
There calmly in sleep rests the Bard, famed in story,

Who oft from bis lip would wild melody pour,

When of Erin he sunc-, and ber long faded glory,
/V

While bis harp the soft numbers repeated Gillore.

But that barp now no longer its sweet tones awaken,

To gladden the heart with eacli soft melting thrill

Ah, no! every chord slumbers sadly forsaken,

And the lip that breathed o'er them now hushed on

the hill.

it is Crou-11 to £av at h:s poctie and exteniporancous cfl*us,* is, toge-

ther with a cop:ousiiess of that ready wit w«!,.icli is so truly the charac.
-c of li shwen, rendered 'i;m an object of the greates

ter st. - èYespectl,

and always procured for hini, wli-rever lie %vent., the ic Cead milc

faille duit," hundredtthousard .veicomes.-L-ike nwst other poets, lie

was particularly fond of tll,.- pretty or hisday. The

greatcst f.Lvou.1Le th.zt he -ever had %vas ICTRiss DomN-Y, whoselove.

ly foini and féatui -es are still clear to my recollection. I never saw

her Lut.oiice, anc] when «I wýis Lut very %oting. Slie % lis

to à frienè., in ii.y, o%-,n Jittýe v.*11,i-e, Tullinatree-and curiosity

led me to sec the l.i.v whoin our old bard liad so li:glily ct:lebrated.

th rude ho-visli gaze, I strictly surveyed the fad-i-ng form of her who once

could inspire the lover and the poet. There %vas an 'ii;àësèribable S»Ome.

th, lirr 11 her look aDd manner tliat 1 thought surpassed all 1 had ever secv,

and mààe such an impression on my mind, that à still is, and ever shall

be, un 'oved by the operations of time.


