Samt 2o wed E g .....!.'., !y
3 i Gl LT T
iy,
o]

A PASTORAL BALLAp
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HEN approach’d by the fair dewy fingers of Spring,
Swelling buds open firft, and look gay,

When the birds on the boughs by their mates fit and fing,
And are danc'd by the breeze on each fpray :

When gently defcending, the rain in foft howers,
With its moifture refrefhes the ground,

And the drops, as they hang on the plants and the flowers,
Like rich gems beam a luftre around :

When the wood-pigeons fit on the branches and cooe,
And the cuckow proclaims with his voice,

That Nature marks this for the feafon to wooe,
And for all that can love to Tejoice

Ina cottage at night may I fpend all my time,
.In the ﬁf:lds and the meadows all day,
W;;h a maiden v:!hofc charms are as yetin their Pfime"
0418 s April, and blooming as May -
e When
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When thé {ark with fhrill notes fings aloft in the morz,
May my faireft and I fweetly wakc,

1/iew the far diftant hills which the fun beams adorny
Then arife, and our cottage forfake.

When the fun fhines fo warm, that my charmer and I
May recline on the turf without fear,

Let us there all vain thoughts and ambition defy,
While we breathe the firft fweets of the year.

Be this fpot on a hill, and a fpring from its fide
Bubble out and tranfparently flow,

Creep gently along in meanders, and glide
Thro’ the vale firow’d with daifies below, -

While the bee flies from bloflom to bloflem and ﬁps‘,
And the violets their fweetnefs impart,

Let me hang oni her neck, and fo tafte from her lips
The rich cordial that thrills to the heart.

While the dove fits lamenting the lofs of its mate,
Which the fowler has caught in his fnares,

May we think ourfelves bleft that it is not our fate;
To endure fuch an abfence as theirs.

May Ilifen to all her foft, tender, fweet notes
When fhe fings, and no founds interfere,
But the warbling of birds, which in Rtretching theit‘ thfom ‘
Are at fhrife to be lowder than her,
When
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\e daifies and cowdlips, and primrofes bioy

the meads, and the lawns, :

ing there the fwift light-footed gq
e’

When t!
And checqu er

May we fe¢ bound
And purfue with our ey¢ the young fawns.

1gs jult fedg’d o’er the turf take thejy
un,

e all at their play,
bs fkip about in the fun
>

When the Japwir
And the firftlings ar
Aud the barmlefs young lam
Let us then be as frolic as they.

When I talk of my love, fhould I chance to efpy,
That fhe feems to miftruft what I fay,

By a tear that is ready to fall from her eye,
With my lips let me wipe it away.

If we fit, or we walk, may I caft round my eyes '
And let no fingle beauty efcape, o |
But fee none to create fo much love, and furprize
As her eyes, and her face, and her fhape. , |
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Au: deal:h day let us pafs, till the buds turn to leaves;
e :h e meadows around us are imown,

b ?h lafs on the fweet-fmelling haycock receives,

at Ihe afterwards blufhes to own.

When eveni

i t;‘;":!gs grow cool, and the flowers hang their heads
With my arme:v’ then no Jonger we’ll roam, |

Let us hag ound her waitt, in a path thro’ the mead®

: allen to find our way home. |
wWhen
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When the birds are at rooft, with their heads in their wings;
fiach one by the fide of its mate ;

When a mift that arifes a drowfinefs brings
Upon all but the owl and the bat :

\When foft reft is requir’d, and the ftars lend their light,
And all Nature lies quiet and fil] ;

{When no found breaks the facred repofe of the night,
But, at diftance, the clack of a mill:

With peace for our pillow, and free from all noife;
So that voices in whifpers are known,

Let us give and reccive all the namelefs foft joys,
That are mus’d on by lovers alone.

BY THE §AME.

WHERE the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees;
i With my fair one as blooming as May,

"diftarb'dby all found, but the fighs of the brecze,
Let me pafs the hot noon of the day.

VorIr. H ' 'Whea




