THE  PARTING   HOUR
Grievous events that from the mem'ry drive
Life's common cares, and those alone survive,
Mix with each thought, in every aftion share,	30
Darken each dream, and blend with every prayer.
To David Booth, his fourth and last-born boy,
Allen his name, was more than common joy ;
And as the child grew up, there seem'd in him
A more than common life in every limb ;
A strong and handsome stripling he became,
And the gay spirit answer'd to the frame ;
A lighter, happier lad was never seen.
For ever easy, cheerful, or serene j
His early love he fix'd upon a fair	40
And gentle maid—they were a handsome pair.
They at an infant-school together play'd,
Where the foundation of their love was laid ;
The boyish champion would his choice attend
In every sport, in every fray defend.
As prospedts open'd and as life advanced,
They walk'd together, they together danced ;
On all occasions, from their early years,
They mix'd their joys and sorrows, hopes and fears;
Each heart was anxious, till it could impart	50
Its daily feelings to its kindred heart;
As years increased, u$number'd petty wars
Broke out between them $ jealousies and jars j
Causeless indeed, and follow'd by a peace,
That gave to Jove—growth, vigour, and increase.
Whilst yet a boy, when other minds are void,
Domestic thoughts young Allen's hours employ'd ;
Judith in gaining hearts had no concern,
Rather intent the matron's part to learn;
Thus early prudent and sedate they grew,	*     60
While lovers, thoughtful—and, though children, true.
To either parents not a day appear'd,
When with this love they might have interfered;
Childish at first, they cared not to restrain;
And strong at last, they saw restridtion vain;
Nor knew they when that passion to reprove—
Now idle fondness, now resistless love*
29

