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The iusertion of the following will gratify a subscriber to your en-
tertaining Magazine.

T1o Eliza.

And shall gliza stîll retain lier heart,
Who ofl on mile has caused the bitter smart;
Shal sh1e stlI cruelly, mle captive chamt,
Nor give one suit le to case my racking pain.

Why lovely fair one, cruelin thy iiiight.
Why art thou still o beaut'ous in my sigit,
Whv n >t to nie, a simle enthantmgq give,
Ami bid your captive sdil in hope to live.

Ala! she feels not my consuming fears,
Nor does she suffer ny corroding cares,
Oh 1 1hat site did, sure hier distracted mibind
Would teach her to be AFF'ALEE amd ,

TO TIIE EDITOR OF TUE ENQUIRER.

Ir you decn the followitg Ode 'worthy a place in your useful an en-
tertaiuilng Miscellany, by mîîsertitog it in your Iext iutber will oblige

S. T.
ODE TO SOLITUDE.

Though many in thy presence sigh,
And fain to seek front thee to fly,

I woo thee Solitude;
l'il seek thee in the tangl'd glen,
Far froma the busy noise of men,

Where cares do ne'er intrude.

In company with thee 'il stray,
la the retired and lotely way

Of some untrodden wood,
Where thou wilt teach me soon to kuow
The vanity of all below,

And show me what is good.

The gay, the wealthy and the proud,
And ail the bustje ofthe crowd,

Thou showest are but vain;
Tihe pleasures wbich the great enjoy
Are mix'd with troubles which aniaoy,

And turi their bliss to pain.


