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ADVERTISEMENT, "

HE following Sketches were the pro-

duétion of untutored youth, commenced
in his twelfth, and occafionally refumed by
the author till his twenteth year; fince
which time, his talents having been wholly
dirc@ed to the attainment of excellence in
his profeffion, he has been deprived of the
leifure requifite to fucha revifal of thefe fheets,
as might have rendered them lefs unﬁt to

mect the public eye,

Confcious of the irfcgularities and defects
to be found in almoft every page, his friends
have flill believed that they poficfled a poe-
tical originality, which merited fome refpite
from oblivion. ‘Thefe their opinions remain,
however, to be now reproved or confirmed by
a lefs partial public.




10 FAIR ELENOR.

¢« He feeks thy love ; who, coward, in the night,
¢¢ Hired a villain to bereave my life.”

She fat with dead cold limbs, ftiffen’d to ftone ;

She took the gory head up in her arms; S O N G
She kifs’d the pale lips; fhe had no tears to fhed ; =

She hugg’d it to her breaft, and groan’d her laft. Y filks and fine array,

: My fmiles and languifh’d air,

MK KOOI OORIONORE £ KR KKK By love are driv’n away; .
And mournful lean Defpair

S O N G Brings me yew to deck my grave:
! Such end true lovers have.
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O W fweet I roam’d from field to field, S ¢
And tafted all the fummer’s pride, His face is f-alr -as heav’n,
’T1ill T the prince of love beheld, ‘When fp.rmgmg bu‘ds, unfold 3
‘Who in the funny beams did glide ! O why to him v&fas’t.ng n,
. Whofe heart is wintry cold ?
He fhew'd me lilies for my hair, : His breaft is love’s all-worfhip’d tomb,
And bluthing rofes for my brow ; Where all love’s pilgrims come.
He led me through his gardens fair, :
‘Where all his golden pleafures grow. : Bring me an axe and fpade,
Bring me a winding fheet ;
‘When I my grave have made,
Let winds and tempefts beat:
Then down I’ll lie, as cold as clay.
True love doth pafs away!

With fweet May dews my wings were wet,
And Pheebus fir'd my vocal rage ;

He caught me in his filken net,
And fhut me in his golden'eage.

T
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He loves to fit and hear me fing,
Then, laughing, fports and plays with me;
Then firetches out my golden wing, '
And mocks my lofs of liberty. ; SONG.
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OV E and harmony combine, LOYVE the jocund dance,

And around our fouls intwine, : The foftly-breathing fong,

While thy branches mix with mine, Where innocent eyes do glance,
And our roots tegether join, And where lifps the maiden’s tonguey
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Joys upon our branches fit, ; I love the laughing vale,

Chirping loud, and finging {weet ; 3 I love the echoing hill,

Like gentle ftreams beneath our feet ‘ Where mirth does never fail,
Innocence and virtue meet. And the jolly fwain laughs his fill,
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Thou the golden;fruit doft bear, I love the pleafant cot,

1 am clad in flowers fair; : ' I love the innocent bow’r,

Thy fweet boughs perfume the air, Where white and brown is our lot,
And the turtle buildeth there, Or fruit in the mid-day hour.
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There the fits and feeds her young, I love the oaken feat,

Sweet [ hear her mournful fong ; ' - Beneath the oaken tree,

And thy lovely leaves among, ‘Where all the old villagers meet,
There is loye s I hear his tongues And laugh our fports %o fee.
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There his charming neft doth lay, ; I love our neighbours all,

There he fleeps the night away; v But, Kitty, I better love thee;
There he fports along the day, . And love them I ever thall;
And deth among our branchjes play. But thou art all to me.

SON G,
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EMORY, hither come,
And tune your merry notes 3
And, while upon the wind,
Your mufic floats,
T’ll pore upon the ftream,
Where fighing lovers dream,
And fith for fancies as they pafs
Within the watery glafs,

T’ll drink of the clear ftream,
And hear the linnet’s fong 3

And there I'll lie and dream
The day along :

And, when night comes, I’ll go
To places fit for woe;

Walking along the darken’d valley,
With filent Melaricholy.

MAD SONG.

'HE wild winds weep,
And the night is a-cold ;

Come hither, Sleep,

And my griefs unfold :
Bur lo! the morning peeps

Over the eaftern fteeps,
And the ruftling g‘é&‘of dawn
The earth do fcorn.

Lo! to the vault
Of paved heaven,
With forrow fraught
My notes are driven :
They ftrike the ear of night,
Make weep the eyes of day ;
They make mad the roaring winds,
And with tempefts play.

Like a fiend in a cloud
With howling woe,

After night I do croud,
And with night will go ;

I turn my back to the eaft,

From whence comforts have increas’d :

For light doth feize my braia
With frantic pain,
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RES H from the dewy hill, the merry year
Smiles on my head, and mounts his flaming
car ;
Round my young brows the laurel wreathes a fhade,
And rifing glories beam around my head.

My feet are wing’d, while o’er the dewy lawn,

T meet my maiden, rifen like the morn :

Oh blefs thofe holy feet, like angels’ feet;

Oh blefs thofe limbs, beaming with heav’nly light !

Like as an angel glitt’ring in the fky,

In times of innocence, and holy joy;

The joyful fhepherd ftops his grateful fong,
To hear the mufic of an angel’s tongue.

So when fhe fpeaks, the voice of Heaven I hear :
So when we walk, nothing impure comes near;
Each field feems Eden, and each calm retreat ;
Each village feems the haunt of holy feet.

But that fweet village- where my black-ey’d maid,
Clofes her eyes in fleep beneath night’s thade :
Whene’er I enter, more than mortal fire

Burns in my foul, and does my fong infpire.

SO N G,
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HEN eatly morn walks forth in fober

_ grey ; i

:I‘hen to my black ey’d maid I hafte away.
When evening fits beneath her dutky bow,’r
And gently fighs away the filent hour ; :
The village bell alarms, away I go;

And the vale darkens at my penlive woe,

To that fweet village, where my black ey’d maid
Doth drop a tear beneath the filent fhade

I'turn my eyes; and, penfive as I go, 4
Curfe my black ftars, and blefs my pleaﬁng woe.

Oft .when the fummer fleeps among the trees
Whifpring faint murmurs to the fcanty breez’e
I walk the village round ; if at her fide :
A youth doth walk in ftolen joy and pride

I curfe my ftars in bitter grief and woe y
That made my love fo high, and me fc: low.

O thould fhe e’er prove falfe, his limbs T'd tear
And throw all pity on the burning air ; :
I’d curfe bright fortune for my mixed lot
And then Id die in peace, and be forgot.,
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