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DEDICATION.

A ratrow gnd dedication seem o be required—and, tos often, by slmu-
Istion—to introduce a work like the present, where imsgination and
fancy predominate.

Some of the rhyming funily have chosen names of celebrity in Iteratwre
and sclence to gild their dedication page. Others porsue s different
course, by pouring strains of fAsttery into the ears of wealth and power.
A few have dedicated to friendship, and feelings of the heart. Among
the last, let my frst essay be placed.

When [ put your Bame, my only-surviving and beloved Stater, In front
of these pages, do not suppost that [ am intending to draw & gusconsde
to emblaton your inestimable qualities, and bring the blush of ofended
oodesty nto your cheek : my deaire {s, simply, to present this Work to
you ag p frifling but sincere tribate of regerd and afection—proving to
you that T have duly appreciated in you the kindness of » slater with the
feelings of m Beothes. And whenever your eve vhall fall upon the présent
volame, in pastitg throogh the vet blank space of futurity, if | am
living, remember that a brother’s heart is open to the kindest feclings of
human oatare towards you ; and if I shall have passed the ™ boume from
whenee no traveller returna,” believe that the departed spirit of & brother
{if departed apirits are ever permitted to revisit this world of clay) hovers
over you, wetrhing, with guardinn care, the vicissitudes of life, with

JANE DICKINSON.






PREFACE.

OpTRUDING & volume of poetry upon the attention of .
the public, in times like these, when the press, prolific
as the female rabhit, teems the zpawn of intelleet, like
floods of winter in our aqueocus clime, and when the
majority are too much engaged—attending to the craving
demands of the corporeal stomach—to pay great regard
to the appetites of mind, appears almost a work of
supererogation. Poetry, painting, and music, captivating
as they are to the youthful, the generous, and the enthu-
siastic, bestow not the same feelings of delightful and
innpcent pleasure to sordid men of this world, engrossed
with their wealth amassed, or power acquired—too often
to be exercised for selfish and oxclusive purposes; and
the unpretending bard, who, claiming not to possess any
very extraordinary genius, intelligence, or learning, may
when publishing poetry in this age of light, of refinement,
and wisdom, calculate with great confidence and cer-
tainty, to receive from the eritic's class of readers the
imputation of impertinence, if nothing worse, as a reward
for his pains. 1 do not affect to treat the judgment of
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the learned with levity or indifference, neither to deny
nor dispute the just claims of the learned critie, the
Christian theologian, or the philosophic reasoner, to sit
in juodgment upon mine, as well as all other literary
productions addressed to the public; but I feel the
anxiety natural to humanity, when placed at the bar,
and before the eye of the public, subjected to the scrutiny
and critical examination of the learned and the wise, who
are hat too apt to play the cynic, when placed in the seat
of judirment to decide the fate of fellow-men. There is,
however, another class of readers, happily more casily
satisficd than the critics, and whose good opinion 1 more
desire to secure than even the learned. It is gratifying
to observe—and what an unprejudiced observer may
do—that there always hes been, that there is, and that
there ever will be—desecrated as the world may be—a
majority of persons disposed to excuse errors incident to
humenity, whether they discern them in literary pro-
ductions or elsewhero, provided always that they be
errors of the head only, not of the heart, and especially
if the redeeming qualities of good, though mistaken
intentions, can be discovered surrounding them. Ardent
minde, during the earlier periods of life, often commit
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the sin of rhyme, thongh few have the hardihood to risk
the publication of their effusions, after comparing them
with the superior productions already before the public.
How far that public will tolerate the obtrusion of my
weak efforts, to contribute a mite, however small, towards
its amugsement or jnstraction, at present I am unable to
judge, and time only can determine.

The poetizing fraternity of the present day, like the
ship-carpenters of our island, are placed in circumetances
of difficulty for materisls of the first-rate quality. All
the old oaks of noblest growth have been worked up,
and now ships can only now be constructed from the soft
timbers of recent growth ; so, also, the regions of poetry
have become bare and barren. All, or almost all the trees
and shrubs of beanty, strength, or grandeur, have been
monopolized by sgome of the favourito sons of Apello, and
planted into their several parterres, gardens, forests,
or pleasuro-grounds. It is true that the world exhibits,
at present, much of the old leaven of buman perverscness
in perfect maturity. An ample field is fairly open, for a
writer of talent to expose it, and thereby to make bad
men ashamed of themselves. But to wield with effect the
sword of satirical sarcasm requires a powerful arm, and



