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LEISURE MOURS.

e Tebhuew,

Larwp of my childhood, happy land, onee more
My footateps tread thy wild romantic shore ;
Onee more thy mountains, tow'ring to the skiae,
Thy *“clond eapp'd™ hills, before my view arise ;
Once more along thy burnies’ sides 1 rove,

Ligt to the warkling songstera of the grove,

Or tread the mazes of the wooded glon,

Far from the noisy haunts of busy men.

Yes, lovely scenes, unchanged ye still remain,
Your beanty still ye favour'd hauntz retain !
But where are they who ovar ueed to ba
Partakers with me in my boyish gleat
Who clamber'd with me up the monntain steep,
Who with me braved the dangers of the deep ;
Advent'rons souls, who o'ee the rush-bound lake,
In tiny back would dare the voyage maks ;
Who nimbly with me op the rocks have sprung,
Ta tob the blackbird of her unfledged young :
Or pillaged oft, 'mid merriment and plee,

The village lawyer's or the parson’s tras?

Time has been busy ; Ab ! how busy here:

My play-hour cronies and companions dear
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Are gome, like smow-flaker melting in the sun,
O, like ripe froit, have dropt off one by one ;
And few are left, alaz ] how very few,
Of all the numbers whom in youth I know.
And where is she who on the village green,
Year after yesr we baild onr fair May Quesn i
To whom we bent the knee of homage low,
And placed the rose-wreath on her enowy brow §
Who the foud heart of many & awnin had bound,
The standing toast of all the country round ;
The light of heart, the careless, happy, fres,
Unmatch’'d in mirth industrious as the beal
G, a2k the sexton, he perchance can tell
The fata of one whom all had loved 2o well ;
And as he tells the ofttold tale, he tries
In vain to hide the moisture of his syes ;
For tales of sorraw reach the poor man's heart
Booner than all the pagesntry of art:
# *'waz in the summer,” thus his tale he told,
# There tu oor village came o sgaman bold ;
Reckless and wild, he own'd but passion’s law,
And sigh'd to graap each budding flower he saw.
Our village rose hung on the parent stem,
Elooming and sparkling like a costly Glem ;
He gain'd posscssion of her gnileless heart,
Buat, ah 1 the scoundrel play'd a villain's part :
The flower was worn in trinmph for & day,
Then faded, withered, heedless, thrown away.
“ He went to ses and left the roin'd maid,
Whose rosy cheek had now began to fade;
She geldom spoke, waa never known to smile,
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But pined in secret o’er her lover's guile.

A babs was born ; her father spurn’d hia poor
Heart and health-broken dsughter from his door
Weeping, she turn'd her silently away.

Sunk on the threshold, and essay'd to pray.

% "Twas dead of wintar, bittar wae the blast
That, snow drift laden, went careering past ;
Toward the beach with faltering step she turn’d,
While in her brain the five of frenzy burn’d.

* Next morn they found her on a rock reclined,
Her babe and bresst unshelterd from the wind ;
Death wns enstanap’d upon her pallid brow —
And thers,” he pointed, * she is slesping now.”
No marble tells her lineage or her name,

No stone records the etory of her shame,

Ah ! what & change 2 few shart years have made
How many a loved vne in the tomb is laid !
Thees whom I left in manhood's strength end prime,
Aro standing, grey-hair'd, on the verge of time ;
And the young sprigs who wers but newly blown,
Are saplings strong, or trees maturely grown,

The langhing maidens with the flaxen hair,
Are women Oghting with & world of eare;
And s strange group of little ones are zaen,
Filling our places on the village green.

A stranger sits npon the teacher’s stool,
And a new generation throng the school.

I too am changed, for few, alaz ! can trace
A formor feature in this care-worn faes ;
Boon must I follow to that distant bourng,
% From whence oo teaveller can o'or return.”
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@The Wrech.

Moex on the wsters, proudly sway

Dashea the bark through the vcean spray,

With sounds of joy, with the voice of song,

Borne by the broezos gaily along ;

While the parting prayer is breath’d around,

Onward is spesding the homeward bound.
Hearts from cars and from sorrow firee,

Child of the Ocean, are dwelling in thee ;

Mothers are calming their children’s fears,

Wiping away their terror-cansed tears,

Pointing their thonghts to that distant land

Where awaits an eager expeciant band ;

Brothers whoae nofey mirth shall hail,

Bisters whose welcome cannot fail

To cheer their hearts and excite their gles,

When safe from the dangets of the sea,
Night on the ocean, derk overhead,

The bleck cleuds hang like the pall of the dead ;

The waters are boiling and bubbling below,

The voice of the seamen is fearfully low :

Now the canves dangles against the mast,

Then awells with & gust of the fitful blast ;

And prayers are rising, alaa| in vain,

For safety in 'midst th' Atlantic mam
Morning again, so lovely and fair,

Who could think the storm had been therc?

Where is the vessze] that proudly reared

Its head, as it on through the waters steared

. Where are the hearts ao happy and gay,
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That but yesterday aported the fime away t
Where are the babes and their mothers, where i
And the aire whose brow waa marked with care ?
All gunk in the cverwhelming wave,
All buried deep in that living grave !

Friends at land, ye no more may mest
With those ye fondly waited to greet |
Sisters must sigh for the loved and loat,
Brothers must weep for the tempest-tosa'd,
Sorrow must whiten the maiden’s cheek,
And grief the fond mother's heart may break ;
But that barque and its srew have pasd'd away,
And are sleeping spund ‘neath the ocean's spray.

The oo Jhoets,

Tue rich aspirant after public fame,

"Phe candidate for notice pnd a name,

Softly recliutng on his coshion'd aeat,

A rich and coatly Brossels at his feet,

With all the comfort afluence may command,

{Perchance some titled Nabab of the land),

With tiny fingers sweeps the living lyre,

And warms enraptured with poetie fire ;

In Annual or Album writes his lays,

And gains, at least, & fashionable praise.
But, lo | the Foet of the poor bebold ;




