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By the Same.

Written fome Years after Marriage.

I.
H E rifing {un thro, all the grove
Diftus’d a gladfome ray :
My Lucy fmil’d, and talk’d of love,
And every thing look’d gay.
II.
But oh! the fatal hour was come
That forc’d me from my dear :
My Lucy then thro’ grief was dumb,
Or fpoke but by a tear.
[11.
Now far from her and blifs T roam,
All natuve wears a change :
The azure tky feems wrapt in gloom,
And every place looks ftrange |
IV.
Thofe flow’ry fields, this verdant fcene,
Yon larks that towering fing,
With {ad contraft increafe my fpleen
And make me loath the fpring.
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V.

My books that wont to footh my mind

No longer now can pleafe :
‘There only thofe amufement find
That have a mind at eafe,
VI.
Nay life itfelf 1s taftelefls grown
From Lucy whilit I ftray :
Sick of the world I mufe alone
And figh the live-long day,

OD E " to’ “NIHEAMMBSRERT atrnig,
By Wirriam Suenstone, Efg;

1
Memory! celeftial maid !
Who glean’it the flow’rets cropt by time ;
And, {uffering not a leaf to fade,
Preferv’ft the blofloms of our prime ;
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind

| When life was new, and Lefbia kind.

I, And
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