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MARY TO ST. OSWALD.

95

How have I borne the frowns of Heav'n
E’er since I left my home?

My parent’s heart I’ve broken quite—
Inhuman Mary !—was that right?

I fear the wrath to come.

O, guide me to my parents’ tomb !

I'll strew it o’er with flow’rs!

O’er their dear forms no weeds shall grow—
No stormy winds in anger blow—

T’ll raise around it bowers!

Hark ! now the angry thunder’s o’er!
O list—that heav'nly strain !

I hear my aged parent’s voice !—
Ocruel Oswald, come—rejoice—

We part to meet again.
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ON MELANCHOLY.

ANt s

ADIEU vain mirth and noisy joys !
Ye gay desires! deluding toys!
Thou, thoughtful Melancholy, deign

To hide me in thy pensive train!

If by the fall of murmuring floods,
Where awful shades embrown the woods,
Or if, where winds in caverns groan,
Thou wahd’rest silent and alone;

X 2



100 ON MELANCHOLY.

Come, blissful mourner ! wisely sad,

. In Sorrow’s sable garments clad,

Do thou my future hours employ :

Sorrow, be thou henceforth my joy!

By tombs, where sullen spirits stalk,
Familiar with the dead I walk ;
While, to my sighs and groans, by turns,

From graves- the midnight echo mourns.

Open thy ruthless jaws, O tomb!
Thou -earth, conceal me in thy womb!
And, ye, vile worms! this frame confound :—

(Ye brother reptiles of the ground!)




OX. MELANCHOLY. 101

O life! frail offspring of a day,
Which passing moments steal away !
Swift as the short-liv’d flow’r it flies—

It springs—it blooms—it fades—it dies!

With cries, we usher in our birth—
With groans, resign our transient breath ;
‘While round stern ministers of fate,

Pain—Disease—and Sorrow wait.

While childhood reigns, the sportive boy
Learns only prettily to toy ;
And, while he roves from play to play,

The wanton trifles time away.



102 ON MELANCHOLY.

When to the noon of life we rise,
The man grows elegant in vice;
And arduous heights of greatness climbs

*Midst foul and unrepented crimes,

When youth and strength in age are lost,
He seems already half a ghost:
Wither’d and wan, to earth he bows—

A walking hospital of woes !

O, Happiness ! thou empty name ;
Say, art thou bought by gold or fame?
What art thou, Gold, but shining earth ?

Thou, common Fame, but common breath ?




ON MELANCHOLY.

108

Come then, thou friend of virtuous woe,
With solemn pace, demure and slow ;
By Heav'n instructed, I purs:ue

Thy steps.—=Adieu, vain world, adieu!
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ON SOLITUDE.

——-‘0&-——-

SOFTLY pleasing Solitude !

Were thy blessings understood,

Soon would thoughtless mortals grow
Tir’'d of néiéé, and pomp, and show;
And, with thee retreating, gain
Pleasure—crowds pursue in vain!
True, the friendly social mind

Joy in converse oft can find ;

o2
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108 ON SOLITUDE.

e e

Not where empty Mirth presides,
But with those whom Wisdom guides :
Yet the long continued feast
Sometimes palls upon the taste;
Kind alternate, then to be ‘
Lost in thought awhile with thee.
Intellectual pleasures here*

In their truest light appear;
Grave Reflection, (friendly pow'r,)
‘Waits the lonely silent hour 3
Spread before the mental eye, |

Actions past in order lie.

® See Zimmerman on Solitude, and Book.



ON SOLITUDE.
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By Reflection’s needful aid
Latent errors are display’d ;
Thus Humility is taught—

Thus confirm’d the better thought.
Friends and soothing praise apart,
Solitude unveils the heart.

Poor the heart of pride bereft,
Conscious sighs alone are left :
Thus our poverty we know,

And with high ambition glow ;
Wishes rise for Wealth wnfound

Thro’ the globe’s capacious round.



110 ON SOLITURE.

Contemplation, (saczed guest!)
Now inspires the .a.rden.t “breast : .
Spreads her wings, and bids the mind
Rise and leave the world behingd:
Now the mind entaptur'd soass !
All the wealth of India’s shores
Is but dust beneath her eye; .
Nobler treasures. kept.on high—
Treasures of eternal joy
Now .her great - pussuit employ :
Mausions of unknown delight—
Language fails to tell . how bright~—
See! the op’ning gates display

Beaming far immortal day.



