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Written on opening the Vaults in the old Burial Ground 
of.Oolombo, where a Portuguese Chapel and subsequently 
a Dutch Church once stood. 

While hare I moralising stray, 
Where, half-worn stones obstruct the way, 
Where grass anci weeds each pile surround, 
And heaps of rubbish strew the ground, 
Where mouldering fragments soatfcer'd He, 
The emblems of mortality ! 
Then Fancy deign to lend thine aid, 
And be the solemn scene displayed! 
The mind while fix'd upon this spot, 
Where human grandeur is forgot, 
With reverence views the solemn scene, 
And ponders what each one has been ! 

Some Lusian warriors here may sleep 
Who boldly plough'd the eastern Deep, 

'. And undsstnay'd by perils bore 
The Cross to many a Pagan shore. 
Their daring course undaunted held 
By fierce, but erring zeal impell'd ! 
Ho/w swift their Empire rose, and fell, 
Let History's mournful records tell! 


