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» BROEDING VIRGINLA. i
.= BT MRE L. .  SHFDURNEE. m
Hol mistrees of the solling Jamea,
And of irs moantain strand,
Tha oldest, noblest, prondest omes;
Of all our housebold band ;
Then of the ptately form and slep,
The fewerencircled hair,
Prime favorio of the fruitful earthy
And of the bilmy ar;
Thou who didse lodd thy eresses forth
Ee early davwn had fed,
. The moening =tor whose lumbent ray
D epastellation led,
Yot when o comet mudly rushed
Acrosg the arpent plain, e
Why didst thow leave thy hearen-marked sphere,
“And join it Axmiog train 2 '
-We loved thea well, Virzinia !
Al gave thee deferent plece,
. Pleasa with thine anciznt dignity,
Amd natve, peerless prace,
Awd lirtle doemedd sich sadden blight
Wanld settle on thy bays,
And chunge w discord and disgast :
Oar gratulnting praise ;
For thou hadat given thy preat and good
Chur el of state 1o guiile ;
Thy Palinaros stecred onr bargns
Bafe tirongh the seething tide
Amnd when we spake of Washingion
With grearefil, revepent toms
Wao enlied thing fmage forth, and blent
Thy momaory with hit awn.
Our mother pursed thee at her breast,
Whan abe herself waa voung ;
A thoae shouldse sl beve succored har,
Thoizh fiery serpentd sty ;
Wl‘gi_inin Dhore, the fivst-born bad
OF the e Suxon vine,
And old Powhatan, bosry ehiel
Woine leal el warrior-fins ;
Amck brave Jolin Smith, the very zoul
o ﬂhn‘ulrll." o |:|I‘i|']¢.
And Poealiontns, princess pura,
Thee font ot Chrmse begide,—
Diremmed dhey thae thoy woulilst stert nside,
When treachory™s peain rang ¥
And in ber beaving bozom fix
Thy mntrcidak fame ¢
Thuu shonldat eroand ber fonrscors yesed
Hnwe bent with horvering care,
Wha ztendfast ot tha ovadle watehed,
Aol powred hiee avdest prayer;
Thona stiouldst not to her banded foes
+ Have funt thy ready car,
Nor seon thon doesolate her joya
Withomy w fGlial tear;
Theagh sl beaide her baower fold
Ilad trampled down 2 reny,
Thon shonldzt have propped |13 shatiered stafl
With lovaliy unspent;
Though afl beside had recreant proved,
Thou shoulilzt hava soeed 1o aid 5
Like Aldicl, dronidless seeaph,
Alpne, yorandizmayed.
Who aleepoth at Maoune Vernon,
In he glory of Lis fimg 9
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¥et, go in silent infamy, .
Waor dare freneunce his nams ,
Far thoa hast of their sacred forcs,
His farewsll sonnscls reft,
And hefped to scatter to the winds
. The nch beqoest he loft ;
Aned in the darkest tisl howr,
Forsook the codanperad side ;
And, ere the cock crew thrice, thy tree
Iriscipicship denied.
Ohl st the pitying Prinee of Peace
o On thes his glance mighs bend,
And, from remediless remarss,
Preserve cur lonp-loved friond !

| Hartford, Conn., 21 May, 1861,
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EMITTING S£0CKS.

Crieg, click, click ! how the necdles go
Through the busy fingers, to and fro—

Y With ne bright eolers of Borlin wool
| Delicate bands to-day are full ;

| Cl'u'I'E o yurn of deep, doli bios,

for che feet of tho brave aud troe.

| et ciick, click, how the needles i,

'Tig & power within that nerves them s0.]
a

" Tn the sunny hours of dhe brizht spring day,
i And alll in the niglt-time furawsy,

Maiden, mather, rnid gromiame sit

Earnest and thonghiful while they knit.

Many the eilent prager they prav

M_.m:; tha teardrops brushed nm_n_:'._

VWhile basy on the neadles po,

Wisten anil nureow, heel and toe.

Tha prandama thinks with a thrill of pride

How her mether Eoit nod spunbeside

For that patrict band in olden davs A

Whe died tho * Sears and Siipes ™ o raise—

Now sho in turn Enits for the brave

Wha'il dit thnt glorious fag o savr

She s glml, she saps, *“the bors " heve mne;

“Tis just a5 their grandtolacs would have dobe

Rat she heaves a sieh aml the tears will stare,

For *the hoys ™ were the pride of grandome’s

heart.

The mothers look 3 culm and high,

God only hears hee soul's deep ery—

In Freedom's name, it Froedom’s call,

Bhe pave hor sons—in them ber ol -

The muiden’s cheek wears a paler shade,

But tha:Light in her eye 5 qodizmayed,

Faith and hope give strength to her Sight,

Bhe sees o red duwnoafics the wight,

0 solitiors beave, will it brighten the day,

Al sborien the marche o the weary wiy,

To know that at Adree the loving and troa

A kniting and hopige aod praging e yon ¥

Boft are their voicas wlken spookiog ¥our nama,

Lrod are ik ghosies whon baiig your foee,

And the gladdest hour b thein Tives will b

When thiey greet pou after the victory,
T



