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There at the foot of yonder nodding beech
1 ha wreathfes its old fantastic roots to hShHis hstless length at noontide would he strelchAnd pore upon the brook that babbles by.

m".!- ^yj^"^ "^^^^^ "ow smiling as in scornMuttrmg hjs wayward fancies he would rove
'

Sr cra/'S^S'/^'^"'
"^"' "^^ °"^ ^^rlorn, 'Ur crazd with care, or cross'd in hopeless love.

"One morn I miss'd him on the customed hillAlong the heath and near his favourke tree
'

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he
;

"The next with dirges due in sad array

Grav'd on the stone beneath yon aged thorn!"
^

THE EPITAPH.

Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth

Fafr sii°Jr""f/"^ *° ^^•"^ ""known';
A i Jcience frown'd not on his humble birthAnd Melancholy marked him for hS own. '

He?.f.r5-J"''
^°""*y' *"^ ^'s soul sincere,Heaven did a recompense as largely send •

He gave to Misery all he had-a^Sr!
'

He gained from heaven ('twas all he Wished) a friend.

No farther seek his merits to disclose,

rThpSTi, '
^rl'^^

-^^ ^'""^ the''- dread abodeCThere they alike in trembling hope repose)The bosom of his Father and his GoT ^'
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