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PREFACE.

W HEN a man has received indubitable marks
of approbation from the more enlightened part of
the community, however the tide of popular
favor, to which all must bow with silent subw
mission, or the spirit of party interest—( which
will be intelligible where intendéd to apply )—

may bave temporarily precluded his works from

general reception and the consequent participation



iv. PREFACE.

of the more solid advantages of Literature;——
still it is not surpnsing that he should, altho'
after a lapse of nearly ten years interval, again
obirude himself on their attention, but this will
in all probability be the Author’s last mppeal to
public notice, or rather to the favorable auspices
of the Literature of his country— For while
sach numbers of frivolous and pernicious works,
bhave by the Guardians of the Press, within
late years been reviewed and forced on the
publie, till it has been gorged to repletion,
still—Time or Light, and Shade'—(admitting
all its defects, of which no one is more sensible,
than the Author)—has mot even te this day,
after a ten years' publication, attracted the

notice of a solitary reguler Review, with the




PREFACE. v.

exception of one complimentary allusion in the
Antijacobin, in a critique on the ‘Modern Ants-
gue’ of the Aunthor, tho’ many Periodicals and
standard Works of celebrity have honored it
with distinguished praise but circnmstances may

have changed ;=

Tho" Euphaer has had foes, shall Euphues fall—
No, Euphues will be righted sfter all—

Having said thus much, it will only be neces-
gary further to add of the small Poem which
follows—that it was written on a melancholy
occassion, in one of the finest Counties of Eng-
land, so calculated to inspire Poetical ardor—
and if in the course of its progress it should

be discovered, that so powerful a cause, has had



vi. PREFACE.

the influence of producing any of the happy
effects, it will be all, to which the hopes of the
Author can gspire, gnd the ouly apology me-
cesgary for its publication. If some little gsperity
hpa been excited in the cpurse of the Pogm,
let the Gentle reader rest persyaded that the
cause has not been less than adequate to the

effect.
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DEVON,

Yot will the Hme & itkls Joager sonr,
Unless the clowds of care weigh down ber wing,
Sinco natare's stores pro shut with ermal hand,
And each aggrieves his brother s

Drrgm

WHILE o'er the borders of the fluent Teign
And Ocean wide in retrospect expands,

Thro" Devon's undulating sylvan hacnts

To upland scenes of wood and water borne,

O strike the Lyre once more, tho’ sad the strain,
While dusky Dartmoor rises in the van, (1)
‘Where the dark forests of Damnonium low'r'd, (2)
And sanguine Druids horrid rites perform'd ; (3)
Beneath whose sullen Brow a Landscape amiles,
(Grateful vicissitude of ligh: and shade)



