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INVOCATION TO APOLLO,

oN

TWILIGHT, MOONLIGHT, MIDNIGHT, &

+

Aracro, | thy aid implora

To sing the charms of Twilight's hoar ;
Oh, grant ! to cheer me thyough the night,
A ray of thy trangcendant light.

L love that hour, when day recedes,

And evening’s dew is on the leaves ;
When nightingales are warbling eofi,
Their syren nofes on boughs alofi ;

When some who seek affection’s throne, -
Pursue life's dreary paths alone ;

Bome hearts with mutoal ardour beat,

Whose hopes and fears congenial wesh,
12
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‘When met, their feeliogs oever sever,
Bat cling through life—ihan live for ever.

Oh, Twilight ! thine’s 2 lovely hour,
8o sweet its spell —so soft its pow'r,

4 &

That which succeeds to Eve's declios,
s finer far—far more sohlime ;

As Sol withdraws his farewell beam,
Gloom gives fresh int'rest to the acens ;
Enchants ns more, us less reveal'd,
Like Beaoty, when almost cooeeal'd.

Observe, Gloom’s taliamanic wand
Raises superlatively grand—

Idea] shapes—a countless train,

That fil} the soul aod warm the brain :
Advancing from—ws know nol where,

And, as we mé meet them—meit in air,

I've heard it 26k'd, with some surprise,
Why darkness gives, what light denies ?
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Too oft in life, experience shows,
Bliss, from reality, scarce flows :
But grant Imagication scope,
We revel in the joys of hope,

Sea Night's pale laminary breaks .
Thro* heav'ns high dome, and faintly streaks
With tints of gold, or silver hue,
Burrovnding skies of darkest bloe.

How ofi in raptorea bave I stray’d,

While Cynthia's beams o’er lakes have play'd ;
When Vestal stare arcund ber ghone,

Like goddesscs near June's throne ;

Not Paradise is more screne—

*Tia heav'n w0 gaze oo such a seeno ;

Where distant apherea like angels shine,
Reflecting here their Gghis divine,

Now gently ebba the Midnight tide ;
On crystal streams fair mermaide glide,
'T'o watch the bark of zeamarn brave,

And stear them o'er the dabioos wase -,
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Guoide some Leandar to bia tow'r,
Whose Hero wails in beanty’s how'r.

All pature now may wafely rest,
Save conscience in the guilty breast !

Where ean an opiate be found,

To sonthe that self-inflicted wonnd 2

The glowing angoish of whose smart
Consumes Lhe frame—unnerves the beart—.
Buorue fierce with unexbhegsted fires,

Until vitality expirea !

Oh, guilt ! more dreadfal is thy doowm,
If conzcience stinge beyond the tomb !
I. H.



THE

DEAF AND DUMB BOY.
e ——

Ar Portsmouth, one morn, by the Point I was walkiog,
In search of a subject my muse to employ,

L deard two fair lovelies in sympathy talkiog,
Of poor little Jeseph—the Deaf and Dumb Boy !

This child of misfortune, I met in the streot ;
His manners were artless, engagiog, and coy ;
In his eyes beam'd the soul of expression so sweet :

Oh, pity poor Jeseph—the Deaf and Dumb Boy !

My feelings dissolv’d at eo melting a sight,
Aond, mov'd by ar impulse that never can cloy,
[ imparied, ulas ! "twas a pitiful mite !
To poor little Joseph—the Deaf and Dumb Boy |
B4
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May those who by av’rice embilter their years,
The sweets of heneficence strive 1o enjoy ;
And vie with the tender, who pity 1he tears,

Of this helpless, neglected, poor Deafand Dumb Boy.
9

As Winter approaches, ali! screen from the cold,
His dear litfls limbs, lest ite keenness annoy :
Your slight dispensations in silver or gold,
Will shelter this naked—1his Deaf and Dumb Boy.

WhenSpring again dawns, then renaw yoor indulgence,
Nor suffer &"en chance bis fond hopes to destroy ;
Extend thro' his life, your heart-cheeriog refulgence,

And listen and plead—for thie Deaf and Domb Boy !

J. H.



