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Muft now condemn the tender flowing tear,
Wonder who loved fo well, could with him here ;
Or cowd thy forrow, cou’d thy pining grief,
Reftore thy hufband, or bring thee relief,

Could gufhing tears recall the fpirit fled,

Or burfting fighs dwake the fleeping dead ;

Or could thy mourning bring him back to woes,
Say—could thy love difturb his fveet repofe ?
Ah no! in realms of blifs remote from pain,

He waits the hour, to re-unite again ;

But be reminded, (deem it not fevere),

*Tis the reward of pATIENT fuffering here :
Farewell, my friend! in Heaven’s gracious time,
Thou’lt meet thy hufband in a purer clime ;
Where boundlefs joy awaits the truly good,
And no rude ftorm can ever more intrude,

Tue Vision,

THE moon had joined the fplendid height,
The world retired to reft,
When William waked to weep the night,
For cares difturbed his breatt,

G2 Eliza’g
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Eliza’s lofs he mourned in vain,
For death her eyes had clofed,

Silenced that tongue which foothed his pain,
And every grief compofed.

Oh! baneful death. he ftill would fay,
Why did’ft thou torture me ?

My peace had never known decay,
Fell tyrant, but for thee.

My bleft Eliza! ftill he cries,
Thou haft thy forfeit paid ;

When lo! before his wandering eyes,
Appeared the confcious fhade.

Celeftial charms adorned her face,
The {mile of peace fhe wore ;
And whifpered with angelic grace,

“ My William mourn no more,

¢« Nay, ftart not love ! difpel all fear,
¢« The meflenger of peace,’

¢ T come to ftop the guthing tear,

-« And bid thy mourning ceafe.

¢« Did’'ft thou fuppofe relentlefs death,
« Wou'd not his claim affert ?
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Or did’ft thou think the flecting breath,
« Wou'd never leave the heart ? .

Oh! ceafe to weep, to mourn forbear,
“ From forrow I am free,

And {mile at every earthly care,

““ Except the care of thee,

The gentle paflion which we knew,
 That cheers the guiltlefs mind,
Exalted ftill I feel for you,

“ In purity refined.

In thofe bright.realms remote from.woe, -
¢« Where funs eternal {hine,
Imperfelt blifs I only know,
¢« While you for me repine.

I did not take a long adieu, .

 Thou wilt not long feel pain,

Thy friends muft mourn, muft weep for you,
“ And we fhall meet again,

O’er all thy ways I kindly wait,
¢ T ward each threat'ning ill ;
I'll guide thee in this erring ftate,
‘““ Thy guardian angel ftill,

And
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“ And when thy foul is gently fled,
“ To thofe firie realms of day,

“ Some guardian fpirit of the dead,
¢ Shall watch thy fleeping clay.

“ Thou'ft not forgot the awful hour,
“ When death affailed my heart,

“ When fternly he denied the power,
“ My wifhes to impart,

“ Then hear me now, protect our race,
“ *Tis thine to guide their youth¥

“ With love like this my memory grace,
¢ Let this difplay thy truth.

¢ But fee—the gates of light unclofe,
“ My love, alaft adieu,

£ 1 go to undifturbed repofe,
‘¢ There wait to welcome you,

Ay



