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Preface.

        


Poetry; 
Philosophy; 
LoveThe title of the following 
Poem may, perhaps, be rather strange at first thought; and may prompt the enquiry,—“What sort of 
philosophy is there in 
Love?”—In reply, I would say, 
do think again: give it another thought: and then ask, Is there no 
Philosophy in 
Love? I hope a reference 
even to the analysis of the poem will go far to shew that there is; and more especially, I hope, in the 
poem, the 
Muse’s endeavours will prove that there 
is a great deal of 
philosophy, in Love; and as much in value, if not more so, than all the other philosophies existing!
[bookmark: an-sctGolPhi0400] 

Love; 
Religion; 
PerceptionIt is true, the idea of love, in many minds of a reprehensible nature, is often associated with notions, which has no affinity whatever with 
love in its true character! The affections of the heart, which are as an impress of 
God’s likeness on the soul, can surely not be deserving of that degraded sort of esteem, with which some would regard them.
[bookmark: an-sctGolPhi0401] 

Love; 
ReligionTrue love is worthy of the best respect that can be shewn; and not to be ashamed; seeing it reflects, as in a mirror, that spirit of truth, with which the affections were inspired at the beginning; and had pronounced upon it the best of blessings; and it is on the merit of 
such, that human happiness on earth chiefly depends. But, how much has 

 
true-love been defaced of its beauty, and the glory of the holy Spirit’s 
image been bedimmed when thoughts unholy would in the mind arise, degrading love’s own 
truth to quite the reverse of its original purity! So sensuality though dressed up with blandishments and flattery, to appear fair and love-like, is not 
true-love: there is as much difference between the one and the other, as between man, and a well dressed ape!
[bookmark: an-sctGolPhi0402] Besides, 

Love; 
Poetry; 
MoralityLove is not only the essence of all true poetry, but it is also the foundation of all sound morality,—it is the very spirit of moral philosophy! Now, say, is there no philosophy in 
Love?
[bookmark: an-sctGolPhi0403]

        


Current Affairs; 
PoetryIn order to prevent any misconception, which may arise, in regard to originality, in the first canto, I would remark, as the nature of the subject required a starting point,—where could it be found, but at the beginning of all things? Now, as this 
beginning has been treated on by 

Milton, some 
critic, who may have no farther knowledge of his works, than what they have seen, of extracts, in their school-books; and who may be ready to accuse me of plagiarism, and that without any examination, as if they believed that no one had a right to treat on the same 
text: yet, such an accusation I can repudiate, as I can do without any such aid. I only followed the natural course of the 

 subject, and, consequently, must have crossed some point in the path, which formerly he trode. It was not till after I had brought the Poem to a close, that the question occurred to me, when transcribing it,—What, if I should be blamed for borrowing from 

Milton? This rather startled me. I immediately took down his works to make search; but at this time failed in finding what I sought. About six month’s after a certain 
pseudo critic, to entertain the readers of the 
Evening Post, (June, 10, ’69) accused me, of “
caricaturing the loves of Adam and Eve, from 

Milton!”—This made me search his works more earnestly, to see what grounds there were for such an accusation; at length, I found about the end of 
Book VIII. of 
Paradise lost the place, to which our 
critic must have referred, and saw, to my surprise and delight, we only painted the same picture from different points of observation; while I could not, but feel convinced that our 
critic himself was as ignorant of what he affirmed. as were the pen, ink, and paper, which he engaged to show the rabid spirit he possessed. I dare say (without any 
egotism) whoever chooses to take the trouble to compare the passages referred to above, I have no doubt, but that they will see the correctness of what I have stated,—I am no way averse to 

 sound criticism; but let my 
critic prove himself master of the subject on which he exercises his censorial powers, and shew, he can give a better rendering to the idea put forth, before he vomits out his invective and abuse; let him do this, and 
then we will bow in respect to rebuke: but a 
critic, who can show nothing but maliceousness; him, we utterly scorn! My 
critic got a reply, but he was not gracious enough to entertain the readers of the 
Evening Post, with his own tirade turned against himself! However both 
critic and 
reply are pinned together for a future use.
[bookmark: an-sctGolPhi0404]

        
To conclude this digressive preface, I may only add, 

Poetrythe rest of the 
Poem, after the 
first canto, is the result of a life-time’s observation, and, of course, a little experience.
[bookmark: an-sctGolPhi0405] We shall now return our sincere thanks for past acceptance; and in business phrase, may we hope, this may merit a continuance of the same. 

Poetry; 
PhilosophyAs the aim of philosophy is to aid in the attainment of happiness on earth, and, by an increase of knowledge, to lesson human misery; so if this humble song can, in any way, assist in solving some of the great problems of life, the 
Muse will be glad to think, she has not spun her task in vain: while the consciousness of having done his duty, as 
her amanuensis, to assist and advise the tempted and tried, by precept and illustration, will be the joy, and rejoicing of the—


AUTHOR
[bookmark: an-sctGolPhi0406].
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A Brief Analysis 
of the 
Poem.

        

          


Canto First.

          
The 
Theme proposed. Invocation. Origin of Love. Its influence in Heaven. The endless theme of praise. 
Love’s great contrasts in Heaven. Its lesser powers in creation. Its great influence on man. The grand relationship. The soul of man composed largely of love, as proof of divine authorship. The bond of union between man and his 
Maker. Man’s request. His happiness yet incomplete. Pleasant work. The first meeting. Adam’s ecstatic expression of his joy. Eve’s happy reply. Nature’s joy at the first marriage feast!

        

        

          


Canto Second .

          
The test of the affections. Ruling principles in man’s uature. What is Love? A special invocation. An answer advanced.—Love’s beauty often marred. True love’s pleasures unsurpassable. True, and false love, distinguished, and contrasted. Counterfeits detected. Deception’s vileness reprimanded. Sympathy for the unfortunate. JESU’s grand example. The joys of reciprocated affections. An exemplification in the magnate. 
Clarinda, and her trials. When the value of blessings are known. Adversity. An exemplification in the electric fluid; such, as affecting man; the same, as affecting women. A summing up for the verdict!

        

        
        



          


Canto Third.

          
True love’s pleasures, even amidst trilas. Affections under restraint. An unacountable difficulty overcome. Imprudence punished; a conrast. A pleasant view, and forboding change. Hopes and disappointments. 
Hector’s return from 
India; his fortunes and misfortunnes; sorrows and unforseen joys. Lovely 
Hariot’s story, her sickness and blindness; her 
Arthur’s return; a scene which angels might admire! The unconquerable nature of true-love, as seen in the story of Emma and 
Laura. Love in a death-bed scene; sad reverses; a loving resignation.

        

        

          


Canto Fourth.

          
An incalculable blessing. Love in truth, and that in romance contrasted. 
Amelia’s courtship, nuptials decided on; an unpleasant discovery of her 
Henry’s secret fault; a cutting reproof; her lover’s flight; reactions; both sides of the question examined; her employment and faithfulness; the old lover with a new heart returned. Another illustration of true love’s wisdom, in the story of 
Matilda and the favoured ploughman; the first ten minute’s interview, and her estate saved from ruin; her prudence greatly admired. A contrasting pourtrait of love in 
romance. 
Helen the family pet; her education, and parental expectations; her pride, and self-will; her choice; the favoured one’s attainments Remonstrances. The elopement. Fancy reversed, and unhappy results!

        

        
        



          


Canto Fifth.

          
Time personified. His first employment. Fresh additions to his commission. His budget of dispensations. Man’s duty in regard to such he receives. Love the greatest blessing on earth, and the source of all others. Youth expectanat. Fanciful passion, and reason, antagonistic. The spell dissolved. Reactions. Illustrations offer’d. The miseries attending domestic divisions. Contrasted advantages arising from domestic unanimity. Woman’s influences. 
Malcolm’s happy lot; his wife’s prudence; her second courtship, which wins him from evil habits; his first attempt at family worship, and happy result. Reflection on the lives of an aged couple. The influence of 
true love, though in the minority, upon the world at large, with contrary consequence without it. Moral reflections on true love’s influences.

        

        

          


Canto Sixth .

          
Man’s responsibility in the management of his affections. Reasons why affections are misplaced. Our several duties in our appointed lots considered. The crossed in love. How to solve a hard problem. Examples drawn from life. Strange extremes Jealousy, and its twofold nature. The story of 
Lorenza’s trials. Grand results arising from disappointments. The rejected gift. Self-revenge repremanded. Woman’s influences. A thoughtless game discovered. Dissappointments reversed. Safety valves for vexed feelings. A look over the lottery of life. New inventions 

 required for the benefit of mankind. Good dispensations held at discount. The reason why, True Love’s cultivation. The results of neglects in love-culture. True life and its reverse. A blank in the affections. Sympathy for the lone deserving. The pernicious nature of diseased affections. Their activity in healthful state. The Poet’s safety valve. Employments for the affections. Life’s first request. The 
use of bestial pets. An apostrophe to the unengaged. 
Conclusion.
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Canto First.

          
The 
Theme proposed. Invocation. Origin of Love. Its influence in Heaven. The endless theme of praise. 
Love’s great contrasts in Heaven. Its lesser powers in creation. Its great influence on man. The grand relationship. The soul of man composed largely of love, as proof of divine authorship. The bond of union between man and his 
Maker. Man’s request. His happiness yet incomplete. Pleasant work. The first meeting. Adam’s ecstatic expression of his joy. Eve’s happy reply. Nature’s joy at the first marriage feast!
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Canto Second .

          
The test of the affections. Ruling principles in man’s uature. What is Love? A special invocation. An answer advanced.—Love’s beauty often marred. True love’s pleasures unsurpassable. True, and false love, distinguished, and contrasted. Counterfeits detected. Deception’s vileness reprimanded. Sympathy for the unfortunate. JESU’s grand example. The joys of reciprocated affections. An exemplification in the magnate. 
Clarinda, and her trials. When the value of blessings are known. Adversity. An exemplification in the electric fluid; such, as affecting man; the same, as affecting women. A summing up for the verdict!
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Canto Third.

          
True love’s pleasures, even amidst trilas. Affections under restraint. An unacountable difficulty overcome. Imprudence punished; a conrast. A pleasant view, and forboding change. Hopes and disappointments. 
Hector’s return from 
India; his fortunes and misfortunnes; sorrows and unforseen joys. Lovely 
Hariot’s story, her sickness and blindness; her 
Arthur’s return; a scene which angels might admire! The unconquerable nature of true-love, as seen in the story of Emma and 
Laura. Love in a death-bed scene; sad reverses; a loving resignation.
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Canto Fourth.

          
An incalculable blessing. Love in truth, and that in romance contrasted. 
Amelia’s courtship, nuptials decided on; an unpleasant discovery of her 
Henry’s secret fault; a cutting reproof; her lover’s flight; reactions; both sides of the question examined; her employment and faithfulness; the old lover with a new heart returned. Another illustration of true love’s wisdom, in the story of 
Matilda and the favoured ploughman; the first ten minute’s interview, and her estate saved from ruin; her prudence greatly admired. A contrasting pourtrait of love in 
romance. 
Helen the family pet; her education, and parental expectations; her pride, and self-will; her choice; the favoured one’s attainments Remonstrances. The elopement. Fancy reversed, and unhappy results!
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Canto Fifth.

          
Time personified. His first employment. Fresh additions to his commission. His budget of dispensations. Man’s duty in regard to such he receives. Love the greatest blessing on earth, and the source of all others. Youth expectanat. Fanciful passion, and reason, antagonistic. The spell dissolved. Reactions. Illustrations offer’d. The miseries attending domestic divisions. Contrasted advantages arising from domestic unanimity. Woman’s influences. 
Malcolm’s happy lot; his wife’s prudence; her second courtship, which wins him from evil habits; his first attempt at family worship, and happy result. Reflection on the lives of an aged couple. The influence of 
true love, though in the minority, upon the world at large, with contrary consequence without it. Moral reflections on true love’s influences.
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Canto Sixth .

          
Man’s responsibility in the management of his affections. Reasons why affections are misplaced. Our several duties in our appointed lots considered. The crossed in love. How to solve a hard problem. Examples drawn from life. Strange extremes Jealousy, and its twofold nature. The story of 
Lorenza’s trials. Grand results arising from disappointments. The rejected gift. Self-revenge repremanded. Woman’s influences. A thoughtless game discovered. Dissappointments reversed. Safety valves for vexed feelings. A look over the lottery of life. New inventions 

 required for the benefit of mankind. Good dispensations held at discount. The reason why, True Love’s cultivation. The results of neglects in love-culture. True life and its reverse. A blank in the affections. Sympathy for the lone deserving. The pernicious nature of diseased affections. Their activity in healthful state. The Poet’s safety valve. Employments for the affections. Life’s first request. The 
use of bestial pets. An apostrophe to the unengaged. 
Conclusion.
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Errata.


          

            

              
	
Page 23
              
	Line
	      
	19
	      
	for Loue, read Love.
            

            

              
	

” 26
              
	
—
	      
	22
              
	for wilthin, read within.
            

            

              
	

„ 44
              
	
—
	      
	18
              
	
„ Her soul, read Her troubled soul.
            

            

              
	

„ 65
              
	
—
	      
	21
              
	
„ Interprating, read Interpreting.
            

            

              
	

„ 80
              
	
—
	      
	9
              
	
„ eyery, read every.
            

            

              
	

„ 84
              
	
—
	      
	21
              
	
„ moorning, read morning.
            

            

              
	

„ 100
              
	
—
              
	I1
              
	
„ loxe, read love.
            

            

              
	

„ 103
              
	
—
	      
	21
              
	
„ pecuiar natuer, read peculiar nature.
            

            

              
	

„ 158
              
	
—
	      
	17
              
	
„ distress woe, read distress and woe.
            

            

              
	

„ 161
              
	
—
	      
	22
              
	
„ There, read Their.
            

            

              
	

„ 194
              
	
—
	      
	5
              
	
„ boubt, read doubt.
            

            

              
	

„ 195
              
	
—
              
	4
              
	
„ thecne, read thence.
            

            

              
	

„ 198
              
	
—
	      
	11
              
	
„ Erae, read Frae.
            

            

              
	

„ 202
              
	
—
              
	4
              
	
„
Prusia, read 
Prussia.
            

          

        


        


      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Philosophy of Love. [A Plea in Defence of Virtue and Truth!] A Poem in Six Cantos, with Other Poems



Contents


	The — Philosophy of Love — by 
William Golder

	
Canto First

	
Canto Second 

p. 21

	
Canto Third 

p. 45

	
Canto Fourth 

p. 68

	
Canto Fifth 

p. 96

	
Canto Sixth 

p. 126



	
A Lay on Wanganui — by 
William Golder 

p. 161

	
The Boaster.* — by 
William Golder 

p. 173

	
The Picture of a Poet — by 
William Golder 

p. 174

	
Inspiration — by 
William Golder 

p. 180

	
An Admonition — by 
William Golder 

p. 182

	
New Year Salutations, for 1863 — by 
William Golder 

p. 184

	
Priestly Bigotry. an epigram — by 
William Golder 

p. 189

	
Saturnalia Astray. — or, Christmass in the South — by 
William Golder 

p. 190

	
Signatures — by 
William Golder 

p. 196

	
To my Auld Trews — by 
William Golder 

p. 197

	
Cupid Sharpening His Arrows — by 
William Golder 

p. 202

	
A Retropective Ditty — by 
William Golder 

p. 207








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Philosophy of Love. [A Plea in Defence of Virtue and Truth!] A Poem in Six Cantos, with Other Poems

The — Philosophy of Love

Contents


	
Canto First

	
Canto Second 

p. 21

	
Canto Third 

p. 45

	
Canto Fourth 

p. 68

	
Canto Fifth 

p. 96

	
Canto Sixth 

p. 126








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Philosophy of Love. [A Plea in Defence of Virtue and Truth!] A Poem in Six Cantos, with Other Poems

Canto First





          

Canto First.

          

          

            


Poetry; 
Love; 
ReligionThis theme is 
Love, and its 
Philosophy,


            
The wisdom of its nature we’ll discuss


            
In form of song. May 
Heaven assist this strain!


            
And may this song in sweetness well accord


            
With all the holiest feelings of the soul,


            
As they a kinship claim with heavenly loves;


            
Yea, such that best assimilate with 
Truth,


            
Whose garb is 
Righteousness, whose joy is 
Peace
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-100]!
          

          

            


Poetry; 
FutureSay, what is 
Love?—But first its source declare,


            
And shew its 
Truth.—Come, 
Inspiration come


            
And to the 
Muse unfold the holy theme:


            
As when a scroll of prophecy’s unwound,


            
Displaying future myst’ries; so propound


            

Love’s nature, and its powers; and so declare


            


            
Its beauties and its joys; though now commix’d


            
With earthly cares, as something to annoy;


            
And tell the loss of glory once its own!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-101]
          

          

            

Love!—Who can tell its nature? ’Tis beyond


            
Conception’s pow’r when seen in prestine state,


            
As it from 
God’s paternal bosom sprung,


            
As co-existent with 
His only 
Son!


            

Love, with 
Him brought to being as a twin


            
Co-partner of 
His Life, was 
Holiness


            
Immaculate and true; the issue grand


            
Of the 
Almighty’s fiat, which declared—


            
“
This is 
My Son! In 
Him is 
My delight:


            
For, 
Him have 
I begotten!—
He is 
Mine,


            
Co-equal with 
Me:—On dominion’s throne


            
Have 
I ordain’d 
Him ever there to reign,


            
Above all principalities and pow’rs,


            
Might and dominion of whatever name:—


            
As 
you to being rise, at this behest,


            
Created for my glory, in your hosts,


            
Come, minister before 
Him, 
Lord of all:


            
Bow down and do 
Him rev’rence as your 
King!


            


            
In 
Him is all my pleasure hid; 

Religion; 
Love; 
Joywith 
Him


            

My
Love goes forth—
His 
nature’s 
Love 
itself!


            
And, 
Him will I uphold in all My Love!”
          

          
          

            
Here is 
Love’s high beginning,—
Its great birth,


            
And source of issue; from which it pervades


            
The vast circumference, from its centre, forth


            
Through 
Heaven’s empyrean space, and filling all


            
Immensity with its exhaustless flow:


            
Yea, permeating with its light, and 
life,


            
Th’ angelic hosts as cause of all their joy!


            
Such 
love, how beatific.—How divine,


            
And godlike is its nature! ’Tis 
supreme


            
O’erev’ry motive, which excite the wills


            
Of all seraphic orders to rejoice


            
In joyful happiness unknown to cares!
          

          

            

Love, in its powers ecstatic, as enjoy’d


            
By the angelic hosts, is far beyond


            
The grasp of human thought: aye ev’n beyond


            
Angelic ken itself, to be defined,


            
Although its nature and effects give joy!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-102]


            


            
While, in man’s fallen state, ’tis oft the source


            
Of much anxiety and painful cares.
          

          

            


Religion; 
Love; 
JoyThe happiness of Heaven, who can conceive,


            
A part from 
love’s sweet influence? ’Tis the light


            
That beams in glory from th’ effulgent face


            
Of 
Deity, and sheds, through Heaven’s expanse,


            
An equal share of bliss, and brightness pure!


            
No diminution’s felt at farthest reach,


            
(If such there be) from centre, as its source;


            
For, 
Love gives glory unrestrain’d, and strong,


            
As magnified ten thousand fold, to all,


            
Convincing all alike that “
God is 
Love!”


            
Yea, in whose soul such love exists, and proves


            

The emanation of 
God’s Love, there can


            
No darkness be: for light and life maintain,


            
To the exclusion of all shade of care.—


            
Such is the joy of Heaven.
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-103] Angelic hosts


            
Acknowledge such, their glory, and delight;


            
So, loud their harps, for high acclaim attuned,


            
Give forth their symphonies, agreeing all


            
With shouts of praise, extolling “
Gracious Love!”


            


            


Religion; 
Love; 
JoyT
Love is the never-ending theme of Heaven,


            
In everlasting praise! It is the zest


            
Of all enjoyment theirs, which never fails


            
T’ excite new raptures in each ardent soul,


            
Increasing, and enlarging the full flow


            
Of holy joy, which no decreasing knows.
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-104]
          

          

            
The joys of earth, ere 
sir was introduced,


            
Were much the same as those enjoy’d above,


            
Proceeding from that 
love which beam’d from heav’n


            
Upon man’s soul, and was his 
Light of life:


            
Yet, danger, being in the way, declared


            
Its lesser glory, though of shining 
Truth!


            
Which 
Sin has tarnish’d 
now. 

Love; 
Memory; 
JoyTruth’s lustre gone,


            
What clouds of gloom envelope would the world,


            
But for such rays 
Love, still glimmering through,


            
To cheer one’s pilgrim path of life, and prove


            
A motive to advance in virtue’s cause,


            
While keeping in remembrance former bliss!
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If good such present state of earthly joys,


            
Arising out of 
our love’s tarnish’d sheen;


            
How far short’ in comparison, they come


            


            
With joy in Heaven, where not a shade of woe


            
Dare enter; where nought intervenes to vex;


            
Such heavenly 
love, who can conceive its worth?


            
’Tis past all reckoning, and far beyond


            
The power of human language to pourtray,


            
As to be understood! Aye, more than this,


            
Such 
love, the cause of all seraphic praise,


            
Falls far short of the glory, and the grace,


            
Contain’d in 
God’s unfathomable 
Love!
          

          

            


Religion; 
Nature; 
LoveAll Nature emanating from the will


            
Of 
Him who call’d 
creation from the depths


            
Of nothingness, into existence fair,


            
An impress bears of that impulse devine,


            
Which then accompanied the creating 
word,


            
Acknowledging the 
Author as 
Supreme!


            

Love is the badge by which man’s soul’s discern’d


            
To be the 
Image of th’ 
Eternal Sire;
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-106]—


            
The breath of life breathed in man’s moulded clay,


            
As it lay newly form’d,—
God’s handy work,—


            
Was such, that changed cold earth to quicken’d life,


            
Whose every feeling thrill’d with holy 
love;


            


            


Religion; 
PoetryThe very counterpart of 
Love divine,


            
Impress’d upon his soul!—Thus, 
God alone


            
Clams th’ 
Authorship of man, distinguish’d by


            
“This mark” even as human authors own


            
Some trade mark theirs, as token of the right


            
They have in aught of worth call’d by their names;
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-107]


            
So, 
man; when to this life was introduced


            
A double portion of 
Love’s holy sprite


            
(Double, compared to aught the 
word diffused,)


            
Inspired his nature, and became both part


            
And parcel of existence, so ’s to cheer,


            
And aid him in pursuit of duty’s path;


            
Likewise to keep him in remembrance true


            
That he is not his own, as sprung by chance


            
Into this state of being;—and that he bore


            
The badge-mark of his 
Maker on his soul,


            
As proof he must 
His special service do!
          

          

            


Love; 
Nature; 
FriendshipSuch was the grand connecting link, which bound


            
To Heaven, earth, and all created things.


            
Love, pure untarnish’d 
love, like what exists


            
In souls seraphic, was the medium bond


            


            
Of friendship between man and 
Diety
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-108].
          

          

            
No fear exists where 
love has its abode:


            
So, in man’s soul tranquility, and bliss


            
Abounded, like the echo of that joy


            
Experienced by the seraphim, as they


            
Their harps tune high to songs devine of 
love!


            
His heart was in full harmony with Heaven;


            
He gladly could partake in such delights,


            
Which much enraptured the celestial choirs;


            
His soul reverberating all their joys!


            
The holy passion, pure and undefiled,


            
As more and more developed it became,


            
Declared its origiu: and felt his soul


            
A holy boldness to converse with 
God:


            
An adaptation to enjoyments pure,


            
Arising from sweet fellowship with 
Him


            
The object of his reverence, made him feel


            
At home, in the society of his 
King.


            
No dread perplex’d, him, though he was alone,


            
Nor did his time hang heavy on his hands;


            
And no oppressive care his 
peace disturb’d;


            


            
Nor was there room for such, for lo, his heart


            
Was otherwise pre-occupied with 
Love!
          

          

            


Love; 
Morality; 
Joy
Love was the magnet between 
God and man,


            
And still is, in regard to common weal,


            
Whether for present, or for future good;


            
It was man’s motive pow’r to duty’s work,


            
And made earth’s Eden 
Paradise below,


            
Akin to Heav’n above, for perfect bliss!
          

          

            
Blest is the power of 
Love;—of Love devine,


            
That 
parent of all human 
love;—in truth,


            
’Tis
that, which fills man’s soul with moral worth,


            
And makes it conscious of superior caste,


            
’Bove aught to being call’d; and makes him seek


            
Enjoyments of a nature like itself,


            
For immortality;
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-109] and tending all


            
To such, that’s found in service of its 
God,


            
While offering 
Him its pure affections all,


            
With true confiding faith! Then, such were the


            
Enjoyments man possess’d, and happy felt,


            
While fearing 
Him with that becoming 
fear,


            
Which springs from rev’rence innocent of dread;


            


            
(But such an idea then was quite unknown;


            
For dread can ne’er exist in sinless souls,


            
As such is the result of conscious guilt:)


            
While 

Love; 
Joyhis devotion’s all composed of 
love,


            
Yes 
love intense,—intense in all its 
Truth,


            
As ’twould reflect the 
Image of his 
God


            
Upon his soul;—the sum of perfect bliss!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-110]
          

          

            
With such a 
love man’s soul was first endow’d,


            
When 
God’s own breath him starled from the dust;


            
’Twas perfect in itself, ’twas undefiled,


            
’Twas pure affection, full of living 
truth,


            
And nothing knew of falsehood or of shame.


            
Man thus with his 
Creator could converse,


            
And felt no barrier to express a wish—


            
A holy wish—to have one like himself,


            
As a companion in the walks of life;


            
One who’d reciprocate his feelings, and


            
Who could participate each heart-felt joy.


            
Love was the impulse prompting the request;


            
And 
God in 
love complied with his desire!


            


Religion; 
Liberty; 
GovernmentThis opportunity, reserved for man,


            


            
To make request, according as he felt


            
The pressure of a want upon his heart


            
To be supplied, spoke friendship and good faith


            
Between man and his 
Maker; and the rank


            
Man held, as one of independent mind,


            
With reason’s power to seek the good required,


            
Rather than be mere passively content


            
To have it on him thrust, without request,


            
Like the inferior races that prevail.
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So, pleased with man’s desire, as it bespoke


            
Confiding faith, and self-consulting thought,


            
Combined in freedom of the will enjoy’d;


            
Most graciously was heard the fond request,


            
Like heart-imploring prayer; when answer came,


            
“
It is not good that man should be alone!”—


            
The void must be fill’d up, as ’twere to add


            
To all that happiness, for which he was


            
Found capable, and which his nature craved,


            
While he maintain’d 
God’s 
love upon his soul.
          

          

            
Man much had in his primal state of joy,


            
And Oh! that 
much must be increased, to shew


            


            
No want of aught that’s good will be withheld,


            
While steadfast was he in his 
Maker’s fear.—


            


Poetry; 
Joy
God’s works around were subjects to his muse,


            
Oft raising most delightful thoughts, which burst


            
In utter’d tones of love-expressive praise;


            
Yes, 
love expressive,—full of ecstacy,—


            
Prolonging oft the song of heart felt joy!
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At close of day, he lonesome sought repose;


            
Lonesome,—as having no one near, from whom


            
He could have a reply to joy express’d:


            
And as he slept, as ’twere a trance-like sleep,


            
A work was on him done, of which he felt


            
Unconscious as to pain; but rather was


            
Enraptured with fresh pleasure in his dreams!


            
Then, having got aroused from slumbers deep,


            
By wakeful nature loud in matin songs,


            
As if reproving man for seeming sloth,


            
While calling him to duty from his dreams:


            
He felt as having overslept, beyond


            
His wont to be astir. Now call’d again


            
To cosciousness required in daily life;


            


            
And having gone abroad contemplative,


            
Meanwhile orisons rising from his heart,


            
Like 
Nature’s incense in its sweet perfumes;


            
While some presntiment, upon his mind,


            
Would shew he soon would have his heart’s desire:—


            
The while admiting much the beauteous scene


            
Around, ’mid op’ning flowers of various bloom;—


            
So grateful were the fragrances he breathed,


            
They seem’d as sweet ambrosia fed his soul:—


            
When Lo! the object of his fond request


            
Appear’d, as like himself she walk’d the grove,


            
Contemplative, admiring all she saw


            
Of flow’rs and fruits; while list’ning to the strains


            
Of warbling choiresters, whose cheerful songs


            
Would seem to bid her welcome; such she felt


            
All counterpart of happiness she own’d!


            
And as she in majestic innocence


            
Enjoy’d surrounding pleasures in her walk,


            
Unconscious was she of th’ admirer near;


            
Or that, she in herself, o’er all admired,


            
Was beauty in perfection; as there met


            


            
All kinds of comeliness most chaste, as when


            
All rays would in one glorious focus shine!
          

          

            


Nature; 
JoyAt such a sight, who can declare the joy


            
That took possession of him? Wonder-rapt


            
At such display of beauty, and of grace;


            
Love fired his heart more ardently, which made


            
Him bound t’ embrace the object he admired,


            
His counterpart,—
Companion of his life!


