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PREFACE.

Havixe, at difforent times of my life, sofar forgotbon myself as to
perpetrate thymes on various subjents, 1, like others afflicted with the
same incurmble malady, became desitons that I should not be the
only sufferer, so, inflicted a small olition on my friewls, the people
of South Anstraling and the oritics of the sail Province having beon
very mereiful, (I was golng to any fosd and mereiful) and the public
mekt easy to please, why, the book sold, and [ (being reinforced by a
friend who nnderstands ponetustion, and is a fevere, thongh kindly
critic) furbished up some of the old poems, and male somo new
o, Al L now offer the same to be properly ent up by the eritics,
if it will give them any satisfaction to do so; and, theresfter to be
pernsad with all sorls of sensations, by more unsophisticated repders
who desire to gec things deseribed ns they ave, and to anderstand
what they rewd.

As what is pleasant snd notritious pabalam to one. bs polson to
another, T have ranged from * the sublime to tho ddieolows,”" so as
bo have & plium for all whoe mvestigato my podding.

In justice to my critieal friemd, 1 must bere obeérve that several
pieces oceupy pages in this book which be wished left ont, but
I think, if thoey draw off the venom from o erabbed eritic or two,
they will have served a good parpose, and I shall be recompensed
eecordingly,

WALLELBERDINA,
May Gk, 1877,

. BRUCE.
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' THE LAST VOYAGE OF THE LONDON,

Tasr to that capstan song, and with me view
Tle gallant steamship, which Lher active crew
Haul feonn the crowded dock, whose gates, thrown wide,
Trorinit her egress to the Thames' dark tide,
Slowly ehe glides, Iier ev'ry motion seann'd

By erowils of gazers mather'd on the land ;

And By the harbour-master who, alert,

Can well Lis brief anthority assert,

Al order all—the ready tars obey

His short, sharp mandates, which brook no delay,
Chut to mid-stream the good ship grandly glides
Swings with the tide, and there v safety rides,

| Now, with enlossal foree, the prison’d steam

' Dirives the vast vessel o'er the deep, dork stream,
Promdly ghe moves, while from the crowded stramd,
Lond elivers resomid for lier, and for her band

U emigrants who, frome the decks, weply

With fainter shouts and kerchiefs waved on high ¢
Al mony tear-dimm®l eyes are steain’d to keep
In view some friend, who tempts the stormy deep ;
Buoy'd T the hope that, in that southern land,
Wealth may repay the labour of lis lawd

That smiling fields amd new founl friends, in part,
May A1l the void occasion'd in his leart

By this rude sev'ranee of those =ocial ties

Which wen hold Bghily ; but perversely prize
When they are sunder’d by storn stroles of fate
That, all teo often, vex this mortal state,

With steady skill the quarterinaster steers

The ship down stroane, amid the ceowded tiors

Of merchantmen, whose lofty hamper shows

Like a dense forest with incombent snows

Pilid om its branehes, for the wind-worn sails,

{ Bleach™d by exposure to unnumber'd gales),

Now trimly folded by the gallant tars,

Glean, Tike bright snow-wreaths, ou the taper spars ;
These, nieely-balaneed ou eacly lofty mast,

Full oft have bravely borue them to the Llast,

Umwards she steams, while mauy o vessel's erew
Crowid tothe sides the stately ship to view),—
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Her size, her spars, her graceful lines they praise,
And tell, with confidence, the tale of days

Her trip will ocenpy 5 but not one ward

Of ex] augury is to be heard,

For all that gkill, and all that wealth ean do,

Has been expended on the ship they view,
Well-found, well-mann'd, and with a master-mind
To guide her motions, waves or stormy wind
Against ber prestige, and her perfoct state,

Seem to weigh nothing in the seales of fate,

But men are blind ; and what max her befall

Is known to Hin, and Him alone whose call

Can wake the horricane, and with it heap,

In awful waves, the bosom of the deep,
Then on, brave ship | and ye who in rmr anil
Trust, in your hearts, the Ruler of the gale.

Gravesend is goin'd—the engines stopp’d—and now
The anchor plunges from her lofly bow ;

While, from the deck where it in folds has lain,

Ot through the hawse-pipe surges forth the chain ;
And o'er the waves loud rolls a sullen roar,

In growling thunder, to the distant shore,

Now to and fro the busy wherries glide,

Urged by strong carsmen, o'er the brackish tide,

To bring more emigrants, or to eonvey

Some from the ship, who, e'er they sail away

. (Perhaps for ever) from their native shore,

Take this Inst chance to visit it once more ;

For very desr, unto a Briton's heart,

Is England's soil when from it he must part.

The grimy stokers, down bLelow, onee more
Heap high the fuel, and the red flames roar
Within the furnaces, and guickly raise

The toiling giant of these modern days,
Which, bred frome water, by consuming fires
Within its prison fuming fierce perspires,
Ready to drive, with vast wntiring foree,

The noble vesgel on her trackless eourse,
Forth from her funnel flosts, in volumes vast,
The rolling smoke wpon the ehilly blast,

Which, through the shronds, with mournfol meaning sighs,

A if sad spirits, with prophetic eyes,
Lament abave that gallant eraft, which they
Presage to Ucean as its destined prey !




