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By Mr. CunNINGHA M.
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I

N the barn the tenant cock,

I Clofe to partlet perch’d on high,
Brifkly crows, (the fhepherd’s clock 8
Jocund that the morning’s nigh,

IL.
Swiftly from the mountain’s brow,
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire :
And the peeping fun-beam, now,
Paints with gold the village fpire,
III,
Philomel forfakes the thorn,

Plaintive where fhe prates at night ;
And the lark, to meet the morn,

Soars beyond the fhepherd’s fight.
IV.

From the low-roof'd cottage ridge,

See the chatt'ring fwallow {pring ;
Darting through the one-arch’d bridge,
Quick the dips her dappled wing.
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Carpe diem. Hor.

V. Now




[ 31 ]
V.
Now the pine-tree’s waving top,
Gently greets the morning gale :

Kidlings, now, begin to crop
Daifies, on the dewy dale,

VI.

From'the balmy fweets, uncloy'd,
(Reftlefs till her tafk be done)

Now the bufy bée’s employ’d
Sipping dew before the fun.

VIL

Trickling theough the crevie'd rock,
Where the limpid fiream diftils,

Sweet refrehment waits the flock
When ’tis fun-drove from the hills.

VIII.

Colin’s for the promis’d ¢orn
(Ere the harvelt hopes are ripe)
Anxious ;—whilit the huntfman‘slhorn,
Boldly founding, drowns his pipe.
IX.
gweet,—O fweet, ‘warbling throng,
On the white embloffom’d fpray !
Nature’s univerfal fong
Echos to the rifing day.
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X.
ERVID on the glitt'ring flood,
F Now the noontide radiance glows;
Drooping o’er its infant bud,
Not a dew-drop’s left the rofg.

XI.
By the brook the thepherd dines,
From the fierce meridian heat
Shelter’d by the branching pines,
Pendant o’er his grafly feat.

XII,
Now the flock forfakes the glade,

Where uncheck’d the fun-beams falf 3
Sure to find 2 Pleafing fhade
By the jvy’d abbey wall,

_ XIII,
Echo in her airy round, -

L3

O’er the river, rock,: andhnll
Cannot catch a fingle found,

Saye the clack of yonder mill,
3 01 s X1V, Cat-
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XIV.
Cattle court the zephyrs bland,
Where the ftreamlet wanders cool ;
O« with- languid filence ftand
®  Midway in the marfhy pool.

XV.

But from mountain, dell, of.ﬂream,
Not a flutt’ring zephyr {prings :

Fearful left thenoon-tide beam
Scorch its foft, its filken wings.

XVI.
Not a leaf has leave to ftir,
Nature’s luli‘d—.-’-{_'erene--and fhadl !
Quiet e'en the fhepherd’s cur,
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill.

Languid is the landfcape round,
Till the frefh defcending fhower,

Grateful to the thirfty ground,
Raifes ev'ry fainting flower.

XVIH. |
Now the hill —the hedge —is green,
‘' Now the warblers’ throats in tune;

Blithfome is the terdant fcene,
Brighten'd by the beams of Noon !
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'E R the heath the heifer ftrays
O Free;=—(the furrow'd tafk is donc)
Now the w]lage windows blaze,
Burnifh'd by the fetting fun.

Now he fets behind the hill,
Sinking from a golden ficy

Can the pencil’s mimic fkill -~
Copy the refulgent dye? -

XXI,

Trudging as the plowmen go; - .,
(To the fmoaking hamlet boynd).
Giant.like their fhadows grow,

Lengthen’d qcr ;bé. lqvel gronﬂdé

XXIL

Where the rifin for; e
Shelter, }B}:g: E'IB%» hiudie.
To their high-built ; airy. bcd,aﬁ

e f—~+«;-!' i
See the_ roqks:rewgfng hquc, e wife

7 | XXIII. As
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XXIII.
As the lark with vary’'d tune
Carols to the evening loud: :
Mark the mild refplendent mo:)n
Breaking through a parted clo,ud !

XXIV.

Now the hermit howlet peeps
From the barn, or twifted brake -
And the blue mift flowly creeps, '
Curling on the filver lake.

XXV.
As the troat in fpeckled pride,
Playful from its bofom {prings ;
To the banks, arufied tide
Verges im fucceflive rings.
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Tripping through the filken grafs,
Q’er the path-divided dale,

Mark the rofe-complexion’d lafs
With her well-pois'd milken pail.

XXVIL
Linnets with unnumber’d notes,
And the cuckow bird with two,
Tuning fweet their mellow throats,
Bid the fetting fun adies.




