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My Dear Patrons: What a glorious thing itis 1o
be a Pagt! And who is there among the vm};; select
few to whom Nature has granted her chdicest booh,—
the * giflt divine of Poesy,”—that is not proud of it,
and that is not eternally writing, and alterwards eter-
nally talking about what.he yrites?  Poetry, I must
confess, and I hope 1 do it with becoming modesty, is
my pariicular vanity—it is witl me far above the empty
vanity of ¢ wearing good clothes” and such trifles.—
Your Camer must be a poet,—f¢’t is his  vocation”—
and I have been patiently wailing this occasion to let
myselt out stropg in snmell}ing pngmai, unique and
brilliant,” for your especial edification and amusement.
I have beon for the last weuk boiling like a, tea:pot
with inspiratien, and felt just ““in the vein” for lhrqw. -
ing off a grand National >oem, as Jong and as warlike
as the President’s Message. . | meant to go witli my
darling Muse clea: down to the Rio Grande to “see
the elephant,” which has so excited lhe.curmsn!y of
our gallant Volunteprs—to follow our-daring Eagle as
#he plumes her flight for 54 40 and California—and of
course 1 shoulg have beep with ¢ the b-hoys” who
are going to ¢ revel in the halls of the Mosezumas.”
But the fates were against me—I sat dqwi to write,
but oh, such hotrid peuns and pate ink!  As ayouny
lady once shrewdly remarKed no one can spell correctly.
or write gramma ically with bad pens and bad ink,—~—
"And to-write poefry with such materials, is beyond the
. highest eflort of genius—it can’t be done. The very
“attempl thtew me into such a nervous chill, that the
poetic inspiratiorsvanished %)pﬂstamers o

"7 But | wasa’t to be fooled by any such provoking eir-
cumstance. 1 was delermined the readers of the
¢ Herald’ should have apdotical New Yeuar's Addroos, .
and a first-rate one t0d:  So I coolly timed to my port-
folio and took ont a gem by PrenTicE—by the waydo -
youn know Prentick, of the Louisville Journal, the
keenest wit-of the age? T-have often-told Prenice,
that this poem makes his famo immortal.  Thinks I
if the patrons of the ' Heral'acan be satigfied with
anything less than-n production of my own, it will ‘be
this. 8o 1 adopted it for the, oceasion. It 18 upou tae

“Close ot the Year.” There are some.very solemn .

“Teflections eonnected with the close of the year, espe-
cially to me. { shall feel very solemn this evening, I
am sure, dear Patrong, if 1. do not realize your usual
liberality to-day ; and if I don’t get a pretty good pile ot
“uaprvrs,” ¢ quarters” and’ iEviks,” my poetry
will be very nearly *knocked into fits”? Thisisa
very distressing apprehension, but I am sure Ido yon
injustice by entertaining it for a_moment. Butthe
trath is ¢ ﬁ};l,):y lucre’? will sométimes obtrude upon a
Poet’s thoughts. -Excase the weakness, and w}gﬂe
you've got your purse out, loU me invite your.atiention
o my adopted Poem, and subscribe mysslf

..Annually “ yours ta sarve,”
e : (‘;EORGE L. GOUGHER.
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TED CLOSH CIVIED THAR.