            
Th’ emotions he sustain’d from 
Nature’s charms


            
Were now so vastly multiplied, he felt


            
As 
Paradise itself had got renew’d,


            
And former loves intensified become!


            
His heart beat high within him; his whole soul


            
Was full of rapture, and ecstatic praise!
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How fondly strain’d he to his throbbing breast


            
The gentle being caught in his embrace;


            
So fain, as he’d incorp’rate with himself,


            
Her gracile form: while up to heaven he look’d,


            
With eyes expressive of the joys he felt,


            
Joy full of gratitude and 
henrt 
[sic: heart]-felt praise.


            
On such a scene might angel vision look


            


            
With holy joy; and might their harps be tuned,


            
In grateful anthems to endearments given:—


            
Thus praising 
God for such a farther view


            
Of 
love in man, 
His 
goodness thus display’d.


            
And well might 
Deity benignant look


            
On their enjoyments, all their 
loves to bless!
          

          

            
Who can the raptures of man’s soul declare,


            
Ere words could give them utterance? Meanwhile


            
Attachment’s best expression, as pourtray’d


            
In the enamour’d kiss, his joy bespoke,


            
Till deep emotions, stirr’d, pour’d forth this strain:
          

          

            


Love; 
Joy; 
Religion; 
LandOh 
Isha! my 
Beloved!—
dear to my heart!—


            

Part of myself!—
The darling of my soul!


            
Second to 
Deity! to 
me, thou art;


            

My
Joy! in thee, is happiness complete!—


            
My heart was lonely, notwithstanding all


            
Around would joy impart; but who was there


            
To whom I could communicate a thought?


            
Or would rejoice mine ears with speech, to shew


            
Intelligence of soul as kindred pure,


            
So as to prove mine equal, or take part


            


            
In life concerns, t’enhance enjoyments pure?—


            
Oh 
Gift of 
Heaven! without thee 
Paradise


            
Had been a 
wild! All 
beauties had been vain!


            
Though admiration, would creation’s works


            
Call forth, yet who had 
I to sympathise


            
With 
me in aught of joy, to whom express


            
My fervent thoughts? such pent up in my heart,


            
from joys abounding running all to waste!
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Or who was there, to join with kindred 
love


            
My adorations to the great 
Supreme?—


            


Nature; 
SocietyAll other creatures had there partners meet;


            
The songs of birds, and other bestial sounds,


            
Met from their fellows sympathetic strains:


            
Thus joy would answer joy, to shew their 
loves


            
Were not in waste, or vain, or void of aim!
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But me,—when 
I my grateful praise pour’d forth,


            
No one would answer; none would say 
Amen!


            
Yea, 
I was 
lone;—my gladness was secluse,


            
Apart from every influence of 
love!—


            
Oh! what a change I feel! 
My 
dearest love,


            
Thus join’d together, may we never part!


            


            
Now heart with heart most genially will hold


            
Sweet correspondence, and all joys enhance;


            
While greater ardour mingling in the praise


            
Of our 
Creator, will enlarge the bliss,


            
I feel from Heaven descending on my soul!


            
The joys of other creatures have their bounds:


            
But, Oh! th’ unbounded scope I now possess


            
With thee my love, I feel as now I could


            
Embrace the whole creation for thy sake!


            
To 
me, thou art its miniature of worth:


            
Without thee all were worthless! Yes, thy charms


            
Have influence on my heart: they magnify


            
All other charms which 
Nature can display!


            
Oh! 
praise be to the bounteous 
Lord of all,


            
For 
this to me, 
His crowning gift! 

JoyFor thee,


            
My darling 
Isha, my heart’s wellings flow,


            
To overflowing:—an exhaustless source


            
To 
me, thou art, of everlasting praise!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-116]”
          

          

            
So spake th’ enraptured 
Sire of human kind,


            
When first he was a 
Bridegroom, and rejoiced


            
In the first 
Honeymoon the world beheld:


            


            
To whom, th’ 
Embraced, in answer thus replied;
          

          

            
“My dearest lord, to thee I feel attach’d,


            
As to thee drawn by a most potent power;


            
I feel within my heart that we are one!


            
From thee, I surely must have been detach’d,


            
A sep’rate being, by some powerful hand;


            
And, in my nature, would I still incline


            
To a reunion to the source, from which


            
Came this existence, so that I might have


            
With him a fellowship of genial 
love.


            


Imagination; 
PerceptionThus, as I came along, I often look’d


            
This way and 
that, to see if there was one,


            
Like him I saw in vision, ere I woke


            
Into this state, which much my thoughts imprest;


            
So, now, in you, that vision’s realized!
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From thee, to be devided, is not mine;


            
My feelings 
such would with abhorrence spurn!


            
I 
feel rejoiced at this embrace and 
love,


            
Though first I felt surprised, and would have fled,


            
Yet, seeking for this fellowship of thine:


            
Oh, may I still deserve it! Yes, I am


            


            
Thine own; so ever be our hearts as one!


            
’Twill be my pleasure ever to rejoice


            
In aught that gives thee gladness, and enhance


            
Th’ endearments of thy heart, as all mine own.—


            
As I came past yon coppice, I admired


            
The blooming eglantine, whose fragrance rich


            
Gave pleasure to another sense, I felt


            
Possess’d of, more than sight and hearing, while


            
All such united were to glad my heart


            
With beauties of their kinds; to me, all sweet;


            
As such, with loving thoughts, best correspond!—


            
And as I stood contemplative, I saw


            
A 
likeness of my state in the frail bine,


            
Which wound itself around the stronger stems


            
Of neighb’ring trees, as glad of such support,


            
Their beauties with advantage to display!


            
I felt myself alone:—a creature frail—


            
And felt, with nature of my wants, impress’d,


            
While longing for congenial fellowship


            
In one, superior—worthy of my faith,


            
On whom my heart in confidence could rest!


            


            
Thus, much impress’d, as by some guiding hand,


            
I’ve hither come; and, Oh! my heart is glad,


            
To find the import of my every wish


            
Concentrated in thee, my husband good;


            
My chief delight, and crown of all my joys!—


            
Oh! may my virtues like the fragrant flow’rs,


            
Of th’ eglantine which garnish well the boughs


            
Of yonder trees, be the adornments, which


            
May grace our union, and rejoice thy heart!


            
So be my aim to cherish all thy love;


            
That, my chief duty;—that, any sole delight,


            
That mutually our hearts may aye rejoice!
          

          

            
“Oh! bless my 
Isha,

* great creating 
SIRE!


            
My 
Wombman bless. 
Thou Author of all good!”—


            
Man interposed; while closer to his heart,


            
He fondly strain’d her, and with fervour kiss’d


            
Her forehead and her cheek; which she return’d


            
As answer fond, to his accepted 
love!—


            
Then hied they thither to the nuptial bower,


            


            
While 
Nature would on ev’ry side declare


            
Congratulations meet, while voiceing forth


            
The bridal chorals. Songsters of the grove


            
Their happiest strains a-chanting; other tribes


            
Their voices uttering,—all in unison,


            
With warmest commendations, that could hail


            
Th’ occasion of man’s happiness complete:


            
While shrubs, and flow’ring trees of every kind,


            
Shed far their fragrance on the zephyr’s wing,


            
As thus were sent to regions more remote,


            
The cheering news of 
Man’s first marriage feast:—


            
All, 
all were joyous! 
All betokening


            

Heaven’s high approval of their mutual 
Love!
          

          
        



* 

                

                
                


* 
Isha is the original of wombman, from which comes the abbreviate 
Woman.
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Of fond affection, who can tell the strength;


            
Or ev’n of its existence be aware,


            
Unless some trial brings it to the test?


            
Affections well accredited may be,


            
In peacefulness, and in enjoyments smooth;


            


            


Love; 
Ocean; 
SufferingAs sails the barque upon a tranquil sea,


            
’Neath summer’s sky, and with a steady breeze


            
Moved gently on; then, all would pleasure seem:


            
But then, there’s nothing to commend its worth,


            
Its strength of build, and how it braves the storm,


            
When striving with head winds and adverse tides;


            
As storms, and tempests best its virtues try!


            
So will cross fortunes in the cause of 
love,


            
Well try the spirit and the faith of those,


            
Who may the victims of such fate become!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-200]
          

          

            
’Twas well with Adam, in earth’s paradise,


            
Before the 
Tempter came. ’Twas all smooth then:


            


Love; 
Religion; 
Joy’Twas all delight, and harmony, and peace;


            
With not a shade of trial to becloud


            
The happy days and hours of sinless love!


            
But when the 
Tempter came, to interfere


            
With primal joys, by tempting the glad pair


            
To break their cov’nant union with their 
God;


            
Ah! 
then they felt what ne’er before was known,


            
A change in all their mutual joy!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-201] They felt


            
Misgivings rise, with other omenous cares,


            
Of which, their minds had ne’er susceptive been!


            


            
With much of self-reproach, and repremand,


            
Which might have proved the source of double woe,


            
But for th’ unchanging influence of love!
          

          

            
Here was the power of 
love.display’d; this bond


            
Of union shewn more clearly, than when peace,


            
And joy, were native to their primal state.


            
In such condition, 
love no trial had


            
To prove that strength, or virtue it possess’d;


            
Or in 
Man’s soul it was enthroned 
Supreme!


            


Love; 
Change; 
Work
Love then seem’d dormant, or had but possess’d


            
Mere infant life, as being void of care,


            
In passiveness; while no activity


            
It had to shew progressiveness in life;


            
’Twas mere child’s play, compared to earnest work!


            
—But 
now ’tis roused; ’tis actively awake;


            
It feels its own existence, even in


            
Recrimination, and their mutual grief,


            
At having lost the joys they once possess’d.
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Lone, like the threefold cord, unites their hearts


            
To bear each other’s burdens, while it acts


            
An antidote against the baue despair!


            


            


Love; 
Land; 
JoyYes, but for 
Love; their hearts-uniting 
love;


            
Their lost condition had been barren ground,


            
Full worse than land, which brings forth noisome weeds;


            
On which no sweet enjoyment can exist.
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Love breathed its hopes, encouraging their hearts,


            
And made them feel “not quite cast off for aye,”


            
While yielding with submission to their doom!—


            
They felt assured 
God’s 
love was on their side,


            
Though fallen had they from their high estate:


            
While; thus submissive to the curse pronounced,


            
Their mutual love bore witness, that of earth,


            
Its origin was not, but was 
Divine!


            
’Tis thus, the penitents to either cling,


            
As each should prove the other’s best support;


            
And as they own 
God’s 
justice on their sin,


            
Their hearts reflect the 
Image of 
His 
love,


            
And that reflection nurtures living faith,


            
Which grasp’d the 
promise ’s if ,twere now fulfil’d.
          

          

            


Religion; 
Change; 
EducationOn looking through the history of life,


            
We see the wisdom of 
God’s providence;


            
In making man the being that he is;


            


            
By the implantment of 
Love’s principle


            
Within his soul, uniting earth with Heaven!


            

Love, in its rise from infancy, and taught


            
By stern 
Experience, in the world’s great school,


            
Much wisdom gains; as much it does require,


            
Its 
ends to gain, and virtue to defend.


            
Such training must produce developments,


            
To quicken noble feelings’—prompt the soul


            
T’ aspire, where otherwise ’twould stand aghast


            
At obstacles, though distantly they loom!
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The soul; 
love-stirr’d, what other can it see


            
Than virtues of the purest water, in


            
The object of esteem? then, what dare mar


            
Its efforts, while such beauties are in view?


            
Until th’ attainment of the prize is gain’d.


            


Religion; 
LoveThus, 
Love will prove its virtue; and declare


            
Itself an active principle of life,


            
As part and parcel of the soul of man;


            
And prove a link, a most important link,


            
Of close connection with its prize in 
Heaven.
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Love; 
MoralityThat soul, how void of aught that is sublime,


            


            
Where much deficiency of 
love exists;


            
How destitute it is of heavenly thoughts,


            
And much of moral worth becoming 
Man:


            
His faculties thus earthward, nought can stir


            
Him to excell in virtue’s purposes,


            
As 
such scarce rise ’bove brute capacity!
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Religion; 
PoetryStill, what is 
Love? and what its principles


            
Of 
vital Truth?—Oh! for a living coal


            
From off the sacred altar, 
such that touch’d


            
The lips of rapt 
Isaiah, when he felt


            
His inability to grasp his theme:


            
So may some hand devine such task perform,


            
And touch my lips; yes touch my rising thoughts;


            
To purge off all impurity; so that


            
The Muse may be more capable, to treat


            
The various subjects, which themselves present


            
For due elucidation in this song.
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Love; 
Nature; 
Change
Love’s that instinctive feeling which pervades


            
All 
Nature; but particularly in Man


            
’Tis prominently shewn, as he begins


            
To feel the impulse, of progressive life,


            
Astir wilthin his breast. ’Tis then he feels


            


            
An active pow’r within him working change;
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His nature as renewing, stirring up


            
Emotions latent, of which unaware,


            
In thoughtless days, that such he had possess’d;


            
But 
now he feels a void within himself,


            
A longing 
want which craves to be supplied,


            
Though not from old associates and friends:


            
His eyes are now abroad in active search,


            
For 
one to correspond with heart’s desires:—


            
’Tis
our first Father’s feelings acted o’er,


            
When pleading for a life-companion meet!
          

          

            
Such are true 
love’s emotions and desires!——


            
But, Oh! when brutal passions rule supreme


            
Within man’s heart: when evil principles


            
Would grow as parasites on virtue’s root;


            
Such, plainly shew the sad declension, made


            
By 
true-love in his 
sin: corruptions now


            
Would much defile the fountain of all worth,


            
And make the stream still more or less impure!


            
When carnal feelings gain ascendance, such


            
Would farther still 
love’s damaged beauty mar,


            
And quite subvert its 
Truth, and make it nill!


            


            
As 
fungi mark decay, and oft a state,


            
Of deep corruption, wheresoe’er they spring;


            
So will base thoughts, arising from the heart,


            
Declare its love degenerate and vile;


            
Such, that would taint sweet virtue, or would soil


            
The holiest affections of the soul!
          

          

            
True Love will harbour no unseemly thoughts:


            
Unseemly thoughts had no connection with


            
Love’s 
nature, when it came from the Great 
SIRE.


            


Love; 
Perception; 
JoyTrue 
love, in man existing, will maintain


            
Truthful integrity towards the 
one,


            
It singles out, as worthy its regards,


            
Despite temptations; and rejoice to see


            
The image of his 
love reflected there,


            
In its entirely; — as undefiled


            
Unblemish’d, good, and comely to behold!—


            
Such is love’s nature: and its chief delight


            
Is to contemplate the intrinsic worth,


            
Of the sole being when it most esteems


            
As sum and centre of its happiness!


            
Yes, it is 
happiness, the most replete,


            
To be so pleased, the heart so much rejoiced,


            


            
At feeling sure one’s ideal’s realized,


            
In due reciprocation of regards!


            
One’s love receiv’d, and then reflected back


            
Untarnish’d on the heart, which gave the gift:—


            
When heart communicates with heart their full


            
Oe’rflowings of affections,—such, how blest!


            
’Tis like the beauties of the summer sun,


            
And azure sky, when view’d in mirror’s sheen!
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Love; 
PerceptionTruth ever must to falsehood be averse;


            
And counterfeited love is never pure:


            
’Tis like the muddy pool, that ne’er reflects


            
In 
truth the beauty of the scenes around!
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So, counterfeited love is ever prone


            
T’ indulge in thoughts unholy, with a will


            
Apt to deceive, and ready to betray


            
That confidence, which 
true-love best defends!


            
Professions bland where true affections are


            
A blank, as mere pretence, are but the mask


            
Of evil passions in th’ unmanly soul;


            
Such shews the divel’s semblance, when he would


            
In guile, some holy angel’s garb assume!


            
Such practises pursued, simply display


            


            
To view the vileness of the wicked heart


            
Where such things harbour find. Love counterfeite


            
Will aye oppose the 
Majesty of Heaven:


            
’Tis war proclaim’d against Hrs 
sacred will:


            
And those who such maintain, would still contemn


            
The 
blessings offer’ in reward for 
Truth;


            
Thus would they act the agents of that feind,


            
Whose joys are but the woes of the deceived!


            
Such counterfeits deceitful ne’er can claim


            
Participations in the bliss of Heaven;


            
Nor 
that, in time, reflected on the soul


            
Like what arises from 
true faith in love!
          

          

            
No earthly joys more true, than those which rise


            
From true-love’s chaste enjoyments, ev’n although


            
Temptations should surround, or dare assail;


            
Yet, such temptations love their pow’r, as turns


            
From them the heart, to look with earnest faith


            
Toward the source of 
Truth, and there lays claim


            
To that protection ready to be given


            
In the defence of 
Love’s integrity!—
          

          

            
Oh! what a contrast ’twixt the 
true and 
false.


            
True love, is 
Truth, existing in the heart;


            


            
’Tis seen in all th’ affections as pourtray’d


            
In actions good, or breath’d in truthful tales,


            
Fit to gain credence, or ensure esteem;


            
And win the confidence of the beloved;


            
To whom all honour, and good faith are shown,


            
With every motive in advances pure!—


            
The 
false, is full of treachery, and deceit;


            
Bland in pretensions, cunning to beguile,—


            
Betraying confidence when such is won!
          

          

            


Love; 
Morality; 
Society
True love will never tamper with the heart


            
That yields implicit faith, relying ou


            
The 
truth of his professions as sincere:


            
But will maintain 
integrity, and shew


            
Uprightness in his conduct to the end!—


            
The 
false is full of self—of worthless 
self,


            
And cunning pride; in flattery, an adept;


            
While purpose base is ever in his aim;


            
Is reckless of the 
peace of the betrayed,


            
When ends are gain’d, and victim plunged in woe!
          

          

            
How sad, when the respondent’s heart, wherein


            
True 
love is foster’d, meets with base deceit!


            
She trusts too fondly to professions bland,


            


            
Which lulls all watchfulness asleep; and thus,


            
By falsehood lured, her love becomes betray’d!


            
Yes, sad it is when 
falsehood wins the ear,


            
With its deceitful cunning, to beguile;


            
’Tis
worse than the assassin’s cold-blood deed,


            
Which lays his victim low!
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Of sorrow heartlessly repaid, in ’turn


            
For 
faith, in honest truthfulness bestow’d.—


            
Oh! would the hand of vengeance lay him low


            
Who dares in guile betray confiding faith,


            
Inflicting wounds he heeds not how to heal!
          

          

            
Who would not mourn the fallen’s hapless state,


            
Rather than blame her love so ill bestow’d?


            
’Tis quite enough of punishment, to have


            
Affections mock’d, of virtue’s worth, despoill’d:


            
The loving heart, left desolate to mourn,


            
Feels ’tis 
enough, and hard to be endured!


            
—Why vex her farther with thy cold disdain?


            
Thou 
Cynic, virtuous in hypocrisy!—


            
Why blame her weakness for a wretch’s guile?


            
On whom stern retribution should descend!—


            
*Speak kindly to the fallen; cheer her heart;


            


            
Nor let her be despondent, lest she’ll lose


            
All self respect, and farther rush on woe!—


            
From sorrows, Oh! relieve her; let her feel


            
Thy kind compassion for her, that she may


            
Look up, acknowledging her errors, and


            
Become repentant, so feel on her heart


            
Forgiveness sweet recorded, yielding joy!


            
Compassion can work wonders, bringing round


            
Great reformations; leading those astray


            
To seek “the good 
old path”, more than your scorn;


            
Which rather harden would, than melt to tears;


            
And drive the victim farther into sin!—


            

He, who looks on the heart, can see His 
Truth;


            
In chaste simplicty, existing there,


            
Though mock’d it has been by a traitor’s guile.


            
Though such a truth may undiscover’d be


            
By thy blind judgement, ready to denounce


            
Thy sister in her weakness; yet, even 
then,


            
Its genuineness thy judgement would condemn!
          

          

            
Would 
Jesus sit in judgement o’er the one


            
Brought captive to 
Him from a nameless deed?—


            
He, rather on th’ accusers turn’d a look


            
Of condemnation for their covert guile!


            


            
And as 
He stooped and wrote upon the ground;


            
Heedless of their demands and questionings,


            

              
He
              
wrote conviction on each tempter’s soul;
            


            
Pourtraying there, their own 
enormous sins:


            
Such, reckon’d once 
too small to be observed,


            
Now magnifying to importance great,


            

Too hideous to contemplate; forcing each


            
To leave the court with conscience-stricken awe;


            
Thus setting mildly the poor captive free,


            
Compassion shewing, rather than disdain,


            
To her weak soul; and, thus, the 
sin’scondemn’d!
          

          

            


Love; 
Religion; 
Friendship; 
JoyHow good is love, reciprocated 
love:


            
When hearts are knit together, with that tie,


            
Which binds there closely to the throne of Heaven!


            
Such happy union 
Heaven can best approve;


            
Such happy pair can through life’s pilgrimage


            
Go hand in hand companions;—bosom friends


            
In every time of need; and ready be


            
To hold each other up, should adverse things


            
Their steps waylay: or cheer each other on,


            
Where aught, which tends to grieve, might them befall:


            
Such fellowship, how happy! ’Tis foretaste


            
Of bliss beyond the confines of this world!
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Love; 
SocietySome lovers, in their natures, bear the power


            
Of fond attraction; like the magnate, which


            
Would draw things most congenial to itself,


            
When they become united, not to part,


            
Save when they’re sunder’d by superior power:—


            
So, loving hearts attractive ever prove


            
To others of a kindred nature, form’d


            

To love, until united they become,


            
Still loving onward till the hour of death;


            
And even 
then, 
Death scarcely can them part!—


            
—’Twas thus with young 
Clarinda, when she lost


            
The husband of her youth.
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Inflicting a deep wound upon her heart!——


            
He left his home on business, full of life,


            
And promising a quick return, though far


            
His destination lay. He had to cross


            
Some river on his way, in usual times


            
Both broad and rapid; which by recent rains,


            
Had somewhat swollen got beyond its wont:


            
His business urgent, and on faithful steed,


            
No danger fear’d he, and he dared th’ attempt


            
Of crossing the deep current’s strengthen’d flow


            
At the accustom’d ford; when, sad to say,


            
Some accident befell him, when he met!


            


            
His unsuspected doom, while none was near


            
To bring deliverance!—He was seen no more,


            
Till drawn from where the current had him borne


            
Caught on some obstacle within the stream!


            
Short was her wedded life: hard was the stroke


            
Of such misfortune on a loving heart,


            
Which banish’d from her cheek the rosy bloom,


            
And sadly dimm’d her laughter-beaming eye!


            
Her sadden’d heart now felt how much she 
loved,


            
More than could have been taught by lasting joys!


            
—When she would at the church attendance give,


            
At hour of worship, in the darkest weeds


            
Deep sorrow could select;—a widow’d youth,


            
As by love’s impulse guided, would she come,


            
Bend o’er his lowly tomb, as if she held


            
Sweet converse with the dead! Yes, she had there


            
A treasure hard to part with; and whose power


            
Of 
love-attraction seem’d as proof against


            
Death’s dissolution; while the heaving sigh


            
Would speak, not more of sorrow, than of 
love,


            
At such a sight, who could, but with her feel?


            
Or, pray that 
Heaven would bliss her loving heart


            
With 
peace, and resignation to 
His will!
          

          

            
But from another point, come take a view


            


            
A 
problem to nnfold:—Such seeming shew


            
Of fond affection o’er th’ unconscious dust,


            
As if to make amends for past neglects,


            
Had such there been, towards his weal in life;


            
(Thus, suppositions hidden 
truths disclose:)


            
Such an affecting shew of love would prove,


            
“Love’s 
truth she knew not well, till on her forced,


            
Admonitary to all after life!”


            
Such roused her soul more quickly, than if sound


            
Of trumpet loud proclaim’d it in her ears!


            
And which, more than aught else, a truth declares,


            
—

Society; 
MoralityWhen we re deprived of blessings, -only held


            
In small esteem, like other common things,


            
Not likely to get rid of; then is felt


            
Their double value, aye a thousand-fold,


            
More than when such possess’d were, as secure;


            
Which works within us woe at such a loss!
          

          

            
So was it with a tippler:
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His bosom friend most dearly; even as would


            
One of exemplar habits love his own!


            
And him she fondly loved; though often vexed


            
By his anomalous ways; but trouble came,


            
A dropsical disease, which on her grew,


            
Till death removed her from all worldly cares!—


            


            
Then, —
then it was he to his senses came,


            
When oft at night, he wander’d to her grave,


            
And there gave vent to grief before unknown,


            
While cursing habits, which had on him grown


            
Uncheck’d, till they resistless had become,


            
As of his being, 
part,—a fell 
disease,


            
Worse than a fever’s rage: 

Moralityto him it proved


            
The death of self-respect, and moral worth!—
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A bodily distemper oft will prove


            
The prompter of the t’ aspire to Heaven,


            
But 
this degrades it to the lowest hell!—


            
Thus left alone, as startled from a dream


            
Of fancied pleasure, to a consciousness


            
Of loss past reckoning; while his neglects


            
Would harrow up his soul with poignant grief


            
Which made him cry—“
Oh were she back again!”


            
—Vain cry indeed! His sorrow long was 
such,


            
That even th’ old inebriating cup


            
Fail’d to assuage, or aid him to forget,


            
When such forgetfulness had proved a bliss!
          

          

            
Yet, notwithstanding thoughtlessness to prize


            
Duly in time the blessing we enjoy;


            


Love; 
Joy; 
SocietyHow 
good it is, when mutually agreed


            
Are either’s best affections, to unite


            


            
In 
truth, to bear each other company


            
Upon the path of life; even although


            
Their daily cares should soil the novelty


            
Of nuptial joys, as frequent use will make


            
The gay gloss of a marriage garb decay:


            
Still loving hearts, united, feel the bliss


            
Of union, (as a common thing, of course;)


            
Although 
Love’s utmost power be then unknown!
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But others are, who differ in their loves.


            


Love; 
SocietyTo them, attraction proves the cause of woe!


            
As when th’ electric fluid, from the clouds


            
Surcharged, is drawn by some attractive mean;


            
On which it strikes, that object meets its doom!


            
So, sad it is, when True-love in its 
truth,


            
(Whose nature’s most attractive,) meets with such


            
Of counterfeit, with whom it gets beset,


            
As would a fly, in meshes of the snare


            
A spider weaves t’entrap! A fair one’s charms


            
In policy put forth, t’engratiate


            
Herself, in mere advacement’s aim; yet void


            
Of 
heart-affection’s TRUTH, oft prove the source


            
Of a whole life-time’s woe! The victim won,


            
Secured in wedlock’s vows, how sad to see


            


            
His fate at length before him; one of grief,


            
Instead of what he hoped would have been joy!
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The victim thus inveigled by deceit,—


            
What signifies a joining of the hands,


            
If her affections are, to his, unwed?


            
United hearts would study eithers weal;


            
But otherwise, repulsive they become,


            
With interests dissevered, and astray:


            
Though human law may binding hold the form,


            
(And well it is such human laws exist—


            
Deceit, like other 
sins, has its own bane!)


            
It is no union 
God will deign to bless!
          

          

            


Love; 
Future; 
Change; 
ImaginationSo feels, th’ enamour’d swain, whose loving heart


            
Has got entrapp’d, suspecting nought of guile,


            
In her, who, took his 
fancy, wiled his heart,


            
Until attainment of her ends she gain’d:—


            
Now base deceit, no longer held in check,


            
Must out anon! and that to his dismay,


            
O’erwhelming all his prospects bright with gloom!


            
Such sudden change appals; he feels its shock


            
Quite paralizing all his energies


            
For future weel;
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Like casting dust into his eyes, which blinds


            
Him in their execution, so must fail!


            


            
He finds himself the victim of deceit;


            
While all good hopes are driven to the winds!


            
Hard is the struggle, as for life’s best good,


            
To hold by that integrity he claims!—


            
The 
false ambitious of dominion’s power


            
Unconsciously would banish love from home,


            
Instead of studying to cherish ’t there:


            
Thus raking up great misery to herself,


            
Such being quite her nature, unrestrain’d:—


            
While he, in dear remembrance of the past,


            
From all endured, would judge himself accursed,


            
Oft tempted to desert, such woes to leave:


            
Though fondly rather, as his nature prompts,


            
He’d wish his partner’s waywardness to cease,


            
And be agreed to vote for mutual Love!
          

          

            
So, see again’ the loving maiden’s heart


            
Won by the flatte’ry of the wooing swain,


            
Who would shew bland attentions, ’s if sincere;


            
So bent to gain her unsuspecting troth!—


            


Love; 
SocietyTrue Love, misguided by an itching ear


            
For adulation, oft is led astray;
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Aye, 
such will often prove a mean, to blind


            
Suspicion, and debar enquiring thought


            


            
From profitable search, to know if 
truth


            
Is the foundation of the wooer’s plea.


            
Thus, 
falsehood oft will undetected reign,


            
And gain its purpose, where the 
truth will fail:


            
While True-love, guileless in itself, will not


            
Believe that guile ’neath bland profession lurks;


            
But open hearted, 
all, for 
truth, receives!
          

          

            


Love; 
Joy; 
Future’Tis truly sad, when thus her heart is given,


            
And 
troth is pledged, unto a worthless one,


            
Then find herself deceived; and each fond hope,


            
Of future bliss, which once her heart inspired


            
Are blighted,—fled—and left, a painful void!


