power is in
crushing out party opposition. In our own coun-
try the experience of the last twelve months
proves, more than any lesson in history, the ne-
cessity of party organization. The present ad-
ministration was chosen by 2 party,- and
in all civil acts and appointments has
recognized, =~ and still ~does, its fealty
and obligations to that party. There must
and will be an opposition. The public safety and

good demand it, Shall it be a new organization
or an old one? The democratic party was found-
ed more than sixty years ago. 1t has never been
dishanded, To-day it numbers one mnlh.on five
hundred thousand electors in the St;ates still loyal
tothe Union. Itsrecent numerous victories in mu-
nicipal elections in the western and middle States
srove its vitality. Within the last ten months it
has held State conventions and nominated {ull
democratic tickets in every free State in the
Union. Of no other party cpposed to the repub-
licans can the same be said.
SHALL THE DEMOCRATIC PARTY BENOW DISBAND-
ED?
Why should it? Are its ancient PRINCIPLES
wrong? What are they? Let its platforms for
thirty years speak:

by the gallant Richardson, of Illinois, have issued | 914 . 2dmit, “and”‘never iy
the following address to the democracy of the
United States. 1t is'regarded here as of great | that the I
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If this is what the republican party mean by
supporting the government, it is an idle thing to
abandon the old and tried democratic party,
which for so many yearsand through so many
trials supported, preserved, and maintained the
government of the Union. But if their real pur-
pose, bie to aid the ancient enemies of the democ-
racy in subverting our present constitution and
form of government, and, under pretence of sa-
ving the Union, to erect a strong centralized des-
potism on its ruins, the democratic party will re-
sist them as the worst enemy to the constitution
and the Union, and to free government every-
where. |

We do not propose to consider now the causes
which led to the present unhappy civil war. A
fitter time will come hereafter for such discussion.
But we remind you now that coMPrOMISE made
your Union, and comproMISE fifteen months ago
would have saved it. Repeated efforts were
made abt the last session of the Thirty-sixth
Congress to this end. At every stage, the great
mass of the South, with the whole democratic
party, and the whole constitutional Union party,
of the North and West, united in favor of certain
amendments tothe constitution, and chief among
them the wellknown ¢ CRITTENDEN PROPO-
s1TI0N8,” which would have averted civil war and
muintained the Union. At every stage, all pro-
posed amendments inconsistent with the section-
al doctrines of the CnicAGo PrLATRORM were
strenuously and unanimously resisted and de-

ministration, op
government.” [t

which may be neq
vation of the goy
S vigor and integ

party has always

“ Feesolved, That the American democracy place theiv | feated by the republican party. -The ¢ Critten-

trust in the intelligence, the triotismy, and - the dis-
criminativg justice of the American people.

‘¢ That we regard this as a distinctive feature in our po-

litical creed, which we are proud to maintain before the
world, as the great moral elenient in the form of gov-
eéroment springing from and upheld by the POPULAR
WILL; and we contrast it with the creed and practice of
feueralism, under whatever name or form, which seeks
to palsy the will of the constituent, and which con-
ceives no imposture 100 monstrous. for the popular
credulity.

“That the Federal government is ope of limited
power, derived solely from the CONSTITUTION; andthe
grants of power made therein ought to be strictly-con-
strued by all'tlie departments and agents of the govern-
ment; and that it is inexpedient and dangerous to exer-
cise doubtful constitutional powers.”’

And as explanatory of these the following from

Mr. Jefferson's first inangural:

¢ The support of the STATE GOVERNMENTS in all their

rights as the most competent administrations of our do-
mestic concerns and the surest bulwarks against anti-
republican tendencies.

*“The preservation of tlie GENERAL GOVERNMENT iu its

whole constitutional vigor as the sheet-anchor of our
peace at home and safety abroad.

** A jealous care of the right of election by the people.
‘“THE SUPREMACY OFyTHE CIVIL OVER THE MILITARY

AUTHORITY,
** Economy in the public expense, that labor maybe | present democratical form of government.

lightly burdened.

vation of the public faith.
“ FREEDOM OF RELIGION, FREEDOM OF THE PRESS, ANI

CORPUS AND TRIAL BY JURIES IMPARTIALLY SELECTED.”

“Thehonest payment of our debts and sacrad preser-

den propositions” never received a single repub-
lican vote in either house. Forthe proof we ap-
peal to the journals of Congress and t» the Con-
gressional Globe.

We scorn to reply to thé charge that the demo-
cratic party is opposed to granting aid and sup-
port to the Federal government in maintaining its
safety, integrity, and constitutional supremacy,
and in favor of disbanding our armies and suc-
cumbing to the South. The charge is libelous
and false. No man hasadyocated any such prop-
osition. Democrats recognize it as their daty
as patriots to support the government in all
constitutional, necessary, and proper efforts to
maintain its safety, integrity, and constitutional
authority; but, at the same time, they are
inflexibly opposed to waging. war against any of
the States or people of this Union in any spirit of
oppression, or for any %urpose of conquest or
subjugation, or of overthrowing or interfering
with the rights or established institutions of any

State. Above all, the democratic. party will not
support the administration in -anything which
looks or tends to the loss of our political or per-
sonal rights and libertieg, or a change of our

But no, democrats, it is not the support of the
government in restoring the Union which the
, | party in power.require of you. You are asked to

FREEDOM OF PERSON UNDER PROTECTION OF THE HABEAS | $ive up your principles, your policy, and your

party, and to stand by the administration of the

gigtent with the principles of the constitation,
,.W&AM_MWL&LLM Juregervation of

upon which the constitution and Union were

founded; and, under the control of a party which

adheres to them, the constitution would be main-

tained and the Union could not be dissolyed.

