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For who, when beauties more than life excite
Silent applause, can gaze without delight !
But innocence, enchanting maid, is thine ;
Thine eyes in liquid light unconscious shine ;
And may thy breast no other feelings prove,
Than those of sympathy and mutual love !

EXHIBITION, 1807.
BLIND FIDDLER.—WILKIE.

With mirth unfeigned the cottage chimney rings,
Though only vocal with four fiddle-strings :
And see, the poor blind fiddler draws his bow,
And lifts intent his time-denoting toe ;

While yonder maid, as blythe as birds in June,
You almost hear her whistle to the tune!
Hard by, a lad, 1n imitative guise,

Fixed, fiddle-like, the broken bellows plies ;
Before the hearth, with looks of honest joy,
The father chirrups to the chattering boy,

And snaps his lifted thumbs with mimic glee,
To the glad urchin on his mother’s knee !

MORNING.—TURNER.

Up! for the morning shines with welcome ray,
And to the sunny seabeach let us stray.

What orient hues proclaim the master’s hand !
How light the wave upon the half-wet sand !
How beautiful the sun, as still we gaze,

Streams all diffusive through the opening haze !
Artist—when to the thunder’s pealing sound,
Fire mixed with hailstones ran upon the ground,
When partial darkness the dread prospect hid,
And sole aspired the aged pyramid—
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Sublimity thy genius seemed to guide

O’er Egypt’s champaign, desolate and wide ;

But here delightful beauty reigns alone,

And decks the morning scene with graces all her own.

KESWICK.—S8IR GEORGE BEAUMONT.

How shall I praise thee, Beaumont, whose nice skill
Can mould the soft and shadowy scene at will;
Chastise to harmony each gaudy ray,

Simple, yet grand, the mountain scene display ;
The lake where sober evening seems to sleep,

Hills far retiring into umbrage deep ;

Blend all with classic, pure, poetic taste,

And strike the more with forms and colours chaste !

MARKET-DAY.—CALCOT.

Through the wood’s maze our eyes delighted stray,
To mark the rustics on the market-day.

Beneath the branches winds the long white road ;
Here peeps the rustic cottager’s abode ;

There in the morning sun, the children play,

Or the crone creeps along the dusty way.

SCENE IN FRANCE.—LOUTHERBOURG.

Artist, I own thy genius; but the touch
May be too restless, and the glare too much :
And sure none ever saw a landscape shine,
Basking in beams of such a sun as thine,

But felt a fervid dew upon his phiz,

And panting cried, O Lord, how hot it is!

DEATH OF NELSON.,—WLST.

Turn to Britannia’s triumphs on the main :
See Nelson, pale and fainting, 'mid the slain,
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Whilst Victory sighs, stern in the garb of war,

And points through clouds the rocks of Trafalgar!
Here cease the strain ; but while thy hulls shall ride,
Britain, dark shadowing the tumultuous tide,

May other Nelsons, on the sanguine main,

Guide, like a god, the battle’s hurricane ;

And when the funeral’s transient pomp is past,

High hung the banner, hushed the battle’s blast,

May the brave character to ages shine,

And Genius consecrate the immortal shrine !

SOUTHAMPTON CASTLE.
INSCRIBED TO THE MARQUIS OF LANSDOWNE.

THE moonlight i1s without ; and I could lose
An hour to gaze, though Taste and Splendour here,
As in a lustrous fairy palace, reign!
Regardless of the lights that blaze within,
I look upon the wide and silent sea,
That in the shadowy moonbeam sleeps :
How still,
Nor heard to murmur, or to move, it lies;
Shining in Fancy's eye, like the soft gleam,
The eve of pleasant yesterdays! 10
The clouds
Have all sunk westward, and the host of stars
Seem 1n their watches set, as gazing on ;
While night’s fair empress, sole and beautiful,
Holds her illustrious course through the mid heavens
! Southampton Castle is a magnificent pile, erccted by the Marquis of

Lansdowne, commanding the most striking views of the river, the Isle of
Wiglt, the New Forest, et ctc.