            
Thus feels she now her sad position; thus


            
She feels new energies, undream’d of once,


            
Arise within her heart, to cope with cares


            
Unthought of, ere such had her lot become!
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Though vex’d by the sad waywardness of him,


            
In whom she put such trust,—aye ev’n although


            
Her first fond hopes are nill; yet, still she’ll hope


            
(With such sad sense of a misgiving kind,


            
She almost fears to trust) good Time may bring


            
Along some pleasing change, and on his heart


            
Impress his duties, and recall his mind


            
To their fulfillment: then would all be well!—
          

          


          

            
Truth is so much the prompter of her thoughts,


            
That notwithstanding all, she still must hold


            
Affections to him sacred for his weal;


            
As no one is forbid to hope the best,


            


SocietyThough first fond hopes be blighted, and dispell’d;


            
While grieving o’er his reckless follies, she


            
Must witness, and their consequence endure;
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Her prayer is for his welfare,—that the time


            
May yet arrive, when he’ll no longer prove


            
Her source of woe, and bane of wedded bliss;


            
But rather prove her sum of earthly joys!
          

          

            


Society; 
MoralityOr when remonstrance, in its mildest form,


            
She feels obliged to offer, with a heart


            
That trembles sensible of all the 
truth


            
She would express, and that too for his weal


            
And mutual joy; when 
such is roughly met


            
With scorn, (that sad reverse of social love;)
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’Tis like the poignard’s thrust, which to the heart


            
Goes keenly, wounding deeply, till it bleeds;—


            
Aye 
bleeds! till she dispirited becomes!
          

          

            


Society; 
LoveA drunkard’s home!—What is it? Where his vice


            
Prevails o’er every sense of moral worth:


            
What is it?—but, a den of misery;


            
Whose wretchedness tends to demoralize


            


            
That virtuous one beneath its influence brought!
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That love he pledged to her confiding heart,


            
Which yielded to his plea.—What was it?—but


            
A 
cheat!—which only 
divels would applaud;


            
On which the withering 
frown of 
Heav’n descends!
          

          

            
’Tis vexing when 
affection thus is used:


            
When faithful love is snibb’d, and grief-subdued,


            
Its sweets transform’d to rank acidity,


            
Which preys with cancer-greed upon her soul:


            
When merely cold endurance takes the place


            
Of former cherish’d hopes, become “
no more.”


            
Her fond affections, trampled to the dust,


            
Give now no zest to life! A settled grief


            
Hard presses on her heart; and seems akin


            
To dark despair: but for that heavenly gleam


            
Of hope, in bliss, beyond this world of cares,


            
Which pierces the deep gloom, that would becloud


            
Her soul; that 
gleam prompts to resist


            
Temptations to some wrong; and her inspires


            
With courage fresh t’ endure! Her feelings vex’d


            
Now turn from earth, and upward look with faith


            
To 
Him, who best can recompence that 
Truth


            
Long foster’d in heart, and sorely tried;


            
While from her trials she this lesson learns


            


            


Liberty; 
Religion; 
Love“Affliction turns the soul from earth to 
Heaven.”


            
Her confidence thus fix’d, she now can wait


            
With patience 
Heaven’s decree to say “
Enough;


            
Now give her rest:—her, set at liberty


            
From 
falshood’s bondage, and a worldly hell,


            
Where plighted 
love has proved itself a 
Cheat!
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Such are the trials 
True-love often meets,


            
While prosecuting duty’s path, in 
truth,


            
As 
Nature prompts;—like, when the 
die is cast,


            
In hopes a prize to gain; when the result


            
Turns up a 
blank;—sad woe, instead of joy!


            
Meanwhile, the 
counterfeit no joys can reap


            
In all the 
falsity it would maintain;


            
Which proves at length a self-inflicted curse;


            
To which, both 
Heaven and 
earth pronounce Amen!


            
In their approval of its righteous doom!
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How sweet is 
Truth to the confiding heart!


            
’Tis the best condiment the soul enjoys,


            
While dealing with the duties of this life;


            
And more, especially in th’ affairs of 
Love,


            


            


Love; 
SocietyWhat though the lover may be sorely vex’d


            
By circumstances cross, which mar th’ advance


            
Of union’s joys; if corresponding 
truth.


            
And sympathy be hers, he feels as blest


            
While musing on the darling of his heart,


            
With whom his soul is wed; although apart,


            
’Tis a foretaste of what he holds in view!
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Such sunny prospects fancy thus presents


            
As founded on her sympathy and truth,


            
Make him courageous ’mid intrusive cares,


            
Arising from fortuitous events,


            
Which prove the barrier to united loves;


            
Nay, hardships lose their grievousness, in hopes


            
Of being soon triumphant o’er them all!
          

          

            


Love; 
Future; 
Imagination; 
Religion; 
Joy; 
TechnologyBut oft it haps, ’midbouyant hopes of bliss,


            
View’d in the future, charming to behold,


            
Like telescopic scenes, for beauty’s sheen,


            
That wayward things will yet one’s path beset,


            
’S if
Providence had doom’d his lot, to be


            
Far otherwise, than what he for himself


            
Had chosen; or the one on whom his heart


            
Is fix’d, is not appointed as—“
mine own!”
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Imagination; 
Memory; 
Suffering; 
TechnologyHard, hard is such a case: adversity


            
Would seize him as the victim of its sport,


            


            
And tantalize him with her image fair,


            
In midday fancies, or in midnight dreams,


            
As placed before his eyes for his embrace:


            
So fix’d, as photograph’d, on memory’s front


            
Is every sweet remembrance of her; while


            
His energies are task’d to rise above


            
All heart depressing cares!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-302] He feels alone,


            
Even amid the circle of good friends;


            
Nor can he in their pleasures sympathise,


            
For, 
Lo, his heart’s devotion is elsewhere!


            
And as some intervention would debar


            
Communion where affections are engaged,


            
Such weighs his spirits down, an incubus


            
Of an oppressive nature, fit to tempt,


            
’Gainst common sense, his feelings to rebell!


            
The idea of his heart’s delight thus held


            
Before imagination’s fondest gaze,


            
And yet of her sweet fellowship denied,


            
Creates emotions hard to be endured!
          

          

            


Society; 
Technology; 
LoveSo had it been with 
Alliquis, and his


            
Devoted 
Anna in minority:


            
But through some secretly concocted plan,


            
Which none but ardent 
lovers can devise;


            
As if some spirit telegram had given


            


            
Their minds intelligence of either’s wish,


            
They, at certain hour, when rose the sun,


            
Would from their couches rise; gaze to’ard his disk,


            
(The only medium of communion theirs,)


            
And breathe their vows afresh, to be as true


            
To either, as the sun is true to rise


            
At his appointed time; and pray kind 
Heaven


            
Might haste his revolutions, to bring round


            
The time, when such restraints would be no more!
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The course of 
true-love seldom will run smooth;


            
Oft, some misapprehension will arise


            
With one or other, eausing much of pain


            
To both alike;—she, jealous of some sleight,


            
She fancies she sustain’d; of which he feels


            
Unconscious such he gave! Thus, for a time,


            
A difficulty unexplain’d exists,


            
Creating much of sorrow to them both,


            
With secret sighings, grievings, and distress,


            
Which no one else must know; while thus to part


            
Is more, than ev’n the injured can sustain!


            
She 
loves him notwithstanding; yes she feels


            
It more than ever, when on terms of peace!—


            
And he feels his affections strength, have gain’d,


            
Despite the sad misunderstanding risen!


            


            


Love; 
PerceptionWhat struggles rise twixt love and wounded pride!


            
—Now, which to gain the mast’ry o’er his mind


            
Becomes the theme of mental arguement,


            
While inclination strongly would oppose


            
Pride’s vile suggestion, “no more to return!”—


            
Yes, warm affections paint the picture true,


            
And shew most vividly unto his mind,


            
What would be the result of hearing Pride:—
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Were she another’s to become, ’twould be


            
Like tearing from his breast his bleeding heart!


            
—Ah! such is more than nature can endure!—


            
True love is in th’ ascendant, has fast hold


            
Upon him, strongly urging him to go


            
And seek a reconciliation, and


            
A kind renewal of their former joys.—


            
Shall such a plea meet a denial?—No!


            
Her heart, once trembling between hope and fear,


            
Now beats more joyous, seeing his return;


            
And more delighted is she to forgive,


            
Than hear the self-reproachings of her swain;


            
And feels assured his love is like her own,


            


            
Devoid of guile and highly to be prized!


            


Love; 
Friendship; 
JoySuch leads to closer friendship, which results


            
In truth’s foreshaddow’d hymenial bliss!


            
What blest results! when confidential truth


            
Becomes the basis of sweet union’s joys;


            
’Tis bliss to both, compared to those enjoy’d


            
In former state, of an expectant kind,


            
When little jealouses were apt to blight


            
The fondest hopes the heart could e’er maintain!


            
Now in each other’s company can each


            
Rewarded feel, as truly bosom-friends!
          

          

            
True Love and Prudence when together join’d


            
In social harmony, can never fail


            
To gain the best results.
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-305] Such is a 
Truth


            
Which bears the seal of Heaven upon its front;


            
While best rewards the consequence must be!


            
But 

Love; 
Society; 
Moralitywhere True Love from Prudence is apart:


            
What failures oft occur!—It is as when


            
No one is near, of danger to fore-warn,


            
Till helplessly we plunge in sorrow’s pool!
          

          

            
See, how it was with 
Mary.
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-306]—She was once


            


            
Both blythe and beautiful, but void of thought!


            
Her beauty, and her gaiety, would draw


            
Th’ attentions of young lovers of her age;


            
’Mong  whom was one, to whom she felt attach’d,


            
With all that fondness youthful ardour own’d.


            
Her love was true; but her eccentric ways


            
Would make it seem anomalous with truth;


            
While he of her impassionately fond,


            
Made friends expectant of their union soon!


            
Such might have been; but oh! her thoughtless freaks,


            
Though full of fondness, blighted soon her joys


            
Pride, in her heart, had the ascendancy,


            
Which made her glory o’er affections gain’d:


            
Unthinking such her cherishing required


            
Thus, at their trysting place, she’d hide, and wait


            
His due arrival; there rejoice to see


            
His sad uneasiness at being lone,


            
Till tired with waiting, and about to go;


            
Then from her hiding place she’d come, and make


            
Fond parlous sport, at “why no search he made”!


            


            
Though twice, or thrice, such pleasantly pass’d off,


            
It yet had strong effect his love t’ abate!


            
At length his pride got wounded, and that wound


            
Was like one mortal, beyond healing arts;


            
For suddenly, all correspondence ceased,


            
No more to be revived! His study now


            
Was, how to shun her—never her to meet!


            
Whene’er he saw her coming on his way,


            
He’d turn, and take another rout, t’escape


            
A meeting, as by chance; where formerly,


            
His study was, to meet her everywhere!


            
—She felt the change! It was a grievous stroke,


            
’Twas like a startling thunder-clap, aloud


            
Declaring a great truth, which reach’d her heart,


            
(Where, milder hints no entrance could obtain,)


            
“
The value of his love she little knew,


            

Until ’twas irretrivably withdrawn!”


            
Ah! such a 
Truth, thus fully realized,


            
Endanger’d life;—so hard ’twas to endure!
          

          

            


Future; 
Perception; 
JoyHard is his lot, whose loving heart would bode


            
On future joys, as seeing the bright scene


            


            
In vision, in the distance; yet is blind


            
To all mischances that might lie between—


            
All tending to debar his near approach


            
To the enjoyments of realities!


            
Yes hard his lot, when disappointments rise,


            
In unawares, to queueh his happiest hopes


            
In sorrow, and becloud his joyous mind,


            
Which would indulge in visionary bliss!
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’Tis like 

Land; 
Nature; 
Artsthe sunny scene,—a landscape fair


            
Of villas, fields, and rills, with woodland heights


            
At distance gleaming,—all, where 
Nature gay


            
Displays her beauties ’neath the blest effects


            
Of a bright atmosphere, and cheering beams


            
Of summer’s sun;
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-308] all which having become


            
In sudden, quite o’ercast; a grievous change


            
From gladness, to the most foreboding gloom;—


            
The black clouds gathering thickly, soon to break


            
Into a violent hurricane of storm!
          

          

            


Love; 
Suffering; 
ReligionWhat can try more affection’s truth, than when


            
A change of fortune, unforeseen, occurrs,


            
To blight once happy prospetcs? or when comes


            


            
Some sore disease disfiguring the bloom


            
Of beauty, where in health it once prevail’d?


            
How oft such things have interfered, to mar


            
Affection’s hallow’d joys!—Nay, rob the mind


            
Of peace,—defeating happiness on earth!


            
*The faithless one, who umbrage seeks in such


            
Calamities, and there cau find excuse


            
For ’s turning from the object of his vows,


            
Is one, who is 
most worthless in the sight


            
Of 
Heaven, and in whose breast can ne’er exist


            
The milk of 
human kindness; but, whose heart


            
Is as 
accurse;d and void of aught of love!
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And therefore is unworthy that the joys


            
Of 
love should e’er descend into his heart.—!


            
Thus measure, given, is meted in return,


            
By 
Providence, who orders all things well!
          

          

            


Poetry; 
Philosophy; 
Religion; 
Technology; 
Prosperity; 
Colony; 
Ocean; 
WorkNow, to illustrate such a doctrine given.


            
Permit the 
Muse such instances to give


            
That best can stir th’ affections of the heart,—


            
The best affections bent on virtue’s course


            
Which best accord with 
Heaven’s 
eternal truth!
          

          


          

            
Brave 
Hector; having earn’d a competence,


            
Afar from home, and 
love’s enjoyments sweet,


            
’Neath mercenary 
India’s torrid clime:


            
And home returning, shatter’d much in health,]


            
Yet full of lively hopes to meet the one


            
He loved more than himself;—whose 
Image fair,


            
As photograph’d in memory, oft had stirr’d


            
His energies, and industry, t’ amass


            
As speedily as possible his pile:—


            
Such, reckon’d the most worthy to lay down


            
Before her, as her own, with his fond heart,


            
On his return, when claiming her his wife?


            
But soon his lively hopes are changed to woes:


            
For, meeting sad misfortune near the close


            
Of voyage, being shipwreck’d in a storm.


            
Escaping scarce with life, he lost his 
ALL,


            
And so was rendre’d penniless, and poor!
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Now suff’ring most from the heart-rending thought


            
Of being thus rejected—thrust aside,—


            
For some one else in better case than he!


            
(If such can be her nature;)—Yes, such thoughts


            


            
Aggrieved him more than all his other loss;


            
And nearly him of reason had bereft:


            
Thus making wreck of former happy hopes!


            
—But what was his reception?—Yes, he made


            
Bold effort to report himself return’d,


            
A miserable wretch, poor and forlorn,


            
With nothing, but the love within his heart!—


            
Yes, how was he received? In such a state,


            
When heard his mournful tale, she him embraced


            
And gave him hearty welcome! On his breast,


            
She shed compassion’s tear,—love’s feeling shewn


            
As proof of depth, and genuineness sincere;—


            
While breathing best of comforts to his heart,


            
By claiming all his sorrows as her own:—


            
And in exchange inspiring him with joy,


            
By shewing him, how 
Providence had met


            
His loss with somewhat double the amount,


            
While uot one particle of love was lost


            
On either side!—(as she had got, bequeathed,


            
A goodly portion from a friend, deceased;)—


            

“I beg thee to accept it with my heart;


            


            

As I am thine,—she whisper’d lovingly,—


            

And feel most happy with thee as thou art!—


            
Oh, what a declaration—As the sun


            
Looks from behind the storm-cloud black, and shines


            
With sudden splendour, lighting up the face


            
Of low Nature with his gladd’ning beams;


            
Her aspect changing, from all sullen glooms


            
To smiles of grateful joy! So felt his heart


            
A gladsome burst of bliss above all hopes;


            
’Twas
love’s own music which inspired his soul,


            
As he exclaim’d “
God 
bless Amanda’s heart!”


            
As fast he strain’d her to his throbbing breast:—


            
And who would  reverberate that prayer?


            
Or give response in a sincere 
AMEN!


            


Poetry; 
PhilosophySee, is not this a pattern of true 
love,


            
As seen on either side?—A picture true,


            
And worthy imitation through all time!
          

          

            
Another instance let the 
Muse pourtray.—


            
Who was so fair as 
Hariot:
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-311] she, the pride


            
Of all her sisters, all accounted fair?—


            
Her rosy check spoke beauty, health and peace,


            
As the result of gentleness and 
truth,


            


            
Possess’d in full—the heart’s intrinsic worth,


            
Beyond all price! Her brow, symmetrical


            
In breadth and height, intellegence declared;


            
Her laughing love bespeaking eye reveal’d


            
The heart’s affections pure, as based on 
Truth;


            
Her ruby lips, well form’d, were emblem of


            
Good disposition, and a cheerful mind:


            
All other features corresponding well,


            
While auburn ringlets, as they downward waved,


            
Gave grace and finish to the whole contour!—


            
Yes, she was lovely; ay, in ev’ry sense


            
That loveliness imports! She won th’ esteem


            
Of 
Arthur; with reciprocating love


            
They promised to each other to be true.
          

          

            
Her 
Arthur was a mariner, had rank


            
As captain of the 
Navy, and must needs,


            
Despite all love-considerations due,


            
Attend to duty, wheresoever call’d,


            
In home, or foreign service. So it happ’d


            
An order from head-quarters had decreed


            
His ship on a long voyage must proceed;


            
Such put an interdict on present joys.—


            


            
Deferring union till his next return,


            
Whenever under 
Providence ’twould be:—


            
Exchanging 
love-regards they parted thus.
          

          

            


Perception; 
Imagination; 
Land; 
ChangeHow sweet the distant prospect to behold!—


            

Love-fancy’s ever bright with golden dreams;


            
How like you sunny landscape glowing ’neath


            
A summer sky, in all its beauteous charms,


            
Where woodland hills, ’gainst the horizon’s blue,


            
Stand forth in all varieties of green;


            
While hedge-environ’d fields display a vast


            
Of flowery beauties, in their mingling hues,


            
Bespangling the green pastures, where the kine


            
’Mid sweet luxuriance graze:—all to the eye


            
Of observation charming—fit to cheer


            
The care-beclouded mind, or grieving heart:—


            
But all such pleasures subject are to change;


            
For, while enraptured with the lovely scene,


            
Foreboding clouds pass over the bright sun,


            
And buries the fair landscape in deep shade;


            
Which casts a reflex influence on the mind!
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So was it with fair 
Hariot:—sad disease,


            
During th’ interim on her sternly seized,


            


            
Which laid her prostrate, wasting her fair form,


            
Transforming all her beauty to a sight


            
Of seeming desolation;—quite worn down


            
To a wan skeleton! Thus, she became


            
A shatter’d wreck of what she once had been!


            
Though life had been despair’d of, yet the shaft


            
Of 
Death, though poised with steady aim to strike,


            
Was put back in the quiver, as the 
King


            

Of Terrors changed had suddenly his plan


            
Of present execution:—so her life


            
Was spared, though not without a serious loss


            
Of eyesight;—blindness now becomes her lot:


            
Like convict doom’d to die, then favour’d with


            
Commuted sentence, and her life a prey!
          

          

            


Suffering; 
Religion; 
JoyRecovering slowly from her sore disease,


            
Though sad was the infliction, yet in time,


            
A christian resignation to the will


            
Of 
Providence, caused sorrows to depart,


            
And leave her mind in cheerful happy trim,


            
By calling in the aid of other powers,


            
Or faculties, not hitherto required


            
To take the place of sight, now wholly lost;


            
While with enlighten’d mind, well store with 
truth,


            


            
She could enjoy her outward darken’d state,


            
With sweet composure; and she learn’d to do


            
By 
feeling, what by sight had once been done;


            
Thus, was her time and energies engaged


            
To all good purpose, which her heart rejoiced!
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PerceptionAt length the time arrived, when home return’d,


            
Her Arthur made appearance, not aware


            
Of aught that had transpired. The family all


            
Came forth to welcome; and congratulate


            
His safe arrival: but his scanning eye


            
One absent soon observed, when sudden fears


            
His mind impress’d surmising something wrong:
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—“Where is my 
Hariot?” looking round he cried:


            
Ah! she was in her room—could not appear,


            
She thought, with that acceptance she would wish!


            
—He, having heard the tale, rush’d quickly forth


            
To meet her where she was. Her placid face


            
Was now suffused with tears of grief suppress’d;


            
With loving sympathy he her embraced,


            
With manly fondness ask’d glad welcome’s kiss!


            
—“Oh 
Arthur”, she replied, “
can I expect


            

Thy love in this my state?—Thy voice 
I hear,


            
And oh, ’tis pleasant!—But thy 
dearest face


            


            
I cannot look on but with 
sightless eyes:—


            
Although ’tis deeply graven on my heart!


            

I must give-up all hopes of being thine!!””


            
She cried amid a burst of bitter grief.
          

          

            
“
What? Dearest!” he exclaim’d, “
It cannot be:


            
Dry up your tears!—Enjoy all former hopes!—


            

My only one! (impressing on her cheek


            
Affection’s 
kiss while mingling with her tears


            
His manly feelings!)—
Bid thy heart rejoice,


            

              
My heart is true, and SURELY so is thine:
            


            

Thy sad affliction be it mine to bear!—


            

I LOVE thee truly,—so THOU MUST be mine!
          

          

            


Religion; 
Love; 
PhilosophyHere is a scene which 
Angels might admire!


            
It is so like ‘
LOVE’s light’, which beams from 
Heaven


            
On man’s condition, smitten by his sin!


            
What an avowal! ’Twas submission meek


            
To 
Heaven’s decree!—See his large heart of 
truth


            
Defying sorrows, which would others scare:


            
Here is 
True Love in all its fullness shewn;


            
Such; that must merit long and full renown!


            

Go lover, likewise Do; and turn not from


            
Thy lov’d one, ’mid lost fortunes, or in woes;


            
Such, that o’er-ruling 
Providence ordains,


            


            
(Not sprung from vice, or being self-entail’d:)


            
Such, one can neither foresee, nor prevent;—


            
Lest thou be found contemptuous to 
His will!
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Wherever fond affection’s strength is tried


            
By dire calamity, its truth shines out


            
With tenfold brilliancy; and in the hearts


            
Of others as spectators sheds its light,


            
Such, that awakes low, latent sympathy


            
To’ 

Worka state resembling energetic life;
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As slumb Nature with the rising sun


            
Awakes to day’s requirements,—so they feel


            

Love’s genial glow imparted to their souls!
          

          

            
True 
Love is 
heavenly power! To be o’ercome


            
By every trial that beset its course


            
Is quite beyond its nature; howe’er great


            
The trial, oft the greater is its strength


            
To cope with all emergencies; and meet


            
The sternest with composure, as to bid


            
It welcome, in defiance of the worst;


            
As ev’n in 
Death, its strength is not subdued!
          

          

            


Love; 
Family; 
ReligionHail sweet companionship! All hail! to such


            
That proves the coupling of two kindred hearts,


            
Whose hopes and feelings are alike;—embued


            


            
With 
Truth, and sanctified by 
faith in 
Him


            
Who can the end, from the beginning see:


            
Whose blessing can to 
Good, reverses turn;


            
Although such 
good be not of what we’d dream!
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Thus, 
Emma felt 
Love’s holiness, and 
truth,


            
Upon her heart, to 
Laura, when betrothed.


            
Then look’d she forward to that hallow’d time—


            
The 
best a heart expectant can conceive,


            
When they in closer union would be join’d:


            
That 
time, though yet at distance, was endear’d,


            
Nearly as much as were th’ occasion near,


            
Since otherwise it was not so ordain’d!


            


Perception; 
Future; 
JoyAnticipation will as much enhance


            
Life’s joys in value, as when realized!—


            
Anticipation of expected bliss,


            
How like the bright sun shining in one’s face,


            
The eyesight dazzling with its glory, so


            
That pitfalls, or obstructions, which waylay


            
One’s progress, are unseen—all quite unknown,


            
Until he gets entangled to his woe!—
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Bright was the prospect of their coming joys,


            
As gladdening their hearts with hallow’d cheer;—


            


Future; 
Loss; 
PerceptionBut,—(Oh! that 
cruel “BUT”,’tis like the thrust


            


            
Of an assassin’s dagger to the heart


            
Of all that would await some future good:


            
It pictures 
disappointment, on whose back


            
Grief rides triumphant, bathed in briny tears;


            
’Tis full of omen of the direst kind,


            
Yet tells the blandest tale, oft wreath’d in smiles,


            
That can delight the ear, yet, which the heart


            
Interprates to its woe!)
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Unlook’d for, came—a typhus sickness sore,


            
On the affianced bride; an illness, which


            
Made rapid progress in its wasting work;


            
A gloom, a deep gloom sheding o’er their hopes,


            
As come presagers of an awful storm,


            
Where summer sunshine ruled! Still, even then,


            
Love summon’d every effort to defeat


            
The saddest fears that can o’erwhelm the heart


            
With vexing grief. 
Hopf, 
love s companion, strong


            
In its assistance, here would prove a good


            
Minist’ring angel whispering to her heart


            
Sweet things of comfort; 

Perception; 
Scienceeven at the worst,


            
Interprating sad symptoms to the best


            


            
Advantage,—such a crisis will produce


            
Its best effects, and soon shall all be well


            
Such cheering hopes oft render blest results,


            
They are to medicine’s power as handmaids, which


            
Would soothe the mind, and nervous system; while


            
Desponding thoughts but aggravate disease!—
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But in this case, the bride elect, though fain


            
To cheer her lover’s heart, she knows, 
so lorn,


            
Would try to offer best of comforts, while


            
Assuring him her 
love for him’s unchanged,


            
Though to the 
will of 
Providence resign’d;


            
And, that she his affections highly prized!—


            
He using every means which fondest hopes


            
Suggest, to check the fever’s power, by close


            
Attention, and true kindness; and meanwhile,


            
To cloak his sad suspicions, “that all help,


            
Or human skill had fail’d,” would he express


            
Most loving thoughts, and all of 
heavenly love!


            
The source of 
that, which glows in human hearts!


            
—While she with faintest shaddow of a smile,


            
(Weak nature’s fondest effort!) would reply:—


            


            
“
I feel the truth of all you would advance,


            

My soul rejoices in my SAVIOUR’s LOVE!”


            
—Her wasted features beauty’s halo bore,


            
To him all lovely still, affection’s warmth


            
Sustaining, strength’ning, even to the last;


            
Which made him stoop, and gently press a kiss


            
On her wan cheek.—At this, she turn’d a look


            
Of sweetest satifaction,—heart-felt thanks!—


            
When her eye glazed; and smiling, she expired!


            
For her recovery, ardent were his prayers,


            
And unremitting care; while patient, she


            
Was under the stern power of the last foe:


            
Thus, 
Providence, inflexible in 
truth,


            
Would try affection’s virtue, as 
He gives


            
Disguised, 
His best of 
blessings; which, at first


            
We’re apt to reckon quite in the reverse!


            
For, sad to tell, th’ appointed bridal day


            
Became the time of a funereal scene!
          

          

            
One lover taken, to the 
marriage feast


            
Above, array’d in spotless robes of 
grace!


            
Her earthly love, as it was all of 
truth,


            


            
Betoken’d to her soul that 
holier love,


            
Which gave her closer union to her 
God!


            
The other, lover left, felt more the shock


            
Of sorrow, at his being left behind,


            
Than of her high advancement to the joys


            
Of Heaven, and the society of the blest!—


            
He only lives, her 
monument on earth,


            
To tell her virtues, all to him endeared;


            
While making it his aim, by the same means,


            
She gain’d the prize, to follow in her wake;


            
Though sorrowful, yet not without a hope


            
Of joining, with her, in triumphant praise,


            
Before the throne, where parting is no more!
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Philosophy of Love. [A Plea in Defence of Virtue and Truth!] A Poem in Six Cantos, with Other Poems

Canto Fourth



          

Canto Fourth.

          

          

            


Religion; 
Love; 
Prosperity; 
FamilyTo have true 
love existing in the 
heart,


            
Is worth a world of wealth! It is the 
mine,


            
Whence all domestic 
happiness comes forth,


            
In every grade of life—can be produced


            


            
In rich supply, when other pleasures fail!


            
The yonng, the old, all its importance feel!


            
All other other wealth have many cank’ring cares,


            
Corroding to the soul; but this o’ercomes


            
All grievances; and can be well enjoy’d


            
In every circumstance: it best destroys


            
That painful curse of 
enui; which mars


            
Life’s pleasures;—aye, that 
fungus of the soul


            
Which marks its worthlessness, as void of 
love!


            
The happiness, brought forth from 
love’s own mine,


            
Is quite in keeping with the joys of Heaven;


            
It is the aid to all prosperity,


            
On earth, and earnest of true bliss above!
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Philosophy; 
LoveOh! what a difference between 
Love in truth,


            
And 
that in wild romance.
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001-401]  The 
first regards


            
Its honour in all words and deeds; and holds,


            
All like concerns, in their integrity,


            
Full paramount to every other good,


            
Which 
fancy paints, or proffers to bestow;—


            
As did the 
Tempter in the primal sin!