ON SOLITUDE. 111

See! inviting angels siile,

And applaud fhe glorieus toil. .
Hark ! they tune the -chiartming lyré:
Who can hear and not addire ?

Oh! the sweet though distant strain !
All the joys of earth how vain !
Nearer fain the mind would rise,
Fain would gaze with eager eyes
-On the glories of the skies—

But mortality denies,

Dusky vapours cloud her sight,
Down she sinks to earth and night;
Then to Friendship calls again,

(Gentle solace of her pain)



112 ON SOLITUDE.

* Friendship, with thy pleasing pow'r,

¢ Ceme and chear the mournful hour; -

““ Only Solitude and thee
“ Can afford a joy for me.”

1?"“‘
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THE SNOW LOVE WALK.

*T'W AS Christmas and the snow was high
Apd Cynthia ruled the night,

When William walked with Cicily,

All by the silver light :

The wind sat north, and many a squall
Full in their faces blew,
They never felt the wind at all—

. They'd something clse to do:

P2



116 THE SXOW LOVE WALK.

His right hand round her neck took hold—
His left was round her waist;
Love was not like the evening cold—

Tho’ like the ev’ning chaste.

Think of the gentle moon above—
Think of the driven snow—
As pure, as gentle, was their love :

You ask me how I know !

Sir, I was told by Charity,

(A nymph that thinks no ill,)
And William vouch’d for Cicily,
And Cicily for Will,



THE SNOW LOVE WALK.

17

Now cheek to cheek they’d stand awhile,
And something tender say :
When Cicily climb’d o’er the stile

Will turn’d another way.

She fairly told him all her fears—
Will vow’d her fears were vain ;
Then call’d her more than twenty dears.

(1 see the simple swain!)

Will too had fears, as you shall find,
And cou’d his fears impart ;
¢ Cicily,” quoth William, ““ in my mind,

“ Thou hast a frozen heart !—



118 THE SNOW LO¥E WALK.

““ Nor can I thaw it! bt the night
““ I ween has told the cause,
“ For let the moon shine e’er so bright—

‘¢ The moon-shine never thaws.”

“ *Tis from the face of burning noon
““ That frost begins to run;
“ Cicily, thou think’st my love the moon—

* But, Cicily, “tis the sun,”

Now Cicily was just got home ;
“ William, good night !’ quoth Cis ;
¢ But Cicily,” said William, “ come,

“ Give Will one parting kiss!”



THE SNOW LOVE WALK.

119

She gave it, and he felt the glee,

E’en thro’ and thro’ his heart ;

¢ Why now,” quoth William, * Cicily,
““ What pity ’tis to part!l”

Now, as I told you, nothing bad
In this same love-walk pass’d,
The only roguish thought he had
He utter’d just at last.

Come, Cicily, Cicily, ‘l_et us wed,
The winter wind blows cold ;
In youth, my comfort thou shalt be~

And matron when I'm oMd !
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THE MAN OF WORTH.
—~+0ofot—
ILET others skill'd in epic song
Each val’rous deed rehearse

Or soar’d midst battles ruthless throng
Chaunt high the blood stain’d verse.

To gentler strains, from nature’s lyre,
The votive muse gives birth,
Urged by a chaster—holier—fire,

And sings the man of worth.
Q 2




124 THE MAN OF WORTH.

No trumpet sounds his hallow’d name—
No pomp surrounds his gates—
No senseless fashion hands to fame

His India floors or fites,

No principles deba%ing man——
No luxury taints his mirth—

Nor mad -ambition warps the plan
Fram’d by the man of worth.

No courtier he of pliant knee
Cringing to pow’r or birth;—
Nor despot proud=—nor rebel free—

Points out the man of worth.
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TNE MAN OF WORTH.
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No care-worn wretch by serrow led
Claims his support ia vain—

Nor meagre want by promise fed
Is banish’d with disdain.

No friend horne down by adverse fate,
Of kindness finds :a dearth;

Nor jealouns pride—nor envious hate—
Dwells with the manof warth.

No female trusting to ‘his vows
Her easy faith deplores ;
His love threugh honor’s-chanmel flows—

On virtue’s pinion soars.



