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PREFADE

As oo ehild, on the brooklet's bosorm, lmunehes his
paper boat, so send [ forth tlne hittle venture,
om o stream of loves,

Mo frail a bark would be o'erwhelmod did
unkind winds but breathe thereon, It i< not
meant to hve through storms ;. but to Hoat down
a kindly stremmn, where friendly hands will guide
ite course, for her sake who freights it now, with

loving messuges to oll her friends,
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Jiely, 180G,

T R L
E*—f""l.'-li'-"{ 3

e L e Ly I _.'.|;_ I.'I



CONTLENTS.

FAGE
Oue LeTTons | , . . 3 : , S 1
Wuo ane THE Foon ¥ . ; : . : i v
Lozt Hpromse! . . 1 . . i . : . T
Tue Tyropaormes . . . . s | . . L
Tue Soxe aF Tawp Beoa . . . : : .
Tue Srriva . , . . I
Tue lorenoir | ) ) ) ) . ; . 3
I winy Fopaer . ; i ; . i ; 24
Manen . : : ; ; ; . i ; BT
Anelasg Gray , ; : . . . . i |
Tue Furvne . 1 ; ; . ; : -
Tue PapTisn | . , . , , , 13
BUNSHINE AND Sigabiow , , . ) . o B
Hoses wor Hovses | ; : F , 4 R
ArMMER I'nuAsULI= . . i i i o4
Tug Smerr Lover 1 g . ; . 43
Ia 10 Max ¥ . ; . : ; : ; ; ;o al
Tur Lasr Look - ! ; y ; , ;i
Fonenowisng . . ; : ' . . )
“laxe Tie Wil pow T Dopsn't . . ; , G0
Tyre | " ] ] _ . . ) : : R 1
Tre Davs tnaT ane coxy . i ; v i -

Ture Ture axnp Tone Leaves F : . ; il |



vili CONTENTA.
. PALE
A starsy Nt . . . ; , -
A Lunwsw . i - = i ; I ; : . 78
Meaur-Aemes . ; ; B ; oo
Warrina - 8 i : i g . . &h
Niuny ; . " ; y ! ! . HH
Reoneprs roe tue Manon , . , ) I F
REMea s ees . , . , , , . Y
My Aniinm i . L ; . LI
Tur Barrie or Live ; i . . ; . o 13
Ture 8nwise oy Poos . H ; . 129
R . . = i ; = ; i 130
Tk New Yeau F . ! : g . . . AT
A Hueng Brosy parnins so Mosst, o Lpg
Cumize o Mupr o's, . . . . . [ 5
Lases wwrres o3 Tanvied can Docasmsa i —
Tur PEars or Tun Peises Coxsens . 115
Unorox Maspiaen o Tee Peiver o Wanes | N
Lo Parasnsros P ; i = i |
Tue Lots or moe Lovaow : ! ’ , Bt
Mue ¥eaer or sun Tunes Kivos : LY
Loinerrs's Lamest | . , , . , . las
T oo Buornens s Loaseasinm g ey
Liwes ux oy Pricows' ey | ; . 1EL
Mewr vow e Hroeiess ; 3 , o 1
To Mess- ¢ T, , ; i 150
To Mu, Geapse Jaua : ; : . . £151

Too Mits, Erezanern Borekros B . ; a7
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OLD LETTERRS,
Durxive old letters — sitting by the fireside
With pile on pile upon the hearth-rug spread ;
T'm leoking at them with o mournful feeling,
But I must burn them, elze, when T am dead,
Some other eyes thet do not know their story
May read them, nnd, not knowing it, way sneer
And ridicule these loved and sacred sayings,
And eount them worthless that T hold so dear,
Sad deseeration! 1 will spare my tronsures
From such a mowrnful undeservad fate
I'll burn them—itho' my heart may break to Jo it—
I'll burn themn wow, before it is too late !
Just asg T've read, in India’s bloed-red mutny,
Fond husbands — fathers—wives and children slow,
In merey sparing them the direful hist'zy
Of others, murdered by that Sepoy crew !
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2 OLT LETTERS.

Before it 13 too late! for L am agid,

My pilgrimage on earth ia nearly o'er;

It can't be long befors my Father ealls me

To mect the dear ones who are gone before.

He knows that 1 have nothing here to keep me;
IKnows I am lonely now — old Iood is cold,
And 1 grow weary, and, alas! impationt,

To meet those lying nndorneath the mouzd.
% L %

Ah! hero's a packet—Ilat me cut the tether
These are from Jonie, oy Lelovid clidld.

These are from Junie, written from New Zoaland,
Full of hor troubles. 1 was almast wilid

When first I read them, nezrly broken-heartod ;
For 1, lier mother, would have spent my Jife

To save her from them, but 1 was a6 distant |

My child had gone—had gone ont as the wifo

Of her dear Willie, spite of all my praying
That they woull settls home, Iiut no? le sajl
They would do better there —anid 20 we parted—

And parted here for ever—ior she's dead !



