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V.

My books that wont to footh my mind

No longer now can pleafe :
‘There only thofe amufement find
That have a mind at eafe,
VI.
Nay life itfelf 1s taftelefls grown
From Lucy whilit I ftray :
Sick of the world I mufe alone
And figh the live-long day,
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Memory! celeftial maid !
Who glean’it the flow’rets cropt by time ;
And, {uffering not a leaf to fade,
Preferv’ft the blofloms of our prime ;
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind

| When life was new, and Lefbia kind.

I, And
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And bring that garland to my fight,
With which my favour’d crook the bound 3
And bring that wreath of rofes bright
Which then my feftive temples crown’d,
And to my raptur’d ear convey
The gentle things fhe deign’d to {ay-
IT1.
And fketch with care the Mufe’s bow’r,
Where Ifis rolls her filver tide s
Nor yetomit one reed or flow’r
" That fhines on Cherwell’s verdant fide;
If fo thow may’ft thofe hours prolong,
When polifh’d Lycon join’d my {ong.
IV.
The fong it ’vails not to recite—
But fure, to footh our youthful drlcmns,
Thofe banks and fireams appear’d more bright
Than other banks, than other fireams ;
Or by thy foftening pencil fhewn,
Aflume they beauties not their own 2
VA,
And paint that {weetly vacant {cene,
When, all beneath ‘the poplar‘bough,
My {pirits light, my.{oul {erene,
I breath’d in verfe one cordial vow ;
That nothing thould my foul infpire,
Bat friendfhip warm, and love entire.

VI. Dull
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Dull to the fenfe of new delight,
On thee the drooping Mufe attends ;
As fome fond lover, robb’d of fight,
On thy expreflive pow’r depends ;
Nor would exchange thy glowing lines,
To live the lord of all that fhines.
Vit
But let me chafe thofe vows away
Which at ambition’s fhrine I made ;
Nor ever let thy fkill difplay
Thofe anxious moments, ill repaid :
Oh! from my brealt that {eafon rafe,
And bring my childhood in its place.
VIII.
Bring me the bells, therattle bring,
And bring the hobby I beftrode ;
When pleas’d,  in many a fportive ring,
Around the room I jovial rode :
Ev’n let me bid my lyre adieu,
And bring the whiftle that I blew.
IX.
Then will I mufe, and penfive fay,
Why did not thefe enjoyments laft
How fweetly wafted I the day,
While innocence allow’d to watfte ?
Ambition’s toils alike are vain,
But ah! for pleafure yield us pain.

The
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