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Since men who judge xhe femalc race,
Think igncrance their fweeteit grace,
And. lovc zhe filly, not the wife,

THE TOMBS.
( From tl;t French of Monf, Le Franc.)

HE other day “uhneedful wand'ring,
To a folitude | Qiray'd,

“Where the lucid fiream meand’ring,

Curling, with (weet zephyr play'd :

Cool'd: by the wave, the gentle breczes
With refrefhing foftnefs blow ;

Andall around. the profpeét pleafes,
Hills, - and woods, and meadows glow.

Onward T firay'd, the fcene enjoying,
When to a ruin’d pile I came,

Which, the rude rooth of time deflroy-

ing,
Scarce deferv'd an Abbey's name.

Where once had thone the fpiry towers
In the golden cye of day,

. Now the lonefcreech-owl nightly fcowews

Undxmngm(h d mortals lay—

Save thofe whofe monumental glory
Rofethe ruin'd arch above;

Who with an epitaph or ftory
*Gainft anmhulapon firove.

The Congueror's firft, rever'd in battle,
Moenarch of a vaft domain ;

His high delight the cannon's rautle,
Gnithe blood,’imbrucd plain.

Round the tomb were fpears and lanccs,
Tales of thirty battles won,

Whilft by the fculptor’s living fancics
Kingsand princes are undone,

Beneath 3 cypre(s branch luxhnous
“Was of marble.white-a somb. ;'

-~ s ornaments’aura& the curious,

Who from diftant cities come.

Thcrc were the rofc and hly tivining,.

Flowréts bloom,-and lambkins breathe ; -

Thc lute, the lyre, the trumpet thi-
ning,

Hung around wnth laurcl wxe.uh-

L

"Who then can fuch a tomb mhent ?

- Who but the Poet, king.of Jayy,

- He was-and raand thesvarldhis raerit
S chpt wnh .nebpreﬁwe pxaxfc.

.. Are moments ev cr, ever dead,

POETRY

" . Ne'er thns, with nought of dccormon,

Save an humble net entwin'd,
Appear'd a tomb of lowly flationes
Hcrc ths-Fitherman reclin'd.

CCAR me! faid 1, ¢ this. wretched neigh.

bour, i
L Knew of nought but care and firife;
¢ Endlels his hardfhips, toils and labour,
¢ His I'ween, was not a life.’

t And why,’ replied a pafling ftranger,

A Call it not a life, 1 pray ?

¢ Say, does the ficld of death and danger
* Give a nobler forn of clay ?

¢ Each of thofe men in life's thort .minuty
¢ Sought his final end of blifs ;

¢ The world's expanfe and all within it
¢ Teach themoralift but this :

¢ The end attain’d by Fifher, Poct,
* Hero, all the fons of men,

¢ Differs but in the means which fhew it
* Whether the Net, the Sword, or Pen.’

TO A YOUNG GEN'TLEMAN.

In Imnalmx of the 22d Ode of 1he 3d Beck of

Cassinmir’s Lyrics.,

E not, my f{riend, by youth deceiv'd,
Nor let the fyren be_believ’d,
Though Tmooth and foft her ftrain <
Away on whirling wheels the flies, -

. Swift as the guft that rides the fkies,

Without or )okc or reld,

Youth muft rcﬁgn its bloommg charml o
To age, whofecold and fhiv'ring arms
Will wither ev’ Ty Joy
"Tis brittle ¢lafs, "tis rapid fiream, ,
*Tis melting wax, *tis air-drefs’d dream, 4
‘That time wili foon deftroy.
So fmiles at morn the dewy rofe)
And to the genial breezes blows,
'Evolving vdours round;
Rut, cruflid by ev'ning’s ru{hmg rams,
t d»oops, it finks upon the plains,
. Down trodden with the' ground

Homs days, months, years, 1mpctuous ﬂy

Like meteors darting alno' the e 1Ry,

And mufl return no more,

Knuw my. young friend, that mommts
- fled -

-And cancell'd from thy fcure.




