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I.
FROM prime of youth to hoary age

In this lone cell I've dwelt;
Here fought, by tracing Nature’s page,

To foothe the pangs I felt.
IT.

The mofs-wove oaks that near my cave
In fullen grandeur ftand,

And o’er its broken fummit wave,

Were acorns in my hand, -
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I1I. Thofe
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Thofe time-fhook tow’rs, which all forfake,
Ere&, and gay, I've feen;
And half of yon tranflucent lake,

A flow’r-enamell’d green.

IV
When fhall my penitence and pray’rs
Obtain the boon I crave?
When fhall my thorny bed of cares

re P
Become my peaceful OTAVE !

Y.
Oh worthipp’d reliques ! holy book |
Detain my mental eye ;
Nor let it ever backw_ard look

To trace {fad memory.

VI.

Or thon! memorial crofs of God,
My whole attention feize!

And bow my heart upon the {od,
Worn daily by my knees.

VII. Alas’
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VII.
Alas! not Piety can heal

The foul convuls’d with guilt;

Nor all her fountains cleanfe the fteel

Which human blood has {pilt.

VIII.
Ah! let me eafe it then, and {peak

The long, long treafur’d tale;
What bitter griefs firft bade me feek

The f{ilence of this vale.

IX.
Near Cheviot Hills 1 drew the air

On Aran’s pleafant plain;
My mother was of prefence fair,

Her fire an aged {wain.

X,

To tend the flocks was my employ,
Nor ever heav’d my breaft,

When my fond mother bleft her boy,
At rifing, and at reft.
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Yet oft with tears and {fmiles fhe firove,

And as I bent my knee,
She'd cry, ¢ be jufter to thy love,
Than mine has been to me.””
XII.
Yet little note of this I took,
Unikill’d i worldly harms,
And more admir’d my flow’r-bound crock,

Than her unequall’d charms.’

X111,
The lowly cot, and fhepherd’s life,
Each night, each morny ™ the prais’d ;-
And when they {poke of warlike {trife,

With terror on me gaz’d.

XIY.
For now the wars of Paleftine
Brave Cceur de Lion fought; @ |
While all admir’d the zeal di'vine-r,‘ e

And with his deeds were fraught.
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