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CAPTIVE VYIGILS.

VIGIL FIRRT.

Lost to Creation-—torn from fellow man,

My day gone down, ere scarce its dawn begau ;
Hurl'd from my hopes, and sunk beneath the Llow
Of ghastly ruin, and of captive woc:

By faithless friends betray'd, who basely fled

The man whe cherish'd, and whosze bounty fed,

A
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OFf every joy that glads fond hearts Lereft,

PPoor Lonor is my sole possession left

Pronc on the abject straw—my wretehed hed,
’cr the dank flass of my cold dungeon spread,
Beneath flush’d fover's seorching touch 1 burn,
And turn from thous btz of angnish—buot (o turn.
Diread inmate of my couch, a scorpicn-nest

Of sad vegret infests my harnss'd rest;

With cyvery rustling straw the waking brood
Demand reflection to allord them food,

And as wild thought comes rushing o’er the brain,
Sleep, shrunk aloof, contemplutes with dizdain
The wasting vigils which | nightly keep,

The sighs that rend me, and the tears 1 weep ;
While still these wateh-worn orbs pervade my eell,
Where silent solitude and darkness dwell,

As ifto seck some breast where 1 might lay

My aching head, and give my sorrows way.
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Buat ah! in vain at friendship’s hand 1 seck
Kind care to win the tear-drop from my cheek,
And to my pillow, lowly—lone and drear,

Must griel unsoothed pour out the secret tear,
Oh, heaven-born Sympathy ! whose soothing charms
Dim the best pleasures found in Fortune’s arms,
Where'er thy tender hand can Kindly stretch

To direst woe, man 1s not yet a wretch,

wtill with thy least faint whisper he ean find

A force to rally the dejected mind:

Cun brace his energies when wrongs oppress,
And nerve his soul to buffet with distress:

Can face the world with courage or disdain,
Mock at his ills—and triumph in his pain.

But when no hosom echoes to our sighs,

When none a tear-drop gathers from our eyes,
When lonely paugs the secrel bosom tear,

No pitying ear to hear, no breast to share,

Then to the full, the heart is doom'd to bleed,

And man deserted—iz a wreteh indeed !
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See feebly dim, my half-expiring lamp

With midnight striving, and unwhelesome damp,
Searce chazses stone-blind murk—its sickly ray
Homing objects with a sombre grey,

Sheds u pule glenm, which indistinetly falis

With darkening shadows on these rugged walls ;
Where through the curtwin'd haee mine oyes yet trace
The rat’s retreat, the spider’s lurking-place ;
While aye the mnawing tooth and ticking sound
Increase the awlul deeariness around.

Mewn from their quarry bed, huge graoites here
In urchitecture’s grimmest lors appear ;

Piled in dire mazs impervious to the light,
Stupeudous ramparts of eternal night.

The eak, too, forced lromn Nature's bounteous end,
Here proves ne more tired mortal’s shady friend;
Reft from its kingly station in the woul,

Art shapes its strength to various uses rude ;
While hung on ponderous hinge it bars the way

Which leads from these drear horrors into day.
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Wrench'd from the howels of the Farth’s profound,
Here metals wrought to fearful forms abound ;

The bolt, the bar, the rivet, and the chain
Convinee the wreteh his feelile foree s vain,

And add increasing terror to the gloom

OFf these dread vaults—misfortune’s living tomb,
No costly paintings here adorn the walls,

No festoon’d deapery m profusion falls,

Nor silken ottomans wnwite repose,

Nor orient carpet with rich colour rlows

Fierce desolation only marks a pile

Where comfort never Lighted up a smile,

But wretches, suatel’d from all that carth Lolds dear,
The nullity of churchyard dust find here,

God! can I think these mked walls contain

My worldly all2—I—onee so blest—so vain!
Whose soul long gratified in every sense,

Loll'd in the lap of rich magnificence !

Ah me! how tyrant Misery can reduce

Chur wants wind luxuries of daily nse.



