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P R XXII.
L ' Y ¢ Alone, appall'd, thus had fhe pafs'd

The vifionary vale
When lo! the death-bell fmote her ear,

5ad-founding in the gale!

| XXIIT,

¢ Juft then fhe reach'd, with trembling ftep,
Her aged mother’s door—-—

| : . He's gone ! fhe cry’d; and I fhall fee

¥y ' That angel-face no more !

Al XXIV.

e 4 I feel, Ifeel this breaking heart
Beat high againft my fide————

From her white arm down funk her head ;
She fhivering figh’d, and died.
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" PRAYER ror INDIFFERENCE

By Mrs. GREVIL LE.

) FT Pve implor'd the Gods in vain,

And pray'd till I've been weary ;
For once I'll try my wifh to gain
Of Qberon the fairy,

Swect
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gweet airy being, wanton fprite,
That lurk’ft in woods unfeen ;

And oft by Cynthia’s filver light
Tripft gaily o’er the green !

‘1f ¢’er thy pitying heart was mov'd,
As ancient ftories tell,

And for th’ Athenian maid, who lov’d,
Thou fought'ft a wondrous {pell ;

Oh | deign once more t’ exert thy power ;
Haply fome herb or tree,

Sov'reign as juice of weftern flower,
Conceals a balm for me.

I atk no kind return of love,
No tempting charm to pleafe :
Far from the heart thofe gifts remove,
That fighs for peace and eafe.

Nor peace nor eafe the heart can know,
Which, like the needle true,

Turns at the touch of joy or woe,
But, turning, trembles too.

Far as diftrefs the foul can wound,

’ "Tis pain in each degree :

Tis blifs but to a certain bound ;
Beyond is agony.

H
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¢reacherous fenfe of mine,

Take then this ‘
aWhich dooms me ftill to {mart ;
Which pleafure can to pain refine,

To pain new pangs impart.

Oh, hafte to (hed the facred balm !
My fhatter’d nerves new-ftring ;

And for my gueft, ferenely calm,
The nymph, Indifference bring.

At her approach, fee Hope, fee Fear,
See Expe@ation fly ;

And Difappointment in the rear,
That blafts the promis'd joy.

The tear, which pity taught to flow,
The eye fhall then difown :

The heart that melts for other’s woe,
Shall then fcarce feel its own,

"The wounds which now each moment bleed,
Each moment then fhall clofe,

And tranquil days fhall ftill fucceed
To nights of calm repofe.

O, faity elf! but grant me this,
This one kind comfort fend ;

And fo may never-fading blifs

Thy flow’ry paths attend !
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go may the glow-worm’s glimm’ring light
Thy tiny footfteps lead

To fome new region of delight,
Unknown to mortal tread.

And be thy acorn goblet fill'd
With heav’ns ambrofial dew ;

From fweeteft, frefheft flow’rs diftill'd,
That fhed freth {weets for you.

And what of life remains for me,
I'll pafs in fober eafe ;

Half-pleas’d, contented will I be,
Content but half to pleafe.
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ODE on the Duke of York’s fecond De-

parture from England, as REAR ADMIRAL.

By the Author of the SHIPWRECK.

G AIN the royal ftreamers play !
To glory Edward haftes away :
Adieu ye happy fylvan bowers
Where Pleafure’s {prightly throng await !
Ye domes where regal grandeur towers
In purple ornaments of ftate!

H :z Ye




