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My gonerous friends having indulgently acospied two
Editions of my former Stanzea, T venture to nsk their renewed
favor in the perussl of my present volume of verses, which a
brief holiday amongst the hills and streams has snabled me
to retouch; while the summer artista have been reproducing
nature under her own canopy, or fnishing their morning

eketchos in the erowded corners of the tourist's hostelry.

Dove Dale, June 15, 1870,
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Bethuny.

EARP of my joy ! that oft my spirit cheers,

When saddening thoughts come wildering o’er
my brain;

Awake once more, awake to dry these tears,

Wake not in mournful, but in joyous strain:

What, though the autumn gale comes howling by,

And trees are surging in the gathering blast,

And withered leaflets prematurely dry,

Falling in eddies on the turf at last,

Torn from each bending bough o'er every glade
are cast.

Wake | since soft friendship listens to the chime,

And bids a trembling hand attune the shell,

Gently forbearant though imperfect time,

And notes discordant should disturb the spell :

Wake! for of sacred theme I fain would sing,

Transport the listener to the olive grove,

Where, ‘mid the clustering vines in budding spring,

Hidden in perfumed bower, the turtle dove

Bids gentle echoes rise in answering notes of love.
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