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DEDICATIOM.

TO A. H. LEWIS, A. M., D. D.

Dear Sin:—This collection of ocensional plecea 15 aub-
mitted Lo the public, only through the earmest sollclitatfon
of friends, and even now 1t Is done with the grentest Aifi-
dence.

Aain former dags, Tturmed to you for encouragement
and spiritual mdvice, so now I turn te yon {p this my cm-
barraesment, and dedicate to yor the only ook with which
[ ehall ever treapass on public patlence

I hope you will permit me, sir, to subecribe myself
Your frlend sod servant,

> H. Davis,

V605830



PREFACE.

wHtLE the adage, “Toats are horn, not made,” ey
be troe, we fully realize that a classic education
is a prereguisite to the writing of poetry that will interest
the Mierary world, This classic education the author of
Lhedo limes bas tot, having been bred s farmer and spent
thirty-twg aof ki beat years in mercantile transsetions,
Though the contanta of thia. little bask may serve to
awREen many tender memories in the Imindﬂ and heari2 of
peguaintances, yet it never would heve been given to the
world had 1t not been for the eprnest aclicitation of fricnds.
If what i3 hers wristen—the production of idle howrs—
will edify lts readera or fmprove their hearts, the highest
hopes of the writer will e aceomplished.

Tai AvUTHOR
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COMPLIMENTARY.

Barardonk, May 15, 1881,
«Me. . H. Davia:

I have frequently spoken of * The Bard of Cuolet Dell™
sx the "“White HBlackbind.” He has fine sentiment, and
wriles real goad poctry, aml ia i the game time 8 good
practical boslmess man, Whon yoo wrole me wornd you
bad cut aizty tone of boy, and hed gone to bay cattle to
which to feed the bay, instead of Leling it and sending it
away {0 market, to therely impoverikh ¥our land—rthen it
was [ thought of the author of ' Home, Bweot TTame"
anid wondered why every poat comdld not hitch Pegasus (o
the utility ¢hariot. Tut yoo koow they do not; therefore
I have alwava admired the exception so the general rule,
which is happily embnodied o your peculiar clinracler.
Your posms are pocd salad for the home eircle; they are
good aglid pense, and happy metre with it. We never get
tlred of hearing e song of the wild birds. Thers i3 none
of Lthe piratical eling-clang in the music of the wild woods,

od end nature and our soul's breathings are In sweet
congonsncs,  We listen to the anthems of the early winds
of Spring in the soft foliage of a new born creation, and
our souls are mesmerised to trangnil]l moods by the soft

metre of their balmy loveliness, David's Bonge are younger
v



viii COMPLIMEKTARY,

to-day than when they were first written, for they leaven
the sonls of countless millions, and after you have read
them a& thousand times you discover freab besuty in the
depths of thelr anthemas.

The sparkle of geouine gonies will live forever. We
traat your Book of Poems may meet with goneral faver.
And whether popular applagae shall grest {t as the cyclone

mowlng the great fovest sk, or the gentle dew klssing the

petals of the fower, 11 makes oo odds, for yoor thoughts
will awaken new I{deas in others, apd the reproduciive
forces of the poul are illimitable and etermal, The good
man who had contelbuted so largely 1o benevolent purposes
failed in & fimanclol crash. Hia conclusions were: “ Only
whaet 1 rave away I have."

With many kind regarda,
Yaur friend,

Tod WasH SMITH,
Editer of The Baltimeore Hevald.



OUR FRIEND, MR. TOM WASH SMITH,
Editor of THE BALTINOBE HERALD,

pl.mmﬁi-:nu qmite & nomber of poems which may he fonnd
in thia book, on aome of which he waa pleased to pasa
compliments which I consldered worth more than the posms,
[ have no worda with sufBcient moaning (o exprese my grat-
Itude to him for his encouragement and many henefita,

e livetsh not for sell alone—
But apewath ased to all tha world |
O gweseping winde ol stuzots woe Dlown,
With head-line bold—Tae BAvTimomne HBgA LD,
FUo perest thie feeblo stepe of man,
And whiie ﬁngenemua eyeswould tyown,
He reachos out i helpdog hand
Which comes aloneg form the ¥enown'd.
With clear-cut worde s wims so high,
Re arowna the literary world ;
And st o glimpso, with skilfal cye,
You aee Bin in ‘TARE HanTidoRE HERALD.
For what ie in the heart of tnan
O wrltten pages he bath ahown,
Holf pasalnyg through his modbam (the pem b,
Heallzing not the peed he's aown.,