            
—True 
Love has ever 
reason on its side;


            


            
’T has just views of its interests; and its worth’s


            
In great importance held; while using care


            
Where placed affections are: ’twill ever use


            
Its influence for purposes of good,


            
Whatever be the sacrifice, save that


            
Affecting virtue’s interests; which are held


            
In sacred trust, and not to be foregone!


            


Love; 
Imagination—That springing from the spirit of 
Romance,


            
No matter who is guided by its powers,


            
(Whether of high, or low degree of life)


            
Such influenced are by mere passion’s sway,


            
Of true-love’s nature void,—ay, void of aught


            
Of prudence, or due fore-thought, as regards


            
Likely events of sorrow, such may bring!


            
The impulse of the moment, all the charm;


            
The vagueness of the 
fancy thus inspires


            
The mind with 
false delights—gilded 
deceits!
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Betraying souls; them 
luring, to adopt


            
Some questionable course, oft falsely styled


            
A 
freak of nature,—fit to be excused:


            
Which 
sober sense would turn from with disdain!


            


            

Such course meets no review, until too late;


            
When 
sorrow and 
regret, are all the prize!


            


Poetry—May now the 
Muse illustrate 
truths advanced;


            
By instances, which may be understood:—


            
Thus, first of True-love’s triumphs may she sing!
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Amelia was by 
Henry much beloved!—


            
With all that true 
simplicity of love,


            
Which his attentions gain’d, she, in return,


            
Acknowledged the kind compliments address’d,


            
And own’d him as her lover. She, sincere,


            
No cause could see, his virtue to suspect;


            
No fault in his companionship could find:


            
Believing him to be, as he appear’d


            
Of upright sober habits; fit to be


            
A choice companion in the walks of life!—


            
By his attentions won, she gave consent


            
In holy wedlock to become his own!


            
—He loved her truly, as his better half!


            
A few days hence of preparation, meet


            
For the occasion, bad to be fulfilled;


            
—That seem’
as nothing:—soon the time would
 come,


            


            
’Twas posting on, when o’er her he’d rejoice.


            
Her sweet demeanour o’er him had a charm,


            
Which made him quite rejoiced her troth to gain!
          

          

            


Perception; 
SocietyAh! there was yet fault; a 
secret fault,


            
He had, which studiously he kept from view,


            
And which, she hitherto had not pereeived!


            
Indeed, had any one such fault devulged,


            
She would have met the tale with utter scorn,


            
And held its bearer as a 
spiteful wretch!—


            
But other demonstrations met her 
now!
          

          

            
Elated, somewhat, at the near approach


            
Of nuptial joy, forgetful of himself,


            
In an imprudent, or a thoughtless hour,


            
The first time e’er inebriate he came


            
Into her presence; thus he met her now!
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The spell dissolved; how grieved was she to find


            
He was not always what she him believed,


            
Or what he seem’d.—She felt chagrined to see


            
Herself so duped! Could she such things endure?


            

NO!—Notwithstanding all the 
love she bore


            
Him,—with true virtue’s 
dignity and 
truth,


            


            
She made him know, ‘such conduct thus display’d


            
Could not meet her approval; she saw fit


            
Her welfare to consult, and so withdraw


            
The promise she had given, and do her best


            
His love, and former pleasures to forget!’
          

          

            
At such rebuke, he, smitten, from her sight


            
Rush’d in destraction,—self condemn’d, and vex’d


            
At such ungracefulness he had display’d:


            
Ashamed at being thus cast off, he left


            
The neighbourhood, as never to return;—


            
Yes, as by stealth he went, she knew not where,


            
And no more tidings of him after heard!
          

          

            
Forget him?—
No!—
’Twas quite beyond her power!


            
She threaten’d more than could be yet achieved;


            
Was not aware of her affection’s strength;


            
Or, that such o’er her had so firm a hold!


            
She felt herself so changed, as if she ’ad been


            
With him incorporate; now, her better half


            
As from her rent, leaving a painful wound.—


            
By night of him she dreamt; sometimes of 
joy


            
At other times of sorrow: and, by day,


            


            
Her wonder oft was, if it could be true,


            
That he had done some deed, not to be named,


            
Whose very thought would heave her breast with sighs!—


            
The rosy bloom, which once her cheeks adorn’d,


            
The blythe, and cheerful airs she ever own’d,


            
At length departed, like the rainbow hues


            
Dissolving from the view.— The cheek grew pale;


            
Her blytheness changed to thoughtfulness, and gloom:


            
Her gay attire was laid aside, for 
that


            
Betokening of mourning, and of grief!—


            


Suffering; 
MoralityMeanwhile, she felt it duty to exert


            
Some energy of mind, her griefs to quell:—


            
Thus, would she bring, by mental argument,


            
Opposing thoughts, as face to face, to prove


            
The 
right, or 
wrong, each boldly would prefer,


            
In causing such events that have transpired:—


            
As, “Was it 
right to charge him with such fault?”


            
Or, “Why could 
love not overlook that 
freak?
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It might have been but trivial,—a mischance,


            
Which ne’er might be again!— But, 
versus, “Was


            


            
It 
right to be deceived, with seeming 
good,


            
Into a union, which might prove throughout


            
A scene of misery?—
love extinct! because


            
Unable to say “
NO”, before too 
late!—


            
On ruin rushing when ’tis in one’s view!—


            
If nothing serious have come o’er him 
this


            
May bring him to repentance; so, at length,


            
This check may prove a benefit indeed!


            
(How blest it is that 
love aye hopes the best!)


            
*Could 
I be blameless of a 
family’s woe,


            
(Were such to be,) caused by a drunkard’s 
sin;


            
—Whom I might be 
unable to reform!—


            
Nay, rather might be 
drawn into a snare?—


            

              
I rather will remain as I am Now!
            
          

          

            
Thus, would her 
thoughts debate; and thus her mind


            
Would grasp the 
stern conclusion; fain to strive


            
Against her trials sorrows to o’ercome!—


            
Meanwhile would others her accquaintance seek,


            
As candidates for her affections: but


            
Politely their attentions she’d decline!


            


            
No spirit had she such to entertain,


            
In preference to the absent one beloved!
          

          

            
For three years, thus, she kept herself alone:


            
Her duties while attending, precious sweets


            
She thence extracted! Comforts springing from


            
Time 
well improved much mitigates her grief:


            
While, oft a dear presentiment, of hope,


            
Would whisper in her heart, “He 
yet may come,


            
And adverse things 
may take another turn,


            
For 
good, and make thy lonely heart 
rejoice!”
          

          

            
She always could find something to engage


            
Attention; oft of kindness, as to smooth


            
The bedrid’s pillow, ailments to assuage:


            
Or, speak a word of comfort in the ear


            
Of such 
a-dying, pointing them to 
HIM


            
Who is 
the SAVIOUR, 
willing to redeem!—


            
Oh! who can better sympathize with woe,


            
Than 
those, who have such tasted for themselves?


            


Society; 
Home; 
Past—Thus did she find employment, both at home,


            
And round the neighbourhood; such aptly fit


            
To smooth th’ asperities of her own lot;


            


            
For, 
now they had endurable become,—


            
Things of the past, whose pains had pass’d away;


            
So that her mind was much compos’d to peace,—


            
A 
peace resembling 
that of sins forgiven!
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The rosy bloom began to reappear


            
On her wan cheek, and brighter beam’d her eye;


            
A sober cheerfulness, like 
that which tells


            
Of 
heavenly thoughts within, her aspect shew’d;


            
As if she ’ad been to trials reconciled!—


            
Now, all this 
while, she of the absent 
one


            
Had nothing heard, either of weel or woe.
          

          

            
One day, up-stairs, she by her window sat,


            
Her needle plying, and her mind, meanwhile,


            
Was musing on last sunday’s sermon, which


            
Expounded, “how 
God’s 
providence was o’er


            
Creation’s works, but cheifly over 
man;”


            
When at the rattling sound of carriage wheels,


            
She raised her head to look,—as seldom such


            
The village roused,—next, saw the carriage stand


            
Before the house; and then she saw t’ alight,


            
From out the chase, in holiday attire,


            


            
A man of good appearance, who at once


            
With two steps lightly sprang towards the door


            
When loudly rang the bell. (’Twas but a glimpse


            
She had; so nimble was he, she no time


            
Had for decernment due.) “Who can this be?”


            
Was the first question raised within her heart;—


            
“Some one on business with 
Papa no doubt:”


            
Was her next thought; “one canvasing a vote,


            
At next elections, as the time draws near.”—


            
The matter thus, she settled in her mind,


            
And task resumed; her 
thoughts resuming too


            
Their former theme: when, lo! the chamber door


            
Flew open, with uncerimonious swing!


            


TechnologyAnd next, are she had time to rise, in act


            
Of courtesy, a stranger to receive,—


            
The 
true original of that 
photograph,


            
She wore upon her heart, 
knelt by her side!
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“I come to crave forgivenese!”—he began,—


            
“
Here’s my credential,” (as he in her hand


            
Placed a certificate of good report,


            
Of 
three year’s constancy, in sober life!)


            


            
“And here is 
this, the 
produce of my toils,


            
In three year’s 
business, still on the increase;”


            
He said, (as in her lap, he threw a bulk


            
Of 
weighty gold!) “Now, 
may I be forgiv’n?


            
Not only 
this intrusion, but the last


            

Indignity Ioffer’d to thy heart!—


            
See, 
this is the 
result of thy rebuke;


            
And 
that my thanks, 
Amelia! Let me ask,


            

Will you be mine? Then round her neck he flung


            
His arms impressing on her blushing cheek


            

Affections best expression!— She, o’ercome


            
With sweet surprize at this unlook’d-for joy,


            
Could only in his ear breath simple “
Yea!—


            
But 
not for 
this thy gold, or 
all thou hast;


            
But for that 
principle, thou hast display’d,


            
In the forsaking of the 
evil way;


            
And this thy 
love, above 
all price esteem’d!”


            


Poetry; 
Philosophy*What need the 
Muse say further, than declare


            

“Here is
True Love
triumphant in its TRUTH!!”
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—This day, three years back, should have been the 
time


            
For nuptial union; 
now, no time is lost


            


            
To have completed what might then have been


            
A good example 
this; to shun the woes’


            
Which rise from indiscretion in one’s choice,


            
Where fore-thought’s 
nill; bad habits unreform’d


            
At first, must prove the 
curse to wedded life!
          

          

            


Poetry; 
LovePermit the 
Muse another phase to shew


            
Of 
true love, and its workings in the heart;


            
As such has got its aspects, and its forms,


            
Becoming eyery caste of human life.
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Society
Matilda was a farmer’s only child,


            
Grown into womanhood. She had a mind


            
Superior to her age, and class ’mong whom


            
She dwelt; and was in every respect


            
Both comely, modest, prudent, free from 
pride,


            
So kindly frank, and of industrious ways!—
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Her 
Mother weak and sickly; quite unfit


            
Was she, the household duties to attend,


            
So, left all to her daughter; who with 
will


            
The work perform’d, and 
Mother kept at ease.


            
Her 
Father was a Yeoman, owning land,


            
Some hundred fertile acres, once the pride


            


            
Of all the country round for being till’d!


            
He once was well to do: but had of late


            
Grown negligent, and careless; given to drink;


            
And had sunk to a sad degraded state.—


            
The work remain,d neglected,—out of time,—


            
Nor call,d he in the aid of labouring men,


            
So that affairs to rain seem’d to go!


            

Matilda’s eyes were open to such things;


            
They grieved her much, and set her mind to work


            
If possible, th’ estate from wreck to save!
          

          

            


Society; 
Love; 
PerceptionThe neighbouring swains who some pretensions had


            
To her equalty in outward things,


            
Would all her worth acknowledge, fain would bow


            
Allegiance to her will: but her keen eye,


            
In them, decern’d what would not suit her aims:


            
Their habits could not be to hers conform’d;


            
And therefore could no favour with her gain!


            
But there was one, on whom she cast her eye,


            
A servant ploughman, active in his ways,


            
Sober, industrious, and of comely mein,


            
As manly, with an air of self-respect;


            


            
Yet unobtrusive; knowing well his place:


            
He also felt for her a kind regard,


            
But conscious, he had nought to correspond


            
With her estate, would no advances make!—


            
Though oft they pass’d each other on the road,


            
Yet correspondence never had begun,


            
Save that they blest each other in their hearts!


            
Though etiquette would not allow that she


            
Should be the first speak; while he in turn


            
Would dread the pain of being met with scorn,


            
Should he presume to offer an address;
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Still in their hearts 
Love to’ards each other grew;


            
Though under check, yet 
time shall bring it out!


            
She watch’d him narrowly,—observed his ways


            
And saw how actively he did his work


            
While of such vigilance he nothing knew:


            


LoveHe grew the beau-ideal of her heart,
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On whom she could all confidence bestow!


            
Thus much impressed; and on the state of things


            
Around her as she look’d, she felt agrieved;—


            
The fences out of order,—gates unhiged,—


            


            
The ditches full of weeds;—the land untill’d,—


            
And 
Father 
drunken,—no one to attend


            
To keep things right, and means are getting low—


            
(She felt it most 
heart-rending!)—prospect sad


            
Of wreck and ruin coming on apace!—


            
“Ah, this will 
never do!” at length she sigh’d;


            
“To get a servant, who no interest has


            
In aught he does, whom one might scarcely trust,


            
With no one as his 
master to attend,


            
Or give instructions needful for the work,


            
Would be of little use!—What 
must be done?”


            


Society; 
Imagination; 
Religion; 
Change; 
ProsperityThe matter much she ponder’do’er and o’er,


            
And in connection, on the ploughman thought;


            
For, when comparing things as they appear’d,


            
To what her fancy—no vain 
fancy this—


            
Would picture forth beneath the care of him


            
She cherish in her heart,—the ploughman 
George!


            
—She could not but feel trammel’d by the force


            
Of such untoward 
ettiquette, and sigh,


            
“Oh! could we come to conversation,—then


            
My heart would feel releived; or know the worst


            


            
Should my bold offer not accepted be!—


            
May 
Heaven bless the purpose of my heart,


            
In having him to work the change desired,


            
From ruin to prosperity and joy!”—
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Such were the secret counsels of her heart;


            
And such her prayer, which soon met a reply!
          

          

            
One day she went to market to transact


            
Some household errand; she was cleauly clad,


            
Though simply, (without any view of aught


            
That might occur, of interesting kind:)


            
In russet gown, checked apron, and white hood,


            
With basket on her arm.—Her business done,


            
She homeward was returning. When, it happ’d


            
She saw 
George on the way, in his shirt sleeves,


            
With plough-gear on his shoulder, for repair,


            
Proceeding to the smithy, coming on:


            
And ere they met, her mind she now made up


            
To break through etiquette, and be the first


            
To speak, should be as formerly refrain,—
          

          

            
They met; (She stood.) “Good morning sir,” she said.


            

“Good moorning! Miss.” was his reply: he stood,


            


            
And on her look’d with a most kindly eye,


            
Pleased with the salutation!—She, in heart


            

Rejoiced! now courage took, and thus began:
          

          

            
“No doubt you think me bold to hail you thus;


            
But I have got a 
reason thus to act:


            
I long have wish’d to be on speaking terms


            
With you; and wish’d that you would first begin;


            
But since such has not been, I have begun,


            

              
And hope there’s no offence!”
              


              
“Offene 
indeed!”
            


            
He answer’d “I feel 
happy, that you have


            
On me bestow’d the privilege to become


            
Acquainted with you. Often have I felt


            
A mind to speak, but could not dare aspire,


            
Lest such presumption should be met with scorn.”
          

          

            
“Now that the ice is broke,” she interposed,


            

“I do feel more at liberty to speak,


            
As now a farther offer I shall make;—


            
(She paused, with downcast look, as mental pray’r


            
Her thoughts engaged; then ask’d with bated voice,


            
And flutt’ring heart,—her modesty thus tried!)


            


            
Would you wish to be married?—Now you look


            
Amazed!—But hear me farther. Long I’ve look’d


            
On you as one whom I could truly love;


            
And such as you my lands require to take


            
Their management: for 
Father is as one


            
Gone out of place; I’m sorry thus to speak;


            
Such is my case; if you will master be,


            
I’m willing to be 
mistress!—There’s my 
hand,


            

              
And with it have my 
heart!’
              


              
He took her hand
            


            
Within his fervent grip; while his eye shone


            
With 
manly feeling’s moist!—“I 
do accept


            
Your love above aught else! You make my heart


            

Rejoiced at such an unexpected gift!”


            
Was his reply:—“I’m willing to become


            
Your help-mate and protection;—do my 
best


            
To further all your interests as mine own!—


            
When may our union your convenienc suit?”
          

          

            
“Just 
now!” she said: “No 
time there is to lose!


            
If we’re agreed in other things, in 
this,


            
Let no objections be.—Then, home with me


            


            
You’ll come;—sign’d, seal’d, deliver’d as mine own,


            

              
And 
master of the place!”
              


              
So’ forth they weut,
            


            
Each equally rejoicod at such their hap;


            
While on one shoulder, he, his plough-gear bore


            
More lightly,— basket on his other arm,—


            
She in her heart thank’d 
Heaven for this success


            
Toward th’ accomplishment of all her aims;


            
They to the nearest magistrate applied


            
(Who was the ploughman’s master, thus surprised,)


            
For licence, and were married in due form!


            
All other matters soon became arranged;


            
Nor was she disappointed in her choice:


            
For, what before to ruin seem’d to tend’


            
Was soon transformed to order worth to see!


            
Her home became a place of true delight,


            
Despite the 
Father’s anger at such change;


            
(His petulence was short; ere three months went,


            
Delirium-tremens closed his life’s carreer.)


            

Love, hidden long, became a 
truthreveal’d:


            
And all who knew her much her courage praised!


            


            


LoveThe sickly 
Mothercheer’d by such a change;


            
Caused by her 
Daughter’s prudence, felt revived;


            
And saw her second Grand-son six months old!


            
To some, this may look something like 
romance;


            
But there was study deep, to find the worth


            
Of such a choice: and reasons good, which urged


            
The bold resolve;—
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Before she spoke the feelings of her heart,


            
And closed in with her favour’d ploughman 
George.
          

          

            


LoveMay now the 
Muse Love 
in romance pourtray:


            
And be such like a Pharos set on high,


            
To warn the 
wayward from the dangerous rocks,


            
Where others have made shipwreck of themselves!
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Fair 
Helen was a family pet, beloved


            
By all the family circle, from the 
Sire,


            
Down to the youngest child, which number’d seven.


            


LoveShe was the eldest, and had reach’d the state


            
Of interesting womanhood, and shew’d


            
A preposessing mein, both frank and gay;


            
Along with such sweet looks, which best attract


            
Th’ admiring eye of others,—of young men,


            


            
Who now a void within themselves descry,


            
Inducing them to look beyond, in search


            
Of that companionship, which best can fill


            
The void discover’d;—
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The same desire en-animate her heart,


            
Which made her study. how she best her charms


            
Could make tell on admirers; thus to gain


            
By art, their fond attentions, as such were


            
The greatest good, her nature could acheive!


            


Education; 
Morality; 
SocietyHer parents fond felt even charm’d themselves


            
With her appearance; and fond hopes indulged.


            
That she might meet some 
lover of some note,


            
Above their sphere of life, though even 
that


            
Was of no humble grade; as fit were they


            
To give her education meet t’adorn


            
That sphere of life, they hoped she might attain—


            
Even the best a boarding school could give!


            
Yet, all the education she received


            
Could not put 
prudence in her pride-full heart;
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Nor yet give grace, to conquer that self-will,


            
For which she was pre-emiment, above!


            


            
Her peers; for that tuition, had, was not


            
Of that domestic kind, which gives its strength


            
To check the growth of 
pride, that bane of worth


            
In ev’ry personal charm; replacing such


            
With sweet discretion, and humilty,


            
Which best alike all grades of life adorn!


            
But rather, such tuition gave her mind


            
A wayward cast she could not overcome,


            
Where due religious training was at fault;


            
Which render’d nill her school’d accomplishments.
          

          

            
Much of her time was spent in the pursuit


            
Of pleasures vain, and reading French romance;


            
Such, of a kind, agreeing with the bent


            
Of dispositions living in her heart


            
Uncheck’d, unqualified by sober 
truth!—


            


Education; 
FutureSuch a fair pourtrait of gay 
Helen’s mind;


            
And such the cultivation it received;


            
Such, the foundation laid, on which to rear


            
The simple structure of her after-life!
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Of fond admirers. not a few had she:


            
With some, her parents would have been content,


            


            
Though in them expectations were not reach’d:—


            
But from them she no counsel would receive;


            
“The 
dictum of my own mind is my guide;”


            
She would reply, with an uncourteous air;


            
“And 
that I mean to follow!” —So she placed


            
Her choice upon a swain, much like herself,


            
For high-flown fancies,—full of self-esteem,—


            
As like to 
like are oft together drawn,


            
No matter what the consequence might be!
          

          

            


PoetryHe, high-school bred, with expectations high,


            
Well qualified for business life,—possess’d


            
Of such abilities, which made him think


            
Himself, as 
worthy of the 
Muse’s care.—


            
As 

Burns the 
Poet, much he would admire,


            
So would he judge himself a Poet too:


            
And strive to imitate his strain, as 
that


            
Should prove him of his class,—“a worthy one,”—


            
As mocking birds would imitate all sounds,


            
Which meet their ear, though from the mark, awry


            
Of genuine worth, and sweetness of song!
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Society; 
LoveHis habits were not overstrict, save when


            


            
He would maintain ‘ ’twas 
manly to debauch;’—


            
’Twas
‘life’ to be ’mid company of the wild,


            
And profligate;—and ev’n to be profane,


            
Was no way out of place; but quite the thing,


            
To be accounted ‘
famous’—full of spirit!
          

          

            
Though such the custom of his caste and times,


            
Such was the one, who gain’d on her esteem:


            
His off-hand wit, such as it was, so pleased


            
Her fancy, that she thought him all-in-all,


            
For cleverness; and far above compare


            
With any other of more sober mood!


            
Besides, all his connections were above


            
The common level; he, much like herself


            
Well read in 
Novels, and could well recite


            
Sweet passages most pleasing to her ear,


            
All heart-inspiring; in full unison


            
With that fond ardour he for her display’d!
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At such, her 
choice, her Parents felt aggrieved,


            
And would endeavour to dissuade her mind


            
From a connection not to be approved.—


            
But she, self-will’d, the more they would dissuade.


            


            
The 
more she’d fix upon him as her 
own;


            
While she maintain’d her mind was for herself’


            
And by that she’ll be 
guided, come what will!—


            
Aye! So it was at length:—the grand 
romance,


            
Of an elopement must be the result,


            
T’ escape the good sense of her best of friends!


            
(But since distinctions aim’d at, of a kind


            
Which worldly minds most prize; and in a way,


            
Which sober christian prudence would condemn;


            
No wonder that the fancied mark is miss’d,


            
Quite over-shot, the aim so much awry.


            
Thus were her Parents foil’d in what they hoped


            
From fancied promise 
Helen gave in charms,


            
And best of worldly training; when they found


            
Their counsels nill, where self-will reigns supreme!)


            
*How blind is Love romantic! when ’tis bent


            
On its own ruin.—’Tis as 
Heaven’s curse


            
Were in-wrought with all actions and all aims,


            
Though to the fancy pleasing; as to lead


            
Th’ infatuated victim to her doom!—


            
Such a 
Romance was pleasing to them both;


            


            
In which, to be conspicuous, they agreed


            
To act the living drama—beat th’ adepts


            
Who gay 
romance, as virtue, would declare


            
So, on a night appointed, to the arms


            
Of her true lover, (?) came she forth, from out


            
Her chamber window, as with such 
eclat,


            
Which all romantic spirits might applaud!


            
No wonder that the roses shed their leaves,


            
As she brush’d past them, ’twas as if they wept


            
At such untoward conduct thus display’d!


            


Perception; 
Morality; 
SocietyIn her own estimation, this was quite


            
A virtuous act: and his for gallantry,


            
Was not to be surpass’d; however much


            
For prudence, or discretion, both were void.—


            
How self-esteem would prompt the mind to think


            
Its self-will’d actions are of virtue’s class,


            
And worthy admiration; howe’er much


            
They’re reprehensive,—quite to be condemn’d!


            
The fond romancing lovers thought themselves


            
Most virtuous ones; their deed, a true-love’s act:


            
While others look’d upen it with disgust!
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A peerless goddess, for a short time, she


            
Was in his estimation: still that love,


            
Of which he much profess’d, had not the power


            
To win him from his rakish habits; or


            
Implant new principles within him;—which


            
Declared the 
truth, or 
falsity it bore!


            
Discovering now her folly, when, 
too late,


            
Disown’d by all her friends, she felt the change;


            
A strange reaction on her spirits weighed,


            
From gaiety, to sullenness, and gloom.


            
Oft left alone, while he debauch’d elsewhere,


            
’Mid boon companions in the social club;


            
With business oft neglected, gone awry;


            
Thus, former gilded fancies disappear’d,


            
When not a wreck, to cheer, was left behind!


            
Though to her lot submissive, such had quite


            
A pow’rful influence o’er her, to affect


            
Her heart with woe’s progression! Thus brought 
low:—


            
Low in position, when compared to that


            
Once held:—and low circumstances:—low


            
In estima imation of all former friends:—


            


            
And low in spirits!—Thus subdued, and lorn,


            
When all comparisons were closely drawn;—


            
Yes sad was the result of her career:


            
Ere she could give a third expected birth,


            
She glided down into an early tomb!
          

          

            


Love; 
PhilosophySuch is but a mere sample of 
Romance,


            
And its attending consequence; though more


            
In varied natures, and degrees, could tell


            
Each its own tale of sorrows, and regrets;


            
But may this serve to brighten up this truth,


            
“When 
fancy, 
pride and 
self-will must combine


            
Their strength ’gainst 
reason, and 
experience wise,


            
No good can thence result!”
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Content with such, and haste to other themes,


            
Demanding due attention in this song!
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Religion; 
Ocean; 
CommerceWhen from the bosom of 
ETERNITY,


            

Time first his course began, then forth he sped,


            


            
On high commission, from the 
Great Supreme,


            
Upon a shoreless vast:—as ships would leave


            
Some port, and sail forth on the mighty deep,


            
With weight of merchandise, which commerce sends


            
To some far distant shore;—
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The scythe and sandglass of all mortal fate;


            
His hands were full of blessings, scattering wide


            
The bounties of 
Jehovah, o’er the world;


            
While bearing garlands from the bowers of bliss,


            
For the adornment of all worthy ones’


            
As the rewards of virtue, aud of truth:


            
Such in themselves bore marks of heavenly joy,


            
And nothing had to mar! No adverse lot


            
Was mix’d up with those favours thus dispensed


            
Becoming Nature in her normal state;


            
Or 
Man in innocence, and holy Love!
          

          

            
Though now, the scythe and sandglass are enjoin’d


            
As part of 
Time’s commission, in their use,


            

He still a budget bears of mixed events,


            
As suiting ev’ry circumstance; from which,


            
He makes deliverance due, to one and all;


            


            
To this, an 
Angel, minist’ring of joy,


            
He proves; to 
that, of vengeance, or of care,


            
According as appointed each his lot,


            
Or as their meeds demand. 

Religion; 
Future; 
Commerce; 
OceanSo, such shall aye


            
Be 
his employment, till his journey ends,


            
When He’s absorb’d into th’ 
ETERNITY


            
Of far 
Futurity; as when the ship


            
With all its freight is safely moor’d at length,


            
Within the destined haven of its rest!
          

          

            
How varied are the dispensations given


            
From out 
Time’s budget as he posts along:


            
To 
this, of love; to 
that, of much rebuke:


            
To some, of peace; to others, war and strife;


            
To 
this. a disappointment; joy, to 
that;—


            
To persons, and to nations, each their dues’


            
According as their merits mark their doom:


            
Thus, like a courier, makes he sure despatch


            
Of business, doing all his 
Sovereign’s 
will;—


            
And, who dare such gainsay?— What is the lot,


            
Whether or not expected, to us given,


            
We must take up instanter!
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Its nature well, the messenger is off!


            
Far, far from our remonstrances, or thanks,


            
For 
that to us appointed. 

Change; 
Liberty; 
WorkShould some lot


            
On us, by man tyrannic, be imposed,


            
As not appointed of the 
Sovereign’s 
will;


            
A dispensation may to us be given,


            
Empow’ring us our liberty to work,


            
Or aught remove, which progress would impede,


            
If our advancement be the 
will of 
Heaven!


            
What otherwise is ours, our duty is


            
To make the best of what seems the reverse


            
Of all accounted 
good; as thereby’s shewn


            
Our virtue, and its nature; as ’twill shine


            
With such a brightness, which would best declare


            
One’s genuineness of soul!—Or what is good,


            
Must still improved be, as ’tis never will’d


            
Such should be held at discount; as such were


            
Incapable of being more advanced;
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Or, thus our worthlessnsss would be declared


            
More loudly, than a trumpet’s sound can tell!
          

          

            
How blest are those, whose lot in 
love accords


            


            
With all their hearts’ desires! It is, on earth,


            
One of the choicest blessings that befall


            
The human life; and is among the best


            
Of all the dispensations scatter’d round.