126 THE MAN OF WORTH.

h

As lbver—relative—-and friend—
(Dear ties which bind to earth!)
Trust me, ye fair! they ne’er can blend

But in the man of worth !

When fops shall flatter to deceive,
And passion urge its flame—
When specious love the sigh shall heave

And fond attention claim,

Ah! beed not thou the varied lure ;
(Offspring of sordid birth!)
Nor deem thy tenderness secure—

Save with the man of worth.



THE MAN OF WORTH. 127

If blest with wealth—or rank—or pow’r—
His liberal hand bestows
Aid in Necessity’s cold hour,

And heals her varied woes ;

Or, if mysterious fate denies
The meed of wealth or birth—
A richer boon the leart supplies

To bless the man of worth.

Pity’s warm tear |=—=compassion’s sigh !—
Affection’s softest charm !—
Love searching looks which quick descry,

And the mute wish disarm.



128 TRE. MAX 0P WORTH.

Sweet’ners of life |—=soothers of care !=-
Gems of celestial birth {—
Happy the female doom’d to share

These with the man of worth.

Then if my wayward fate bestows
The recompensiag hour,
And grants the liberty that flows

From bliss within our pow'r,

Pity to Heav'n shsld waft my peay’r,
And plead, that while én earth

This weary heart muy rest. from eate, -
Safe with the man of werth.




THE MAN OF WORTH.

129

And when life’s embers faintly glow—
When death prepares his sting—
When the tired arteries cease to flow—

Nor friends can succour bring—

When on the bosom faint I lie
Of him belov'd on earth,
The falt’ring pray’r and ling’ring sigh

Shall bLless the man of worth.
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ON
THE CLOSE OF A YEAR.
s
BBORNE by the silent energy of God,
The circling earth has once more reach’d its goal.
But, oh! my soul, how many fleeting hours
Are gone, and irrecoverably lost !
When mighty Casar lost a single day,
Perhaps, he sorrowing sigh’d! But, what’s a
single day‘?
I’ve lost a thousand ! And a day to me

Is of as great importance as to Cesar.
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And ﬁd is losing time ? "Tis doing nothinge—

A want of doing Or receiving goo\d :

*Tis a mere negdtive, sabstracted evill

And that how small, compared with greater
crimes !

I've more than lost—I’'ve misimprov’d my time,

Crowded it with trifles, sins, and follies : -

Yet has the mighty Pow’r which gave me being

Still lengthen’d out forbearance !——Mercy

strange |—
And, §tranger still, his providential care
Has constgntly supplied my every want !
Though great these blessings, greater still remain

Beyond the reach of praise, surpassing wondes !



134 ON THE CLOSE OF A YEAR.

For ne’er can mortal voice, nor seraph choirs

With all their rapturous melody, declare

Emanuel’s immeasurable love !

Am I convinc’d that earth’s whole store of
pleasures

Will never yield their gaily promis’d bliss ?

E’en in th’enjoyment, secret sighs arise

Embitter’d oft by horror and disgust :

But whence this knowledge? Does the pain
convince ?

Or is it Heav’n that whispers to my soul, -

And tells me happiness is not below ? |

Else why these breathing wishes, strong desires,

For true, gubs't;mtia], permanent deiight ?



ON THE CLOSE OF A YEAR. 135

If Heav’'n inspire not, why is faith in Jesu,
With holiness of heart, and love to God,
So ardently desir’d ?

—— But, ah! again
Betraj’d by Sin’s seducing syrén wiles,
I meanly stoop to despicable toys,

And learn again their wretched nothingness.

Give me, O Lord, enduring stedfast faith,
And heav’n-born hope, and undivided love,
That I may never disobey Thee more !

Then, tﬂn’d for praise, my joyful tongue shall sing
Thy kindness, thy forbearance, mercy, truth,
And everlasting love !—— But here I’'m lost !



136 ON THE CLOSE OF A YEARY

Nor m’nn ner angels’ pow’rs can reqeh the height
Of that exalfed theme. Yet a vile werm,
Low in the dust, may wonder and adore!

Yes, dearest Lord ! my pfai‘se tho’ faint and mean
Shall be the warmest ardors of my soul—
My strongest transport—my sublimest joy,
While fleeting life remains; and when by death
My sbirit freed shall leave this load of cla;y,
And mix witk angelo—s¢hien » bolder strain
Shall itk my reptws'd soul apd wake my Iyre -
To notes divime: in softost harmony '
Anpd perfeet joy, I'fl dwell an Josu’s name

For ever!




