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1o peace, he pass’d his rev’rend tength of
days,

Nor courted, nor contemn’d the public
praise:

But memory, careful of the good man’s
fume,

A civiewreathbere twinesaronnd hisname,

And still, in death, that foud atleetion
bears,

Which grac’d his life, and crown’d his
sitver hairs

TuEese, the remaius that burst the narrow

rooin,
Live, and come forth, from Campbell's
hunible towb, X,

\ THE POET'S COPMPLAINT,
Thou lazy Limmer ca’d the Muse,
Why thus thy helpin’ haw’ refuse;

Pve ming thee sarely to abuse,
For cansin mie sic thinkin’,

When thou coaldst a’ my passions rouse,
And gie we verses clinkin.

I've studied now this hour, and mair,

Till baith my een, and head are saiv,

For twa three lines, wi’ 2’ my lair,
Backet wiva my trouble;

When thou coldst gic us many wmair,
Tho’ three times three were double,

Your favourite Buras long sine is dead,
And laid aside his vaten reed:
Cowme then and raise me o his stead,
For great is my ambition
To rhyme as sweet to a’ wha read,
As Rohin’s good edition,
Cin thee wouldst tak me for thy son,
1’d ¢ie the lads and lassies fun,
And gar them laugh, as surve’s a gun,
Come try, vowll see me show it,
Xut I maun quat whar { begun ;
A broken hearted Poet,

LA NYMPHE SOLITAIRE,
ZTPHYR'S TALE TO FLORA.

*T'W AS in a wild sequester’d glade,
Where human footsteps never trod,
A wimpling brook in murmurs stray’d,*

Soft winding o’cr the grassy sod.
Beneath its bank a Nayad fair

Had frain’d with curious art a bower,
Had gemm’d it roand with crystals rare,

And decled it o’er with many a flower.
Iers was the task, with gentle care

To raise each drouping flowret’s head,
Or fan with dews the scorching air,

That hover'd round her parent bed.
Or when the last red tinge of Jight

Still linger'd on the westcrn =ky,
To tune her shell, she’d oft del ght,

In tones of sweetest melody.
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That potent shell, so sweet, ®o clear,
Has often stopp’l my devious flight,
Has drawn the lonely spivit near,
And charm’d the shadowy train of night.

But tangled brake, nor silent erove,
Nor distant dell, nor hidden bower,

Evadc the piercing glance of Love,
All, all, confess hissubtle power,

’Twas on a soltry summer’s day,
When scarce a marmur fit{'d the gale,

Save where from some lone, shady spray,
The linnct told her plaintive tale.

A monntain god, all faint with heat,
Had wander’d to the streamlet’s side,

And charmed with the cool retreat,
Had stopp’d to bathe beneath its tide,

Each youthful grace adoro’d his mien,
Flush'd in his cheek and tilP’d his eye,
Andmany an Ovead nvinph, in vain
For him had breath’d a tender sigh,
His muber tocks in curling rings,
Aroundl his zraceful saoulders hung,
Light dane’d his starry-spangied wings,
And thousand odours round them flung.
Aside he throws his air-wove vest,
When straight the Nayad vose to view,
Soft glittering on whose snowy breast
Shone trembling drops of pearly dew.
Just then my foc*, the tyrant love,
Canie, ou a sun-beam, thatt’ring by,
Trembling I sought the distant grove,
Nor longer dar’d to hover nigh,
L.
# Vide Alplieri’s ¢¢ quarrel of Zephyr and Leve.”
R
CANZONET,
O NF summer's even as Fancy sat,
In Tempé’s sunny vale,
The wood nymphs gather’d round her seat,
To hear her witching tale,
Such soul-entrancing wards she speke,
That love stole soitly nigh,
Aund pity peep’d from forth an oak,
And grief forgot to sigh.
The timid Nayads ciuster’d round, '
And Hope, delusive maid,
With opriiing dewy rose-buds crown’d,
Sat smiling i the shade.
Love wond’ring, heard the magic strain,
And threw his arvows down,
To thee, he eried, 1 owemy reign,
From thee 1 hold iny cvown.
L.

THE SECOND DY LLLION OF BION,
IMITATED.

A SPORTIVE bov one morning steay’d,
With bow inhand across the glade,




