[ 107 ]

#EREENIEEEEE

10 B L i s I dip i@ S;
A N veBookicsR &G X
By Mr. DELA?.

O W blithe the flow’ry graces of the {pring
From nature’s wardrobe come! and hark how gay
Each glittering infeét, hovering on the wing,
Sings their glad welcome to the fields of May !

They gaze, with greedy eye, each beauty o'er ;

They fuck the fweet breath of the blufhing rofe ;
Sport in the gale, or fip the rainbow fhow’r ;

Their life’s fhort day no paufe of pleafure knows.

- Like their’s, dread pow’r! my chearful morn difplay’d
The flattering promife of a golden noon,
'Till each gay cloud, that fportive nature fpread,
Dy'd in the gloom of thy diftemper’d frown.

Yes, ere I told my two-and-twentieth year,
Swift from thy quiver flew the deadly dart;
Harmlefs it pafs’d ’mid many a blithe compeer,
And found its fated entrance near my heart,
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d
al lay beneath thy ebon wand,
Hl; ;:\: th?m rove thro’ pleafure’s flowery fielq,

1 faw Health paint them with her rofy hand,
Eager to burft my bonds, but forc'd to yield,

Yet, while this mortal cot of mould'ring clay
Shakes at the firoke of thy tremendous power,

Ah! muft the tranfient tenant of a day
Bear the rough blaft of each tempeftuous hour ;

Say ; fhall the terrors thy pale flag unfolds,

Too rigid queen! unnerve the foul’s bright powers,
Till with a joylefs fmile the eye beholds

Art’s magic charms, and nature’s fairy bowers ?

No, let me follow ftill, thofe bow’rs among,
Her flow’ry footfteps as the goddefs goes ;
Let me, juft lifted 'bove th® unletterd throng,

Read the few books the learned few compofe,

And foffer, when thy aweful pleafure calls
The foul to fhare her frail companion’s {mart,
Yet fuffer me to tafte the balm that falls,
From Friendfhip’s tongue, fo {weet upon the heart.

Then, tho’ each trembling nerve confefs thy frown,

Ev'n till this anxioug being fhall become
But a brief name upon a little ftone,

Without one myrmur I embrace my doom.

for
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For many 2 virtue, fhelter’'d from mankind,

Lives calm with thee, and lord o’er each defire 3
And many 8 feeble frame, whofe mighty mind

Fach mufe has touch'd with her immortal fire.

gEv'n * He, {ole terror of a venal age,
The tuneful bard, whofe philofophic foul

with fuch bright radiance glow’d on Virtue's page,
Learn’d many a leffon from thy moral {chool.

He + too, who ¢ mounts and keeps his diftant way,",
His daring mind thy humanizing glooms

Have temper’d with a melancholy ray,
And taught to warble 'mid the village tombs.

Yes, goddefs, to thy temple’s deep recefls
I come, and lay for ever at its door
The fyren throng of follies numberlefs,
Nor wifh their flattering fongs fhould foothe me more.

Thy decent garb fhall oer my limbs be fpread,
Thy hand fhall lead me to thy fober train,

Who here retir'd, with penfive pleafure tread
The filent windings of thy dark domain,

Hither the cherub Charity fhall fly,

From her bright orb, and brooding o'er my mind,
For mifery raife a fympathizing figh,

Pardon for foes, and love for human kind.

® Mr. Pors. + Mr. GRAY. |
Then
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Then, while Ambition’s trump, from .age to age

Its flaughter'd millions boafts; while Fame fhal] h

" Her deathlefs trophies o’er the bard and fage ; ar
Be mine the widow’s figh, the orphan’s pray,.
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w = = = = Mures animos in martia bella |
Verfibus exacuit, « - = - « - - - Hor, :

RITONS, roufe to deeds of death !
Wafte not zeal in idle breath,
Nor lofe the harveft of your fwords
In a civil-war of words !

Wherefore teems the fhamelefs prefs
With labour’d births of emptinefs ?
Reas’nings, which no fa&s produce,
Eloquence, that marders ufe ;
1ll-tim’d Humour, that beguiles
Weeping idiots of their {miles
Wit, that knows but to defame,

And Satire, that profanes the name,

Let th’ undaunted Grecian teach
The ufe and dignity of {peech,

At whofe thundess nobly thrown
Shrunk the Max of Macepon, ; if




