) D E
OM THE DEATH OF MR« TAMES THOMS®D ¥

HY THE BAME,

N yonder ¢ grove a Druid lies
I Where flowly winds the ftealing wave!
The year’s beft fweets fhall duteous rife
To deck its Poet’s fylvan grave !

In yon deep bed of whifpering reeds
His airy harp 4 fhall now be laid,

That he, whofe heart in forrow bleeds,
May love thro’ life the foothing thade.

Then maids and youths fhall linger here,
And while its founds at diftance fivell,
Shall fadly feem in Pity’s ear
To hear the woodland pilgrim’s kaell.

¢ Th ¢ fcene of the following ftanzas is fuppafed to lfe on the Thame
near Richmond.
d The harp of ZEolus, of which fee a defcription in the Cafile of

Indolence,
Remems
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fhall haunt the fhore
{ummer wreaths is dreft,

Remembrance oft
When Thames in
And oft fufpend the dafhing oar

To bid his gentle fpirit reft!

And oft as Eafe and Health retire

To breezy lawn, or foreft deep,
The friend fhall view yon whitening ¢ {pire,
And mid the varied landfcape weep.

But thou, who own’ft that earthy bed,
Ah! what will every dirge avail ?

Or tears, which Love and Pity fhed,

That mourn beneath the gliding fail!

Vet lives there one, whofe heedlefs eye

Shall fcorn thy pale fhrine glimmering near 3
With him, fweet Bard, may Fancy die,

And Joy defert the blooming year.

But thou, lorn fream, whofe fullen tide
No fedge-crown'd Sifters now attend
~ Now waft me from the green-hill’s ﬁd;
i thofe cold tarf hides the buried fr—iend!

- ¢ Richmond church,

And
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And fee, the fairy valleys fade,
Dun Night las veil'd the folemn view !
~Yet once again, dear parted fhade,
Meck Nature’s child, again adien!

The genial meads aflign’d to blefs
Thy life, fhall mourn thy early doom,
Their hinds, and fhépherd-girls fhall drefs
With fimple hands thy rural tomb.

Long, long, thy ftone and pointed clay
Shall melt the mufing Briton’s eyes ;

O ! vales, and wild woods, fhall he fay,
In yonder grave your Draid lies!
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BY THE SAME:

Thou, the friend of man aflign'd,
With balmy hands his wounds to bind,
And charm his frantic woe :
When firft Diftrefs, with dagger keen,
Broke forth to wafté his deftin’d fcene,
His wild unfated foe ! '
Vou, I, ¢ By



