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IN IMITATION OF SPENS E R,
BY MOSES MENDEZ, ESQ
& REEEIE 6

ERE yet I fing the round revolving year,
And fhow the toils and paftime of the fwain,
At Alcon’s grave I drop a pious tear ;
Right well he knew to raife his learned ftrain,
And, like his Milton, fcorn’d the rhiming chain.
Ah ! cruel Fate, to tear him from our eyes ; ‘ .
Receive this wreath, albe the tribute’s vain ;
From the green fod may flowers immortal rife,
To mark the facred fpot where the fweet Poet lies !

- Ttis the Cuckoo that announceth Spring,
And with his » wreakful tale the fpoufe doth fray ;
‘Mean while the Finches hatmlefs ditties fing,
And hop, in buxom youth, from fpray to fpray,

® Mr, Thomfon, aut'or of the Seafons, ? Revengeful.
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Proud as Sir Paridel of rich array,
The little wantons that draw Venus team,

Chirp amorous thro’ the grove in beayjes gay;
And he, who erft gain’d Leda’s fond efteern,
Now fails on Thamis’ tide, the glory of the fiream !

proud as the Turkifh foldan, chaunticleer

Sees, with delight, his numerous race around :
He grants frefh favours to each female near ;

For love as well as cherifaunce renown'd.

The waddling dame that did the Gauls confound,
Her tawny fons doth lead to rivers cold ;

While Juno’s @ dearling, with majeftic bound,
To charm his * leman doth his train unfold,

That glows with vivid green, that flames with burning gold-

The balmy cowflip gilds the fmiling plain,

The virgin fnow-drop boafts her filver hue,
An hundred tints the gaudy daily ftain,

And the meck violet, in amis blue

Creeps low to earth, and hides from public view :
But the rank nettle rears her creft on high;

So ribaulds loofe their front unblufhing fhews
While modeft merit doth neglected lie,
And pines in lonely fhade unfeen of vualgar €y¢.

¥ Darling. r Lover,

See !




{ 233 )

See ! all around the gall-lefs ¢ culvers bill,
Mean while the nightingale’s becalming lays
Mix with the plaintive mufic of the rill,
The which in various ¢ gyres the meadow * bays,
Behold ! the welkin burfts into a blaze !
Faft by the car of light the nimble Hours,
In fongs of triumph, hail his genial rays,
And, as they * wend to Thetis cooling bowers,
They bound along the fky, and ftrew the heavens with flowers,

And now the human bofom melts to love ;
The raptar’d Bard awakes his fkilful lyre,
By running ftreams, or in the laurel grove,
He tunes to amorous notes his founding wire :
All, all is harmony, and all defire.
The happy numbers charm the blooming maid ;
Her blufhing cheeks pronounce her heart on fire,
She now confents, then fhuns th® embowering fhade,
With faint relu@ance yields ; defirous, yet afraid.

Now ruftic Caddy, with untutor'd throat,

(Tho’ much admir'd, I ween, of nymph and {wain)
By various fongs would varions ends promote.

Seeks he to prove that woman’s vows are vain !

He Bateman’s fortune tells, a baleful ftrain !

* Doves, ! Circles, or windings,  © Bathes, * 6o

And
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And if to honour Britain he be led,
He fings a "prentice bold, in londs profane,
Who, all unarm’d, did ftrike two lions dead,
Tore forth their favage hearts, and did a princefs wed,

But hark ! the bag-pipe fummons to the green,
The jocund bag-pipe, that awaketh fport ;
The blithefome lafles, as the morning fheen,
Around the flower-crown’d may-pole quick refort :
The Gods of pleafure here have fix'd their court,
Quick on the wing the flying moment feize,
Nor build up ample fchemes, for life is fhort,
Short as the whifper of the pafling breeze.
Yet, ah ! in vain I preach—mine heart is ill at eafe.
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B ENEATH yon ¥ fnubby oak’s extended fhade
Cafe let me hide me from the eye of day ;
Nor fhall the dog-ftar this retreat invade,
As thro’ the heavens he fpeeds his burning way :
The fultry lion rages for his prey-
Ah Phacbus, quench thy wild deftroying fire,
Each flower, each fhrub doth fink bencath thy ray,
Save the frefh laurel, that (hall ne’er X

