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To deck their minds with modeft worth,
Which time a :d death defies,

To guide the flippery paths of youth,
And train them for the fkies,

This is my Anna’s chief delight,
This is my glad employ ;

Her lovely daughters claim her care,
And mine my blooming boy.

Our hours by bounteous Heaven thus bleft,
We, at the clofe of day,
With love, with gratitude, and truth,

United homage pay.

To ARTHUR,

GD, artels lay, and if thou canft difclofe
The foft effufions which this breaft enclofe,
Go, humble lines, and tenderly impart
The deareft wifhes of a grateful heart;
But neither tongue nor pen can e’er reveal
The warm emotions I muft ever fee] ;

Then
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Then fancy all thy own kind lips would fay,
Think all efteem---love---gratitude can pay.
Had I the fweetnefs of an angel’s tongue,

The ‘charm of numbers, and the power of fong,
Harmonious grace fhould flow in ev’ry line,
When offering gratitude at friendfhip’s fhrine ;
But fince no mufe will deign to aid this lay,

Let feeling dictate, and let truth difplay;

Oh! form’d with all that can the heart endear,
A temper generous, and a foul fincere,

With kind acceptance grace the offer’d line,
Where true regard and friendfhip mildly fhine
Then take, my Arthur, from thefe trembling hands,
The trifling tribute which thy love demands.
Aufpicious hour ! when nature fram’d thy mind
To blefs and dignify the human kind ;

Gave thee a heart to feel for others woe,

A generous tear for worth deprefs’d to flow ;
Imprefs’d thy foul with virtue’s facred laws,
And firmeft honour to fupport her caufe,

Soft emanation fparkling in thine eyes,

Like thofe bright worlds that fhine in evening’s {kies ;
But what 7 think thee, cannot be expreft,

My future conduét will unfold it beft ;

Each rifing morning, and each evening’s clofe,
“ Pl afk of Heav'n thy undifturb’d repofe,”
That peaceful {cenes thy flumbers may difplay,
find joy falute thee each returning day,

And
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And fhould again thy country claim thine arm,

To guard our rights, or fhicld our land from harm,

Amid the din of war, and martial ftrife,

I'd foothe the dangers of my foldier’s life ;
With all the foftnefs in a female’s power,
Beguile the languor of each painful hour;

No frown fhould cloud my brow, I'd happy be,

Nay feel it pleafure, being fhared with thee ;

Or fhould (which Heaven avert) fome fated blow

Come arm’d with power to lay my Arthur low,
Fate would be kind to guide me to my refi,

My deareft home, my foldier’s faithful breaft,
To clafp his fainting form, clofe his dead eye,

Blefs his lov’d name, and breathe my lateft figh:

Ne'er e’en in death my Arthur I'll refign,
Be all his fufferings, all his forrows mine ;
But fhould fome fiveet retirement be thy fate,
Far from ambition’s path, far from the great,
To humble fhades contented I'll defcend,
With thee, my hufband, my protecting friend;
The chearful day ferenely will I fit,

Learn from thy goodnefs, and admire thy wit ;
Whilft T delighted in my bleft employ,

( For hours of innocence are hours of joy)
And when the evening warns thee to thy reft,
Peaceful repofe upon thy faithful breaft: -
Thus rich in innocence, fecure from wrong,

We'll blefs the moments as they glide along ;
D

The
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The bleft above will view our peaceful fate,
And fmile to fee an emblem of their ftate ;
Be this our meed, kind fovereign of the fky!
We'll live in innocence, in triumph die.

¢«« All-oivine Power !”” great fountain of reward,
o o

From perfet blifs Oh! deign me thy regard;
And if fuch worth can need my humble prayer,
Oh! make my Arthur thydiftingui{h’d care ;
Let thy good angels all his fteps await,

And fhield his bofom from the ftorms of fate ;
Around his couch let nightly guardians tend,
And from each unfeen ill my love defend !
But in this erring, ever varying {cene,

Should darker clouds o’erfhade our ftate ferene,
Oh ! thou great Power, omnipotent and wife !
Teach us thou fendeft bleflings in difguife ;
And when arrives that laft important hour
When every pleafure lofes every power,
When the laft fpark of vital fpirit fails,

And peaceful confcience over death prevails,
Thou beft of Beings! all our fteps uphold,
To fmooth the paffage heavenly fcenes unfold,
And fafely bear our fainted fpirits high,

To fome bright manfion in our native fky:
Thus may our guildlefs pleafures ever bloom,
And rife fuperior o’er the filent tomb.
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