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Farewell ! my little favourite Befs,
Thy fate why fhould I mourn?

Since kings and queens the fame muft fhare,
And unto duft return,

"o THE MEMORY oF ay Honest Man, Mr. B. D.
ADDRESSED TO HIS WIDOW,

WHEN wealthy, proud, or titled fools expire,

(Thofe {plendid trifles which the vain admire,)

The Hatterer’s pen, the fculptor’s curious art,

May f{trike the eye—but feldom reach the heart ;

Tho’ gaudy trappings did not grace his birth,

And undiftinguifhed, fave, by honeft worth,

Tho’ polifhed marble do’nt record his praife,

Nor humble fortune, monument can raife ;

Tho’ his low grave can boaft no featured buft,

Celeftial guardians watch his fleeping duft;

And Heaven hath fpared his memory one friend,

Who knew his goodnefs—viewed his peaceful end ;

Then thou pure {pirit deign one glance to {ce,

How fiveet the tafk to utter truth of thee;

And thou fad mourner, take it from my hands,

"This boon thy friendfhip from my pen demands ;
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Nor mourn thy want of power to fave his name,
By means, which only wealth or pride can claim,
Accufe not fate, but vanity defpife,

His humble afhes will as fafely rife,

And claim as juft a title to the fkies }
As thofe whofe marbled hiftory proclaim

The onvy TiTLE they e’er had to fame,

He knew no guile, to pleafe his chief delight,
Serene his confcience—his intentions right ;

His fentiments fuperior to his ftate,

Too noble minded for his lowly fate;

Since upon earth none are from error free,
Why fhould I blufh to own a fault in thee ?
From prudent caution thou didft widely roam,
Nor once femembered want might vific home ;
In this wife age, well pradtifed how to fave,
‘Wealth will condemn what generous pity gave;
Who now will foothe thy lonely widow’s care ?
Give her, what oft thy little ftore did {pare,
Prefumptuous pen! be calm foreboding mind,
Heaven will be ever bounteous, good and kind ;
In Mercy’s annals are his deeds enroll’d,

The rirsT oF BEINGS will reward unfold.

And now dear mourner will you condefcend

T'o aceept this offering from a conftant friend ?
Ah! ceafe toweep thy fainted partner’s fate,

Who, placed above this fublunary ftate,
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Muft now condemn the tender flowing tear,
Wonder who loved fo well, could with him here ;
Or cowd thy forrow, cou’d thy pining grief,
Reftore thy hufband, or bring thee relief,

Could gufhing tears recall the fpirit fled,

Or burfting fighs dwake the fleeping dead ;

Or could thy mourning bring him back to woes,
Say—could thy love difturb his fveet repofe ?
Ah no! in realms of blifs remote from pain,

He waits the hour, to re-unite again ;

But be reminded, (deem it not fevere),

*Tis the reward of pATIENT fuffering here :
Farewell, my friend! in Heaven’s gracious time,
Thou’lt meet thy hufband in a purer clime ;
Where boundlefs joy awaits the truly good,
And no rude ftorm can ever more intrude,

Tue Vision,

THE moon had joined the fplendid height,
The world retired to reft,
When William waked to weep the night,
For cares difturbed his breatt,
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