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THE PALM-TREE.

o i Hes bis heart forgot, so fxr away,

Thoso mative sosea—hoee rocks and torrests groy

Yhe tall benanss w to the beccae

The shore—Le of thoes encireling wes

MHeasd froen his infant dsys—and the plied beap

Of Bty stucs, where his farefathers sioep ¢ Bow:..n,

Ir waved not through an eastern sky,
Beside n fount of Araby ;

It was not fapned by southern breeze,
In some green isle of Indian seas;
Nor did its graceful shadow sleep
O'cr stream of Afric, lone snd deep:

Put fuir the exiled palm-tree grow,
'Midst folinge of no kindred bue;
Threugh the laburnum’s dropping gold
Uprose that stem of orient mould,
And Europe's violets, faintly sweet,
Purpled the moss-beds at his feet.



Strange looked it there ! —the willow streamed
Where silvery waters near it gleamed ;

The limebough lured the honey-bee

To murmur by the Desert’s tree ;

And showers of snowy rosea made

A lustre in its fan-like shade.

There came an eve of festal hours—

Rich music filled that garden’s bowers ;
Lamps, that from flowering beanches hung,
On sparks of dew soft colours flung ;

Aund bright forms glanced—a fairy shew—
Under the blossoms to and fro.

But one, a lone one, "midst the throng,
Seemed reckless all of dance or song :
He was a youth of dusky micn,
Whereon the Indian sun bad been ;
OFf crested brow, and loog black hair—
A stranger, like the Palm-tree, there,

And slowly, sadly, moved his plumes,
Glittering nthwart the lealy glooms :
He passed the pale green olives by,
Nor won the chestnut-flowers his eye;
But when to that sole Palm Le came,
Then shot & rapture through his frame !

To him, to him, its rusthng spoke,

The silence of his sou! it broke !

It whispered of his own bright isle,
That lit the ocean with & swile;

Aye, to his ear that pative tone

Had something of the sea-wave's moan !

His mother's cabin-home, that lay

Where feathery cocoas fringed the bay ;
The dashing of his brethren’s our;

The conch’s wild note nlong the shore ;—
All, through his wakening busom swept
He clasped his country’s tree, nnd wept.®

Oh ! scorn him not !~~the strength, wherehy

The patrict girds himself to die—

Th' uncofquernble power, which fills

The freeman, battling on his hills—

These have one fountain, deep and clenr,—

The same whence gushed that child-like tear ! F.H.

-

* This incidoat is, 1 think, recorded by De Lille, in bis poem of ** Les Jerdios.”
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THE SPELLS OF HOME,

There blend the ties thet o reagthen
Our htarte In houss of g=ief,

The wilver links that
Joys wisien whon mist brief |

T Then, dast thon «gh for plossure?

0! 4o not widely roam !

Bnt seek that hiddes treasure
At horee, dear home | Baswaxn Banvew,

By the soft green light in the woody glade,
On the banks of wl;‘;s where thy chiLfiood
By the waving tree thro' which thine eye
F{m look'd in Jove to the summer sky';
By the dewy gleam, by the very breath

Of the primrose-tufts in the grass beneath,
Upon thy besst there is laid & spelle

Holy n&preciou—oh! guard it well!

By the sleepy ripple of the stream,

\ﬂicb hath {ull dp thee into many a dream ;
By the shiver of the ivy.leaves,

To the wied of mom at thy casement-eaves ;
By the boes' deep murmur in the limes,

By the masic of the Sabbath-chimes ;

By every sound of thy pative shade,
Stronger and dearer the spell is made.

play'd;

a’ the pathering round the winter hearth,

ben twilight call'd unto houschold misth;

By the fairy tale or the legend old -

In that ring of bappy faces told ;

- By the quiet hours when hearts unite
In (he parting prayes, and the kind * good.nighe ;*
By the smiling eye and the loving tone,

Ower thy life has the spell been thrown,

And bless that gift '—it hath gentle might,
A power and a guiding light |

It led the freeman forth to stand

In the mountain-tattles of his land

It hath brought the wanderer o’er lfn séas,
To die on the kills of his own fresh breese ;
And back to the gates of his father's hall,

It bath won the weeping prodigal,

Yes! when thy heart in its pride would siray,

From the loves of its guileless youth away ;

When the sullying breath of the world would come,

O'er the flowera it braught from its childkood's home ;

Think theu ngaxn of the woody glade,

And the sound by the rustling fvy made,

Thiok of the tree ut thy t's door,

And the kindly spall lhlrl::tpowu once more ! >
- - HI



The Monthly Magazine, Volume 3, Page 304

THE THINGS THAT CHANGE.

