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Written near. B-A T H. 15z:.

RQue tu deferta et inbofpita tefgua

Dicis, amana wvocat mecum qui fentit.
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By the Same.

I
ACH faucy cit, who ftrolls from town,
With {corn furveys my gothic cell,
Or wond’ring atks, what fordid clown
In this drear folitude can dwell.

1.

Thefe mould’ring walls, with ivy crown’d,
‘That charm me witletheir folemn f{cene,
Thefe flow’rs that bloom {pontaneous round,

Provoke his mirth, or raife his fpleen

1II
Inur’d to fmoke, thrn::uwhuut the year
Yon verdant meads unmov’d he fees —
T hofe hills unﬁght}y rocks appear———-
You facred groves, zere heaps of trees, —-
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[V.

The lucid fount, that murmuring falls,

Then thro’ my fhrubs meand’ring fteals,

An ufeful fiream the infipid calls, ———

But no poetic rapture feels.
V.
Hither from noify crowds I fly;
Here dwells
Vet think not Fancy’s curious eye,
To thefe deep folitudes confin’d,
VI.

Whene’er at morn or eve I rove,

{oft r_-;]_il-, ancl pr::l::e of mind Lo

Where yonder cliffs with pines are crown’d,

More fplendid fcenes my rapture move;
How charm’d I rarge th’ horizon round.

VII.
There Allen’s ftately columns rife,
And glittering from the circling wood,
With conftant beauty feed my eyes,
As he the poor with conftant food.

VIIIL.

Each pompous work, proud Bath! I fhare
That decks thy hills.—Well-pleas’d I fee
Thy rifing cirque eclipfe thy {quare,
And Pitt and Stanhope build for me,

[X. Here
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IX.

Here Bathurft’s hioh aérial feat
e ’

- e

T here Seymour’s lofty eroves are

ekl JELT

And Riggs’s elegant retreat

-
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Adorns the variegated /

X
Would I fair Eden’s bloom reftore !
Lo! Widcomb’s cultivated vale.
Where Flora p:li;al.-' her flopes for Moore,
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And all Arabia’s fweets exhale

XI.
Luxurious thus I freely rove
Nor at the fons of wealth repine ;
Mere tenant of each hill and erov

Which {overeion Fai
Y I11CI1 1QVerel ‘N ran

The ftatelieft dome its mafter cloys —
Then grant him but thefe tranfient views,

What you poffefs, the bard enjoys.
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