! ";. i e,
The leayes that crown a bard may brave celeftial 1r
& _Knotly. Ot’
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O (hall I hie to mine owi he-rmitage, _
Round which the wanton vine her arms doth wind,
There may { lonely turn the {acred page',
Improve my reafon, and amend my mind ;
Here gainit Life's ills a remedy I find,
An hundred flowers embofs the verdant ground ;
A little brook doth my fWe_et cottage bind,
Fts waters yield a melancholy found,
And footh to ftudy deep, or lull to {leep profound.

The playful infe@t hopping in the grafs
Doth tire the hearer with his fonnet fhrill ;
The pool-fprung gnat on founding wing doth pafs,
And on the # ramping fteed doth fuck his fill ;
Ah me, can little creatures work fuch i1l !
Fre patient cow doth, to efchew the heat,
~ Her body fteep within the neighbouring rill ;
And while the lambs in fainter voices bleat,
Their mothers hang their head, in doleful plight T west.

* Rechlefs of feafons, fee the lufty fivains
Along the meadow fpread the tawny hay ;

The maidens too undaunted feck the plains,
Ne fear to thow their faces to the ray ;

But all the hgbgeﬁ badge of toil difplay.

% Starting, flying-out, a Carelefs.
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cee how they mould the haycock’s rifing head ,
While wanton Colin, full of amoroys play,

Htn ¢hroweth Sufan, who doth fhriek for dread,

Fear not—thou canft be hurt upon {6 foft 4 beg.

At length the fun doth haften to repofe,
And all the vault of heaven is ftreak’d with ligh ;
In flamy gold the ruddy welkin glows,
And, for the noon-day heat, our pains doth ¥ quite,
For all is calm, ferene, and paffling bright :
Favonius gentle fkims along the grove, '
And fheds {weet odours from his pennons light.
The little bat in giddy orbs doth rove,
And loud the fcreech-owl fhricks, to roufe her blue ey'd
love. '

Menalcas came to tafle the evening gale,

His cheeks impurpled with the rofe of youth;

He won each damfel with his piteous i e
They thought they liften’d to the words of truth,
Yet their belief did work them muchel ¢ ruth.

His oaths were light as goflimer, or air,

His tongue was poifonous as an afpic’s tooth.
Ah. ! ceafe to promife joy, and give defpair : 2
"Tis brave to fmite the foe ; 'tis bafe to wrong the fair.

b Requite, < Soru .
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The gentle Thyrfis, mild as opening morn,

Came to the lawn, and Marian there was found ;
Marian whom many hufwife arts adorn :

Right well fhe knew the apple to furround

With dulcet cruft : and Thomalin renown’d
For prow ¢ atchievements in the wreftling ring ;
He held at nought the vantage of the ground,
But prone to earth the hardieft wight would fling ;
Such was Alcides erft, if poets ¢ footh do fing,

From tree-crown*d hill, from flower. enamel’d vale,

The mild inhabitants in crouds appear
To tread a meafure ; while Night's regent pale

Deth thro’ the fky her filver chariot ﬁeer, :
- Whofe lucid wheels were deck’d with dew-drops clear ;
The which, like pearls, defcended on the plain,

Now every youth doth clafp his miftrefs dear, A
And every nymph réwa:ds her conftant fwain.
Thrice happy he who loves, and is belov’d again.
“@ Hardy, 'v;a'li:nf, . 55 e Truth,
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E E jolly Autumn, clad in hunter’s green,
In wholefome T lufty-hed doth mount the fphere ;

A leafy girlond binds her temples fheen,

Inftudded richly with the fpiky ear,

Her right hand bears a vine-incircled fpear ;
Such as the crew did wield whom Bacchus lad,

When to the Ganges he his courfe did fteer ;
And in her left a bugle-horn fhe had,
On which fhe ¢ eft did blow, and made the heart right glad.

