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THE lOET'a EYE.

To^eaneverpingfont
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^^1"'^,^ «ft ^^"nk ai,aliti for ivoe •

ene'er on \»ini^'i' k.^ l^ •

.

^^^§y|^^ner||lance her €ve reve«lea

lene.

aof, so quaintly gay. ^
-it.

Is
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Jfe^,

,%f^l^ no mi^cr'this Poet's lyre

-^isS^'iS^"''"^ influence yield
: '^

^ H T̂vn ^'^° ^5.^^* ^''^ grave conceai'd \fc^ my cqrnfbfter, my hope, ^
With whom 'twas bligg to sm iG or si-rh •

Ite was my friend-in life tharprop ^ '

And vvhprefofe, ivherefpre did he die.

Prom England's shore yon Bark 'so fleetHad scarpely hn^h it3 moorings hire

Which told t!,c fate ofone so dear;Too dark was its funereal seal- '

Words sadd.r ne'er were Writ or spoken •

And now whatsh.Il my anguish heaT-l
"

'

His eyes closed, his Lyre is broken.

THE END.
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