Kxow'sT thou that seas are sweeping
Where domes and towers have been ®
When the clear wave is sleepang,
Those piles may yet be seen ;
Far down below the glassy tide,
Man's dwellings where his voice hath died !

Kuoow'st thou that flocks are feeding
Above the tombs of old,
Which kings, their srmies leading,
Have linger'd to behold ¥
A short smooth greensward o'er them spread,
Is all that marks where heroes bled,

Know'st thou, that now the tokea

Of cities once renown'd,
Is bat some pillar broken,

With grass and wall.flowers crown'd ;
While the lone serpent rears her young
Where the trivmphant lyre hath rung?

Well, well 1 know the story
Of ages pass'd away,
And the mournfol wrecks that glory
Hath left to dull decay;
But thou hast yet = tale to learn,
More full of warniags, sad and stern,

Thy pensive cye but ranges
Theo' ruin'd fane and hail—
Oh! the deep soul hath changes
More sorrowful than all !
Talk not, while these before thee throng,
Of silence in the place of song.

See scorn, where Love hath perish'd,
Distrust, where Frieadship grew ;
Pride, where once Nature cherish'd,
All tender thoughts and true;
* And shadows of cblivion thrown
O’er every trace of idols gone,

Grieve not for tombs farecaiter'd,
For temples prostrate lad ;
In thioe own heart lie shatter'd
The altars it had made !
Go, sound its deptha in doubt and fear—
Heap up no more its treasures Aere /
F. H.
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THE OLD WARRIOR'S GRAVE.*

Trou didst fall in the field with thy miver Lair,
And a banner in thy hand ;

Thou wert laid 10 rest from thy battles there,
By a proudly mournful baud.

In'}l;?mpg ontiwund‘;‘l::::dbqk'lbl-t,
bright years ;
And e wanors biey wis thine at st

When the saows had crown’d thy head.

Many had fallen by thy side, old chief!
Brothers and friends, perchance;

But thou wert yet as the fadeless leaf,
And light was ia thy glaoce.

The soldier’s heart at thy step leaped high,
And thy voice the war-borse knew :

Andlhuz'ntomwhcnthefoemnigh
Wert thou, the bold and true!

Now mayest thou slumber—thy work is done—
Thou of the well-worn sword !

From the stormy fight in thy fame thou'rt gone,
But not to the festal board.

The corn-sheaves whisper thy grave around,
Where ﬁer{nblood bath flowed j—

Oh! Jover of battle and trumpet-sound !
Thou hast won thee s still abode!

A quiet home from the sunbeams glace,

And the wind that wandereth *
Thou that didst fall with thy silvery hair,
For this men toil like thee! 7 A F.H.

® [ came upon the tomb of Marshal Schwarin—s plain, quiet cenotaph, esected in the
middle of & wide comn-feld, on the very spot where be closed & long, faithiul, and glorious
career in arms.  He fell here at yeurs of nge, at the head of kis own regiment, the
standard of it waving io his hand. His seat was in the leathern saddie—bis fooc in the iron
stirrup—his Ragers reined the young war-horse to the last,— Notes and Roflections dur-
ing a Ramble in Germany.
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KINDRED HEARTS,

On! ask pot, hope thou not too much
Of sympathy below ;

Few are the hearts whenoe one same touch
Bids the sweet fountains flow ;

Few-—and by still conflicting powers
Forbidden here to meet—

Such ties would make this life of our's
Too fair foraught so fieet,

It may be that thy brother's eye
Sees not as thine, which tums

In such deep reverence to the sky,
Where the rich sunset burns :

It may be that the breath of spring,
Born amidst m:lds&mI lone,

A mapture o'er th can briog—
A dream, Lo bir unknowan.

The tune that speaks of other times—
A sarrowful delight !
The melody of distaut chimes,
The sound of waves by night;
The wind that, with so many a tone,
Some chord within can thrill,—
These may have Iangufe all thine own,
© To Mim a mystery still,

Yet scorn thou not for this, the true
And stedfast love of years ;
The kindly, that from childhood grew,
The faithful to thy tears!
If there be one that o'er the dead
2 l‘lluh in h:’l, goef borne part, s
nd watched through sckness bed,—
Call Ass a kindred hesrt or

But for those bonds all perfect made,
Wherein bright spirits blend,
Like sister flowers of one sweet shade,
. With the same breeze that bend,
For that full bliss of thought ailied,
Never to mortals given e
Oh! lay thy lovely dreams aside,
Or Jut them unto heaven,

F. H.