            
It often proves the basis, upon which


            
All goodly fortunes rise. 

Love; 
Family; 
HomeIn th’ humble cot,


            
Where dwell 
Contentment, 
Industry, and 
Peace,


            
Such, influenced by 
love, delight the heart,


            
More than the splendour which surrounds the great


            
Where 
love’s a stranger! Let the rich be proud


            
Of their surroundings; yet, such often prove


            
Mere trammels in enjoyment’s way; they give


            
But little consolation to the soul,


            
When press’d with cares; they rather much depress


            
Where sympathy’s required, and is not found;—
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While 
love would prove the chief stay of the heart,


            
It bouying np, from being as submerged


            
’Mid overwhelming floods! The mind of man,


            
Beclouded with sad woes, is like the place


            
Where darkness reigns;—where spectres grim delight


            
To revel, the soul harassing with sad


            


            
Temptations to its bane;—but let the light


            
Of 
love shine in, such darkness to dispel,


            
Then all is light and joy! 

Love; 
Suffering
Love is the source


            
Whence many blessings spring, and flow along


            
One’s pilgrim path of life; as when the stream,


            
Which from the flinty rock flow’d at the call


            
Of 
Moses, at the mount, in Sinai’s wild,


            
And follow’d close, with an unfailing flow


            
By 
Israel’s journey’ngs to the “promised land,”


            
For their refreshment, comfort, and delight:---


            
So do those blessings, which from mutual 
love


            
Still take their rise, refresh the heart when faint


            
With worldly trials;—or, when sorrows come,


            
As sent, to make us feel “we’re not our own;”


            
Us bringing to our duty, when we’ve been


            
Neglectful, or have err’d; then comfort flows


            
From 
love’s exhaustless fountain, to rejoice


            
The heart, which else had been involved in woe!
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Love’s blessings never single have been known;


            
They have their counterparts, and faithful all


            
Are to the tenour of the parent stock,


            


            
As are the fruitful branches of a tree


            
Unto the healthy root, which life maintains:


            
So love-united hearts will ever prove


            
Unconquerable; and scarcely failure make


            
In any enterprize they undertake;


            
The one, the other will uphold, amid


            
Whatever trials may their lot befall,


            
Till o’er all dificulties stern, they rise


            
Triumphant; 
love the power that conquer’d all!


            
Thus, earthly blessings when to good account


            
They’re turn’d, they seem the emblem of that prize,


            
In Heav’n, awaiting faithful worthy ones.


            
And 
love maintain’d in sacredness. and truth,


            
Will prove the prelude of that holier kind,


            
Which best unites us to our Heav’nly 
Sire!


            
As 
His great 
Love all lesser 
loves attracts,


            
Whose natures seem the offspring of 
His own,


            
In truthful hearts maintain’d ’gainst worldly wiles,


            
So such attraction will be felt a prize,


            
An introduction to the bliss of Heaven!
          

          

            
Expectant youth awaiting 
Time’s approach,


            


            
To know the 
lot that may upon him fall,


            
Must have recourse to nef’rous practices,


            
As fain to pierce into futurity,


            
Like 
Saul, through Endor’s Witch; rather than give


            
Good heed to present duty; as, to wait,


            
And watch, and be prepared to take 
that up


            
Which 
Providence appoints! How vain, indeed,


            
Such anxious care, and fraught so much with sin;


            
An insult to 
God’s wisdom, such contains!


            
No wonder than the prize, within one’s reach


            
Is lost, when he must reach beyond, and grasp


            
At that which proves at length a well earn’d curse;


            
A lot, of his own choosing, 
not bestowed!
          

          

            


Imagination; 
FutureWhat great mistakes are made when heedless youth


            
Must eagerly bland fancies conjure up,


            
Which fain he’d look on, as realities,


            
Much to be prized;—ah! then his fancied hopes


            
Have little of developement, while vague


            
His wishes are, unsteadfast in their aims.


            
Thus small perception has he of his needs;


            
And their pecuiar natuer, as might prompt


            


            
Young 
reason to seek 
that, which best may prove


            
The blessing of his life, but passion strong


            
Would rule supreme o’er every other power,


            
Or faculty of mind, and so becloud


            
Young 
reason scarsely roused from dormant state


            
Whose thoughts are not yet muster’d to enquire


            
On both sides of the question, for the truth!—


            
When 
Prudence is not ask’d for its advice,


            
Most requisite, to prompt the true desire,


            
The 
soul’s expression,—yes, that inward voice


            
Of the 
affections, pleading for a gift


            
Of special worth, to correspond with 
that


            
Existing in the heart.— What special prize,


            
Can one expect, that’s ever void of aim,


            
However much he’d wish? No special gift


            
Sought after, all through want of knowledge true


            
Of his peculiar needs; so will he grasp


            
Aught of no real worth!
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Through thonghtless novelty, may such esteem


            
A gift indeed, although at length ’twill prove


            
A scourge, him 
chast’niug 
[sic: chast’ning] out of all his dreams—


            


            
While testifying ’gainst those passions strong,


            
To which he yielded in symplicity;


            
As when a bird, in fowler’s snare, is caught.


            
Thus, then it is, his eyes are open’d wide,


            
To all th’ importance of his real state;


            
When passion’s sober’d, and wild dreams dispell’d,


            
And in a sad reality appears


            
Quite the reverse of former cherish’d hopes;


            
Thus, making him dissatisfied, and grieved,


            
Both with himself, and such his crooked 
lot!
          

          

            
What though, fond youth’s by passions led astray,


            
—By passions, o’er which, 
Reason has no power,—


            
As he’s enticed by the attractive charms


            
Of her whose selfish cunning him beguiles;


            
Yes,—but beguiles;—who cares not how to make


            
Herself the chief companion of his heart;—


            
And though she may, self-satisfied, exult


            
In that acheivement o’er the lover gain’d:


            
’Tis not all gain that’s gotten by deceit!


            
For, as by 
Providence, ’tis so ordain’d


            
That 
Virtue ever proves its own reward;


            


            
So, 
false love, in itself a curse will bear,


            
Like plague’s contagion, hid ’mong  goods of trade,


            
To break forth soon, a devastating scourge!


            
As that dissatisfaction, in the heart


            
Of him deceived, will yet rebound, to cause


            
Much grief unthought of first, as the effects


            
Of counterfeited love; thus wrecking peace,


            
Where otherwise joy might have been the rule!
          

          

            


Society; 
PoetryAs illustration best the creed expounds,


            
So, be it given from the page of life.


            
Then mark the lot of him in wedded state,
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Whose lo ing heart has easily been entrapp’d,


            
By the deceit of one, who gain’d her way


            
On his affections; as she would maintain


            
A shew of virtue, only to beguile,


            
Until the end desired, at length, was won!
          

          

            


Love; 
Family; 
HomeHe had a virtuous Mother; and a home


            
Which seem’d as ’twere a type of Heav’n on earth;


            
He felt a share of all his Father’s joy,


            
And ne’er saw ought but unanimity


            
Exist between them! Judging women all


            


            
In married state were faithful to the truth,


            
In their domestic cares, creating joys:


            
With loving dispositions in their hearts,
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Such; as his Mother in her prudence own’d;


            
If otherwise, much husbands were at fault.


            
He never dreamt that mean duplicity,


            
Opposed to open candour, would be theirs!—


            
That loving principle, within his heart,


            
Forbade uncharitable thoughts of those


            
For whom his heart with warm affections glow’d!


            


SocietyThus, easily attracted by one’s charms,


            
Of winning nature; and, of good report


            
In christian fellowship with Sunday-sohools,


            
Which much he loved: thus, with a shew of truth


            
So artfully maintain’d, he soon was won!
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How soon all shew of virtue got transform’d!


            
And soon appear’d, what he could ne’er believe


            
Would in a woman’s heart exist;—contempt


            
Of all that’s lovely in domestic peace;


            
Or what makes home attractive! Thus appear’d


            
Her only aim, at first, was to get wed,


            


            
Though conscious of the guile she on him play’d,


            
Despite what after consequence might be!


            
Her object gain’d, the loving victim bound;


            
Yet, how best to preserve that love she gain’d


            
Was no part of her study, or her aim.


            


Religion; 
SocietySelf-will’d and stubborn; for contentions, fond


            
The way of 
peace, a lesson never learn’d;


            
Or was forgot, in zeal, herself to prove


            
A worthy convert to the church of Rome,


            
In striving 
there to drive her husband too;


            
Whose better knowledge would such thoughts resist.


            
This was, throughout, the bone of endless strife;


            
On 
this, all other oppositions hinged,


            
As she the devil’s 
agent would enact,


            
To drive the victim-husband on to woe!
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Thus, thoughtlessly, to love’s destruction prone,


            
Her nature seem’d; and to make 
pride supreme,


            
And chief thing to be gratified;—aye thus


            
She’d strive to rule her husband; and him make


            
Subservient to th’ ambitions of her heart!
          

          

            
The husband now considering his lot,


            


            
Compared with what it else might have had been:


            
He feels as being a burden to himself,


            
All through the want of social sympathy,


            
Where ’tis expected:—yes he seems t’have had


            
A dispensation giv’n him, of a kind,


            
From 
Time’s great 
budget, which but ill accords


            
With former cherish’d hopes he had indulged.—


            
Bright fancy now is under an eclipse;


            
And Hope declares itself as much deceived:


            
Such state, how awkward! 

Love; 
Home; 
MoralityLove uncherish’d frets


            
Itself to sad vexation;—ill at ease,


            
His heart feels pain’d, —has no enjoyment, where


            
It ought to feel at home: it is not blest


            
With that repose it craves, when press’d with cares.


            
Can there his mind have rest? ’Tis apt to rove


            
To seek elsewhere what is not found at home,


            
At risk of sacrifising moral worth!


            
Such want of reciprocity, and peace,


            
Will often lead to dissipation’s woes;


            
No matter how degraded, when is lost


            
That 
self-respect, home-love could have sustain’d


            


            
What can expected be from wand’ring thoughts,


            
That find no stay at home, to their regret?
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Aye, such regret, reacting on the heart


            
Of the imprudent cause of all his woes.


            
’Thou shalt not 
covet,” is a wise command:


            
His cares would make him covet all that 
love,


            
He sees enjoy’d by others in their homes;


            
Such gives her grief, though working no reform,


            
Or small amendment from pernicious ways;


            
But rather jealousy’s heartburning scorn,


            
Which, 
viper-like, would on life’s vitals prey,


            
Although his 
virtue ne’er could be impugn’d!


            
’Tis thus 
false-love makes misery to itself;


            
As when “the wicked live not half their days!”
          

          

            
Can happiness, or can prosperity,


            
Be the result of such a state of mind,


            
As being jaded, and annoy’d abroad,


            
And discomposed through want of 
peace at home?


            


Society; 
Family; 
War; 
HomeWhere want of confidence prevails, and acts


            
The very poison of all social life?—


            
If civil war’s a curse to any land,


            


            
So in a family is dissention’s rule:


            
While hard it is one’s virtue to maintain!


            
Yes, hard indeed’s his lot, who, thus beset,


            
Must ever be in armour:—still at war,


            
Not only with the world, as to defend


            
His interests, but at home to meet with scorn:


            
Sad recompence for all his toils and cares!


            
Such warfare, thus endured, sadly inflicts


            
Its baleful wounds, not only on his heart,


            
But also on his circumstances; as


            
Such warfare clogs his energies;—defeats


            
His plans for good;—it opens up a breach,


            
In some weak part, which concord best secures,


            
Of which, the world would mean advantage take,


            
And that to further sorrows!—In this case,


            
Can such be call’d a 
Home?—If there he dwells,


            
’Tis only through 
God’s 
grace upon his soul,


            
That such things he endures: meanwhile he feels


            
That parting with such sorrows would be sweet!
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Love; 
Home; 
Liberty; 
Work; 
FriendshipBlest is the heart, in 
love, that’s satisfied;


            
And feels contented with the lot he owns:


            


            
Who ne’er had cause to mourn a hapless lot,


            
Embraced in the companion of his choice!


            
The cares of life, though multiform and mix’d


            
Can then be coped with; master’d be with ease;


            
The mind at liberty is then prepared


            
To meet all worldly trials which occur;


            
And feel at ease, comparative, to know


            
He has a sympathizing friend at 
home;


            
In whom he can put confidence, as apt


            
To soothe, and mitigate all cares with 
love,—


            

Love’s sweet persuasive strains, which whisper 
peace,


            
Unto the aching heart, like that command,


            
Which still’d the stormy waves of Galilee!


            
Thus, 
Love its virtue proves! ’Tis truly blest


            
To be so circumstanced,—to have a 
home,


            
And in that 
home a loving, prudent heart


            
To make it his assylum, where his mind


            
Obtains repose,— a re-creative power,


            
To fit him to meet next day’s toils with ease!


            
That home’s his 
Castle no one dares assail,


            
So there he feels secure: and has no wish


            


            
That wanders elsewhere to seek better cheer!


            
His heart is pleased; the dispensation given


            
Is to his mind; meanwhile he feels rejoiced


            
At happy future prospects; and his heart


            
Is full of praise to 
Him who has vouchsafed


            
His blessings thus! How 
blest is such a state!
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Oh what a pow’r of influence exists


            
In woman, over man, for good or ill!


            
Though some may act the great Accuser’s part


            
In driving him to woe; and some may prove


            
Mere helpless ones. who, though no harm they do,


            
Can no good deed effect: but, others, yet


            
Will act the guardian 
Angel in their ways,


            
Of truthful love, improving much man’s weal!


            
An instance here, the 
Muse may now pourtray.
          

          

            
Ere 
Malcolm had got wed, his mind had been


            
Invested with a second nature, grown


            
By habit on him, as engrafted there;


            
Like worthless scion to a genuine tree!


            
He, fond of social joys, had got involved,


            
Yes, much involved, like many, ’gainst their weal,


            


            
In questionable company, call’d “
good,”


            
Of club companions, ’mid whom he rejoiced.
          

          

            
She, who had gain’d on his affections, fond,


            
When nature prompted him a wife to seek,


            
Was one, who had a heart with 
truth embued,


            
As well as prepossessing manners chaste,


            
With prudence; and had skill to exercise


            
What influence she o’er him could possess.—


            
Oft felt she griev’d at being left alone,


            
When he would wander out at evening, fain


            
As wont to join companions old, in club;


            
Such grief had more of pity, for his sake,


            
And habits grown upon him, hard to quit,


            
Than anger for neglect she thus endured!


            
She, rather than resent with thoughtless scorn


            
Such conduct, which her heart could not approve,


            
Would try to make her home attractive still:


            
And more so, conversation’s winning tone,


            
As when in courtship, she upon him gain’d.—


            
(Unlike some others’ who, when they’ve attain’d


            
The end desired, forget all winning ways!)—


            


            
For, now she felt attractiveness must still


            
Be exercised; and more so, than when gain’d


            
Were his affections first, and since maintain’d.
          

          

            
This was a second courtship! As the first


            
Affected but herself in union’s aim;


            
So this affect must all her future weal


            
Of married life; which, therefore, must be won,


            

Won by the sweetness of that truthful 
love,


            
Which none but prudent hearts know how to use!


            
In sweet persuasive tones her voice she framed,


            
Which spoke more to his heart, than to his ear,


            
When offering her counsels; yet withal,


            
Avoiding all annoyance, or offence!


            
Thus, with a persevering, loving aim,


            
She so far o’er him gain’d, that he at length


            
Less frequent was at club; but still her task


            
Must further be accomplish’d; such indeed,


            
To prove the copestone of home’s happiness!
          

          

            


Society; 
Home; 
FriendshipOne night as by the fire he sat, rejoiced


            
At conversation’s sweetness, she employ’d,—


            
Not such, of pest’ring questions, which some use


            


            
Yet gain no information from replies,


            
As information’s not the object sought,


            
But merely worthless twaddle; which oft glides


            
To something for dissention;—but her themes


            
Were to the mind engaging—cheerful tales


            
Of what she could remember of past days:


            
While he, in turn, would recollect such like


            
Of what she had advanced, and so rehearse


            
His part of entertainment, which rejoiced


            
His heart; in doing which, he proved this truth,


            
“How blest it is, to have a loving friend,


            
On whom, one can all confidence repose!”
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Thus stole the hours along; a happy time


            
’Twas truly to them both; and as drew near


            
Retiring time, she introduced a change


            
Of subject, but in manner sweet, that snch


            
He could not well gainsay: it was, 

Love; 
Religion; 
Home; 
Society; 
Friendshipthat they


            
Should introduce 
God’s worship in their home.


            
At this, he first was silent; ’twas a theme


            
He had not yet consider’d; though in truth


            
He could not such condemn; but rather felt


            


            

Unworthy to begin! But her soft voice


            
Held forth strong arguments, regarding his


            
Most 
worthiness of 
welcome to the throne;


            
The which, to doubt, was dangerous;—not t’assail


            
The ear with aught unpleasnt;—which had force


            
Upon his understanding; when at length,


            
She saw all opposition was witheld,—


            
An opposition rising from a sense


            
Of his unworthiness, which she dispell’d


            
In a most courteous manner; answering all


            
Objections with such tones which spoke of 
love!—


            
She rose, put past her work; with winning grace,


            
She brought the 
Bible, laid it on his knee,


            
And then sat down beside him, and her hand


            
She rested on his shoulder: “Do, my love!”


            
She said, while sweetly looking in his face,


            
On which hung hesitation’s sombre veil,


            
Which, to remove she gently thus proceeds:


            
“Let’s ask 
God’s blessing on our home and toils;


            
Thus, may we read a portion of 
His Truth,


            
And thereby learn how to express our pray’rs;


            


            
You know we love each other; this will make


            
Our loves more perfect! As we blessings ask,


            
And such obtain, ’twill be like heav’n on earth;


            

His goodness thus promoting all our joys!


            
Or when we meet with cares, how good to know


            
We have a heav’nly 
Father, who has power


            
To help us in our troubles, when to 
Him


            
We turn for aid, for th’ asking, help 
He’ll give!


            
Yes, ’tis relief to make our sorrows known


            
To 
One who has all power to answer pray’r:


            
’Tis thus we 
Him acknowledge as our 
FRIEND;


            
And thus, our thankfulness is best express’d;


            
And thus, we render glory to our 
God!


            
By this, redoubled blessings may us cheer!


            
And, as our pray’rs united will ascend,


            
So will we find our union more complete!
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Such sweet persuasive language had effect;


            
Her loving tones were music to his heart,


            
His countenance divesting of its vail;


            
He took the Book, and open’d at the place,


            
Where is pourtray’d the “prodigal’s return:”—


            


            
As in a mirror one his image sees,


            
So, here he saw a picture of himself!


            
This lesson ne’er before so touch’d his heart,


            
As now it did, though oft before perused;


            
And 
much admired! And, when he knelt in pray’r,


            
His face he cover’d with his hands, and felt


            
Ashamed of past neglects; like him of old,


            
Who dared not lift his eyes to heaven, because


            
Of a deep sense of sin upon his soul!


            
In this, his first attempt, his words were few—


            
Mere broken sentences—with oft a pause


            
Between; as if he knew not how t’express


            
His thoughts aright,—his lab’ring thoughts, so full


            
Of import, coming from a heart sincere,


            
Which, much she qualified with love’s 
Amen!


            
Such pray’rs 
God best interprets; and their aims


            
Can fully understand,—aye more, than such


            
Of pharasaic pride:—for, when he rose,


            
He felt a joy imprest upon his heart,


            
A 
joy, above all joys the world can give!
          

          

            
Thus, prudence, and true love, united gain’d


            


            
A vict’ry over prejudice. and pride,


            
—The ruling features of a careless soul;—


            
Where other means would have entirely fail’d!—


            
Thus, was her effort made, as when the man


            
With wither’d arm, in answering the command,


            
“Stretch forth thine hand!”—the effort then put forth


            
Obtain’d the blessing, in the limb revived;—


            
Her effort made could not be well withstood;


            

God’s grace assisting, entering his heart,


            
He yielded to her wishes full of faith;


            
And thus the family altar has got rear’d!


            
Thus, she with patient prudence, and good aim,


            
Her husband gain’d from many perverse ways;


            
And now she reaps, with a most thankful heart,


            

True Love’s best fruits, while cheerful is her home!
          

          

            
How well it is when fond affection’s such,


            
That, between parties, to each other pledged,


            
It ever is the same; while in such faith,


            
They walk together on through life, prepared


            
Alike for sunshine joys, or adverse things:


            
With faces Zion-ward, and both agreed


            


            
To serve at the same altar, then they can


            
True fellowship enjoy; and then is seen


            
True 
love, in all its beauty, taking part


            
In eithers woes, or sharing either’s joys,


            
However small they be! 

Love; 
Family; 
JoyThus, hand in hand


            
Good company are they, as they pursue


            
Their pilgramage with cheer. Such mutual love


            
Is 
joy abounding in itself;—the bond


            
Of unity, that best secures their weal


            
Upon the way, while gladdening their hearts


            
With prospects bright, of never ending joy!
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When hearts are so united, then be sure


            

Love’s expositions of all words and deeds.


            
Will greatly aid all trials to o’ercome!
          

          

            
How interesting is the aged pair:


            
To see them as together they have walk’d


            
In early days,—still close companions, as


            
When first they loved,—is pleasing to behold!


            


Love; 
WarLove, like the threefold cord, not easily broke,


            
Their hearts in strength uniting, has them bound,


            
And made incorp’rate: though with adverse things


            


            
They may have battle’d in their way through life;


            
The world’s great warfare had them so engaged


            
To either’s welfare, that their lives are one:—


            
’Tis truly interesting!
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An admonition strong, that all may learn


            
The 
truth of 
love’s advantage in this life;


            
Its beauty shewing, charming to behold,


            
That all may aim its virtues to assume,


            
So that they may its rich fruitions gain!—


            
No matter what through life did them annoy


            
’Twas only like some momentary pain,


            
Which pass’d away: as on Time’s posting wings


            
’Twere borne along, in 
Lethe to be drown’d!


            
How blest, when ’midst the many cares of life


            

Love’s potency is not to be o’ercome!—


            
So, still to see them walk, as hand in hand,


            
As on life’s start, truth stampt upon their lives,


            
Is cheering to contemplate:— makes one feel


            
Its joy, as ’twere, reflected on the heart,


            
As when the rainbow on the dark cloud shines!—


            


Future; 
Past; 
ReligionThus, forward to life’s close, on earth, they look,


            


            
—While no dissatisfaction with the past


            
Can vex them now:—cheer’d with the happy view


            
Of a more lasting union ’mong the blessed!
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Love; 
ReligionBut for true love, what would the world become?


            
True love is heavenly bliss on earth:
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By carnal sense, which moon-eyed seems, ’tis not


            
In all its holiness of truth discern’d!


            
Yet, notwithstanding all the bliss it bears,


            
True love will have its trials; but, ev’n these


            
Are greatly like the raspings of a file


            
Upon black steel, when giving out its sheen,


            
By the removal of the outward dross!


            
Thus, trials give to 
true-love in the end


            
Much glory, as the sun’s refulgence is


            
Much brighter than the finest burnish’d gold!
          

          

            
But for true 
love, in its integrity,—


            
Although existing in minority;


            
Much like the righteous, 
Abraham pled for, when


            
Was purposed Sodom’s land to be destroy’d;—


            
The world had been a den of anarchy,


            
A very hell for strife, and bitter woe,


            


            
Arising from deceit, and dire revenge,


            
Like th’ world before the flood! True 
love’s the salt,


            
Which keeps the world from foul corruption’s stench!


            
Ev’n though that salt be small, it shews its worth,


            
Affecting the whole bulk to something good!


            
True 
love is virtue’s root; there nothing base


            
Can prosper; nothing, but the genuine fruit


            
Of 
Truth will it bring forth; and shame aught else


            
That’s foreign to its nature,—keeping check


            
Upon all rankling weeds of vice, which might


            
Have grown in wild profusion, to annoy!


            
Though humble be its station, yet it bears


            
An air of majesty divine, and scares


            
Aught 
vile, which would upon its worth intrude!


            
True 
love awake, and on its watch-tow’r, what


            
Will dare approach to harm; or dare defile


            
Its sanctity of 
truth?—But, ah! when lull’d


            
Like 
Argus, by some cunning Syren’s song—!


            
When smooth tongued flatt’ry some ascendency


            
Gains o’er its confidence, how soon, indeed,


            
It is betray,d! Yet, even in its fall,


            


            
It glances back upon the 
traitor’s head,


            
If not upon his heart, his baseness vile.—


            


Love; 
ArtsTrue 
love is beauty’s counterpart in truth:


            
All outward comeliness is much at fault,


            
When 
true-love has no dwelling in the heart!


            
The prude may make attempt at outward show,


            
In artificial decorations gay,


            
With mirror’d smiles and counterfeited charms;


            
Yet have no beanty worthy to be seen,


            
When in th’ affections 
truth is quite innane!
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True 
love speaks Heaven’s language upon earth,


            
As it regards peace and good-will to man!


            
’This 
Heaven’s, delegate to win the hearts


            
Of mortals, to choose wisdom’s ways, and bid


            
Them all aspire to noble things, beyond


            
Earth’s paltry baubles, or its highest joys,


            
Aye, nothing short of Heaven’s immortal crown!


            
While 
love betray’d mocks 
God’s good-will to man,


            
And dooms the 
Traitor to eternal woe!
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Love; 
Philosophy; 
Religion; 
LibertyHow well it is to moralize on Love,


            
Recounting all the bliss its 
truth contains!


            
As 
Heav’n imposes duties, on our lives,


            
To be fulfill’d; so leaves 
He such to be


            
Perform’d, according to our means, or as


            
Our sev’ral natures will allow, the due


            
Accomplishment of all that is required.


            
As none has been restricted to one mode,


            
Or bound down to one form of instinct; as


            
The tribes inferior, which each class controls.


            
So, man is blest with freedom, as becomes


            
His reason, to adopt what course he deems


            
Best for the purpose in his nature woven,


            
When seeking out the partner of his life!


            
Thus, where he can his prudence exercise,


            
And in consistency with 
Heaven’s just laws,


            
His part perform, such laws his wisdom, which,


            
According to such laws obey’d, rewards


            
With comfort, and domestic joys in store!
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But others, who perchance some other mode


            
Of action have adopted, as impell’d


            
By force of ardent passions, so they reap;


            
Perhaps aught else than comfort, or sweet love!—


            
As 
Passion ever Reason’s power beclouds,


            
No wonder than full many go astray!


            
One may the 
fair impassionately love


            
For mere exterior charms; while Reason, blind,


            
Enquires not for internal truth or worth;


            
Though fairly aiming at some special good,


            
He takes his lot; then finds it quite a 
blank!


            
Oft 
fancy vain, and passion are allied;


            
Thus, both united, powerful is their sway,


            
Th’ unwary leading into hidden snares!—
          

          

            


Imagination; 
Philosophy; 
FutureIf’tis our nature Reason’s power t’ employ,


            
In oppositon to vain 
fancy’s mood;


            
Such nature is a blessing in itself;


            
’Tis a reward incorporate with means


            
Employ’d in the fulfillment of our dues.


            
The duty thus imposed, will in ourselves


            
Find the due mode, whereby it will be done!


            


            
However varied be the course pursued,


            
Which ever way is taken, that’s the lot


            
To us appointed, and to which we must


            
Ourselves submit; and even in that lot


            
Still farther duties will themselves evolve.—


            
If awkward be the lot that’s thus sustain’d,


            
And contrary to all our former hopes,


            
Our former, fondest, and best cherish’d hopes;


            
Our duty is, that energy be roused,


            
To cope with all adversity, and turn


            
The evil tide from its o’erflowing sway!


            
Here is a duty, oft a grievous task


            
In the performance;
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Where we are weak, unable for such tasks,


            
There’s strength at hand, and ready to assist,


            
If such we will seek after, and employ:


            
—That aid, 
God’s grace imparts unto the soul,—


            
When every difficulty soon becomes


            
More easily conquered than it first appear’d!


            
Sad is his state, who finds himself involved


            
Unaided in the awkward lot he owns;


            


            
Yes, sad his state, who, when he’s cross,d in love,


            
Would take a foul revenge upon himself;


            
’S if
that would solve the problem to him given!


            
Such but declares his own unworthiness


            
Of better blessings, had they been conferr’d.


            
Love-crosses oft prove 
blessings in disguise!


            
Those, who deem such thcy suffer, would they check


            
The rabid feelings, causd by the rebuff,


            
Which 
pride receives; and so await that peace,


            
Which follows on the heels of what caused pain,


            
They’d see what cause they rather have for joy;


            


Arts; 
NatureAs when the sun dispels the misty cloud,


            
And shews around fair 
Nature in her charms!
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A lover, fond, discarded by the one


            
On whom were his affections placed, may serve


            
T’illustrate such a 
truth the 
Muse declares:—


            
Long had he her adored: his 
love, so great,


            
Made her his goddess; yes, she was indeed


            
The 
Idol of his heart! His love, a pure


            

Affection, urging him t’incessant toil,


            
To gain what would her comfortable make,


            


            
When claiming her his own. Much had he striv’n,


            
And that with much success; and had in view


            
Th’ attainment of his aims! But, she 
tnrn’d 
[sic: turn’d] round,


            
And would no longer look him in the face;


            
She his affections mock’d, because, forsooth,


            
No flatt’ring tongue had he, and left him lorn!


