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ReTirep THouvcuTs To A DEPARTED INFaNT,

GD, firft, fveet hope ! to thine own Heaven fucceed,
While here thy mother’s heart muft ever bleed,
Muft ever mourn, till that aufpicious day

That lays me where thy much-lov'd afhes lay.
This lonely hour my forrows reach no ear,
This lonely hour no eye beholds #bis tear ;

My angel ! thou from thy refplendent throne
Ob ! take this nomeit, it is all thine owir 5

Spite of religious aid my wiihes rnife,

Ah! me! how weak to wilh thee from the fkies!
Sometimes (delufion ftrong) I fee thee finile,
I hear thy lifping voice my cares beguile,

And fancy wandering (how remote from truth)
Surveys thee blooming in the pride of youth ;
Beholds thee a// a mother can implore ;

Reafon returns, and fays, thou art no more !
Ah! fad remembrance, why exert thy power,
W hy, why recal the paft endearing hour,
When thy fiweet frame upon my breaft repos’d,
And opening beauty every look difclos'd ?
Each happier mother, vain of her delight,

Still, ftill obtrudes her darling on my fight ;

Then
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Then in the harmlefs {mile, the feeble cry,

I hear thy voice, I fee thy languid eye :

Oh! ftll my child, if in thy perfeét ftate,
Thou haft a knowledge of iy fuffering fate,

In gentle dreams thy beauteous form difplay,
And bring me tidings from the realms of day ;
Tell thy fad mother when the hour draws near,
That we fhall meet, nor ether parting fear;
And Heaven, ftill gracious to the mourning Kind,
Oh! deign to fend me peace, a will refign’d ;
Save me from murmurs at thy high decree,
And teach my heart, that’s beff that pleafes thee.

Ox THE RIGHT HONORABLE GENERAL Coamey
LosING His ELEcTIioN FOR Bury ST. EDMUND’S,

AN humble mufe prefumes thy worth to boatt,
Says D——"s conquer’d, and that C——y loft ;
Still thou doft triumph in the nobleft part,

Still doth preferve the generous patriot’s heart ;
Thy principles, great Chief, exalt thy fame,
And ever fhall immortalize thy name ;

For ever lov'd, diftinguifb’d muft thou be,

For brightelt virtues ever fhone in thee ;
2 Thy



