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OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE
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A FRIEND’S AMOUR,

Alas ! how oft does goodnefs wound itfelf!
And [weet Affe&ion prove the [pring of Woe !
Howm g,
I.

Thou pale Orb, that {ilent fhines,
While care-untroubled mortals {icep!

Thou {feeft a wretch, who 1nly pines,

And wanders here to wail and weep!
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With Woe I nightly vigils keep,
Beneath thy wan, unwarming beamj

And mourn, in lamentation deep,

How /ife and love are all a dream'!
11.
[ joylefs view thy rays adorn,
The faintly-marked, diftant hill:
I joylefs view thy trembling horn,

Refleted in the gurgling rilk.
My fondly-fluttering heart, be {till!

Thou bufy pow’r, Remembrance, ceafe!

Ah! mufit the agonizing thrill

For ever bar returning Peace !
111,
No idly-feign’d, poetic pains,
My fad, lovelorn lamentings claim:
No fhepherd’s pipe—Arcadian firains ;
No fabled tortures, quaint and tame.

The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ;
The oft-attefled Powers above ;
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The promif’d Father’s tender name ;
Thefe were the pledges of my love!

Iv.
Encircled in her clafping arms,
How have the raptur’d moments flown !
How have I wifh’d for Fortune’s charms,
For her dear fake, and her’s alone!
And, muft I think it! is {he gone,
My fecret-heart’s exulting boaft?

And does the heedlefs hear my groan {
And 1s The ever, ever loft?

vﬂ.
Oh! can fhe bear {o bafe a heart,
50 loft to Honor, loft to Truth,
As from the fondeft lover part,
The plighted bufband of her youth 4

Alas! Life’s path may be unimooth !
Her way may lie thro’ rough diftrefs!

Then, who her pangs and pains will {foothe,

Her {orrows {hare and make them lefs ?
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VI.

Ye winged Hours that o’er us paft,
Enraptur’d more, the more enjoy’d,

Your dear remembrance in my breaft,

My fondly-treafur’d thoughts employ’d.

That breaft, how dreary now, and void,
For her too {canty once of room'!

Ev'n ev'ry ray of Hope deftroy’d,
And not a Wb to gild the gloom!!

VIL

The morn that warns th’approaching day,

Awakes me up to toil and woe:

I {ee the hours, 1n long array,
That I muft fuffer, lingering, {low.

Full many a pang, and many a throe,

Keen Recolle&tion’s direful train,

Muft wring my foul, ere Phoebus, low,

Shall kifs the diftant, weftern main,

VIIL

And when my nightly couch I try,

Sore-harafs’d out, with care and grief,
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My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye, Sce;
Keep watchings with the nightly thief: | = A
Or if I.{flumber, Fancy, chief,~ Fro:
Reigns, hagard-wild, in fore afright: L
Ev’n day, all-bitter, brings relief, And
From fuch a horror-Eteathing night. | A

IX.
O! thou bright Queen, who, o’er th’expanfe,
Now higheft reign’ft, with boundlefs
fway !
Oft has thy filent-marking glance
Obferv'd us, fondly-wand’ring, ftray!

The time, unheeded, {ped away,

While Love’s luxurious pulfe beat high,
Beneath thy filver-gleaming ray,

To mark the mutual-kindhng eye.

X.

Oh! {cenes in ftrong remembrance fet!

Scenes, never, never to return !
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Scenes, if in ftupor I forget,
Again I feel; again I burn!
From ev’ry joy and pleafure torn,
Life’s weary vale I'll wander thro’;
And hopelefs, comfortle(s, I'll mourn

A faithlels woman s broken pow,
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