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I dedicaie these letlers and verses fo
a dear friend and companion, Wn whose
company and cherished sociely T hope fo

complete wmy tour through the world.



T0 MY FRIENDS:—

Accept, one and all of you, my sineere thanks for the
interest manifested doring the progress of this lttle work. Te.some
my ackmowledgments are due for encouragement lent to this my
maiden literary efforl;—to othem, for many inveluable comments
and sugpestions elicited after patient perusal of its pages as they
appeared in suocession.

To you: proven end gincere—if materiglietio—friends, T am no
lesa indebted for advice and aage coumsel. With respect to you, I
have no fear that this possibly unremnnerative olammant for house-
room, and a plase ab your tables, will be denied; though she bring
no cther gold then ench as bedizens her facket.

To yet other friends—wha depreceted my * rushing into print*—
ney, were jeslous of the time and money expended in eombining
in ome harmonious whole the seatbered parta of letters written during
a three years’ expatriastion—my thanks aro offered for the ovident
interet and comoern evinoed; and when I have hidden you to refleet
how the time and money spent in nourishing my bantling’s feeble
growth, might heve been lesa creditably dissipated by the author
of her being; and when you ehall have conned snd stbentively
considered how

"Tis beiter to have saiv'n and falted
Then nevor to have iried ai all,
perhaps vou also will recsive her with good grace. . .
“ Having kept my paca foragome,
And lsarnt o1l Ignghter bo defy "
the result of my labours, and appellant for your favours and spplause
18 before you.
When perused, may you feel able to say :—
& Lot pthers but offend their lungs
By talking loud detraction;
Find thou ia harmony thy balm
And happiness in action.'




“ A poer poct or pssay docs not do much herm, after all; nohody
reads it who is like to be seriously hurt by it.”
* % . ¥ *

‘*Hefore you write that bhrilliant notice of some allitcrative
Angelina’s book of versea, I wish you would try this experiment:—

Take half a sheet of paper and copy upon it any of Angelina’s
stanzas,—the ones you were going to meke fun of, if you will.
Now go to your window if it is a still day, open it, end let the
hali-sheet of papor drop on the ontaide. How gently it falls throngh
the soft air, always tending downwards, but dliding softly, from
gide to side, wavering, hesitating, lalanecing, until it settles as noise-
leeely as & snow-flake upon the all-receiving bosom of the earth!
Just emch would heve been the fate of poor Angeling’s fluttering
effort, if yon had loft it to iteclf. It would have slanted downward
into oblivion a0 swoetly and softly that ahe would have never known
when it reached that harmless consummation.”

Olwer Wendell Holmer.
“ TTa Poet ot the Broakfast Table''




