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PREFACE.

Tuia pocts, which I lay before the Public, is in-
tended to be a slight description of those hours that
the boy spends in the halls of Seience; and I have
introduced any recolleetions that may have parti-
cularly struck me at that period. At first it wos
my intention to dwell entirely wpon the Classio
Pocts that sre mosi usually read in schools; but
baving been a traveller, my mind could not rest
in so limited a sphere.

A friend, to whom I read it, observed that there
waa & part in the second Canto of Marmion, from
which I might be aceused of stealing some ideas,
Speaking of a convent, I have used the title Hilda,
a title I remembered that I had scem elsewhere, but
had forgotten the precise book, not heving read
Marmion since my boyhood, the ciroumstances of
which particolar part had quite escaped my recol-
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lection. 1 merely have added this to escape the
imputation of borrowing from others.

If this book is written in a8 melancholy strain,
it was caused by a heavy pressure of mournful cir-
cumstanoes. To the land of the South my thoughts
most frequently wandered, where some part of my
juvenile days was spent, and, I wmay add, some of
my happiest hours. Awustralis has been hurled
to the very lowest depths of misfortune sines my
departure {which 35 now some years), and many
a dear friend, whom [ oooce beheld in the zenith
of prosperity, has been hastened by remson of its
desperate condition t0 & most untimely end : if this
be no excuse for & melancholy straie pervading my
poetry, I desire to offor no forther apology. As 1
have written nothing particularly relative to Austra-
lis in my poem, I send this small token on the
southern broczes to her :—

Australia! when a boy I left thy shore,

Thy parting smile to me beamed heautiful +

There was & wild song in the farewell roar

Of thy rode billows; and the young sea-gull

Had music in its shriek ; which came more full

Upon my heart, because it was the lagt,

"I'was & soul-piercing sound ! which oft did rule

My aching bosom in the adverse blast;
"I'was that soul-picreing sound, which never shall be past!
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OUm that bright morn our vessel left thy port—

Madly T could have burst the swelling sails,

And, stung with overwhelming, frengied thought,

Have sent their pieces to the whistling galea !

Tis well indeed intention often fails;

For how could 1 behold thee prostrate now?

*Tis well indeed my mournful vision hails

0ld Albion's lsughing hills; though here will flow
Too oft Grief's blood, as if thorns pierced my beating hrow

Lo! the Pacific’s sweetly asored breast,

Heaves bitterly; and mourns that ahe, so blest

In her fair childhood, should be now undone!

Undome, alas! and who, yes, who bat One,

Can e'er allay her pangs, or heal her breach P

Ah! ships that hail this isle now so alone,

Hee the “thick darkness” round her glittering hoach—
May God spon sheath his flashing sword, or patience teach |
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