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TESTIMONIAL.

We the subscribers, for the benefit of strangers, most
cheerfully testify to the worthiness of thiz intention of the
anthor to reliove himself from pecuniary indebtedness, to
which he is continually subjected as an invalid; and we
would assure the benovolent and charitable, that any aid he
may receive from the sale of this volume, or otherwise, will
afford immediate relief to ome who has experienced long
years of uonsual and constant euffering in darkness.

¥ L}

(Signed,} CHARLES BURROUGHS, Portmouth, N. H.
A. P, PEABODY, u “
WILLIAM LAMSON, “ “
HENRY D, MOORE,  Porthnd, M.

1. W. BONHAM, Lowoell, Mase,
MOSES GRANT, Bston, Muss.
T. STARR KING, “ oo

ALVAH HOYEY, Neston Cenire, Mass.
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¢ Dark, dark & my pathway, if bright the san shice,
And the pals moon ride In her charior above,
Yot the Sowers, the birds with their misic are minn,
And mina &g the converse of frinnds that [ love.
Why then abomid T w whaen thay apeak wRin me

OF the boauty and uf I mever may soo i
“ That I never may sea! O, no! lhlumﬁ;
I ORE wha will yot fure light ;

an ahuyu in dilmu iy A IrI anall gropa,

the ghory of heaven dha llmll oh my aleht
Whm 1llr woming shail dawn, oh | then shali
The baauly, the brighteass, now hidden from mn.“‘
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DEDICATION.

Tuaover these Flowers have silently bloomed in the val-
ley of sorrow, encompassed with the ahadows of a painful
adversity, and therefore may not exhale fragrance like those
which are gathered along the sunny paths of bealth and
prosperity, yeb

T THE AUTHOR
would hambly venture to present this little offering
TO THOSE THOUGHTFUL FRIENDS,

who have 8o generously extended to him their Christian
sympathies and their disinterested benevolence, as a willing
token of his grateful appreciation of all their kindnesses.
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POEMS.

THE WARRICR'S BRIDE.

O the river's green bank, near the edge of the wood,

The low wigwam of Meenar in solitude stood ;

The green boughs of the hemlock waved gently above,

Like an angel of peace o'er the nest of a dove.

Here in silent repose modest violets graw,

O whose fair tiny forms early plistened the dew,

The faint type of that purity, poodness, and love,

Which so frealy distils from the fountam above, —

And the carols of birds at the morn's early gieam,

With sweet silvery tones from the pure crystal stream,

Their glad echoes united in joyfol acelaim, .
As they breathed forth their praise to the Great Bpirit's name.
The sweet-smelling spruce and the balsam grew nigh,

E'er distilling their gifts, with a murmuring sigh,

As the wind whispered through them as mildly it past,

Or as sunshine peeped through, and its bright glances cast
On her face, as she gat, undisturbed, by the door,

And repeated the song of her happiness o'er,

As her small graceful fingers the green willows wronght

Into fanciful forms, which ber own skill had taught.

Thus contented and bappy, one warm summer day,
When nature around was all blooming and gay,
z
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8he gat on her pallet of deerskin alone,

Thinking only of him who that morning had gone

O'er the hill in the distance, with arrows and spear,

To hunt for the bison, or ewift-footed deer,

She remembered with pleasure his last parting word,
‘Which had reached hor warm heart and true sympathy stirred,
As ha stood by her side, and locked lovingly down

To her dark sparkling eyes, which saw never a frown
Overshadow the brow of ber own chogen brave,
Who his last breath would give her dear life to save,
Thus the day wore away, as with feclings serens

Bhe thers quietly mused on the besutiful scene,

Which had dawned on bher life in her own native home,
Where as queen of the forest she froely might roam,

Wken the shadows of evening grew speedily on,

For his coming she watched, with the game he had won,
And with long earnest gaze looked far o'er the plain,

In the hope of bebolding her true love again,

As the dark forest shade he should first leave behind,
And employ as his servant the fragrant west wind,

To announce his retorn to his beautifiul bride,

Who he knew would be wishing her brave by her side.
But night its dark eurtain soon drew o'er the sky,

And the glistening stars peeped like gems from on bigh, —
The murmuring stream aod the whippoorwill's note

In gech mournful low cadences seemed now to float

On the cool evening air, through the tall waving trees,
That the tidings of evil were borne by the breeze.

8till he came not,— no other scunds fell on her ear,
Save these two plaintive tones, which awcke every fear,
And with slow measared pace pausing oft by the way,
To discern if some light eould be seen far away,

Where encamped he might resting in safety remain,
Till the morn should enlighten his pathway again,

She eagerly listened the first sound to hear,

Which might prove that his footsteps were then drawing near.
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8till another bright morning peeped over the hills,

And the sunshine danced lightly o'er sweet flowing rills,
Yet no sign of his camp on the mountain was seen,

And no blue eurling smoke in the valleys between, —

Mot a sound in the distant green woodland was heard,
Save the sighing of winds which the long branches stirred,
And the rushing of waters now truthfully seemed

The responses of sarraw of which she had dreamed.
Disheartened she turned to her now dreary home,

Where ali sleeplesa she sighed that he longer should roam,
And her favorite lays lost their pawer to cheer,

For ber feelings forebode that some danger was near.

‘When the shadows of evening were gathering fast,

And the moon its pale light on her wigwam had cast, —
‘Which had bridged the clear stream with its silvery light,
On which fairies might cross in the stillness of pight, —
A faint sound in the distance canght Meenar's quick ear;
And she listened with eagerness plainer to hear. '

But deep silence seemed quickly on all things to rest,
Like an infant asleep on ita fond mother's breast,

When a footstep much nearer distinetly was heard,

In the dark shadowa round, which all quiet disturbed, —
For no signal came floating wpon the still air,

To announce that brave Worba, the chieftain, was there ;
And before she could turn from the danger away,

A stern voice by her side had compelled her to stay.
Then a band of fierce warriors gathered around,

And her delicate wrists with strong ligaments bound,
While they mocked at her grief,—whiose sad tears werc the jest
Of ber merciless foes, who would give her no rest.

Alas, now, for Meenar, the beantifol bride,

‘Who had thought to herself no dread ill could betide,
While she feared but for Worba, ber true noble brave,
Who, perhaps, in the forest had found his lone grave



