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From The Casket (Atkinson, Philadelphia), 1829, page 87

. ITALIAN GIRL'S HYMN TO THE VIRGIN.
| NY MNS, HEMAXS,
O mnctissima, O, purissimia,
Dhless Viego Murin !
Mater smata inlemerata
Ora, Ora, pro nobis,
Sicitien Mariner's Hymn.

In the deep hour of dreans,

Through the dark wonds, and past the moaning sea,
And by the starlight gleams,

Modlier of Sorrows! O, | come to thee.

Unto thy shrine 1 bear

Night-Wooming flowers, like my own heart to lie,
Al all unfoided there,

Beneath the meckness of thy pitying cye.

For thou that onee didst move,
In thy still beauty, through sn enrthly home,
Thou kuow’'st the griel, the love,
Thefear ol womuan's soul; to thee | come,

Many, sad sad, and deep,
Were the thoughts folded i thy silent beeast ;
Thou ton couldst wuteh wnd weep— .
Hear, gentlest Mother ! liear o heart opprest ! -

There s a wandering Lark, ,
Bearing one from me o'cr the restless wave ;

Oh ! letthy sott eve mark
His course—be with him, Holiest, guide aud save !

My soul s on that way,
My thoughts are travellers o’er the waters dim,
Through the long weary day .
I walk, o'ershadowed by wsin dreams of him.

Aid him, and me too, aid ! _r
Oh! *us not well, this earthly love's exeess ©
On thy weak child is laid Y

The burthen of too deep a tenderness.

Too much o'er Aim is poured .
My Leing's hope—scarce leaving Heaven a part :
Tao tesrfully adored,
O ! make not him the chastener of my heart!

1 tremble with & sense

Of griel to be—1 heara warning lowe
Sweet Mother eall me henee ;

This wild idolatry must eod in woe.

The troubled joy of life,
Love’s lightaing happiness, my soal hath known,
And, worn with feverish strife, o
Would fold iis wingy—take back, tske Lack thine

Hark! how the wind swept by ! '

The tempest’s voice comes rolling o'er the wave—
Hope of the milor’s eye

Aud masiden’s heart, blest Mother, guide and save !




From The Cornish Magazine, 1828, page 268

SECOND  SIGHT.
BY MES. WEMANN,

A mournfal gift s mine, O friends *
A mouraful gift s mine'

A owrmur of the soul, winch blends
With the flow of song and wine.

An eye that through the triumph's hour
the coming wo,
And dwells upon the faded flowez,
Midst the rich summer’'s glow,

Ye smile to view fair faces bloom

W bere the father’s board 1s spread
1 zee the steliness and the gloom

Of 2 home whence all are fled.

T see the withes'd garlands L
Forsaken on the carth,
While the lamps yet bum, and the

dancers fy
Through the ningiog hall of murth,

1 see the blood-red fature stan
U the warmor's gorgeous crest,
Aud the bier amdst the bndal traim,
W Len they come with roses drest.

T hear the still small mean of Time
Thuu:ﬂ the ivy-branches made,

W here palace, in its glory's prime,
W ith the sunshine stands arrsyed.

The thunder of the saas 1 beaz,
The shniek along the wave,
When the bark sweeps forth, and song
and cheer
Salute the parting Lrave.

With every brecze a spitit sends
To me some WATRIDE SIRD ;==

A moursful gift is mine, U friends |
A wournful gt is mine!

Oh.wrl\alnm!th ief, thy power,
To al Mmbh,lo‘q; d

The shadow .iubcm .

The wuil 1s the mirthiul song.
This sight 1s all too sadly clear-—
For them a veil is riven ;

Ther piercing thought repose not here,
Their hotse is but in heaven '™

Literary Seuvenir, 1629.



From The Cornish Magazine, 1828, page 267

TO A DEPARTED SPIRIT.
BY MRS, MEMANS,

From the bright stars, or from the viewless aur,
Or from some world, unreached by human thought
Spurit, sweet spint! if thy home be these,
And f thy visions with past be fraught,
Answer ine, answer me

Have we not communed here, of life and death ?
Have we not said that love, such love as ours,
\Was not to perish, as a rose’s breath,
To melt away, hke song from festal bowers ?
Auswer, oh! answer me!

Thive eve's Jast light was mine—the soul that shone
lawosely, mourafully, through tﬂd\«iu hate ;
[hdst thou bear with thee, to shores unknown,
Nought of what lived in that long, earnest gace !
Hear, hear, and answer me !

R{imn‘h— i:bh:e‘ soft, fem‘n:’”fucnll \o::‘
rn rough the tem ing strife,
Like = faimt bnm:—-olu.??rlo:a that m:‘ﬂmu
Send back one sound, if Jove's be quenchless lifof
But once, oh! answer me !

=n ::a still nmﬁ#,‘i.:hlho :ud'l hush,
n the dead howr t, whea t grows deep ;
Whea the heart’s phantoes from o o rush,
Fearfully beautiful, to stnive with Ah!g‘; )
it

By the remembrance of our blended prayer;
By all our tears, whose mingling m them sweet ;
Hy our last hope, the victor o'er despair ;
Speak '—if our soals in deathless yearnings meet,

Answer me, answer me !
The grave is silent—and the far-off sky,
And the deep midnight :—mlent all, and lone!
Oh 1 af thy buried love make no reply,
What vowe has earth !'—Hear, puty, speak! mine own

Answer e, answer me!

then answer me !

Litrary Soweenir, 1620,



From The Museum of Literature and Science, Volume 14, 1829, page 95

From the same,
THE BATTLE FIELD.

1.

I Looxen on the field where the batile was
spread,

When thovsands stood forth in their glancing
nrray,

And the beam from the steel of the valiant was
shed

Through the dun rolling elouds that o'ersha-
duwed tae fray,

1.

I saw the dark forest of lances appear.

As the ears of the harvest unnumbered they
stood ;

I heard the stern shout as the foeman drew
near

Like the 'ltﬂl'lll, that lays low the proud pines
of the wood.

.
Afar, the harsh notes of the war-drum were
rolied,
Uprousing the wolf fram the depth of his lair ;
On high to the gust stream'd the banner's red
folda,

O'er the deathi-close of Hate, and the scow! of
Despair



' .
' I Tooked on the ficld of contention again.
When the sabre was sheathed and the tempest
had past ;
The wild weed and thistle grew rank on the
plain,

And the fern softly sighed in the low wailing
blast,

v.

Unmoved lay the lake in its hour of re ’

And bright shone the stars through tmy'l
deepened blue ;

And swertly the song of the night-bird arose,

Where the tuxglove la Y gemined with its pearl-
drops of dew.

Ve,

Bat where swept the ranks of that dark frown-
ing liost,

A8 the ocean in might—as the storm-cloud in

speed’
Where now were the thunders of victory's
boast,—
The slaver's dread wrath and the strength of
the steed!
Vi
Not a tiumne-wasted cross, not a moulderiny
stone,
To mark the lone scene of thoir shame or their
e j—
Ono'gmss—covorcd mound told the traveller
i]ul’lc'.
Where thousands lay down in their anguish
and died
Vi
Oh! glory '—behold thy famed guerdon's ex-
tent,

For this toil thy slaves through their earth-
wasting lol;

A name like the mist, when night’s beacons
ere spent—

A grave, with its tenants unwept and forf’ot,"



