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Written in the fame Year,

By the Same.

" F OW f{leep the brave, who fink to reft,
E-:g By all their country’s withes bleft !
When Spring with dewy fingers cold, |
Returns to deck their hallow’d mold, i
She there fhall drefs a {weeter fod,
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod.

By fairy hands their knell is rung,
By formsunfeen their dirge is fung ;

"There Hovour comes, a PiLcrim grey,

To blefs the turf that wraps their clay,

And Freepowm fhall awhile repair,
To dwell a weeping HerMiT there !