LINES

OCCASIONED

BY

THE DEATH OF A FRIEND.

3

et . ' .‘



THE

DEATH OF A FRIEND,

————E 2P S R—

THOU Grave! methought I heard thy awful
name ;
And sudden horror chill’d my shiv’ring frame :

Visions of sadness and sepulchral night

Disorder’d swam before my aching sight.

*Twas then I saw a maid of youthful grace—
Peace in her smile, but sickness in her face:
I saw the death-dews on her forehead hung—

The pallid lip, and the scarce-quiv’ring tongue:
s 2
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140 THE DEATH OF A FRIEND,

I heard the dying farewell that she spoke—
The sigh from her shut lips that trembling broi{e:
Low in the lonely grave I saw her laid,

('The damp cold cell of silence and of shade. )

Oh how it toll’d! that melancholy bell !
No more could Fancy on the vision dwell;
But dimly spied the train of shadewy forms,

Of gliding spectres and their kindred worms.

And whence the horror that the vision gave?
What is the solemn import of the grave ?
Why did I start and shudder at the name,

And feel that shiv’ring chill that o’er me came ?



THE DEATH OF A FRIEND, 141
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The grave is but a bed of long repose:

Here Sotrow slumbers and forgets her woes :
Here fainting Sickness lays her down to rest,
Secure, O Earth, on thy maternal breast.

Here stay’d at last, the wand’ring pilgrim’s feet
From foe and tempest find a calm retreat :
The rude winds now, that bow’d his weary head,

But fan the flow’rs that bloom around his bed.

The grave—let sorrow cease, let praises rise—
The grave is but the portal of the skies !
Here, till th’immortal morn unbar the gates

Of Paradise, the saint securely waits,



142 THE DEATH OF A FRIEND.

Or if, on cherub-wing, the spirit soars
Straight to the throne of glory, and adores;
~ *Tis but the dust that slumbers in the tomb,

In bliss to wake in youth’s perpetual bloom.
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ON

VISITING ST. PAUL'S..

JFORBEAR, vain man !" nor boast thy pow’r,
~ Tho’ glittering pomp  await :

Thou art but'an exotic flow'r,

‘Which blooms and withers in an hour; .

In thy terrestial state.

T
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146 ON VISITING ST. PAUL’S.

And what is happiness on earth ?
A phantom rear’d by thought!

Perchance an hour of jovial mirth

To rosy wipe may owe its birth ;

But ah! ’tis dearly bought.

For Care, with her unsightly train
Of many—many—woes,

Still holds predominant her reign,

Nor o’er man’s brightest hopes in vain

Her dreary mantle throws,

Or princely honors should he share,
Should fawning minions crouch,

Like bubbles floating in the air,

These may look beauteous—brilliant—fair,
But vanish at the touch.



ON VHSITING ST. PAUL’S. 47

For youth is but a mottiing dreatn-ms
A visionary bliss ;

Man scarcely sees his noontide beam

Till, hurried rapid down the stream,
He sinks in death’s abyss.

By fortune favor'd should he rove
Thro’ pleasure’s gay parterre ;

Should beauty smile in beanis of love,

Such pleasures cloy, and euly prove
No real joys ars there.

Or should he¢ wesr the warriot’s erest,

~ And snatch a wreath from Fame, *

Alas ! such honovs (like the rent)

Leave ® wide vacwums in (e bregstem
They are at most a name.

T2

N



"

148 ON VISITING ST. PAUL’S.
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Perhaps a monumental pile,
The hero to record,
May grace some fam'd cathedral aisle ;
But still how very short the while
E’en these their aid afford!

For Time on his vrevolving wheels-
Soon bears the fiend Decay ;

The’ imperceptibly he steals,

Yet soon his finger-mark reveals—

Their names are wip’d away.

But think, ‘O man! thy better part,
Igfmortal as its Sire,

Untouch’d by Death’s chill icy dart,

Must live, when Heav'n and earth shall part,

In one etherial fire.
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Sway’d by this thought, let genuine truth
Assert its sovereign pow'r ;

A crown to ornament thy youth—e

A friend to make thy pillow smooth

In the eventful hour.

FINIS

B —— T - - ]
Man, Printer, Butcher Row, Reading. ~





