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MR. MOSS HUNTON,

the following Poem is affectionately
dedicated, by the grateful reeipients
of his kind attentions.
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PREFACE.

“‘Creve-Coeur’™™ was written, not with the
intention of & public cirenlation, but ‘In
Memoriam ;"" not of the broken hesrts of the
Spanish “maid and lover, who.sought releif
from this troubled world, beneath the peace-
ful waters of the lake which bears this name,
—but of & gayer company of bold knights and
gentle ladies, who

Wandered happy and free,
’er hill and o'er lea;

‘Whose hearts did not break,
Though on the enchanted lake ;

and vividly to recall sweet recolections, of the
Sth, 6th snd Tth, three happy dsys ‘‘in the
leafy month of Jumne.''

1878.



ﬂ THE PARTY. %

Miss Mary McCreery,
Mr. Mogs Hunton.
HMiss Mary MoKinley,
Mr. John Davis,
Miss Grace MePheeters,
Mr. Ashley Cabell.
Miss Mary Davis, -
Mr. T. 8. McPheeters.
Miss Mugdie Lionberger,
Mr. H T, Kent.




Creve-Ceeur.

I will tell yon s history;
The story of a party guy,
Who went ont on a jolly day,
In the merry month of June,
When heaven and earth were In tune.
Of thia party we sing the praise,
And care not what Mrs, Grundy says,
For many a Joke did remind s,
We had left that dame behind us,

aﬂ Anglo-&!uxmi pure and free,

And first came the Invitation,

And then the weceptation.

And now behold us at the traln,
Where "twas sorely agafist the grain,
And & matter we did hate,

To find our fifend Hent a0 late—
But just oo time he came, aghust!
And here we are—ofl—nat 1agtl!
Crver the valley madly we fly,

(Ver the inesdows, ander the sky,
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CREVE-CHHUR.

From the group collested there,
Out upon the Bummer alr,
From volces sweet and strong,
Was heard the flight of song.
Ag glong the roatl we pase,
I heard our fiend John sigh, alaal
But here is Jennings Btatfon,
And John has oeeapation.
As he goes on the platform,
Buttons bia coat to keep It on,
His heart heavily swells within,
Ar Mary comes stepping in;
And much toour surpriee,
He ralses his voice and cries:

‘*Now ralee your gloss,

And let the toaet pasa

To the combng losa|

(HEow "s thad forBohnf)

One with air Napoleonie,
Brniles with emile sardonlc,
Baut be 15 at heart & chernb,
With volee as aweat as ayrap,
And the time he loses in wootng,
Will be his hearts mudolng.
To Mieg D), he whispers low—
*® B ®  Giarry skles,
# % % And hereyes
# = & Tender light,
= = = Dark nnd bright,
What this meanz I do not know,
Posaibly the sequel will show.
But lndies, 'tis but his way,
In: the end he rane away,
And I would warn you Miss Davis,
That be iz but s rara avis,




