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Tints nil nround with ciinson ray,

'Tiattien. that iV'-lin : tie.iris will i;l )W,

Aiid soil! ex|)«n'lin:r rajjliHH?* kno>v
j

This is the scone whi( h we C"rn|)aie,

To one dear naaiJ so young, so lair.

LINES WRITTEN AT THE BALL,

Given by the Officers of the East and Ji^eaf York Rezitnent of ^ti'

litia, in honour of His jM<ij''.stij—'23rd April. 18i4 — I>t Col.

Macaulay, MAJoa Radenkurst, Capt. Lyons, Lt. Ga.mble,

Jarvis, Stewards.

O yes, 'twas a z^t-Avn of th<» pleasure!* of yore,

That awakeu'd my soul to its (eehn«;,

'Twas the tniigic of beauty and music once more,

O'er my senses d^^iiriously stealing.

Tho' gloomy my lortuneof late,

Yet somo little sun shine is in it,

And I ("ef^l very thankful to faie.

For bestowing this exquisite minute.

'^'

THE FETE.—3rd Feb. 1825.

Could I awake the Lyre of pleasure,

And tune to joy its sweetest sonjj;s,

Th'^n would I sound each pleasing measure,

Tint to the festive dance b.^loiiir"-

And will each muse desert me now ?

With su< li a wreath for poesy nigh me,

Fain would I place it on my hr-nv,

But vain my wisli—^the muses fiy me.

Ill could my hmiiiiid numbers trai e.

The festive splendors joy iuvitiu",

With highborn Rank adtru'd and Grace,

With ev'ry tharm each he;<rt del!a;hting.

Come, (since my Harp rej its niy lays
)

" Expressive Sileiite muse Her praise."

^W^'