            
At such a disappointment, much perplex’d,


            
He quickly to the throne of grace repair’d,


            
There pour’d his sorrows out; and felt relief,


            
By heav’nly comforts flowing in, to cheer!—


            
She to another gave her heart; who, cheer’d


            
With such a turn of 
fortune, as he thought,


            
On him bestow’d; and by ’r attractive ways


            
So won, he made her soon his wedded wife.


            
But mark the change:—Her fond attractiveness


            
Soon disappear’d; and she became the scourge,


            
More fit to drive affections out of doors,


            
Than keep misfortune from her husband’s home!


            
Thus, the discarded lover soon saw cause


            
To thank kind Providence she was not his!


            
What once he had consider’d a 
hard lot,


            


            
In 
that he now discern’d much cause for joy;


            
Though former friendships could not be forgot!
          

          

            
Another instance, of another kind,


            
May here be giv’n. 
Maria was beloved


            
By several swains: but, one above the rest,


            
To her felt much attached in truthful 
love;


            
And quite apart from all untoward ways,


            
He did his best to gain 
hers in return.—


            
But 

Arts; 
Societyhe was plain, and modest, and sincere;


            
He had not that attractive artfulness


            
So winning, as in others; the glib tongue


            
To him belong’d not; and the foppish airs


            
Of pride were not with him, so could not gain


            
The heart of the beloved, so as to be


            
By her acknowledged chief in her esteem:


            
While even then, for 
truth and 
constancy,


            
And conduct good, she could not him despise!


            
Another was her 
beau; one smart to see,


            
And full of sprightliness; aye, one who had


            
A smooth tongue fit to please the itching ear


            
That doats on flatt’ry; and knew how to clothe


            


            
The baseness of his heart, with guile’s best grace!
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—Such was the one she chose, to whom at length


            
She pledged her troth, and gave herself away!


            
The first that loved, though much he felt the pain


            
Of being thus deserted, and despised;


            
He o’er his wounded feelings mast’ry gain’d


            
By industry, and consciousness of truth;


            
With help from that aid, which 
God’s grace imparts:


            
Then turning round, another he discern’d


            
Fit to refill the void within his heart;


            
Who, of his offer, prompt acceptance made!


            
Such was her lot, a happy lot indeed,


            
For she a faithful loving husband got;


            
And she was not forgetful to maintain


            
Affections gain’d, as worth to be preserved!—


            
Now, mark the contrast:—soon 
Maria saw


            
A false step she had taken, when she gave


            
The ardent lover her refusal cold,


            
And chose the spark, to whom she had got join’d:


            
For now her life was sorrowful indeed;


            
With fancy’s glitter changed to worthless dross!


            


            


Society; 
Colony; 
PerceptionDeep, deep regret took hold upon her heart,


            
And proved the very cancer of her life;


            
She saw her 
first in excellence and worth,


            
And so deseried the worthlessness of him


            
She own’d,—the “crooked lot” which she took up:


            
For, dissolute in habits now he proved.


            
And he at length for forgery was exiled


            
To penal servitude; there, much disgraced,


            
He closed his life in wretchedness and woe!


            
Thus, she a friendless sufferer had become;


            
While suffering for the deed which was not hers,


            
All through connection with a worthless one!
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’Tis strange that 
love should gen’rate strongest hate;


            
So that the one, once held adored, should be


            
The object of contempt, or vengeful wrath!


            


Technology; 
Weather; 
Perception; 
LoveThe mind, couvulsed by ardent passions, seems


            
Like a tempestuous hurricane, enraged,


            
Beyond control. Such aberration from


            
The calm composure of 
truth’s confidence


            
Tends sadly to turn reason upside down!—


            
Love changed to 
hatred, is, as the meek lamb


            


            
The fierceness of the lion would assume.


            
No reasoning can calm the stormy soul,


            
When to its depths by 
jealousy ’tis roused;


            
Then, vilest falsehood is, as truth, believed,


            
If such can bear resemblance to enrage;


            
That sensitiveness, by suspicion touch’d,


            
Feels keenly the mere semblance of a wrong,


            
And to the utmost answers with revenge;


            
As when a spark, gunpowder stores explode!—
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Oh 
Jealousy!—when truth is on thy side,


            
And prudence tempers thy determined zeal;


            
The gaurdian of Love’s property, thou art—


            
The flaming sword of Heaven, to keep intact


            
Its sacredness; and keep in duty’s path,


            
The one, who would her virtuous claims deride!


            
Thus, proving the preserver of her rights!


            
But, ah! when slumb’ring thou hast been, and off


            
Thy line of duty, negligent; and when


            
Base 
Falsehood sounds alarm;—thy zeal in haste,


            
In blind haste makes no inquiry for truth;


            
And like the adder, deaf to every charm


            


            
Will hear no explanation—no excuse


            
To palliate the awful crime supposed!—


            
What art thou then?—The canker-worm that eats


            
The very life out of all social bliss,


            
Thy nature well thine origin unfolds,


            
As sent by the 
Arch fiend to undermine


            

Love’s happiness! And in her bosom thrust


            
The deadliest poison’d sting 
sin can produce;


            
Whose wounds remain an ever fest’ring sore,


            
Unqualified by mitigation’s balm!


            

False Jealousy!—thou pest of human peace,—


            
Thus, of affections fond, sad havoc made,


            
Bestrews thy track, and marks thy wild carreer!
          

          

            
So felt 
Lorenza, in an evil time;


            
When a malicious rival of the one


            
He loved, and loved most dearly, to give vent


            
To spleen, at being unsuccessful in


            
Her aims attractive, as to get a hold


            
On his affections, there to reign supreme;


            
To be revenged, she cunningly contrived


            
To gain the loved one’s ear, and there pour’d in


            


            
The foulest venom of untruth, and hate,


            
A vile heart could invent! The loved one’s heart


            
Got smit with the infection,—“’Twas too much,


            
To be deceived by one she loved so well!”—


            
Such was the stern conclusion which she grasp’d,


            
As with spasmodic clenchings; and she scorn’d


            
To hear all explanations, or give in


            
A reason, why he must discarded be!


            
Such sudden change in fair 
Chlorida’s mind


            
To him was unacountable, and strange,


            
Which drove him near madness! This, him saved,


            
He conscious was of his fidelity,


            
And sought to soothe his sorrows in the hope


            
That 
Time would clear the matter up, and set


            
Such painful crosses right in open truth:


            
But such a secret never got devulged,


            
Till after she another’s had become!


            
Meanwhile, to keep his mind in proper trim,


            
And, so forget the trials he endured,


            
He sought the assylum of another scene,


            
When, 
friendships new again his heart rejoiced!
          

          


          

            


Society; 
Love; 
HonourLove-crossings when improve’d upon aright


            
Have been the source, whence benefits have sprung,


            
Yes, such have been the first step of that scale,


            
Which leads to 
fame’s high honousr, with renown!


            
So 
Damon such a truth could well confirm,


            
In th’ energies such waken’d in his soul:


            
Which gave the impulse, to spring from the dust,


            
And drudgery of mean life, in which he lived,


            
He being cross’d in love, and to forget


            
The insult, which he reckon’d he sustain’d,


            
He gave himself the task ’mid other toils


            
Of learning ancient languages, and thus


            
Began a course of life, which led at length


            
To 
fame, and high distinction in the world!
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Ye love-cross’d swains take courage, and look up.


            
Why hang the head, and o’er heart-aches repine?


            
Why conjure up dark woes, and o’er them mope,


            
And make you griefs, where such need not appear?


            
—
Love may have a firm hold upon thy heart,


            
But when, by the beloved, ’tis at discount,—


            
The gift toss’d back, rejected;—duty’s here


            


            


Love; 
Philosophy; 
Future; 
JoyA problem, 
grave, no doubt, which can be solved


            
More honourably, than by self-revenge!


            
Thus, 
Providence would teach, another course


            
Of duty is thy lot; and which is thine


            
To search out, and the task there found, fulfill!


            
The place, where thou successful search canst make


            
Is chiefly in thy nature,—not in ought,


            
Which leads to dissipation, or disgrace,—


            
Yes, chiefly in thy nature, like good gold


            
In store ’mid clay or rnbbish; to be had


            
As the reward for searching; so thou may’st


            
Have inwrought duties of some special kind,


            
Adapted to thy genius, which yet lie


            
Incognito, awaiting such a time


            
To be sought after; and, in being done,


            
Reward to good advantage, in the joy


            
Performance gives, in banishing thy woes!


            
Thus, vex’d affections, where they’ve been misplaced


            
May prove the prelude to thy future bliss!
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Love-crossings have set noble minds astir,


            
Who else had slept as in Delilah’s lap.


            


            
Like 
Samson, when his locks were from him shorn


            
O’er
fancies dreaming, pleased by Syren songs,


            
Regardless of life’s duties, till too late!


            


Love; 
Philosophy; 
Poetry; 
Liberty; 
ScienceBut, being thus aroused, life has been seen;


            
As such has waked the music of the heart,


            
In holy numbers, of seraphic strains,


            
Or other energies, which dormant lay


            
In idleness, have call’d been to good deeds,


            
In searching 
Nature’s treasures, to advance


            
The cause of science, and of 
Truth! Such things,


            
Which much affect 
love’s pride, have been the source,


            
In ancient times, whence revolutions sprung


            
To set in order wry affairs of state!


            
Love-crossings have made heroes on the field,


            
And on the main, ’mid battle’s direst work:


            
And such have work’d a change on simple man,


            
By rousing him to independent mind.
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His faculties thus waked, how such have told


            
On the surroundings of his sphere!—’Tis thus


            
Love crossings shew their usefulness; and they


            
Directly, or may indirectly tell


            


            
What influence has woman over man!


            
Aye, ev’n although that influence exercised,


            
In sad reaction, oft has work’d her woe!
          

          

            
How strange the freaks of fancy and vain pride,


            
When yoked together, and on mischief bent;


            
When female vanity begins to reign,


            
(In some,) usurping 
Reason’s honour’d throne:


            
Then, every effort is put forth to gain


            
Th’ affections of some swain;--yes, she will weave


            
The web of her attractions round his heart,


            
With all that skill, with which her nature’s fraught,


            
Till he’s secured, so far, as to begin


            
Signs of fresh life to shew; such that declares


            
He has a lover in good truth become!


            
Next, fond of being flatter’d, and besought,


            
She’ll now begin to shew her palyful arts,


            
At teasing his affections, making sport


            
Of all that 
love, with which she him inspired,


            
Like feline nature sporting with its prey!


            
(How blest it is, all are not so inclined


            
O’er
true-love thus to glory as her slave!)


            


            
Such is her way a lover’s truth to try;—


            
Her trait of charac er display’d, of which


            
She feels as innocent, though thus impell’d;


            
In which discretion often is at fault;—


            
While he, in his simplicity and truth,


            
Such method little comprehends or likes,


            
Through which, himself regarding, as 
befool’d!


            
Thus, cross’d love will occur; and such that pride


            
Which tends to drive its votary into woe!


            
Of such a game, when carried to excess


            
Where 
Prudence is asleep; what’s the result?


            
Desertion!—and perhaps a broken heart;


            
As instances, full many, could declare!
          

          

            
How oft ’tis seen, nay, often is it felt


            
A real truth, which cannot be disguised;


            
That fond affection, howe’er warm its glow,


            
Or howe’er long it has been cherish’d, as


            
A tribute to the worth of the beloved,


            
His treasure ’bove all others held esteem’d:


            
Yes, such affection met by pride’s cold breath,


            
At length will dwindle down like winter’s snow,


            


            
Beneath the genial warmth of coming spring!


            
And even then, how painful is such waste,


            
In execution! ’tis like 
Death at work,


            
As one by one the ties of life he snaps,


            
Till soul and body’s partnership’s “no more!”


            


Love; 
FriendshipTo part with friends, our common friends, is sad:


            
But, when we’re disappointed in the hopes


            
We entertain’d of dearest friendship’s growth,


            
In those we thought our happiness enshrined,


            
For whom, affections glow’d within our hearts


            
Such is a trial painful to endure!


            
The unreciprocated love gives pain:
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But when it once was cherish’d,—when it was


            
Reciprocated freely,—then through some


            
Misunderstanding, not to be explain’d


            
’Tis blighted,—
dead!—then life to the love-lorn


            
Becomes a burden, scarce endurable:


            
Still there’s no cause for harbouring despair;


            
The wound, though deep, may curable become,


            
By th’ exercise of patience, and of prayer


            
Unto thy heav’nly 
Father; tell 
Him 
all,


            


            
And soon the problem to thy heart 
He’ll solve!


            
Then why in grief besotted should’st thou be?—


            
Possess thy mind: resist thy wounded pride;


            
Such disappointments may at length become


            
The greatest blessing that could thee befall!


            
When 
Providence thy self-will’d pride will baulk,


            
By raising some misunderstanding strange,


            
Between thee and the object of thy love;


            
There’s a wise purpose couch’d beneath, to raise


            
Reflection, as to make thee think again;


            
Or re-examine thy position, which


            
Before, has ne’er been look’d upon aright;


            
Thy passions to review, and search to find


            
If reason is not blinded ’gainst thy weal;


            
Or see how thy affections are misplaced,


            
And so make reparations ere too late!


            
Yes, disappointments have their missions good,


            
Known after their first shock has been repress’d;


            
As proving like the 
Angel in the way


            
With sword in hand rebuking Balaam ways;—


            
They check some wayward course, if thou’rt astray,


            


            
Out of the path that leads to lasting bliss,


            
Whether of earth, or thy more future weal!
          

          

            


Love; 
Science; 
Technology’Tis well, when grieved by unrequited love,


            
The mind in other things diversion finds,


            
To give relief; such acts the safety-valve,


            
By which all surplus feelings are dispell’d,


            
Which gen’rated have been by the rebuff;


            
Such takes up the attention, keeps the mind


            
From brooding o’er all injuries sustain’d;


            
And turns its energies to other calls,


            
As, solving problems of another kind,


            
Full quite as beneficial to the weal


            
Of 
self, as in the end ’tis to the world:


            
For many good inventions have arisen


            
From slighted love, which else had scarcely been!


            
Thus, science a retreat has sometimes proved


            
For love-vex’d minds, who would its umbrage seek;
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And blest is he, who over passions strong,


            
Obtains control; whose prudence hither leads


            
In such emergency, for then he’s safe,


            
Relieved by a variety of themes


            


            
Which claim attention due; and safer still,


            
When such are qualified by heavenly truths


            
To fortify the mind; rather than muse


            
O’er the one idea of a fancied wrong,


            
Which would a tempting devil ever prove!
          

          

            


Perception; 
ReligionWhen looking o’er the lottery of life,


            
Those blanks, or prizes each would seem to draw,


            
Such, as to purblind man they would appear;—


            
Yes, man purblind, with all his thoughts awry,


            
Who can’t descern the hand of 
Providence


            
In the appointments giv’n; or make his will


            
Be in conformity with this, his prayer,


            
“Thy will be done on earth, as ’tis in Heaven!”


            
But would the lot, appointed him, ascribe


            
Unto some myth, call’d “
Chanec, or ruling 
fate.”
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—The blanks or prizes, as by us they’re drawn,


            
Contain our lots appointed; yet, how oft


            
Is seen how prizes gain’d are much abused;


            
Where man in worthlessness is bent on change


            
Or knows not how t’ appreciate such a gift!


            


Love; 
Nature; 
Technology; 
ArtsThe ideal prize gave pleasue, while it was


            


            
Contemplated in fancy’s speculum


            
Where first its glitt’ring sheen the mind had charm’d;


            
Which, when obtain’d attractions seem “no more!”


            
—What pity, but, that charm could still remain


            
As a reality, and not a myth;


            
Then scarcely had the world have known regret!—


            
Oh! for some good invention, like the art


            
Which sun impressions takes of 
Nature’s charms:


            
That love-seen beauties, either of the form,


            
Or mind of fhe beloved, should still exist,


            
Indelibly upon the lover’s heart:


            
That such should ever beautiful remain,


            
Instead of gliding like dissolving views,


            
From love-state, to another of disgust!—


            
And that the shew of loveliness should prove


            
A fixture, in the one who such displays;


            
Yes, that such shew of loveliness should be


            
Both fresh and fair, unchangeable and good;


            
Worn, not as a mere mask to hide defects,


            
Which, when put off, uncomeliness is shewn;


            
To be the same for loveliness, and grace,
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Then, well to love, and be beloved, would know


            
No sorrow, and no disappointment dire,


            
Which, like the poison’d arrow of a foe,


            
Have wounded oft incurably the heart!
          

          

            
The dispensations of good 
Providence


            
How oft are held at discount when obtain’d;


            
Aye, though in answer to the fond desire!


            
As in proud hearts would expectations rise


            
Beyond the bounds of prudence, to believe


            
A worthiness is theirs, beyond their due:


            
So will they feel chagrined; and much inveigh


            
Against the wisdom of the 
One, who sees


            
The end from the beginning at a glance;


            
(’S if 
that would bring advantage to their weal;


            
Which will but add to discontentment’s woes!)


            
Because, they gain not what might be unfit


            
For their possession; as when edged tools


            
To children are denied, in case of harm!


            
They’re unprepared large blessings to receive;


            
Or know not how t’ advantage such to turn!


            


Love; 
Change; 
Imagination; 
LandLove’s blessings are not sent as full matured;


            


            
But only as a seed, which much requires


            
Due cultivation, and much tending care,


            
To bring it up to its maturity.


            
But when such cultivation we neglect,


            
In our contentment merely with the seed,


            
However small; what blessing could we gain?


            
The seed itself, through want of special care,


            
Might rot; or never come to good account;


            
And so degenerate to a baleful curse;


            
The chief result of negligence and pride!


            
The 
Proud, impatient of such progress slow,


            
Would make as ’twere a bound the prize to seize;


            
The prize expected,—only but a myth:
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But such impatience falls short of its aim,


            
Which makes him feel as grasping at the wind!
          

          

            
The ways of 
Providence are ever best:


            
And when such are attended to, they yield


            
To modrate expectations, blessings rich;


            
When 
Hope rejoices in the prospect clear


            
Of a full recompence for all its care.


            


Love; 
Land; 
PhilosophyWhen 
love, matured, is like the fruitful tree


            


            
In fertile soil, and by the limped stream,


            
Producing precious fruits, in many joys!
          

          

            
Whate’er may be the nature of the gift


            
On thee bestowed, as it affects thy loves,


            
—Such as a kindly spirit in the one


            
Allotted as companion of thy life;—


            
If that kind spirit, in its genuine truth,


            
Receives not thine attention and support,


            
Its virtues to maintain, and so improve


            
Its ev’ry worth; responsible art thou


            
For failure of thy trust—the gift bestow’d


            
Abused, destroy’d! Thy duty, in neglect,


            
Its own recrimination will produce,


            
And bid fair to give sorrow to thy heart.
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Yet, notwithstanding those we must approve,


            
There are, whose hearts are like the barren clay


            
For cold sterility; no matter what


            
Is tried, affection’s growth to cherish there;


            
It still is stunted, if it grows at all;


            
While oft’ner growth’s abortive and inane!


            
What blessing then could be expected here?—


            


            
Still surely to’ard thy kindly partner given,


            


Love; 
Land; 
Joy; 
Home; 
FriendshipLove cultivated brings its own reward;


            
It yields like all good crops abundant joy!
          

          

            
A loveless life but ill becomes the soul


            
That claims to be immortal! Love is life,


            
And its chief essence, through the course of time,


            
And must upheld be: the reverse is 
Death


            
In all its small details; in which, such bears


            
No sweet regard for bliss! So in this world


            
Is man’s probation fix’d, as if to prove


            
His fitness for a higher state of bliss,


            
According as th’ affections of the heart


            
Have cultivated been, to gain the prize!


            
As 
Love to 
God, breeds love to bosom friends;


            
And 
Love to bosom 
friends will act as proof


            
Their tendency is upward; towards 
HOME!
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But when they’re left, of cultivation, nill


            
To run wild like the rankling weeds of earth,


            
That have no upward aim; but which would choke


            
Aught of an upward growth; or when is felt


            
Companions only proving bosom foes:—


            


            
Where little else than brutal instinct reigns,


            
In such, a blank had been the better gift!
          

          

            


Love; 
Philosophy; 
Society; 
JoyA blank, in the affections of the heart,


            
Is painful to endure, especially


            
In souls, whose natures sensibly can feel


            
A strong capacity for bringing forth


            
The fruits of social love; such as to cheer


            
Where sorrows would invade; or much advance


            
The comforts of this life! Yet ’tis the lot


            
Of many, who seem worthy better cheer;


            
If aught of cheer can in a 
blank be found.
          

          

            
Who would not sympathize with loving hearts,


            
Whose lottery of life would seem a blank?


            
Who yet, through some fortuitous event


            
Are unattach’d, unsought-for, and who seem


            
Quite isolated from love’s social bliss.


            
That such there are, the world around can tell,


            
Of either sex, both amiable and wise;


            
Who seem as if no partners were for them,


            
As being overlook’d; so must be lone,


            
As when was 
Adam found, when he had none


            


            
T’ absorb his spare affections running wild!


            
Compared with such a loneness, sweet it is


            
To have a partner meet, on whom can be


            
Bestow’d a heart-felt kindness; which returns


            
Unto the loving heart abundant joy!
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But take away such priviledge enjoyed,


            
Then what on earth can compensate the loss?


            
Yes, blest it is to fondly loving hearts


            
To have an outlet for affection’s flow,


            
In the one object of their best regards!


            
Participation in each others’ joys,


            
Or other cares, makes up the heart’s delight,


            
Or gives relief, when sorrows would invade!
          

          

            


Love; 
Philosophy; 
ReligionBut where such state is not—no special friend


            
T’ absorb affection’s flow—love’s principle


            
Must have some course of action, as it is


            
A spirit which can ne’er be idly hid;


            
Or be inactive in some way of good;


            
Unless it has become deseased,—deranged


            
From its true nature,—so engend’ring hate,


            
Misanthrophy, and such pernicious ills,


            


            
As caused by envy—like the canker worm,


            
Whose nature’s mischief,—preying on the mind!


            
But where there’s resignation to the will


            
Of 
Heaven, in such, its isolated state;


            

Love’s principle, as healthy, will regard


            
Its truth inherent sacred; and declare


            
Its worth in some enjoyment of its own,


            
Despite what disappointments it sustains!
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Love; 
Poetry; 
TechnologySome lonely 
Poet, though he deeply feels


            
His nature fraught with 
Love’s most potent power,


            
Yet has not found a sympathizing heart,


            
In some one, who might comprehend his thoughts,


            
He awkwardly expresses; so must fail


            
T’ impress, as he himself feels love-imprest;


            
His seriousness befool’d, his heart much pain’d,


            
He seeks his comforts at the copious spring


            
Of thought, within his soul—a precions gift,


            
Of 
God, when rightly used;—and thus the Muse


            
Becomes his safety valve, to let off cares,


            
In plaintive song, or other nobler strains;


            
When otherwise, such cares his heart had rent


            


            
Like pent up steam, which sad explosion makes!
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—But where that gift is misapplied--misused,


            
From the design, for which ’twas giv’n, astray;—


            
Vile passions stirring, more than cares to soothe,


            
The gift will on the victim be revenged!


            
And so with every other gift bestow’d


            
Upon our natures, if they’re not applied


            

God’s glory to advance, amid our cares,


            
By using them 
all sorrows to assuage,


            
(Yes, disappointed love among the rest,


            
Which needs the best appliances to soothe,)


            
As was designed; such gift will prove a snare;


            
The blessing to a baleful curse transform’d!
          

          

            


Love; 
Technology; 
Perception
Love must have some choice object upon which


            
To rest affections, as its nature craves


            
This gracious privilege, to exercise


            
Its calling, in good deeds; as if t’admire


            
The likeness of its Father, in itself


            
As in a mirror shewn, with purest grace.
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Love; 
PoetryLove in the heart, thus actuated, when


            
No other claim of nearer kin presides,


            


            
Will find its joy, ev’n in some mournful theme


            
As in 
Memoriam, as it declares


            
The virtues of departed worth, as such


            
Embodied were in some dear friend deceased.
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Yes, such impressions, on Love’s heart, are all


            
Held sacred, living there, respited from


            
Death for a space; like halo, of the sun


            
Just o’er horizon’s verge, which sheds some rays,


            
Some lingring looks of farewell o’er the earth,


            
Ere Darkness enters and o’er-veils the scene:—


            
Love, weeping o’er the dead, will labour hard


            
T’ what virtues once were living there,


            
The while neglecting to improve its own,


            
By due submission to the will of 
Heaven!
          

          

            

Love in the heart, though wandering alone


            
Amid the scenes of life, will find its joy


            
In the adoption of some child of woe,


            
Some nurseling of its parents now deprived;


            
And in providing for its various needs,


            
And soothing all its ailments. 
Sympathy


            
That livelest feeling of the loving heart


            


            
Feels exercised most genially—aye feels


            
In the outflowings of affection’s fount,


            
Compensated beyond all other price,


            
While claiming all its sorrows as her own!


            
So will the sick-bed, and the lone abode


            
Of wretchedness, where comforts are required,


            
Give meet employment to her loving heart;


            
In which, while labouring, as with 
Angel-truth,


            
She feels compensated in doing good!


            
The Sunday-school, another mode t’employ


            
Affection’s genius, youth’s young souls to train


            
In virtue’s way, while pointing them to Heaven,


            
Where her heart’s treasure isl Thus as she gives


            
Instruction, so she feels her joys increased,


            
Her faith in all her 
Father’s 
will confirm’d!
          

          

            


Love; 
Land; 
MemoryTo have no one to love, or no good deed


            
To do; or have no influence for good,


            
Can leave no mark behind, when thou art gone


            
Beyond life’s bourn, to tell that virtue lived


            
In such a sphere; thy life will only shew


            
The image of a desert, amid which


            


            
No water spring is;—all an arid waste!—


            
The dried up well, with its attending train


            
Of ills to man, in parching thirst, and pain,


            
Has much the semblance of a loveless life,


            
From whieh no good can come or comforts flow!
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Something to love is 
Nature’s earnest call,


            
’Tis one of life’s first subjects of request:—


            
The baby on its mother’s breast will shew


            
The future 
Mother as it hugs its doll,


            
That stirring of love’s impulse on its soul.—


            


Love; 
Philosophy; 
TechnologyIn man, or womanhood’s maturity,


            
If none of one’s own nature can be found


            
T’absorb the love-o’erflowings  of the heart,


            
In fond caressings bladishments and praise;


            
They must look round, if only but find


            
Some bestial pet, on which they lavish may


            
Their surplus of affections!—Such oft proves


            
A precious acquisition to the one,


            
Who has not met yet with a social friend,


            
Her feelings to reciprocate. This source


            
Of fond enjoyment has its moral, though


            


            
It is not such to satisfy in truth.


            
The fond caressings, thus bestow’d on pets


            
Of lower orders, serve a need; they prove


            
The safety valve to let off feeling’s force,


            
Which might the mind afflict with painful cares!
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Be cheer’d ye lonely ones; whose hearts have 
 truth


            
Indwelling and sincere; a kindly eye


            
Looks down upon your state. Yes, He who sees


            
The end from the beginning, must have had


            

His reasons good, that such your lot should be;


            
As, many cares, which would not coincide


            
With your peculiar nature, are not yours!


            
Thus set apart by 
His wise providence,


            
For other special duties, 
He’ll procure


            
Employment meet your loving hearts t’engage;


            
And prove your agencies of value good,


            
In sympathizing with distress woe!


            
Your sesvices engaged in virtue’s works


            
Will give response unto the will of 
Heaven!


            
Thus following up such duties, your rewards


            
The best on earth, which 
Heaven’s approval gives,


            


            
Will there be found; and such will ever prove


            
An outlet for th’ affections of your hearts,


            
Which otherwise might stagnate, breeding whims


            
Of strangest, vexing natures; just as pools


            
Of stagnant water gen’rate would desease!


            
Yes your affections active will give joy,


            
And find th’ approval of your living faith


            
Shewn in your works, inscribed upon the hearts


            
Of all who have such benefits received;


            
These, witness’d by the 
Spirit of holy love,


            
Will meet approval at the 
Throne of 
Heaven,


            
Rdounding to your everlasting joy!

          

          
          

            


Love; 
Poetry; 
Religion; 
PerceptionThus far my song; now here the 
Muse may stay.


            
With weak and faltring wing she has 
pursueb 
[sic: pursued]


            
Thə subject more than first had been devised;


            
Yet, what has been attempted merely shews


            
The earthly outskirts of the holy theme.


            
Though step by step beyond her first essay,


            
Induced to venture thus, as fain to soar


            
To heights which loom afar; however high


            


            
She would attain, she finds, still far beyond


            
Her best attainments, lie heights unexplored,


            
Inviting nobler spirits to attempt


            
A farther reach, with nobler strains of thought,


            
Than hitherto evolved. 
Love is a theme


            
That may be all beginning without end,


            
Though much of it is sung, much yet remain


            
To be attempted, while the theme’s wide stretch


            
Is boundless as 
Eternity itself!—


            
Can 
Finite grasp the 
INFINITE?—’Tis more


            
Than 
even Seraphim pretend to do!


