
Clasp'd to each othees bosom they recline,
Mffle, from, each hearts, thomable mine,
Ile wealth of mutual love, so long conceaied,

By Passion"s magic power is all revealed ;
And while their hearts wi6th rapturous 1 feelings swel4

Vows are xhanged, they long had burned to telL

And then on Afflon"s distant shore they stand,
And féel the parting grasp of many a hand,
And see kind eves bedewd with many a tear,

While fond farewells fall heavy on the earý
And scenes they never shall behold again,
And thoughts that burn are thronging on the brain.

" Why do you weep ?" exclaim their gentle Boy,
Who knovs not what obscures the general joy,
Mlho understands not how the shadowy past

O'er present bliss, a sombre ýýud may cast
The fond enquiry, and the' ous glance,
Arouse their SP-ts fi-om theii wa-ing trance,
And absent firiends, and Albion's polish'd isle,
Are banishd by their pratding playmatels mile.

Then other thoughts succeed-while Hope displays
IMe prepwed, to gild their future days ;

And thus muse, and plan-now sad, now blest,
IM Nature warns them. to their wonted rest.

For them no statély canopy is spread
Dried fern and withered. leaves compose their bed-
Rough. couch-but still their waning strength it cheers,
For Labour sweetens, it, and Love endears.
How oft Ambition, on his, softest down,
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