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Now Spring srales once more, said the
youthful reformer,

The bird feeds the nesthngs she shields
with her wing ;

Around their fond parents, that dread no
alavmer,

The luds and the lambkins disport 1n
aving :

But I'm left defenceless, m yon tow’r
forloru,

Immurd lies my father, from heme haish-
ly toin ;

Butwhile pow’\’s selfish mymons his lofty
head scorn,

True patriots for Burdett wall civie
wreaths bring.

Yet boast not, misanthropes, who've torn
the GRAND CHARTER;
The friend ot mankind, whom you’ve
cham’d 1n a cel,
‘Would midst his electors-ceme foith as a
mastyr
Eve for all your places shewr rights he
would sell 5
The proud, who on war waste the poor’s
blood and treasute,
May toasthis destiuction, at banquets of
pleasure ;
But poor men, whom Bankrupicy paing
hevond wvieasure,
Wl bless’' Peace’s filend o’er their coarse
scanty meal.

“Phe ctaz’d coustitution, an edifice bend-
ng,

He strove to support, and with wisdomand
1ore

Trac’d each time-tarn crevice he purpos’d
amending,

And eachlong fali’n wieck that he meant
to restore

Fhen falte men who sapp’d its unstable
foundation,

Forth 15suing, f01¢’d lnm o leave his high
statior,

And bade him nsultingly, preach reno-
wation

To Sydney’s stern ghost in the dark
gloomy tow’r,

Yesin that dark tow’r, whose strong walls

everlasting,

Have stood through long ages the just to
surround,

All the mishies of bondage and calumny
tasting,

The Burdetss of other years press’d the
cold giouud,

Thence More, tmld opposer of vice and
delusion,

And beld Ralergh stalk?d to unjust execy-
ton ;
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O! myswe ! my wrong’d sire ! should
thy blood in profusion

Flow timely Like theirs, thowlt like them
be renown’d.

But hark how yon concourse cries ¢¢ Bur-
dett for ever !

And see how each ensign’s inscnib’d with
his name !

He s fiee '—~he s free!—O ! ye powers,
never, never,

Again may the prisoii a pwe patriot
claim !

Once more, with one voice they cry Bur-
dett and freedom !

Let them thus tell their wrongs and he’lt
duteounsly heed ’em ;

A whole mjur’d people bid Biitain’s God
speed bim,

And cloath her deceivers with terror and
shame,
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The two following preces from the hand of the
wmemitable Giray, are not generally known,
at least do not appear wn the common edis
tans of fus works,

‘W IT H beauty, with pleasure swirounded
to languish,
To weep without kuowing the cause of my
anguish,
Po steal from soft slambers, and wish for
the mornng,
To close my dull eyes, when I see 1t re-
tarning,
Sighs sudden, and freguent, lodks ever
dejected,
Words that steal from my tongue, by no
meamng connected,
Ah, say, feilow swains, how those symp-
totos befel me ¥
They smile—but 1eply not; sure Deha
can tell me.
R
THIRSIR, when he left me, swore,
In the spring he would 1eturn,
Ah, what means that springmg flower.
Anud the bud thatdecks thethorn?
* Twas the Nightingale that sung,
*Twas the Lark that npwaid sprung !

Suv tes genoux, belle Bugeme
A descouplets, on songeroiten vain,
Le sentiment vient trouble: Je Genie,
Et le pupitie egare I¥crivain,

Plac’d on thy knee,
Fawr Emily ;
¥ ne’er can be a verse inditer
Rechin'd on pleasme’s buink;,
I feel too much to think,
&nd the soft seat distracts the writer, |
€,



