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Dear to the {oldier, by the good approv'd,
Sacred to friends, and by relations lov'd,

And Oh! bleft fpirit ! gracious and benign,
O’er all my ways Oh ! let thy influence fhine :
Pure, unimpaflion’d now thy care extend,
And be my guardian, comforter, and friend :
Diret the good, the fhafts of ill repel,

Till I thall bid each earthly blifs farewel ;
Then may thy {pirit welcome mine above

To the bright regions of feraphic love.

To an Unsorn INFANT.

Be ftill, fiweet babe, no harm fhall reach thee,
Nor hurt thy Yet unfinith’d form ;

Thy mother’s frame fhall fafely guard thee
IFrom this bleak, this beating ftorm.

Promis’d hope! expe&ed treafure !
Oh!how welcome to thefe arms!

Feeble, yet they'll fondly clafp thee,
Shield thee from the leaft alarms.

Lov’d already, little bleffing, -
Kindly cherifh’d, tho’ unknowns,

Fancy
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Fancy forms thee {weet and lovely,
Emblem of the rofe unblown :

Though thy father is imprifon’d,

Wrong'd, forgotten, robb’d of right,

I'll reprefs the rifing anguifh,
Till thine eyes behold the light.

Start not, babe ! the hour approaches
That prefents the gift of life ;

Soon, too foon thoul’t tafte of forrow

In thefe realms of care and ftrife :

Share not thou a mother’s feelings,
Hope vouchfafes a pitying ray ;
‘Tho’ a gloom obfcures the morning;
Bright may fhine the rifing day,

Live, fweet babe, to blefs thy father,
When thy mother {lumbers low ;

Sofily lifp her name that lov’d him,
Thro’ a world of varied woe.

Learn, my child, the mournful ftory
Of thy fuffering mother’s life ;
Let thy father not forget her
In a future happier wife.

Babe
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Babe of fondeft expectation,
Watch his wifhes in his face ;

What pleas’d in me, mayft thou inherit,
And fupply my vacant place.

Whifper all the anguith’d moments
That have wrung this anxious breaft,
Say, Iiv'd to give thee being,
And retir'd to endlefs reft,

WRITTEN IN VERY DELp AFFLICTION,

LOW on affliftion’s gloomy bed,
Where forrow holds her reien ;

Where pleafure never deigns a glance,
I pray for peace in vain ;

Far, far remote from joy, from hope,
No foothing voice 1 hear;

Nor doth fair friendfhip lend one gleam,
My fainting heart to chear,

Ah fortune ! ever varying fhade !
Falfe, difappointing fhrine !
To lure the young, believing heart,

How bright thy profpes (hine !
Con~



