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PREFACE TO MIELDENVOLD.

Tue following Poems will need but little Preface—
“but little shall 1 say to grace my speech™: a * poor
player” would fain exchange his present unprofit-
able profession for something of a more permanent
nature,

In the following narrative much will be found
fanlt with, and some portions of it may deserve
praise.

The first canto is merely to shew the danger
that may accrue from a young and ardent mind—
enthusiastic to a depree—indulging in those gay
dreams of imagination and castle building, which
the student is too often led into by the unbounded
reins given to a luxurious imagination.

He had abjured the world, and in ila stead
He did create, &e. :

As a talented author has justly observed—*The
habit of what, in common parlance, is termed *castle
building,’ has a most pernicious influence on the
health of the mind. There is a legitimate exercise
of the imaginative faculty which is advantagecus to
the understanding, and to this ne reasonable objec-
tion can be urged. But when the fancy is allowed
1o *body forth the forms of things unknown,” much
evil will result. Many habituate themselves to
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dream with their eyes open, without their senses
being literally shut. This condition of mind, borders
closely upon the confines of insanity.”

The Second Part is & paraphrase of a tale I
some years ago read in * Blackwood's Magazine”
aseribed, I know not with what truth, to Professor
Wilson. I have endeavoured to pourtray the feel-
ings of a shipwrecked man struggling with strong
mental hallucination.

The Third Part is likewise a literal paraphrase
from a fragment by a talented writer, of whem,
and of the above-mentioned pgentleman, I ask
pardon for my literary plunder.

For the Secenes in Northumberland and elsewhers
touched wpon, they have nothing to do with the
Poem — just as much as Childe Harold has to do
with his Pilgrimage. They were each written on the
spot; for in most of the towns and villages de-
seribed, I have “strutted my hour upon the stage,”
and “made myself a motley to the view.”

To the nobility and gentlemen of Northumber-
land, I am under great obligations, especially to
His Grace the Duke of Northumberland, who, with
o modesty only equalled by his charity, has more
than onee aided me, not for my Poem’s sake, which
makes my gratitude the more overflowing.

To all subseribers I return thanks, as well as to
those who may hereafter purchase the book.

Berwick, June, 1843.



TO THE CHEVIOTS,

Yes, "tis the same—the wind of Heaven blowa
Around those hills kist by the lightnings’ cloud,
Ag rude as those where Patriot Tell arose—
Beneath whose shafts the might of Austria bowed.
Ta the bright sky yet rize thoze dark Llue hills,
Barren of verdure, save their native heath ;
*Mid beds of granite gush their native rills,
And Liberty from wild flowers culls her wreath.

Winter hath swathed your towering heads in snow,
The frost hath bound your rills in iey belt ;
Mankind have felt the change which seasons prove,
But Time on thee expends his rage unfelt.
8till as ye were, still do ye proudly rise,
Bound to your rocky beds, your stony feet,
Based in the vallays—and the fickle skies
Kiss your bald eresta with sunbeams or with aleet.

How have I lived, eince last I saw your forms
From out my casement—home of early youth !
Since then, my path haa been obsenred by storms,
And I have battled with woe, toil, and ruth ;
But still my heart exulting bounds to thee,
Around whose breast the light'ning plays in mirth ;
‘Whate'er my state, my spirit still is fres
Asr when first Nature framed it at my birth,






INTRODUCTION TO MIELDENVOLD.

Good reader, pause awhile, with patient face,
Make up your mird to wade through seas of rhyme,
Dull and prosaic as a Wesleyan grace ;
A murd'rous way of killing morial time.
The poor player, in his leisure hours,
Has framed these lines to meet the public eye;
Perchance among the weeds you'll find some flowers,
Cherish them, or else, alack ! they die.

Mahomet, they say, he wrote the holy Coran ;

The Turks affirm it—so it must e true.
Witness his life from Meeca unto Oran,

He penn’d their manual with a selfish view;
To get himself a place secure on high,

He acted wmng:—l' think,~—I'm but a learner ;
Because a place in heaven you cannot buy

As captains their commissions do on ferra firma.

1 think, instead of writing balderdash,
Of Houris, Paradise, and such dull stuff,
Together making such a Turkish clash,
That to an Englishman *tis quantum s






