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KIRKE WHITE.

ON IMMEARING s LOLIAN HARF.
S0 ravishingly soft upon 1he tlde

O the inforiate gust 1t did cureer,

It might have soothed its mgzed chariotece,
And =ank him toe zephyr ;—ihen it died,
Melting in melody j=-nnt T deseried,

Borte w0 serme wiznnd stream, the form appear

€} druid sage, who on the far-off car
Pour'd his lome zoog, to which the surge replied :
e thought T heard tho hapless pilgrim®a knell,

Lwst in some wild eochantied fovest®s bounds,

By ungeen belngs sung ; ar are these zounds
Such ss, "tis 2a1d, at night are known to swell,

By atartledd shepherd oo the lonely heath,

Keeping his night-watch sd, portending death 7

A RALLADN
Be hush'd, be hush’d, pe bitter winds,
Ye pelting rains, a little rost:
Lie atill, lie till, ye busy thouglhts,
That wring with grief my aching brcast

Oh1 eruel was my fithless Tove,
To triumph o'er an artless mald

e e il



2 EIMEE WHITE.

Oh! eruel was my fuithless love,
To leave the breast by him berray'd.

When exiled from my native home,

He ahopld have wiped the bitter tear ;
Nor left me faint and lope to roam,

A heart-sick weary wanderer here,

My child moans mdly in my arms,

The winds they will oot let it sleep:
Ah! little knows the hapless babe

What makes its wretched mother weep.

Mow lie thee still, my infant desz,
I cavmot bear thy sobs to sec:
Harsh is thy father, litde one,
And never will ke shelter thee.
(ih that I were but In my grave,
And winds were piping o'er me loud,

Andl thow, my poor, my orphan babe,
Were npestling in thy neother’s shrooud |

MY OWH COARACTEIL,
Addressed {during Tiners) to & Lady.

Dear Fanny, I mean, now I'm Taid en e shelf,
T give you a gketeh—ay, n sketch of myself.
*Tis u pitiful sobject, T frankly confiess,
And ope it would puczle a painter to dress ;|
Dut however, here goes, and as sure as & gun,
I'il tell sl my fanlts like & penitent non
For 1 know, for my Fanny, before [ address her,
She won't be a cynical father confessor,
Come, come, "twill not do : put thet purling brow down ;
You can't, for the soul of you, leamn how o frown.



