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INTRODUCTION TO
THE DEATH-WAKE
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Prscator:
Piscator

An amgler te an sxpler bere,
To oux whe longed not for the bays,
I bring « fittie gift and dear,
A fime of feve, & word gf praire,
A rommen memory of the swayi,
By Elidawk end Yair that lad;
Of all the barws, from alf the brarer,
That pigld thefr tribule to the Toweed.

Hix boyhord found the waters rleam

His age deplored them, fonl ewith dye s
But parple K, aud copses grees,

Aud theie old tomwers be wandered by,
Sill to the simple Rrainy reply

QF dir paere aarepiming reed,
Fho Ees mbere be was fain to fie,

Like Scott, within the reand of Toveed.

A. L.
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Sonnet fo the Author

O wormy Thomar Staddart whe inberitent
Rick thoughts and lathsome, nauseons words, &
vare !
Teii me, my friend, why is it thar thow ferravent
ofnd gropest in each .n’.;.drﬁ-mrrsjr.m’ Lair 7
Seek'st 2hon for magpots, speh ar bave afinity
IFith thete in thime ceop Srain 7 or dusr thew thimk
That olf §1 rweet which bath & borrid stink P
Hhy dost thow make Hautgonr thy sele diviniry #
Here ir envygh of geniur to convery
File dung ta procions dismonds, and to spare,
Then why travifoem the diomond into dirt,
Axd change thy mind wh 147 be rich &2
fair
Into @ mediey of creations foxl, .
At if & Seraph monld become o0 Goul P,

W, E J
1834




CHIMERA 1

Ax anthem of a sister choristry !

And like 2 windward murmur of the sea,

O'er silver shells, so solemnly 1t falls ]

A dying music shrouded in deap walls,

That bury ity wild breathings ! And the moon,
Of glow-worm hue, like virgio in fad swoon,
Lies coldly on the bosom of a cloud,

Until the elf-winds, that sre wailing loud,

Do minister unto her sickly trance,

Fanning the life into her countenance 3

And there are pale stars sparkling, for and few
In the deep chasms of everlasting blue,
Unmarshall’d and ungather'd, one and one,
Like cutposts of the lonar garrison,

A train of holy fathers windeth by
The arches of an aged sanctuary,
With cowl, and scapular, and rosary
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