In flow proceflion moves the tottering wain,

The {un-burnt hinds their finifh’d toil ! enlue ;
Now in the barn they houfe the glittering grain,

And there the cries of ¢ harveft home” renew.

The honeft farmer does his friends ! falew ;
And them with jugs of ale his wife doth treat,

Which for that purpofe {he at home did brew ;
They laugh, they fport, and homely jefts repeat,
Then finack theirlaffes lips, their lips as honey fweet.

f Vigour. e Often.
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On every hill the purple blathing vine ;
Beneath her leaves her racy fruit doth hide :
k Albe fhe pour not floods of foaming wine,
Yet are we not potations bland denied ;
See where the pear-tree doth in earth abide !
Bruife her rich fruitage, and the grape difdain ;
The apple too will grant a generous tide,
To fing whofe honours Thenot rais'd his firain,
Whofe foul-inchanting lays ftill charm the liftening plain.

Thro’ greyith mifts behold Aurora dawns,

And to his fport the wary fowler hies ;
Crouching to earth his guileful pointer fawns,

Now the thick ftubble, now the clover tries,

To find where, with his race, the partridge lies,
Ah ! lucklefs fire, ah ! lucklefs race, I ween,

Whom force compels or fubtle arts {urprize ;
More ! uncles wait to caufe thee dolorous m teen,
Doom’d to efcape the deep, and perith on the green.

The full-mouth’d hounds purfue the timorous hare,
Andthe hills echo to the joyful cry ;

Ah ! borrow the light pennons of the hare,
If youw're n arraught, you die, poor wre:ch; you dic.

k Although,

1Dedalus envying Perdix his nephew's fkill in mechanics, threw bie
into the fea, He efcaped dea h by being changed into a partr.dge.
™ Anguith, pain. n Reach’d, overtaken,

Nought
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Nought will avail the pity-pleading eye
* D ?
For our good fquire doth much agamft you rail,
And faith you often magic arts do try ;
At times you wave Grimalkin’s {ooty tail,
Or on a beefom vild you thro’ the welkin fail,

The ftag is rous'd ; he ftems the threatening flood,
That fhall ere long his matchlefs {wiftnefs quell ;
And, to avoid the tumult of the wood,

Amongft his well-known © pheers attempts to P mell -

With horn and hoof his purpofe they repell.
Thus, fhould a maid from Virtue's lore yitray,
Your {ex, my Daphne, fhow their vengeance fell ;
Your cruel felves with gall the fhaft 9 embay,
And lath from Pardon’s thrine the penitent away.

Now filence charms the fages of the gown,
To purer air doth fpeed each crafty wight;
The well-fqueez’d client quits the dufty town,
Grown grey in the afferting of his right,
With head yfraught with law, and pockets light,
Well pleas’d he wanders o'er the fallow lea,
And views each raral obje& with delight.
Ne'er be my lot the brawling courts to fee ;

Who trufls to lawyer’s tongue doth much © mifween, perdy,

p Mix.
r Judges ill.

e Companion®,

P Bathe.
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Right blefs'd the man who free from bitter ¢ bale,
Doth in the little peaceful hamlet dwell,
No loud contention doth his ears aflail,
Save when the tempeft whiltles o’er his cell
The fruitful down, the flower-depainted de]l,
To pleafe his eyne are varioudly array’d ;
And when in roundelay his flame he’d tell,
He gains 2 {mile from his beloved maid ;
By fuch a gentle fmile an age of pain’s repaid.
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T HE little brook that erft my cot did lave,

