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By the Same.
I

LO ! where the rofy-bofom’d hours,

Fair VEnus’ train appear,
Difclofe the long-expecting flowers,
And wake the purple year!
The ArTick warbler pours her throat
Refponfive to the cuckow’s note,
The 111nt:1ught harmony of {pring :
While whifp’ring pleafure as they fly,
Cool Zephyrs thro’ the clear blue tky
Their gather’d fragrance fling.

B

Where-e’er the cak’s thick branches ftretch
A broader browner thade ;
Where-e’er the rude and mofs-green beech
O’er-canopies the glade;
Befide fome water’s ruthy brink
With me the Mufe fhall {fit and thinlk
(At eafe reclin’d in ruftick ftate)
How vain the ardour of the crowd, -
How low, how indigent the propd,
How little are the great !
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III.
Still 1s the toiling hand of care:
The panting herds repofe:
Yet hark, how through the peopled air
The bufy murmur glows !
The infeét youth are on the wing,
Eager to tafte the honied {pring,
And float amid the liquid noon :
Some lightly o’er the current fkim,
Some fhew their gayly-gilded trim
Quick-glancing to the fun.

IV.
To Contemplation’s {ober eye
Such 1s the race of man:
And they that creep, and they that fly,
Shall end where they began,
Alike the bufy and the gay
But flutter thro’ life’s little day,
In fortune’s varying colours drefs’d :
Brufh’d by the hand of rough mifchance,
Or chill’d by age, their airy dance
They leave, in duft to reft.

V.
Methinks I hear in accents low
The fportive kind reply :

Poor moralit ! and what art thou ?
A folitary fly !

Thy
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Thy joys no glittering female meets,
No hive haft thou of hoarded {weets,
No painted plumage to difplay:
On hafty wings thy youth 1s flown ;

Thy f{un is {fet, thy {pring is gone
We frolick, while ’tis May.
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O D E on the Death of a Favourite C a T,

Drowned in 2 Tub of Gold Fifhes.

By the Same.
118
3 W AS on a lofty V{ﬁ::’s fide,
Where China’s gayeft art had dy’d
The azure flowers, that blow j
Demureft of the Tabby kind,
The penfive Selima reclin’d,
Gaz’d on the lake below.
I1.
Her confcious tail her joy declar’d ;
The fair round face, the fnowy beard,
The velvet of her paws,
The coat that with the tortoife vies,
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,
She faw ; and purr’d applaufe.
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