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ODE to SP R IN G. By Mifs F.

AIL, genial goddefs, blooming Spring
Thy bleft return, O let me fing,
And aid my languid lays:
Let me not fink in {loth {upine,
While all creation at thy fhrine
Its annual tribute pays.
I1.
Efcap’d from Winter’s freezing power
Each bloflom greets thee, and each flower;
And, foremoit of the train,
By Nature, (artlefs handmaid !) dreft,
The {now-drop comes in lilly’d vetft,
Prophetic of thy reign.
III.
The lark now ftrains his warbling throat,
While every loud and {prightly note
Calls Echo from her cell.
Be warn’d, ye fair, that liften round,
A beauteous maid became a {found,
A maid who lov’d too well.
TV
The bright-hair'd fun with warmth bemign
Bids tree, and fhrub, and {welling vine
Their infant-buds difplay :
Again the ftreams refrefh the plains,
Which Winter bound in icy chains,

And fparkling blefs his ray.
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Life-giving Zephyrs breathe around,
And inftant glows th’ enamel’d ground
With Nature’s vary’d hues :
Not {o returns our youth decay’d,
Alas! norair, nor fun, nor fhade
The {pring of life renews.
VI.
The fun’s too quick-revolving beam
Will foon diffolve the human dream,
£ nd bring th’ appointed hour:
Too late we catch his parting ray,
And mourn the idly-wafted day
No longer in our power.
VII.
Then happieft he, whofe lengthen’d fight

Purfues, by virtue’s conftant light,

A hope beyond the fkies ;
Where frowning Winter ne’er fhall come,
But rofy Spring for ever bloom,

And funs eternal rife.
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ODE ta CENTHIA: By the Same,

ISTER of Pheebns, gentle Queen,
Of afpe mild and brow ferene,
Whofe friendly beams by night appear,

The lonely traveller to cheer ;




