
Som^limps imWd our humble Child of Sor.^,
Stole from liisj .yoiis fri.Mi is the Warrior throDg,
And p'ice the nioiint on wliosi" exfendt'd base,
Tlie r»^lic.« of departt'd m-nndeur tmy we trace,
Thy towfTs Crtrrisbrool< uliose forme'- rei^ii
Pronnly extended oVp this fairdomHin :

And from whose luiiis, venerabie side,
We view a Landscape drest'd in t;ayest pride.
Yer from ihe laiidsi ape (he nfl'-ctin^ mind.
Will turn to walls which once a King conli'u'd :

3M fated Charles ! ihy errors he forcrot,

Amidst the misery of ihy wayward Tot,
Then would the Rhymer thro' each grove
Or vail: y «;reen with pleasure rove

;

Where tray M.'diiin playful stray'd
Meand.-rinir thro' each fertile glade,
llis lu'ari then tonch'd with natures' charraa.
'J'he orlowiug Landscape o'er him warms :

JJonors then no longer pliase,
A cottfljre now,— poetic ease,
Along with some bewitching Fair
Are now the dreams that own iijs care;
And whilst where Ocean twoeps the bay,
He often takes his devious way ;

His harp responsive to his Ihourhtg,
Ke-echoes thus in simple notes.

° •*

* VVhilsl Zephyrs only o'er the Ocean,
Gently they its billows move,

Serene around it then delights me •

O'er the pebbl'd beach to rove

Silent then is ev'ry sorrow.
Softly sooth'd IS ev'ry care

And reflected on my bosom,
Are these placid seen, b so fair

Oft I Poesy's charniinE: padres
FavVile Bards with joy peruse,

I like then perhaps attempting,
(Vainly tho',; to court the muse.

Should the Ocean qui(;i<ly clianging
E'er assume a loftier sound,**

Should th.» tempest sweli its biljowf
Soon with foam to wliiten round.

Til

" An imilation from the Greek—ibe 4tli Idy.'m. cf Moscbo*.

:5i

O
A
C

|J1-W" 'I HU IjaL-iBl! !