And o'er its flinty pavement fweetly fung,
Doth now forget to roll her wanton wave,

For Winter hoar her icy chain has flun g

And {lill"d the babbling mufic of her tongue.
The lonely woodeock feeks the fplathy glen,

Eadf mountain head with fleecy fnow is hung ;
The fnipe ﬂ!ﬁ duck enjoy the moorifh fen,
L&ﬂ Eremites they live, and fhun the fight of men.

s Somow, -t Hemits,
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The " warelefs theep no longer bice the mead,

No more the Plough-boy tus the ftubborn ground,
At the full crib the horneq labourers feed,

Their noftrils caft black clouds of fmoak around ;
A {qualid coat doth thé Jean fteed furround,
The wily fox doth prowl abroad for prey,
Rechlefs of fnares, of of th avenging hound ;
And trufty Lightfoot, now no longer gay,
Sleeps at the kitchen hearth his cheerlefs hours away.

Where erft the boat, and flowly moving barge,

Did with delight cut thro® the dimpling plain,
Now wanton boys and men do roam at large ;

The river-gods quit their ufurp’d domain,

And of the wrong at Neptune’s court complain,
There mote you fee mild Avon crown'd with flowers,

And milky Wey' withouten {pot or ftain ;
There the fair fiream that wathes Hampton’s bowers,
And Ifis who with pride behalds her learned towers.

Intent on fport, the ever-jocund throng
Quit their warm cots, and for the game prepare ;
Behold the reftlef; foot-ball whirls along,
Now near the earth, now mounted high in air,
Thus often nien, in life’s wild lottery fare,
Who quit true blifs to grafp an empty toy.
Our honeft fwains for wealth nor titles care,
ut lulty healch in exercife employ.
he diftant village hears the rude tumultuous joy.
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The careful hedger looks the fields around,
To fee what labour may his fkill' demand ;
He mends the fence, repairs the finking mound,
Or in long drains he cuts the lower land,
That thall henceforth all fudden floods withftand,
Mean while at home his dame, with filver hair,
Doth fit incircled by a goodly band
Of lovely maids, who various works prepare,
All chafte as Jove’s wife child, as Cupid's mother fair.

She them difcourfes not of fafhions nice,
Nor of the trilling notes which eunuchs fing ;
Allurements vain, that prompt the foul to vice!
Ne tells fhe them of Kefar or of king ;
Too great the {ubje&t for fo mean a ring.
Her leflons teach to {well the capon’s fize ;
‘To make the hen a numerous offspring bring ;
Or how the way-ward mother to chaftife,
When from her vetchy nelt the weetlefs vagrant hies.

When gliftering fpangles deck the robe of night,
‘And all their kine in pens avoid the cold,
‘I'ne buxom troops, ftill eager of delight,

Round Damon’s eyne a * drapet white infold,
He darkling gropes till he fome one can hold.

xAlinnen ¢ Joth,

MNext



243 )

Next Cori hides his head, and muft impare
What wanton fair-one {mote his hand fo bold.
He Delia names, nor did from truth depart;
For well he knew her touch, who long had fir’d his heart,

Stay, I conjure you by your hopes of blifs,
Truft not, my Daphne, the rough-biting air,
Let not rude winds thofe lips of foftnefs kifs ;
Will Eurus ftern the charms of beauty {pare ¢
No, he will hurt my rofy-featur'd fair,
If aught fo bright dares rugged carl invade,
Too tender thou fuch rough affaults to bear ;
The mountain ath may fand tho’ ftripp’d of fhade,
But at the flighteft wound the filken flowers will fade.
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Goddefs, on whofe fleps attend
" Pleafure and laughter-loving Health,
;‘Vhlte—mantled Peace with olive-wand,
oung Joy, and diamond-fcepter’d Wealth,
Bh.the Plenty, with her loaded horn,
With Science bright.ey'd as the morn,
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