IS THE POLICY OF THE DEMOCRATIC PARTY WRONG,
THAT IT SHOULD BE DISBANDED?

Its Eolicy is consistent with its pringiples, and |
may be summed up, from the beginning, as fol- |
lows: « The support of liberty as against’ power; |
of the people asagainst their agents and servants;
and of State rights as against consolidation and
centralized despotism; a simple government; no
public debt; low taxes; no protective tariff; no
general system of internal improvements by Ied-
eral authority; no National Bank; hard money
for the Federal public dues; no assumption of
State debts; expansion- of territory; self-govern-
ment for the Territories, subject only to the consti-
tution; the absolute compatibility of a Union of
the States, ‘‘ part slave and part free;” the admis-
sion of new States, with or without slavery, as
they may elect; non-interference by the Federal
government with slavery in State and Territory
or in the District of Columbia; and, finally, as set
forth in the Cincinnati platform in 1856, and re-
| affirmed in 1860, absolute and efernal ‘“repudia-
tion of ALL SECTIONAL PARTIES AND PLATFORMS
concerning domestic slavery, which seek to em-
broil the States and®incite to treason and armed
resistance to law in the Teriitories, and whose
avowed purposes, if consummated, must end in
CIVIL WAR AND DISUNION.’

Such, democrats, are the principles of your | party in power inall its acts. Above all it is de-
party,.essential to public liberty and to the stabil- | manded of you that you yield at least a silent
ity and wise administration of the government, | support to their whole policy, and withhold
alike in peace and war, They are the principles | all scrutiny into their public: conduct of every

kind, lest you should ‘ embarrass the administra-
tion.” You arethus asked to renounce one of the
first principles and the chief security of a demo-
cratic government—zthe right to hold public ser-
vunts responstble to their master, the people; to ren-
der the representative accountable to the constituent;
the ancient and'undoubted prerogative of Americans,
to canvass public measures and public men. 1t i8
this “high constitutional privilege” which Daniel
‘Webster declared he would “defend and exercise
within the House and out of the House, and in
all places, in time of war, in time of peace, and at
all times!” Tt i8 a right secured by the constitu-
tion—a rightinestimable to the people, and for-
midable to tyrants only.

If ever there was a time when the existence and
consolidation of the democratic party upon its
principles and policy was a vital necessity tc
public and private liberty, it is now.

Unquestionably the constitution gives ample
power to the several departmen?s of the govern
ment to carry on war, strictly’subject to its pro
visions, and,in cage of civil war, with perfect se
curity to citizens of the loyal Stafes. Every ac
necessary for the safety ~ and efli
ciency of the government, and for a com
plete and most vigorous trial of its strength, is
yet wholly consistent with the ohservance of every
provision of- that instrument, and of the laws in
pursuance of it, if the sole motives of those in
power were the suppression of the ‘rebellion,”
and no more. And yet the history of the admin-

SBuch, democrats, was the ancient and the re- | istration for the twelve months past has becn.and
cent policy of the democratic party, running | continues to be a history of repeated usnrpations

through a period of sixty years—a poiicy con- |- of power, and of violations of the constitution,

TROVE THAT IT OUGHT TO BE ABANDONED?

tional parties do not achieve Union triumphs,
Tor sixty years from the inauguration of Jeifer-
gon on the 4th of March, 1801, the democratic
party, with short intervals, controlled the power |
and the policy of the Fadavsl mawnee—.—a™ ™
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and of the public and private rigbt.;z“ot‘ the citx;'
rapdluniiabieel ERAMOAE SATIRGREON
3 ‘. 2 0 ol T the calm narrative <l We propose. imi-
POEE THE HNIBTORY OF THE DEMOCRATIC PAWTY \(i;t SOt WeTe A0 n ST AN AT pgx P m

¢ By their froits shall ye know them.” Sec- | the threatened war with France in

icy ‘%nmuell in

the time of
Jobhn Adams, and with the same ultimate pur-
pose. . But in two or three years the pecople
forced them into an honorable peace with
France, rebuked the excesses and abuses of
-ower, vindicated the constitution, and.tu‘rncd
yver the KFederal government to the principles
"ind policy of the democratic party. To the *“so.

|| ser second thought of the people,’” therefore, and

o the ballot-box, we now appeal when again in
like peril with our fathers. - d

Rut if every democrat concurred in the policy
of prosecuting the war to the utter suhjuguugn 0
the South, and for the subversion of her State
governments with her institutions, without a con
vention of the States, and without an overture
for peace, we ~should just as resolutely
resist  the disbanding of the democratic
party. It is the only party capable of
sarrying on a war; it is the only part;
which has ever conducted a war to a successful ig
sne, and the only party which has done it withou
abuse of power, without molestation to the right
of any class of citizens, and with due regard tc
sconomy. All this it has done; all this, if neec
be, it is able to do again., If success, then, in ¢
military point of view be required, the democrat
ic party alone can command it.

To conclude: Inviting all men, without dis
tion of State, section, or party, who are for the
constitution as it is and the Union as it was, t
unite with us inthis great work upon terms o
perfect equality, we insist that—

e restoration of the Union, whether througl
peace or by war, demands the continued organi
zation and succees of the democratic party;

The preservation of the constitution demand

it;

The maintenance of liberty and free democrat
ical government demands it; .

Tlie restoration of asound system of interna
poliey demands it; -

Eeonomy and henesty in the public expendi
tures, now at the rate of four millions of dollar
a day, demand it;

The rapid accumulation of an enormous an
permanent public debt demands it—a public deb
already one thousand millions of dollars, an
equal at the present rate, in three years, to Eng
land’s debt of a century and a half in growth;

The heavy taxation, direct and mdlrect,sﬁtn&

and Nadaval elvaade vinrathas farh Lo acs
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