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PREFACE.

Tha Author of these poema is now in the realms of which
ghe delighted to sing, She waa this other of & largs family,
of whom gix are pow living; snd being of & nervous
temparament, she puffered daring the latter part of her life
irom various aillmants. Bhe wa, nevartheless, of & chearful
disposition, and her Christianity enabled her to sing amidst
the triala of lile, and bravely to discharge the duties of &
loving wite and deveted mother.

An the aothor wrote her poems whilat ectively engaged
in her domeatio duties, they were oftem hurriedly written om
emall pisces of paper, and sre somewhat diffiicnlt to decipher.
Hadd hor lifo besn spared, sho hersell wonld have revised her
writings, & few of which ara somewhnt unfiniaked : for thesa
tha render’s indulgence is alaimed. :

Although the writer made no pratensions to poetio skill
—and her vorses are the mimple effusion of her heart and
mind—it is hoped that they will be thought to have somse
claim to true poegy.

The anthor believed that the Lord would bleas her
labours, if only to her own family, Her hushand hans
therafore decided ta publich thess pages. Ha ia desirous,
sbova all, that God may blass the perneal to the hesrt of
the reader, Imowing well that that alons wonld have astis-
fled his beloved partner.

JOSEPH MOTE.
SovrEwaon Lopar,

Foresr Hiil.
&1zt March, 1589,
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A RETROBPECT.

(Ver the wortd of mind my soul waa fired
To flutter her little wing,

And, from the paths of man retired,
God's way and works to sing;

And, not content to reat on earth,
My daring sonl would haste,

Where songs of Angel’s have their birth,
And men God's glory trace.

Desire was strong—but strength was weak,
1L, pensive, dropped my wing ;

Dejaction seized my mortal eheek,
My soul refused lo aing.

My Father come and fook my hand
And said, my child—** not there,”

And bid me meekly take my stand
"Wlidst lifa's domestic caxe.