            
They fain wonld look into Love’s depths to search


            
The myst’ry out, but ’tis beyond their power;


            
So, must they be content with what is seen!


            
Though 
such, be but a 
tithe of what remains


            
Still undiscover’d by their straining eyes;


            
They, praising loudly what can be beheld,


            
Acknowledge must 
Love is a soundless deep;


            
And consequently, “
is an endless theme!”
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            end of the poem.
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A Lay on 
Wanganui.

        

Suggested by a visit to district, in February, 1897.

        

        

          


Nature; 
History; 
Future; 
PerceptionBy 

Wanganui’s stream I strayed.


          
Contemplating the scenes around,


          
Where much of interest seem’d display’d


          
And 
Nature’s beauties would abound,
        

        

          
All to the eye, and to the mind


          
Contemplative, a tale would tell


          
Of yore, while promises combined


          
For future, they’d declare as well!
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PoetryA noble river this to view,


          
Of gentle flow and spaciousness,


          
With Britain’s vying;—prompting true


          
This 
Lay, my feelings to express:—
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History; 
ChangeThy hist’ry, buried in the past,


          
Would observation search around,


          
And mark developemeuts, —though vast—


          
Till to this state arrived, thou’rt found.
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History; 
PerceptionYon beetling cliffs of clay declare


          
Thou hast not always been as now;


          
These banks of scoria deep, would bear


          
There testimony strong, t’avow
        

        


        

          
In yore, thy winding course has been


          
Of snaky form ’neath briny waves;


          
Yon bed of shells confess, I ween,


          
This 
truth, which our attention craves.
        

        

          
Yes, there they are; a weighty tale


          
They tell,—how 
Neptune there had reign’d:
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How oysters largely would prevail;


          
There long their weal have been maintain’d!
        

        

          


Poetry; 
Nature; 
ChangeSuch has a voice to 
Nature’s Muse,


          
They tell, with no unmeaning sound,


          
How dread convulsions would confuse


          
All former scenes; confirm’d around!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00204]
        

        

          
Yon uplands, bending round, would say,


          
’’Our base has once been own’d a shore,


          
As forming once a mud-flat bay,


          
Where, tide waves broke with deaf’ning roar
        

        

          


Nature; 
ChangeBut, mark the change; nor’-western gales


          
From, ocean’s bed the sands have sent


          
Mud-flats t’, and tell new tales


          
Of 
Nature on improvements bent!
        

        

          
The ancient bay would now appear


          
As smit by some 
Magician’s wand.


          
As billows in their fierce career


          
Had got transform’d to hills of sand!—
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And lo! these beds of pumice deep,


          
With ancient drifted sands combined,


          
Confirm 

Changefell revolution’s sweep


          
O’er former things to change consign’d,
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The land upheaving, driving forth


          
Old ocean from its old coast line,


          
Where, belchings of volcanic wrath


          
Are left by the retiring brine!
        

        

          


Change; 
ReligionWell, there they are;—substrata now,


          
Of sandy soil above them grown


          
With vegetation clad, t’avow


          
The plan of 
Providence forth-shewn.
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While thou, fair 
River, hast thy course


          
Scoop’d deeper, as thy floods would flow


          
In bygone ages, oft in force


          
Augmented by the melting snow
        

        

          
Of yonder cloud-capt ridges, far!—


          
Thus, on great preparations bent,


          


Future; 
NatureFor future needs, all round declare


          

Nature has ever been intent!—
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Yet, long, and seeming waste, thy time


          
Has been, as candidate of fame:—


          
Like 
Solitaire ’mid the sublime


          
Of nature, living void of aim!
        

        


        

          


Nature; 
Arts; 
PerceptionEach scene’s reflected beauty, round


          
Upon thy wave, inverted shewn,


          
Might lovely be; but not was found


          
The fond admirer such to own!
        

        

          
The sun would from meridian heights


          
Behold his gleamings on thy wave;


          
But none else there could take delight


          
In sparkling beauties shewn, or crave
        

        

          
The blessings thou couldst give to toil;


          
For all was 
Solitude around!—


          
How cheerless 
Nature’s brightest smile


          
Where no inhabitant is found!
        

        

          
Such, who might have enhanced the charms


          
Around, and made thee lovelier still;—
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While thou, unyok’d to dire alarms,


          
Had aided 

Work; 
Changeenterprising skill:
        

        

          
Aye, such that makes each wilderness


          
To bud, and blossom like the rose:—


          
Though long thy waiting for such bliss,


          
Yet 
Time thy prize may soon disclose!
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Change; 
War; 
Māori; 
Nature; 
CommerceTo savage feuds, and deadly strife,


          
Though long thou hast a witness been;


          
Thou’rt waking to another life


          
Of usefulness, and joy, I ween!
        

        


        

          
Upon thy banks erelong might range


          
Some factories of enterprize;


          
Where wool, and weed-like flax will change


          
Their forms to things of merchandize!
        

        

          
The war canoe, with all its pride


          
Of savage pomp, must now give place


          
To nobler structures, on thy tide


          
No more thy virtues to disgrace!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00211]
        

        

          


Colony; 
Commerce; 
Prosperity; 
Future; 
Technology; 
ScienceWhat now is seen, is prelude mere


          
Of what in future may occur


          
As shipping large may hither steer


          
With merchandise without demur;
        

        

          
Like 
that upon the Thames, or Clyde,


          
Which would make northern Britain great;—


          
When science makes this stream “
the pride”


          
Of other days, in prosprous state!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00212]
        

        

          


Imagination; 
CommerceHow 
fancy paints a forest dense


          
Of masts, in buntings best array,


          
Above thy waters, while immense


          
Of merchandise make great display
        

        

          
Upon thy quays; while workmen strong;


          
Proclaim the bustle business brings;


          
With thy small town become, erelong,


          
A city, having merchant kings!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00213]
        

        


        

          


Change; 
Arts; 
Past; 
Future; 
Perception; 
Work; 
CommerceAye 
then what grand improvements due,


          
Will on thine aspect be impress’d:


          
Thy present worthiness, most 
true,


          
Shall thus in 
future be confess’d!
        

        
        

          
The 
Country round, how it appears


          
In very contrast with the past,


          
As 
now another aspect cheers


          
Old 
Solitude as o’er it cast
        

        

          
Had been some festive garb, which charms


          
Th’ observant eye,— ’Tis good to see


          
Old dreary wastes laid out in farms


          
As scenes of stirring industry!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00214]
        

        

          


Nature; 
Society; 
Joy; 
Change; 
WorkHow 
Nature like some lowly maid,


          
Who long has borne a lonely state


          
With all her virtues cast in shade,


          
Yet bowing meekly to her fate,
        

        

          
Since she no better knew,—Now see,


          
Her head is raised, the cheering smile


          
Illumes her count’nance; as with glee,


          
New hopes inspire her, as to foil
        

        

          
All heart depressions! See, no more


          
She’s passive, void of pleasure; it


          
Seems now her lot, with hopes in store


          
Of great rejoicings,— bliss most fit!
        

        


        

          
How good to find her virtues all


          
Are prized, as they’re developed;—so


          
Old wild wastes yielding to the call


          
Of 
Enterprise, much promise shew!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00215]
        

        

          
What is already done is good;--


          
But still, such goodness warrants more,


          
To be accomplish’d, as prelude


          
Of farther blessings yet in store!
        

        

          
Ev’n
such, as groaning to be free,


          
Long pent up, ready, as th’ award;


          
Of noble mind 
Industry;


          
Deserving of each best regard
        

        

          


Change; 
Civilisation; 
Prosperity; 
Joy; 
WorkHow good to mark each distant scene,


          
Where yet may come improvement’s change;


          
The wilderness will then be seen


          
Its savage prestige to estrange;
        

        

          
And welcome civ’lisation’s bliss,


          
As 
Nature such a state had chose;


          
So, thus ’tis said “the wilderness


          
Shall bud and blossom as the rose!”
        

        

          
Now, still on 
Wanganui’s banks


          
May thriving herds, and flocks be seen


          
With fields of grain, as 
Heavenly thanks


          
For 
industry, which glads each scene!
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Past; 
Memory; 
History; 
PoetryReverting yet to ages past,


          
When upland plains around were clad


          
With prestine forests, dense and vast;


          
All not in man’s remembrance had.
        

        

          
Of which, appearances around


          
Are silent; as the tales of yore


          
Held secret,—mystery profound,—


          
As none were privileged such t’ explore!
        

        

          
But plougmen now, those lands who, till,


          
Find oft their plough-shares stick upon


          
Some vestage tree-roots left, whieh still


          
Would testify of forests gone!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00217]
        

        

          
While, scatter’d wide o’er many a plain


          
Are blocks, of ir’n like cinders strange


          
As 
Vulcan had with might and main


          
Clear’d out his ancient forge, t’ arrange
        

        

          
His fire to purpose good;—although


          
Like one, in thoughtlessness; or ire,


          
Who embers hot about would throw


          
Which set the neighbourhood on fire!—
        

        

          


Past; 
PoetryBut from such footprints would we trace


          
The his’try of the past profound;


          
So, let the 
Muse, with humble grace,


          
The record, thus descried, expound:
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00218]
        

        


        

          


Past; 
Māori; 
New Zealand Flora and FaunaIn times of yore ore man was cast


          
A wreck upon this southern isle,


          
Would forests grace these prairies vast;


          
And in their ever verdure smile:
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00219]
        

        

          
Till 

Change; 
Poetry; 
Imagination; 
Wargreat convulsions would resume


          
Some ancient task, unfinish’d then;


          
T’ upheave those ridges ’bove the room


          
They held, ’mid many’ a briny fen!
        

        

          
Volcanoes bursting forth in rage


          
On yonder mountains, dreadly grand;


          
The sky bombarding, as, they’d wage


          
Aggressive war, while quaked the land.
        

        

          
Thus, from earth’s caverns deep were thown


          
Its molten bowels high in air,


          
As belch’d from cannon’s mouth anon,


          
Like rockets, neither small nor spare!
        

        

          
A startling sight to be beheld;


          
Aye, more than 
fancy well can shew,
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The clouds would seem a-blaze; while shell’d


          
With such dread ordnance from below.
        

        

          
These fiery missles sent on high,


          
When 
force was spent, and bending round,


          
With spacious curve, descendingly


          
Like meteors falling, strew’d the ground
        

        


        

          
Thus rose at length with fearful rage


          
A crackling roaring mass of fire;


          
No green bush could the heat assuage,


          
No pool nor brook could quench its ire!
        

        

          
Destruction was its ruthless game;


          
By day the smoke obscured the sun;


          
By night the heav’ns would seem a-flame,


          
As th’ world’s last burning had begun;
        

        

          
A general conflagration dire,


          
No bird nor beast their doom could shun;


          
The sea-breeze fanning wide the fire


          
Uncheck’d where ruin may be done:
        

        

          
Ev’n swamps, where stagnant waters stood,


          
When such were low, with verdure green,


          
Could not withstand such havoc rude,


          
Which, now prevail’d through ev’ry scene,
        

        

          
Till all a blacken’d waste became;


          
With not a fragment left, to tell


          
What once grew there; the lambient flame


          
Its part of ruin did so well!
        

        

          
For length of miles afar, and round,


          
Destructions were accomplish’d quite;


          
Save what’s beneath the surface found,


          
As vestiges left, out of sight,
        

        


        

          
Till turn’d up by the farmer’s plough


          
In present times.—But since of yore,


          
Must ferns, and wild grass spring, t’ avow


          
Of waste the land need not deplore!
        

        

          


Change; 
Nature; 
Work; 
JoyThus, devastations dire would prove


          
A prelude to some future bliss;


          
The soil enrich’d would now behove


          
The active settlers’ happiness:—
        

        

          
New, since old 
solitudes are past,


          
And day, with 
Nature, would arise


          
To scatter former glooms, She’d cast


          
Her lot in with bold enterprize:
        

        

          
And prove a handmaid good and true;


          
As crowning 
Industry with cheer;


          
And will as joyfully bestrew


          

Improvement’s path with blessings clear!
        

        

          
So, see around this truth proclaim’d


          
In mueh of largeness, still t’ encrease;


          
While more developments are aim’d


          
To know where her resources cease.
        

        

          
To fathom such would seem as vain


          
Where ample stores would overflow;


          
As merest effort makes each gain


          
A pledge, of what she’d yet bestow!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00221]
        

        


        

          


Land; 
Morality; 
ChangeA reflex influence has the land


          
Upon its owner, as on seed;


          
When its fertility will stand


          
A surety for each gen’rous deed!
        

        

          
Mete emblem of a bounteous soul,


          
Whieh would devise no scanty measure:


          
Ev’n as culture’s bland control


          
Would wilds convert to scenes of pleasure!
        

        

          
The country round begins to wear


          
An aspect new; the old’s outworn:


          
As 
civ’lization has a care


          
To brighten up things once forlorn!
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Nature; 
Perception; 
Civilisation; 
Change; 
WorkSo see the flocks and herds around,


          
They tell of pastures most abundant,


          
And every homestead seem t’ abound


          
In industry’s rewards redundant!
        

        

          
No longer like a wilderness


          
Are spacious plains, as bleak and bare:


          
Now, ornamental trees express


          
Most cheering truths of culture there.
        

        

          
The parcel’d fields—the garden ground,


          
Improvement’s onward march reveal;


          
The country’s face adorn’d, is found


          
To promise much for future weal!
        

        


        

          
How blest such changes! thus t’ advance


          
In civ’lization’s grand carreer;


          
May best rewards succeed, t’ enhance


          
The int’rests of each pioneer!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00223]
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The Boaster.

*

        

        

          


PerceptionHow greatly 
Bobby likes to boast


          
Of little things that he has done;


          
Great in his eye—and 
great the cost;


          
No project greater ’neath the sun;


          
Well, be they great to him, whose eyes


          
Are of a microscopic focus;
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He lauds his virtues to the skies


          
While aiming at some 
hocus pocus.
        

        

          
But, 

Perception; 
Moralityhow such greatness dwindles down


          
When seen by eyes of common sense;


          
For, lo! how little boasters own,


          
Compared with these of less pretence.
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00301]


          
How true! ’Tis thus with all of pride,


          
Whose self esteem is quite their hobby


          
Their 
meanness rough-shod fain would ride


          
O’er honest 
worth,—a boasting 
Bobby!
        

      

              


* The table of 
Contents having been printed before the miscellaneous Poems, and the pages marked from calculation; this, and others are added to fill up space gained from the preceeding.
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The Picture of a 
Poet.

        

        
        

          
            

              

                


Poetry; 
Love; 
Religion; 
Music and SongHis head is crown’d with a halo of love,


                
Smiling in holiness, strong in faith;


                
The light in his eyes is calm, and sweet:


                
He roams from the earth to the realms above,


                
To seek for the glory of love, he saith;


                
And rests his song at 
God’s own feet!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00400]
              

            

            

W. J. Milligan.

          
        

        
        

        

          
Oh! what a curious mortal is a 
Poet!


          
No matter though the world around may know it


          
As all his ways, his words and deeds will show it,


          
Betok’ning what’s within,


          
Implied or known:


          


Poetry; 
Joy; 
SadnessHe puts himself in ev’ry body’s skin,


          
And with glad rapture sings their joys,


          
Or, mournfully their sorrows sighs,


          
As such were all his own!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00401]
        

        

          


Poetry; 
NatureEv’n bestial tribes, in 
Nature’s family,


          
Will in him find, (like some anomaly)


          
A good interpreter, who can apply


          
His powers of good address,


          
Or other mood


          
In their behalf, their feelings to express,
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00402]


          
As sense of joy, or vexing cares;


          
Propounding views of man’s affairs,


          
As such they understood!
        

        


        

          


Poetry; 
Perception; 
Religion; 
Society; 
MoralityBut who can blind the poet’s marking eye?


          
To him, ’tis of an order, as t’ imply


          
His 
Maker’s special grace; in which descry


          
He must, a certain duty


          
To be perform’d.


          
So, ever is his 
soul in quest of beauty;


          
No matter, if on 
Nature’s face,


          
Or human works he such can trace,


          
Such make him feel as charm’d!
        

        

          
So that his bosom’s made to beat with joy


          
Nor can he other than his powers employ


          
To teach, the blinded, how they might descry


          

God’s 
goodness to the world,


          
And render praise:


          
That all around may gladly have unfurl’d


          
The 
banner of sweet brotherhood;


          
Averting ills, enhancing good,


          
Man’s nature prone to raise!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00403]
        

        

          
Thus, 

Poetry
beauty is the idea of his mind,
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00404]


          
Which, fain with outward things he ’d match, and find


          
There comfort when aggrievd, although resign’d


          
To bear such ills, averse


          
To beauty’s rule;


          


Poetry; 
Joy; 
ReligionThings lovely makes him still rehearse


          
In song his feelings, and rejoice,


          
As hearing 
Heaven’s cheering voice,
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00405]


          
Which would no heart befool!
        

        


        

          


Poetry; 
PerceptionWhen ruling 
falsehoods, ’mong his fellow-men,


          
Obtrude upon his observation, then


          
He feels impell’d to bring 
such to their ken


          
Who witless such may own,
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00406]


          
As 
Nature’s woe!—


          


Poetry; 
JoyBut 
Truth as beauty’s duplicate, when shewn;


          
Will make his heart with pleasures high


          
Beat gladly— fell an ecstacy,


          
Which no one else can know!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00407]
        

        

          


Poetry; 
FriendshipHow much it pains his 
friendship-loving mind,


          
When deeds occur of an unseemly kind,


          
In friends esteem’d. What pleasure can he find


          
In any disposition,


          
He can’t admire,


          
When cropping out, where he had no suspicion


          
Such could exist?— It grieves the 
Muse,


          
To think, on old 
friends she must use


          
Her chastisement,—
Satyre!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00408]
        

        

          


Poetry; 
Suffering
Beauty and 
Truth are his 
trine sisters fair,


          
As with him born, to glad his heart when care


          
Assails him, as he through the world must fare,
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00409]


          
Encountering trials sad,


          
Much to appal:—


          
When all resources, outward, fail to glad


          
His aching heart;—
these, in a trice,


          
Come forward with their inly joys


          
To make him sing withal!
        

        


        

          


Poetry; 
ReligionThough ’mid the stern realities of life


          
He is obliged to move, and in their strife


          
Be actively engaged; though troubles rife


          
Involve him ’mid their cares;


          
Yet even then,


          
Another life he leads, which still declares,


          
He is not wholly of this world;


          
While proving oft like 
Heaven’s herald


          
Among his fellow-men!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00410]
        

        

          


Poetry; 
Nature; 
ReligionHis nature chiefly is composed of love;


          
Though his the shrinking meekness of a dove;


          
Yet fervent are—as kindled from above—


          
Th’ emotions of his soul;


          
While 
Nature round


          
Would stir his latent raptures, which control


          
His actions chief;
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00411] oft void of care,


          
The world would draw him in some snare,


          
As many would surround!
        

        

          


Love; 
Joy; 
Suffering
Love?—Yes, its raptures greatly swell his heart,


          
Yea, ev’ry thing of 
Beauty’s counterpart,


          
Can 
there a sweet response obtain, as part


          
And parcel of his being;


          
It is his joy,


          
To feel its impulse, him from sorrows freeing,


          
Which th’ world inflicts; oft to surprise,


          
Sweet inly music will arise


          
Griefs painful to destroy!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00412]
        

        


        

          


Poetry; 
JoyHow sad indeed, when his susceptive mind


          
Must aught endure, averse to beauty’s kind,


          
As, some deformity of soul to find,


          
Where joy he would expect;
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00413]


          
Thus forced to roam


          
As urged by social ties in disrespect.


          
When seeking with regardless aim


          
That sympathy he craves, whose name


          
He finds ignored at home!
        

        

          
As be must love, ’tis hard to be reserve


          
To what is 
loveable, or may deserve


          
His best esteem, affections to conserve


          
From all corruptions sore,


          
That might affect


          
Life’s comforts, so must he, in truth, deplore


          
Hypocrisy descried in those,


          
Where he, confiding, would repose


          
His personal respect!
        

        

          


Poetry; 
Nation; 
LibertyIn patriotic virtues he ’ll excell:


          
He tunes his lyre his country’s praise to tell,


          
Or of heroic deeds his numbers swell,


          
T’ exalt each hero’s fame:


          
Nay, even he


          
Will forward stand, defensive, in her name—


          
In all which may affect her cause,


          
Her priv’liges, or 
freedom’s laws


          
Resisting knavery!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00414]
        

        


        

          


Poetry; 
MoralitySuch are but a few features of the 
Poet.


          
That’s worth the name; and all traditions shew it;


          
Whatever be his history, all may know it,


          
He’s not of common lot.


          
Though human born:


          
Yet be it not in any wise forgot,


          
He has his whims, and frailties too;


          
Feels hard some passions to subdue,


          
And sometimes feels forlorn!
        

        

          
Whate’er may the true 
poet’s lot betide,


          
His aspirations are on virtue’s side:
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00415]


          
Although through strong temptations he may slide


          
Aback, yet ’tis his grief;


          
With pious care


          
Himself recovering, ’tis his heart’s relief;


          
So, by experience grave, thus taught,


          
His precepts are with wisdom fraught,


          
While crying out 
“Beware!”
        

        

          
Who would not mourn his lot, who is the heir


          
Of cross misfortunes—prey of dark despair;


          
With harp unstrung, as if he had no share


          
Of sympathy;—distress’d


          
By 
fate’s cold breath;


          

Then, who can tell the feelings of his breast,


          
Which, pent up, can no outlet find?—


          
He, world-abhorrent, grieved in mind,


          
Would crave the aid of Death!
        

        


        

          
One reason why we seldom find him rich,


          
He has a gen’rous temp’rament, not much


          
Inclin’d to low suspicion; or like such,


          
That makes the worldling wise,


          
With jealous care:


          
He, oft imposed on in his charities,


          
With poverty must oft contend,


          
As fails he worldly ears to lend,


          
When 
Prudence cries—“Forbear!”
        

        

          


Poetry; 
Work; 
ProsperityNo idleness is his: oft double toil


          
His industry engages; though the while


          
Bland 
Fortune may not on his efforts smile,


          
To make him independent;


          
His labours shew it,


          
As urged by implied duty as th’attendant


          
On his career; so wilt thou find


          
His works declare a lib’ral mind,


          
No sluggard is a Poet!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00416]
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Inspiration.

        

        

          
On parapet of yonder bridge, which spans the flowing brook,


          
A youth sat, pen in hand, as on his knee he held a book:


          
Its open page was virgin white, unsullied and unwrit;


          
No mark of rising genius there, to tell of flowing wit.
        

        


        

          


Poetry; 
NatureAside his head was turn’d, as if the sky aslant he’d view;


          
But ah! he had a vacant look, he seem’d to listen too.


          
Yet nought he saw, or heard, on which his pen he might employ,


          
Though 
Nature round had many charms, and all seem’d full of joy
        

        

          
“Come, heav’nly 
Inspiration, come! me aid,” at length he cried:


          
‘Increase perception in my soul, and be my pen employed


          
I ready am t’ embrace what theme, on which 
thou may’st give light;


          
And well rewarded will I be, in having power to write.
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00500]
        

        

          
The sun shone from meridian heights, whence fleecy clouds were spread;


          
And 
Nature wore her best attire, and flowers sweet odours shed.


          
Here, fields of grain; there, grazing kine; which rural things bespoke:


          
While warblers, in the neighb’ring copse, the various echoes woke!
        

        

          
These all impress’d him not, until his pray’r good answer got,


          
When all his blankness got dispell’d, as thoughts within him wrought;


          
Now, many themes present themselves, but one must be his choice;


          
Since in him brightly beams such light, which makes his heart rejoice!
        

        


        

          


Poetry; 
Nature; 
Past; 
FutureHis eye turn’d on the bubbling brook, which dimpling flow’d along


          
Between two flow’ry banks, he felt enamour’d with its song;


          
He heard its language, once unknown, in all its strains sublime;


          
And saw, in ceaseless rapid flow, the mighty course of Time!
        

        

          
Above the bridge, he saw pourtray’d 
time future coming on;


          
And there, beneath, at once discern’d 
time present,— past, anon.


          
Nay, whence the stream, and where it goes, as hid from straining eyes,


          
He there descried emphaticly, two vast 
Eternities.—


          
No better theme could him engage than the instructive brook;


          
Employment gladly got his pen, and soon he fill’d his book!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00501]
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An Admonition.

        

On receiving tidings of a relative’s decease.

        

        

          
“Weep not for me!” her spirit sings,


          
When forth escaping from her coil of clay;


          
And ent’ring on yon realms of endless day,


          
Where her glad welcome rings.
        

        


        

          


Religion; 
Joy; 
Sadness“Weep not for me; I am not lost,


          
Though not in the old tenement I’m found;


          
But gone to where 
eternal joys abound;—


          

Time’s Jordan now is crossed!
        

        

          
“Weep not for me, no cares are mine;


          
My pains, and sorrows all, are left behind;


          

I triumph now o’er every ill combined;


          
And in full glory shine!
        

        

          
Your 
weeping never can avail


          
Me to recall from these bright scenes of bliss:


          
But rather seek ye untold happiness,


          
Which here can sole prevail!
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00600]
        

        

          
“Why will ye weep? ye lose your time


          
In mourning; when ye should employ ’twith care


          
T’ extol the 
Lord! For this same 
change prepare!


          
It is ’bove all—
Sublime!
        

        

          
“Weep not for me! But, oh! rejoice


          
At condescending 
love on me bestow’d,


          
As thus t’ enjoy this 
union with my 
God;


          
And, all 
His gracious choice!
        

        

          
“No longer weep! But, 
haste, resume


          
The work of 
faith, which is to 
thee assign’d.—


          

Redeem thy time; lest Death 
thee lagging find;


          
And 
thine be sorrow’s doom!”
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New Year Salutations, 
for 1863.

        

To 
Mrs. J. H——, Poetess; Langloan, 
Scotland.


After receiving her gift, in a copy of her works,

        

        

          
A 
Happy New Year to our friends far away,


          
And good folks at home, whose affections are one!


          
May 
Heaven vouchsafe us a special display


          
Of 
Providence good in this year now beguu!
        

        

          


Future; 
Joy; 
Sadness; 
ImaginationWe look on the 
future, but ’tis not defined;


          
A great bank of shaddows rests o’er the abyss;


          
And who can tell what underneath is design’d


          
To fall to our 
lots,—whether 
sorrow, or 
bliss?
        

        

          
How 
Fancy paints brightly things distant to reach!


          
Yet, what lies behind is in darkness conceal’d:


          
Thus, wisdom from all past experience would teach,


          
“Be prompt to embrace what is truly reveal’d!”
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00700]
        

        

          
With hope in our hearts, may we ever press onward;


          
In each line of duty be never remiss:


          
And ever be watchful to keep from the downward,


          
Still upward be looking to meet with success!
        

        

          


Past; 
Future; 
Memory; 
Religion; 
Prosperity’Tis well to glance back on the paths we have travell’d,


          
To see where we’ve err’d, or have faild to take heed;


          
That future 
enigmas may soon get unrevall’d,


          
Which puzzling may seem; and so aid to succeed!
        

        


        

          
’Tis well to look back, the whole past to review


          
Of the year that is gone,—in all trials we’ve had,


          
See mercies commingled—take cognizance true


          
Of many deliv’rances, making us glad!
        

        

          
’Tis well to look back, and look faults in the face,


          
And have them condemn’d, and disown’d in our hearts:


          
Thus, riddance make of them; them giving disgrace;


          
Forgiveness obtaining which 
Jesus imparts!
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’Tis thus we can better look forward, expecting


          

God’s blessing to cheer, in our progress through life;


          

His 
love in our hearts giving 
joy, and directing


          
The course we must follow, us warding ’mid strife!

*
        

        

          
’Tis well to look back, and examine minutely


          
What good has been done; if such merit can claim:


          
Repenting each failure; and so resolutely


          
Determine to make better efforts our aim!
        

        

          


Past; 
Future; 
Religion; 
Joy; 
ChangeGood things of the past, bespeak much for the future,


          
Though nought of self merit in them may claim:


          
For, ’tis all of grace; in the act, and its 
nature,


          
We’re only mere agents unworthy of fame!
        

        

          
What gift is conferr’d on us, may we improve it;


          
’Twas not to lie idle, or put to abuse!—


          
Where 
energy’s roused, 
Heaven’s aid will approve it,


          
And 
joy shall result to our souls’ special use!
        

        


        

          
In ev’ry endeavour—improvement our aim—


          
Enjoyments, most fert le, our spirits will cheer:
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So, may we in all things 
God’s glory proclaim;


          
In faith let us welcome another 
New Year.
        

        

          
A 
happy New Year bid the old and the young—


          
To the aged and infirm nearing end of their days;


          
That they, in the 
grace of the 
Lord, may be strong;


          
That they the last summons may welcome with praise.
        

        

          
To the 
young, in the ardour of every pursuit;


          
That virtue be theirs, and improvement their aim,


          
While guided by 
Truth, passion conquer’d to boot,


          

God’s glory, their 
motto, the strength of good fame!
        

        

          
Yes, may they aspire! It is 
duty:—’tis 
reason;


          
Till reaching as far as their natures can go;


          
Rejoicing in hope, may we, each renew’d season,


          
See in them advancements still upward to grow!
        

