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INTRODUCTION.

Waar | write my Life?—my Life !—and can this be
From such a Bard—a modest Bard—like me?

To w-rii:e, regardless of the wreaths of fame,

My Owx Memoies, and print them with my Name!
And no Apology?—no Preface here?

No page inseribed to Commoner, or Peer ?

*Tis even sol—Ye Critice] spare your Rods;

Ye more than Men—ye less than Demi-gods 1.

©On your goose-quills the puablic feeling rides,

Ye Thunderbolts—ye cruel Vaticides!

1 own your power, I know ye are the Lords

* Of Poets, armed with Tomohawks and Swords,
With which—0O, barbarous !—ye, furious, fall

On rhyming heads—may Heaven forgive ye all!
Well—if ye flog me—when your rage is o'er,

I'll kiss the RHod, and write—two Cantos morel

Apm, 1823,
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CANTO FIRST.

L

My Own Memoins l—a most egregious theme |

I wonder how I came to think of this,
Perhaps no more than a delirious dream,

‘With much of sorrow, and with some of bliss;
So, gentle Reader! sure thou wilt not deem

The Bard presmnptuous!—Did not Jacques the Swiss
Write his “Coxrpgssions ?”—Did not Bishop Burnet
Write his “0Own Tixes P*—and so, if I can turn it
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4 POLTI AL MEMOTES

II.

T wy advantage, sorely there's po sin
In penning this, My Hisrony >—Now I,

A rambling, rhyming egotist, begin
To sketch the Peet, or 1o paint the Ay,

Which long hath Autiered ‘mid the ceaseless din
(M sy mortals? Fiction! pow good bye!

And Truth! thy fanltiess mirror here display,

To shew my Muse thy image in her lay.

1.

Some Poets write long Preraces, to keep

Their snxious readers from their melting story,
Till, o'er the InTRopucTioN fast asleep,

‘They guite forget the Muse, her shame, or glory;
Sume cautious Fuets to their subject crecp

Like bloated leeches, when their mouths are gory!
Feeling their way, like some dull Lexicographer;—
It is not thus with me—my own Biographer!
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v.

Born in a dear, delightful, rustic spot,

"Mid nature’s sweetest, though secluded bowers,
I drew my first breath in no lowly cot; :

My * father's hall,” though destitute of towers,
Rose high o'er stately onks, aud hill, and grot,

And rich domains, and verdant meads, and flowers,
To Heaven aspiring, in its * pride of place ™
But now, "tis changed—and there remains no trace

V.

Of flowery paths, o’er which my childhood strayed
In joy, unmindful of the ills of life;

The lordly oaks low with the earth are laid;
The woodman's prowess, and the axe’s strife,

Have robhed the hill, the vale, the lawn, the glade,
And desolation and decay are rife;

All, all are changed—and 1 am changing now,

For care hath stamped her signet on my brow?



