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Mrs. Stockten, whofe poeti&al talents are generally
known, and, whatever Lmay fay in their ja-
vour, will be better judged’ of by the follow i ing
little pieces of compofition, hag fa'uaurm us wztb
a fhort elegy to the memory of ber uzg/brmd , and
a [fudden produllion, 1he effufion of ber beart
while watching by bis bed, which, 1 an per-.
Sfuaded, the publick will not bé dj [pleaﬁd to /ée
at the end of his juneral fermon.

W HY does the fun io ufuat {plender rife” .
To pain, with hated Jight, my aching: cyesx’

Let fable clouds infhraud.-his thining face,’

And murmuring winds re- -echo my diftrefs;

Be Nature’s beauty with fad glooms o’erfpread,.
"To mourn my Lucius number'd with the dead.

Mute is that tongue which liftening fenates charm'd,
Cold is that breaji which every virtue warm d |
Drop faft my tears, and mitigate my woe ;
Un/océ)our/}rmgf, and never ceafe to ﬂofw :

For worth like bis demands this heart-felt grief,

And drops like thefe can orly yield relief. |
O ! greatly honour'd in the liits of fame !

He dignified the judge's, ftatelman’s name !

How ably he difcharg’d each publick truft,

In counfel f.rm, in executing jult,

Can beft be utter’d by his country’s voice,

Whofc approbation juftified their choice.*

* That i, their approbation of the manner in which he ex<
esuted his truft, jultified their choice, which raifed himtoit,
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And now thcir’grat‘cf‘ul" tears fhed round- his hearfe,
A nobler tribute yield, .than loftieft verfe.

, But ah ! lamemed fhade ! thy pnvate life,
(Thy weeping chlldren, thy aﬂh&cd wife

Can teﬁxfy) wis mark’d with every grace
“That.e’et illumin’d or adorn’d’the place

- Of bufband, father, brother, mafier, friend,
And {well thofe forrows new which ne’er fhall end.
.Can we fo-zet how patiently he bore

The various conflits of the Arying hour ;
While mecknefs, fm.',,, and piely yefin'd,

And fteadfalt #ope rais’d his exalted mind

Above the {ufferings of thls mottal Rate, |
And help'd his foul in fmiles to medt ‘Eer tate o

O fatal hour ! feverely felt by me—<- o
The laft of earthly joy my eyes hallifee

The friend, the lover, every tender name

Torn from my heart, the deepeft anguifh claim.
Dropfy?'mj tears, and mitigate m) 'on ;

Unlock your [prings, and mever c»aj} te fiow :

For avorth like bii demands Iiu /;eartfelt gru/

Ard drops like thefe can only yicld rellcf
To me in.vain fhall chearful fpring return,

And tuneful birds falute the parple morn.
Autumn in vain prefent me all Let fores’;

Or fummer court me with her fragrant bowers—
Thoft fragrant bowers were planted by his hand !
And now negicéted and unprun’d muft ftand.,

Ye ftately elms and lofty cedars mourn ! ?
Slow through your avenues you faw him borne, &
The friead who rear’d you, .ever to return, - S

PR . ‘ YL *
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Ye mufes! whom he Jov’d.and cherifh'd too;
Biing from your groves the cyprefs and the yew,
Deck, with unfading wreaths, his fucred tomb,
And fcatter rofes of immortal bloom. o

Goddefs of forrow ! tune each mournful a?rj .
Let all things pay the tributary tear ; |
For aworth like bis demands this beart-felt grief,
And tzars alone can vield & fad relicf.

Morven, March gth, 1731.

A fudden produclion of Mrs. Stockton’s in one of
thofe many anxious nights in which fhe watch-
ed with Mr. Stockton in bis laf illnefs.

N LE E P, balmy fleep, has clos'd the eyes of alt |
bBut me ! ah me ! no réfpitc can [ gain;

Tho’ darkrefs reigns o'er the terreftrial ball, |

Not one {oft flumber cheats this vital pain.

X iI. |
All day in fecret ﬁgbs I've poﬁr’d my foul,
My downy pillow, us'd to fceﬁc_s of giief,
Beholds me now in floods of forrow roll, |
Without the pawer to yield his pains relief :

HIL

While throuzii the filence of this gloomy night,
My aching heart reverb'rates every groan;
And watching by that glimmering taper’s light,

I make each figh, cach mortal pzrg my own.

IV.



But why ould I implore fleep’s friendly aid ?
O’er me her poppies thed no cafc impart ;
Bt dreamswof dear dep .'rtirﬁg Joys invade,
And rack with fears my fad prophetick hear:,

V.

~ Bue vain is prophefy when death’s approach,
Thro’ years of pain, has {ap'd a dearer life,
And makes me, coward like, myfelf reproaci;,
_:That e’re I knew the tender name of wifc.

VI

Oh+ could 1 take the fate to him affign’d !
And leave the helple(s family their head
How pleas'd, how peaceful, to my lot refign’d,
I'd quit the nurfe’s ftation for the bed.

| VII.

O death ! thou canker-worm of human joy !
Thou cruel foe to fweet domeftick peace !
He foon shall come, who fkall thy fhafts deftroy,
And caufe thy dreadful ravages to ceale.

VIIL

Yes, the Redeemer comes to wipe the tears,
The briny tears, from every weeping eye.
And death and fin, and doubts, and gloomy fears,
Shall all be loft in endlefs victory.





