R THE ENQUIRTLR

« His fall was destined to a harren strand,

A petty fortress, aud a dubiouchand;

He left a nsme at which the world grew pale,
‘To poiut & moral, or adorn a ta'e ™

e to whose desigus the world was hardly a sufficiert boundary, Le
wao wished tosubdue all natious, aud make thew bead veder his despo-
tic yoke, he w ho wished to be the undisputed monarch of the universe,
was at last competled 1o inhabit a smali island of the Atlvntie, and to bid
adieu for ever to ambition, and dominion.  He who hat imposed laws,
and was accustomed (o place shackles apon others, coule 11 bro k to be
tied down to the narrow precincts of St. Helenr, he sickened, ane died,
and has leit a name tarnished by deeds of raprie, crue t., mjustice, and
oppression, with harlly one viitue, by which the future histonian, may
throw a shiade over tns many vices, -

A Z.

As the following lines have already appeared in Print in England, and rela
ted to facts well known of the printer of this Work, they need uo apology tor
insertion here.

To Mgr. ~uancrrr,

Author of several popular Fssz1s,—The opponent
of Cobbett, Wooler, Sherwin, Hone, C'arhle, Paiu and other Jacobimesl
Deistical and lofidel writers of the eighteenth Ceutury,—Late Editer
of theWeekly Review.

Say shall the Lyre that Gallia's woes has suug
Be mute and raise thie votive strain no wore?
Say shall that faithful Lyre rcmain unstrung
When thou art striv'ing on a distant Shore ?

Long has my feeble Muse beatowed her aid
In truth’s, in honour's, and in virtue’s cause,
Low 10 the dust the prostrate Gorgon laid,
Foe to religion and wy country’s Laws.

Shall fiendship then, shall kindred hepe in vain
Some fajthful tribute to thy mem'ry dear
Audshall the Gale that waft'd thee c'er the main
No welcome tidings of remembraunce bear ?

Forbid it every tie that binds mankind,
Lach feeling cherish'd in the buman breast,
All that cements the warm congenial miud
Whose virtue's glowing image is imprest,

The task was thine to stem seditions tide

That swelrd its billows high against the State ;
Thus tempest tost, Rebetlion’s phiutoms’ ghde,
And foundening meet an unlamente ! fate,

The foe tho' stroug in number - 1 pow's
Thy dauntiess courage still refusey to yield,
‘Thy valour conquered in the tryving hour,
Aud drove the vet'ran Cobbett from the fieid

’