        

          
A 
happy New Year bid true lovers unwedded;


          
Whose love-vexing trammels have not been o’ercome;


          
May 
this year see granted their wishes, and gladded


          
Each heart be, ere close, in its much desired home!
        

        

          
A 
happy New Year to the tempted and tried,


          
Whose lives would seem 
fated to battle with cares:


          
May some turning point soon appear, when enjoy’d


          
Some comfort shall be, which yet has not been theirs!
        

        


        

          


Future; 
Sadness; 
Religion; 
Change’Tis hope, blessed hope in the future, that cheers


          
The heart in its sadness, and keeps it above


          
Whelming waves of affliction, from sinking in fears;


          
Aye, even when quench’d are the motives of 
love.
        

        

          
Oh! hard it is truly to be victimised,


          
As having one’s feelings the prey of despair:


          
Kind 
Heaven, look on such; let be realized


          
That 
hope in some change which their joy might declare!
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A 
happy New Year bid all 
Nature around,


          
Though “
Sixty-eighty” here, has been usher’d in storms;


          
Though rough the beginning, may th’ end yet be found


          
To all giving gladness by manifold charms!
        

        

          
The months, as they come in succession, all cheering


          
Let be each his message to garden and field


          
While seasons displaying their treasures, endearing,


          
Rejoicing our hearts with a plentiful yield.
        

        

          
May 
was do his duty, in aiding each blessing


          
Which 
Heaven vouchsafes on his toils to descend!


          
For, rich 
His rewards, and all worth the possesing;


          
And 
pleasures, which best can with industry blend!
        

        

          


Nation; 
War; 
Friendship; 
Commerce; 
JoyA 
happy New Year may we bid to the world:


          
May 
Nations in friendship, and concord unite!


          
The 
Banners of brotherhood wide be unfurl’d,


          
When Princes no longer in war shall delight!
        

        


        

          
When rulers shall reign in their subject’s affections,


          
And realms with their neighbours in goodness shall vie;


          
When 
Trade will increase in its daily transactions,


          
And 
peace universal be foster’d with joy!
        

        

          
This 
year be beginning of end of commotions,


          
Which oft have disturb’d with wild warfare and pest;


          
As when a calm comes o’er the storm-troubled oceans,


          
When settling down, glad of the forthcoming rest!
        

        

          
From this point of view, it is well to look back


          
On times, when each kingdom was like a wild horde,


          
And mark the advancements each made on the track,


          
Still leading to joys, other 
times may afford!
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Who’d not sympathize with the shades of our 
fathers


          
Since we possess blessings, which never were theirs;


          
Their hardships so many, and toils thro’ all weathers,


          
With pastimes uncouth, like the corn full of tares!
        

        

          


Religion; 
Future; 
CivilisationTo think of such, now civ’lization enlightens


          
Our lot in our day, may we grateful be found!—


          
Thus, as we look forward, the prospect much brightens,


          
While duty is ours, in faith’s works to abound!
        

        

          
See! are we not nearing the borders sublime,


          
Of that dispensation, Millennium will cheer?


          
So, gladly let’s welcome that forth-coming time,


          
By bidding all round us, 
A happy New Year!
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Thus closing:—Dear sister of 
spirit-land feelings,


          
Now verging on pleasures apart from all 
fear;


          
Long be thy harp strung to the 
Muse’s revealings,


          
Rejoicing thy heart with all heaven-like cheer!
        

        

          
And may the last embers of this earthly life,


          
Still glow with fresh brightness—thy crowning career


          
When call’d from this earth, may thy joys be more rife,


          
Beginning in Heaven an endless 
New Year!
        

        

          
An 
endless New Year without mixture of pain;


          
With no disappointment, or aught to cause fear;


          
Where all shall be 
pleasures renewing, and 
gain!


          
Aye 
such shall be truly a 
Happy 
New Year!!
        

        
      

              


* As in Isaiah, XLI, 10—18. & XLIII, 2, &c.
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Priestly Bigotry. 
an epigram

        

        

          
Where man his standard of perfection rears,


          
The 
Divel there asserts his right to reign!


          
Thus, 

Religion; 
Liberty; 
CustomPriestly Bigots with 
truth in arrears,


          
Themselves exert, contracting the domain


          
Of 
heavenly freedom: while their victims gain’d


          
Are soul degraded, full of creature-fears:


          
Yes, round their souls vile superstition’s mesh


          
Is wove, as spiders would their prey secure!
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Then, over such, the iron rod appears,


          
As weilded by a 
Demon; where maintain’d


          
The galling rule is;—nothing to refresh


          
The weary soul that’s doom’d such things t’ endure!
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Saturnalia Astray.



or, Christmass in the South.

        

        

          
Who’s this?—Good sooth! Old 
Saturnalia coming,


          
Divested of his northern furs and flannels,


          
In which he aye indulged. He now is humming


          
Some merry lay; while in his check’s deep channels


          
The icy tear-drops no more trickle down,


          
Nor blows he fingers cold:—His floral crown


          
’S indicative of festive seasons coming!
        

        

          
He surely from his latitude has wander’d


          
As he’d his ancient habitat ignore;


          
(For, this is not his realm;) where oft ’twas wondered


          
How long he there has reign’d. Now he’d explore


          
Earth’s utmost bounds, in search of the unknown;


          
Or as evacuated had his throne


          
Of old dominion, he abroad has wandered.
        

        

          
It seems a foolish passion he would cherish,


          
As love of change; no matter the result!


          
As lunatic become, strange pride he’d nourish,


          
With fancies of self-import; and exult


          
O’er whims in mortals’ minds, when made believe


          
His false dogmatic rule. Thus, he’d achieve


          
O’er common sense a sway his joys to cherish!
        

        

          
So comes he with a hypocrite’s envelope,


          
With smiling airs, and with a 
pseudo name;


          


          
Fond to deceive, as mysteries he’d develope,


          
And hide with blandishments his evil fame;


          
As shewing ’neath his rule 
the Christ had birth:


          
Whose work, and glory were to gladdden earth


          
That 
falsehoods should no more man’s state envelope!
        

        

          
Vain dottard! How he’s given to deception!—


          
It is his nature, making all appear


          
With good grace, as to gain a good reception;


          
Though hollow hearted, seeming quite sincere:


          
So would he make believe his heartless joy


          
Is 
Heav’n’s good service. Thus would he decoy


          
The world, on whom to practice his deception
        

        

          
A 
merry christmass:— What an imposition!


          
As divels would an angels garb assume:


          
The very salutation’s exposition,


          
Itself declares anomalous:—whilome,


          
The festival propounded, would declare


          
Old 
Druid-rites its source! with priestly care


          
Brought forth as holy,—quite an 
imposition!
        

        

          
Old 
Saturnalia, in his 
northern regions,


          
When days begin to stretch, might well rejoice;


          
And call the people out in festive legions,


          
In honour of their 
Sun-god, since he’d rise


          
T’ enlarge his shining favours:—well they might:—


          
As darkness flies before increasing light,


          
They knew the length’ning day would cheer their regions!
        

        


        

          
As when the master of a household travels,


          
From home afar, his absence there breeds gloom:


          
But when he is returning, then what revels


          
Of joy begin,—all gladden’d airs assume!


          
So, would they welcome the returning sun


          
From his withdrawance; thus they’d have begun


          
Their festive joys, to hail him from his travels!—
        

        

          


Religion; 
Custom; 
ImaginationSuch was the custom of the heathen fathers


          
According to traditions in old yore,


          
Of northen superstitions, as when gathers


          
The gloomy storm-cloud’s bulk; so they’d adore


          
Their fancied 
Gods and firmly thus believe


          
They did true homage; hoping to recieve


          
Much good from his return, as did their fathers.
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Why introduce such rites, and their observance,


          
To 
southern climes where things are all reversed?


          
Here, days begin to shorten; whose deservance


          
Are not of joy, if truth may be rehearsed;


          
But much of sad vexation, in a time


          
Of haying harvest! Such rites ne’er can chime


          
With needful industry, in their ob ervance!
        

        

          
If 
Saturnalian rites must here be follow’d;


          
Why not say 
June, instead of south December?


          
’Tis thus they’d correspond, as being hallow’d


          
By ancient usage! Then would folk remember


          
Day’s 
leugth’ning 
[sic: length’ning] season, as a time for joy:—


          


          
While less of out-door bussiness ’twould annoy,


          
Which ought in summer weather to be follow’d?
        

        

          


Religion; 
Poetry; 
CustomBut the historic 
Muse unfolds the hind’rings

*


          
Of such a change, which southern climes require;


          
And shows how corrupt 
Church amid her wand’rings,


          
A whoring went from 
Truth, as she’d desire


          
After some 
heathen cerimonies vain,


          
With gaudy pomp attached, and lucre’s gain


          
Obstructing thus 
Truth’s progress with such hind’rings!
        

        


        

          
So 
Saturnalia’s day, and rites appended,


          
Were seized on, to do honour to the birth


          
Of the 
Redeemer, who ne’er condescended


          
To seek such honour like proud 
ones of earth;


          
No boubt the 
Tempter much rejoiced to see


          
The scheme take; and such anniversary


          
Enforced, with 
falsehoods to the scheme appended!
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Such gave old 
Saturnalia no annoyance;


          
The 
theft became an object of much joy;


          
As such bespoke some 
worth, on which reliance


          
Might be indulged! And there he could descry


          
Increase of days, as 
fortune thus would shine,—


          
Rites, long withstood, adopted as divine;


          
A glorious change, though 
Truth should have annoyance
        

        

          
And though his name to 
Chrstmnss be transmuted;


          

That, too, was pleasing, adding to his bays;


          
As evil doers fain would have imputed


          
To them good deeds, who most deserve dispraise;


          
So, that the 
Truth of 
Heaven might meet with harm


          
In souls deceived; no matter what’s the charm,


          
Provided falsehood’s like to 
Truth transmuted!
        

        

          


Religion; 
CustomTo prove a nursery to 
superstition,


          
Would heathen 
rites enjoy a christian 
name:


          
And, as to better some a base condition,


          
Would charities commingle for good fame;


          
Yet all for seeming shew in adding cheer,


          


          
Encouraging bland 
falsehood’s fond carreer,


          
As gilding o’er an arrant superstiton!
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Religion; 
PerceptionA “
Merry Christmass!—What a salutation,


          
To be pronouced by any christian lips!


          
As if the 
Author of thy 
soul’s salvation,


          
Would honour take from such, or 
festive cups;—


          
Are thy perceptions blind, and cannot see


          
The vileness of such senuality,


          
And 
blasphemy in such a salutation?
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi00903]
        

        

          
A 
Merry Christmass!—Why should such deception


          
O’er any good professor so prevail!


          
Would’st thou with sensual mirth give 
Christ reception,


          
As multiplying 
sins to give 
Him 
hail?—


          
Thou 
now may’st thank the 
Lord for 
His geat favour,


          
And in 
Him 
trust with spiritual endeavour;


          
But otherwise, such 
mirth’s a grave deception!
        

        

          
’Tis not th’ observances of 
times and seasons,


          
Which, christian 
truths or 
principles, resolves;


          
’Tis
only faith in
Christ, for best of reasons,


          
Thy weal secures! 
God’s glory thecne evolves!—


          
Thus, having 
Jesus 
born within thy soul,


          
T’ assimilate thy heart, thy life control;


          
So wilt thou have a 
Christmass 
through all 
Seasons!
        

      

              


* 
Saturnalia is the name of an old heathen festival connected with the worship of the 
Sun, held on the 25th of December, to celebrate the first lengthening of the day in the northern hemisphere. Previous to the fixing of the 
Saviour’s birth day on December 25th, in order not to be behind their pagan neighbours respecting outward show, in different places festivals were observed, on different months, and on different days of the months, according to the fancies of the different communities—We read in the gospel of Luke, “that the shepherds were abiding in the field &c.” but the nature of the winter season in 
Palestine quite contradicts the idea of shepherds abiding in the fields on 
Dcecember 
[sic: December] 25th; as the nights, from about the beginning of this month till near the end of January, are said to be “deadly cold!”— at which time flocks were put in folds for their preservation. Thus, there is every reason to believe that the annunciation was made in another season of the year, which the 
Lord; for good reasons, has not allowed to be recorded in history, or by precept and example in or near the apostolic age; seeing it is quite enough for us to know that the 
Saviour has come, and that all the promises concerning 
Him have been fulfilled. For the origen of christmass, see farther in Mosheim’s Church History. Cent. IV. p. B55, as revised by 
J. S. Reid, D. D. Glasgow
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Signatures.

        

        

          


Arts; 
MoralityWhat 
Signatures some folks will make,


          
As being dubious of good fame!


          
Such heiroglyphics much partake


          
The semblance of some conscious shame!


          
As one who dares not shew his face


          
With honour ’mid the light of day;


          
Who owl-like courts the darkest place,


          
Cognition dreading with dismay!
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This letter much important news


          
Contains, that’s to me sent, by one


          
Whose written name I can’t peruse,


          
And ev’n to spell it I’m undone!


          
’Tis so unreadable; although


          
The tidings here declared are plain;


          
What can the reason be, that so


          
Much secrecy in 
Names maintain ?
        

        

          
’Tis like regret at having told


          
The welcome news thus duly given;—


          
Afraid lest now he should be sold,


          
When to this correspondence driven!


          
Away with all such mysteries


          
In 
Signatures, as pride’s inflations;


          
Such equal farthing charities


          
Set down as hundred-pound donations!
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To my 
Auld Trews.

        

        

          
Let Dandies o’ their finery blaw,


          
As fain wad they their neebours chaw;


          
Or eagar to be reckon’d braw,


          
Whan pride ensues:


          
But we shall sing a stave or twa


          
To my auld trews.
        

        

          
Thir trews o’ mine, whan they wer’ new,


          
Wer’ made frae claith o’ tarry woo;


          
The vera best that on sheep grew


          
’Mang highland heather;


          
Whare snipe and peesweep and curlew,


          
Wad scream thegither.
        

        

          
Tho’ noo! they dae leuk sairly worn,


          
Nae shame be to them, Ise be sworn;


          
As miekle wear an’ tear they’ve borne,


          
Till I’m array’d


          
Like him wha kiss’d the all forlron


          
Fair milkin’ maid!
        

        

          
Throw them aside ?—That’s aiblins mair


          
Than ane can thole: yet ’tis our care


          
To hae some thrift, as no to ware


          
Ane’s time and trouble,


          
On what, gude gumshun wad declare


          
Mere 
fancy’s bubble!
        

        


        

          
But oh! we hae been freens sae lang,


          
That ane amaist wad think it wrang


          
To pairt auld freenships, noo! grown strang


          
By trials borne


          
In company; but may this sang


          
Soothe feelin’s lorn!
        

        

          


Change; 
Honour; 
Poetry’Tis true they dae leuk sairly clooted,


          
That noo! th’ original seems dooted,


          
As the auld colour’s got transmuted


          
To ora hues;


          
Eraewhilk a homily comes, weel suited


          
To my fond Muse!
        

        

          
At kirk an’ market, ance wi’ grace,


          
They could appear wi’ honour’d face;


          
But work-a-day life ’s noo! their case;


          
As former joys.


          
Noo stern realities displace


          
As vanities!
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Change; 
Friendship; 
SocietyTheir newness, welcomes wad ensure


          
Whaure,er I gaed; an’ wad secure


          
Sweet freenship’s smile; ay, then as sure


          
Wer’ social joys


          
Whaurnoo! cauld scorn I micht endure,


          
In sic like guise!
        

        

          
How like thir trews is freenship’s growth;


          
Whan spang new, seemin’ cheerin’ truth;


          


          
But bye an’ bye, whan cares unsooth


          
mak’ waesome chang,


          
Hoo hard to feel, as helpless ruth


          
Maun hopes derange!
        

        

          
Sweet freenship whiles will get ootworn,


          
Whan jealousy will hae forborne


          
Glad smiles, whan ither leuks o’ scorn


          
Wad peace confuse;—


          
’Tis waur to patch sic screeds, sae torn,


          
Than thir auld trews!
        

        

          
In siccen plight, I’ve aft been tauld


          
’Tis better far, a thousan’ fauld


          
To buy new tugs, than try the auld


          
To patch an’ mend:


          
Sae wi’ auld freens, whase hearts, grown cauld,


          
Wad luve forefend.
        

        

          
Hoo gude, sin’ thir trews hae gat dune,


          
There twa pair mae we can pit on;


          
An’ guid whan auld freens cry 
begone,


          
Anither door


          
Starts open welcomin’, anon


          
joys to restore!
        

        

          
Weel, freenships dae need mony a patch


          
To haud them in gude trim; or match


          
Them wi’ new interests, whilk hatch


          
Quite ither things


          


          
Than ance hae been! Thus should we watch


          
Life’s flowin’ springs.
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Life’s flowin’ springs, ance reckon’d sweet,


          
(Like thir auld trews whan new an’ neat,)


          
Sae apt to fill us wi’ conceit


          
O’ outward self,


          
Lest a’ sic sweetness pruve deceit,


          
Life’s joys to shelf!
        

        

          
Sae, thir auld trews gude truth wad preach;


          
Gin we the moral taught wad reach:


          
See, wear an’ tear wad us beseech


          
To leuk alive


          
To life’s best interests, frae which


          
We bliss derive!
        

        

          
Whan folks get auld, what maun betide?


          
But patchin’s aft their ails to hide;


          
Tho’ weakness humbles muckle pride,


          
Yet fain they’d shew


          
A spirit, whilk wad dare deride


          
Life’s comin’ foe!
        

        

          
Ay, thir auld trews can weel declare


          
Gude hame-spun truths for ever fair;


          
An’ weel it is, whan vex’d  wi’ care,


          
To hae an eye


          
On better freenships never spare,


          
Aboon the sky!
        

        


        

          
Sic freenships aye will new remain;


          
Nae patchin’s need they, to maintain


          
A gude report; nor yet complain


          
Will they o’ change;


          
Nor will self-interests, ever vain


          
Their worth derange!
        

        

          


Change; 
Friendship; 
Memory; 
JoyThough former freenships fail—’tis sad!—


          
Like the fine gloss my trews ance had;


          
Yet may remembrances still shed


          
Aroon’ this heart


          
(Like holes weel patch’d,) an influence glad,


          
Joys to impart!
        

        

          
’Tis thus we may some wisdom gain


          
Frae common things, whilk aye contain


          
Gude halsome truths; whilk to attain,


          
The eydent 
Muse


          
Wad, moralizin’ sing this strain


          
To my auld  Trews!
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          August 28, 1869
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Cupid Sharpening His Arrows.

        

        

          
How now gentle 
Cupid, for war thus preparing?


          
You seem as, like mortals, in earth’s sorrows sharing;


          
What great preparations, I see at a glance!—


          
Do you favour 
Prusia, or vote ye for 

France?—


          
We thought your commission, as sent from above,


          
Was not one of warfare, but rather of 
love!


          
Why, surely you have not resign’d your commission,


          
Or, from 
Heaven’s service obtain’d your dismission;


          
And thus have descended from good, into evil,


          
Betaking thyself to the work of the Divel?


          
So cobbler-like, bent o’er your work; and ye look


          
So full of despatch, and such haste, you can’t brook


          
To spare ev’n a 
moment from plying your hone,


          
Rub, 
rubbing that arrow, whose point appears gone!


          
Your round chubby cheeks greatly flush,d, and that moan,


          
Bespeak the hard toil of the task you are on:


          
Look here; what a sight!--Sure, these arrows betoken


          
Some sevice they’ve seen, as they’re blunted & broken.
        

        

          
At length he look’d up, thro’ hard work out of breath,


          
The flush of his cheek turn’d to paleness of death:


          
Through half-parted lips as he breathed a deep sigh,


          
A roguish leer shone through a tear in his eye!—


          
No doubt he half smiled at the questions I put,


          
Though vex’d he was truly beyond all dispute;


          
Then pointing around, he said “Look at these arrows,


          
And say if I have not great cause for my sorrows!”


          


          
He, in the one hand, held a sadly worn hone;


          
In th’ other an arrow, with point of it gone,


          
Which he had been rubbing to bring to an edge;—


          
“No wonder (he added) than you might allege


          
I’m fitting for warfare, at seeing me busy;


          
For, look at this arrow, enough to drive crazy


          
The best of good tempers!—and so of the rest


          
You see lie about, all once reckon’d the 
best;


          
While through all the work they have formerly done,


          
They ne’er were so out of good order;—
Not one!


          
I never dreamt that I should o’er them deplore,


          
As never have they needed sharp’ning before;


          
They’re pledged the best weapons for work such as mine,


          
That ever came from 
Heaven’s arm’ry devine:


          
Now, see how they ’re blunted, and damaged; not 
one


          
Is fit for good service, in work to be done,


          
All through that 
rock heart of misogamist 
Dyon!
        

        

          
To me a commission had lately been sent,


          
To vanquish his 
Bach’lorship. Thither I went.


          
With no other thought than he’s like other folk;—


          
But, I might as well have tried adamant rock:


          
For each arrow sent, no effect had, it on


          
But 
bounced from the heart of misogamist 
Dyon:


          
Which makes me think he is, on this side earth’s planet


          
The only one having a heart of hard granite:


          
So, witness these weapons, thus honestly tried,


          
With all the fair play, which, good use, may betide,


          
How greatly they’re damaged o’er such a vile rock,


          
Enough the best temper in life to provoke!


          


          
Perhaps by that wizardcraft, some say his trade is,


          
The mischief is done, as he’d mesmerise ladies;


          
So hard is his heart, mocking all who would wed,


          
Honest 
true-love he hates, he’s so very ill bred;


          
His nature’s 
hypocricy, and quite defies


          
All honour and truth; while in friendship’s disguise


          
He blandly would gain on one’s confidence good,


          
Then such would betray, with a 
Judas-like mood!
        

        

          
If 
Death of old 
Hornbook had cause to complain?


          
I too have been grieved as these arrows maintain!


          
There’s much work to do; but pray how can I do it


          
With tools out of order?—My 
trade, to pursue it,


          
Is matter of thought, and concern the most deep,


          
Destroying my rest, when I seek it in sleep;


          
For, 
then often musing on mine abused arrows,


          
With little to hope, in th’  of sorrows;


          
Then this would occur to me,—How would it do,


          
With modern inventions my trade to pursue;


          
As on such utilities much I have ponder’d


          
To seek out results; so, as much have I wonder’d


          
If powder and shot be of 
Heaven’s inventions


          
That such I might use with the best of intentions:


          
Especially to aid what concern hearts of stone,


          
Like that I have found in misogamist 
Dyon.
        

        

          
There’s much work to do, and but short time to do it,


          
Which puzzles me greatly how I may get through it,


          
Especially with 
such tools as these, and no other


          
Appointed me yet, putting me in a bother:—


          


          
For instance, yon youth who rules 
lord o’er his mother,


          
May soon be commanded to 
bow to some other!


          
But somehow I fear he’s infected with stone,


          
If true what some say, that he 
chums with 
sir Dyon;


          
As one sheep another infects with its scab,


          
So will the old 
wretch make the 
young quite the dab


          
For 
wizard-deceit, that he might have a marrow,


          
As, not to be odd in resisting 
Love’s arrow!
        

        

          
Besides, yonder student engross’d with his books


          
He’ll need my assistance too, if by his looks


          
Correctly I judge:—unless he may get smit


          
With 
Dyon’s foul contagion, which ill can befit


          
The virtuous and good; nor will make them approved


          
By others of 
good sense, as honour’d and loved;—


          
As no good can come from communion with 
Dyon,


          
Who mocks at all 
worth, thro’ his heart of hard stone!


          
How many are anxious mine aid to receive,


          
Whose 
truth is their motto, all bliss to achieve!


          
In fact there’s a host of such, whom I could mention!


          
Of all grades and classes deserving attention:


          


Love; 
SocietyBesides, what a lot of young 
Ladies, who’d prove


          
Good partners to many young 
Gents, could they love!


          
So, see many 
Marys, and 
Janes, and 
Susannahs,


          
Preparing for 
husbands upon their pianos:


          
Besides, other spirits, as eager to please,


          
Would practise the mysteries of butter and cheese:


          
All in their spheres willing good partners to be,


          
When call’d on, for pleasure, or life’s industry!—
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But, how can I serve them according to rules?—


          

Confound that stone heart for thus wasting my tools!”
        

        

          
If such be your trouble with hard hearted men,—


          
And, no doubt there’s much beyond aught of my ken;-


          
Pray what about 
Ladies? those precious heart-teasers,


          
Whom 
Heaven ordain’d our companions and pleasers,


          
—I ask’d interested,—Are 
none like sir 
Dyon?


          
Whose hearts too have caused so much waste to your hone;


          
It strikes me that they are part cause of your sorrows,


          
In damaging some of the best of your arrows!
        

        

          
At this, my bold question, he turn’d me an eye,


          
Which spoke 
indignati n: then gave this reply:—
        

        

          


Love; 
Poetry“All are not alike with the men: I can shew it;


          
For instance, this blunt one’s enough for a 
Poet:


          
His heart is so tender,—so very impressible,


          
That he is, to 
True-love, at all times accessible:


          
While 
that of the counterfeit treating with scorn,


          
As 
he is, of 
Nature’s first noblemen, born!—
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And as for all others one middling sharp arrow


          
Would serve—aye, 
ten thousand, to-day and tomorrow:


          
Aye; after a life’s work, not worse for the wear,


          
As these are, which grieve me akin to despair!—


          

            
But, as for the 
Ladies—”
            


            
Thus, as he began
          


          
T’ expound, a dark something came over the plan;


          
A cramp in my leg interfered with the theme,


          
And roused me in haste from this whimsical dream!
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A 
Retropective 
[sic: Retrospective] Ditty.

        

        

          


Memory; 
ImaginationTo youth’s old joyous scenes


          
Still one’s thoughts are apt to wander;


          
Such oft the mind serenes,


          
As on former things he,d ponder:


          
Thus as I muse on home


          
In the town of ancient Straven;


          
In fancy would I roam


          
On the thymy banks of Aven!
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Oh, flow’ry be thy plains,


          
And thy sunny braes surronding;


          
And happy be thy swains,


          
And thy lovely maids abounding


          
And limpid be thy streams


          
Where in youth I used to laye in;


          
Oft cheer’d by noonday dreams


          
Have I stroll’d the banks of Aven.
        

        

          
By Kype’s romantic linn,


          
Where the waters pour untirng,


          
Enraptured with its din,


          
Have I stray’d the scene admiring;


          
Or where Pomillion roars,


          
Round the Castle rock of Straven;


          
Or holmes which it explores,


          
While meand’ring to the Aven!
        

        


        

          


Love; 
Imagination; 
FriendshipThere youthful friendships rose,


          
Like sweet flowers of summer springing;


          
When Fancy would disclose


          
Smiling Cupids round us winging!


          
Oh! these were hours of love,


          
When no cares could make us craven,


          
As arm in arm we’d rove


          
Through the silent walks of Straven.
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Then warm affections grew


          
In this bosom for fair Helen;


          
And close attachment true


          
Added strength to love indwellin’:


          
But o’er her early tomb,


          
Long the grass has now been wavin’,


          
As long I’ve mourn’d tbe doom


          
Of the fairest flower of Aven!
        

        

          


Imagination; 
JoyBut should I ne’er return


          
To those scenes, which once gave pleasure;


          
This bosom’s like an urn,


          
Where remembrance hoards its treasure:


          
Such treasure to forego,


          
On this heart so deeply graven,


          
I’ll never while ye flow


          
On your course sweet winding Aven
[bookmark: an-poemGolPhi001302]
        

        

          February, 1853
        

        

          the end.

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Philosophy of Love. [A Plea in Defence of Virtue and Truth!] A Poem in Six Cantos, with Other Poems



Contents


	
Prospective

	
[extract]








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Philosophy of Love. [A Plea in Defence of Virtue and Truth!] A Poem in Six Cantos, with Other Poems

Prospective





        

Prospective.

        


Poetry; 
TechnologyThe next work, if 
Providence will allow, I intend bringing before the 
public, will be of a different description of 
philosophy, viz. The 
Philosophy of Thought, a 
Poem, in two 
Cantos: with a variety of other 
poems and 
lyrics of an interesting kind; the result of 
solitary hours in times gone by, before I constructed my 
amateur press. The work will be of the same form as this, with 

multum in parvo, and probably about the same size. If circumstances will allow, I will try to have it ready by about the beginning of January next.—I remember seeing in one of our local newspapers, some time ago, a notice of a small work, of some 96 pages, which said–“The binding was done by Mr.——, and the 
printing was done at 
our jobbing office;”—but not a word of 
any kind was said about the 
spirit of the Author, or to give a welcome to an addition to our local literature! As regards this book, both the 
printing and the 
binding have been done by the 
Author himself, in each case, as an 
amateur. As the printing of 
this work consisted in much of experiment; I would crave the indulgence of friends: but having made considerable improvements in the 
press, I hope in future to shew a better 
typography;
[bookmark: an-sctGolPhi0800]

        

          
W. G.
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How sweet is 
Truth to the confiding heart!


                
’Tis the best condiment the soul enjoys,


                
When dealing with the duties of this life;


                
And more, especially, in th’affairs of 
Love.
              

            

            

POEM;—
Canto Third.
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