BY GEORGE D, ERENTICE. .
Gono ! gona forever '—Like arushing wave,
Another yenr has burst upon the shore
Of carthly being—~and its last low tones,
Wandering in broken“accents on"the air,
Are dying (0 an echo,
The gay Spring
With its young charnis has gone,—gone with its leaves,
_’Its mmagphere of rosés—ilg white clouds .~ "
TShimbering like seraphsin the air—its T.ids .
Tolling their loves in music—and 1ts streams
Leaping and shouting from the up-piled rocks
To make earth echo with the joy of waves,
And Sumumer, with its dews and showers, has gone;
lts rainbogrs glowing on the distant clud,
Like spirits of the storm—its peaceful lakes
Smilipg 1n their sweet sleep, as if thoir dreams
Woeye of the opening flowers, and budding trecs *
AmF overhangjng sky-—and 18 bright mists
Resting upon the mountain tops as crowns
Upon the heads ot giants. Autumn, too,
Has gone with 8l ita deeper glories—gone
With its green hills;like altars of the world
Lifting their fruit'offerings to their God— -
Ita cold winde a(rajing uuq the forest aisles
To-weke their thousand wind harps——ils serend. .
And holy sunsets hanging o’er the West, |
Like banners from.the battlements ot héaven—
8 -And its atill evenings, when the :moonlight sea
- Wan'ever throbling, like'the living:heart. ..
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- Are slumbering on the billow.,
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... ..~Nor-liave they-gone alofi, " High human hearts
Of Passion have gone with them. The fresh.dust -
Is chill or. many 4 breast that burned erewhile
With fires that seemed immortal. . Joys that jeaped.
Like angals from the heart, and wandered free, o
In life’s young morn, to look upon the flowers,
The poetry of pature, and to list
The waven soupds of breeze and bird, "and stréam
Upon the night air, have been stricken down
In silence to the dust. "Exultant Hope,
That roved forever on the_bouyant winds,
Like the bright, starry bird of Paradise,
And chanted 10 the ever listening heart
In the wild music of a thousand tongues, g
Or soared®into the open sky, until .,
Night’s burning gems seemed jewelled on her brow,
Has ehut her drooping wing, and made her home
. Within the voiceless sepulchre. And Love,
" That kuelt at Passion’s holiest shrine, and gazed
" [OnHis heart’s 1dol as on some sweet star,
*Whose purity and distance make it dear,
And dreamed of ecstacies unli-his soul .
Seemed but a lyre, that wakened in the glance
" Ol the.beloved one—he too is gone .
To his sternal rgsting place. 4nd where -
Is stern Ambitton=—he who madly.grasped” "
At Glory’sflgeting phantom—he who sought
Hisfame upon the battle-field and longed
To make hiz throné a pyramid of bones
Amud a’sea of blood 7 He too has gone!
His stormy voice is mute—his mighly arm
Is nerveless on its clod—his very name -
1= but a-meteor of the night of years .
hose gleamg flashed out a moment o'6t the Earth
And faded intg nothingriess. The dream
Ot high devotion—beanty’s bright array—
And life’s-deep idol memories—all have passed . -.
Like thig'ciond-shadows on a star-light stream,
Or 1 stream of soft music when the winds

~

- : K Yot why muse
Upon the past with sorrow ? Though the year

---—Has gone-to-blend with-the"mysterious tide

Of old Eternity, und b-rne along

Upon its heaving breast are thousand wrecks

Of glory and of beauty—yet, why mourr

That such is destiny ¥ Ancther year .
Succeedeth to the past—in their bright round

The seasor.s tome and go—ihe same blue arch
That hath hung o’er us, will hang o’er us yet— -
The same pure stars that we have laved to walck
Will blossom still at twilight's gentle hour,

Like lilies on the tomb of Day—and still

. - Man will remain, (o dream as he hath dreamed

And mark the earth wuh passion. -Love will apring
From the lone tomb of old affections—Hope, )

" _And Joy, ard great Ambition, will rise up

]

~ As they have risen—and their deeds will be
Brighter than those engraven on thescroll =
Of parted centuries.. Even now the séa * ¥t ..
'Of coming years, beneath whose mighty waves
Lile’s great events are.heaving into birth,
Is tossing to and fro, as it the winds
Of Heaven were ’grisoned in ils soundless depths,
And suruggling to-be free. T

Y . Weepnot that time

Is Eass ing on—it will ere long reveal
A brighter era to the nation.—Hark !
Along the vales and mountsins of the earth
There is a deep, portentous murmuring
Like the swift msh of subterranean streams,
Or liké {he mingled sounds of eatth and air

/ When the fierce tempest, with sonorous wing;
Heaves his keep folds upon the rushing winds,
And hurries onward with his might of clouds

- Agawst the eternal mountains. Tis the voice

" Ofmfant Freepon—and her stirring call  + |

Is beard and answered in & thousand tones "~ ¢

From cvery hill-top of her westem home— -

A lo! it'breaks acroks old Ocean’s fload—

And «[Freepom!” ¢ Freepom " is the answering

shout . - ‘ o o®

Ol nations statting from the spell of years. .

The day-spring !—see-'tis brightening in the heavens!

The watchmgr-of the night have caught the-sign—

From towerto tower the signal-fires flash free——

And the deép watchsward, like the rush of seas

That herglds the voleano’s burating flame

. In sounding on the esith. Bright years of Hope .

And Life ate on,the wing '—Xon glorious bow,

Of Eroédont,.bendéd: by the hand of God, . -

Is spaghing Time!s dack_surges.... -lls.h'vi\-amb; :

A typsé ot Love and Meidy on the cloud - X
Teﬁ’qu,ha!"thp‘munyv storms of human life. .

.. Will puas i silence, and the sinking waves,

Gathering the fornis of glory and of peace; -

. ‘Refiect the iirdimme: hineas-of the heavens,




