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ODE TO GENIUS.

TO THE REV. WILLIAM MASON, A. M.
PRECENTOR OF THE CATHEDPAL CHURCH OF YORK.

GENIUS! thou pow’r fublime and bright,
Thou radiant {park of heav’nly light,
Sent from above our toil to cheer.
How in Shak{peare’s hallow'd page,
Glowing with poetic rage,

Thy magic ftrokes appear!

Spenfer {eiz'd thy trembling lyre,
How he felt thy facred fire
Let his matchlefs numbers tell.
Goblins ftern, and Fairies kind—
Airy offspring of the mind—
To them he tun’d his fhell,
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4 | | Milton too, that 'bm'ﬂ divine, I
.;- Bow'd hefbréthyfacredfhﬂné ¢l Cl &
: Of cherubd hofts, and heaven’s high '
Sognng bold on eaglc s wing; “ ‘i;(“,' I
O, how fweetly did he fing! PRt
But, ah! he fung alone. l ,Ij-".';-';

Infpir'd by thee, majeﬂ'_lc Young Jh‘odﬁ; 7
, Of Death and Fate {fublimely funga,“ Nk
E And whil he tu'd his olemn ey d:r o) ,;z
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By pale Luna’s fickle light; dfm{ 7 w
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E | How he charm’d the ear of Night,._ | ‘-'"’*‘" b,
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And bade our fouls afpire,!t,I i Ijm*f

Then Collins chafte, and Theba_.l_l-G

Gave to thee the ardent lay 5
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Pleas’d, you heard theu‘ mlm_bers ﬂom.

1 ant ¥o tte L0
Mafon’s verfe you now lﬂfplre, 2 aats
Charm’d, yuu tune his matchléﬁ l}re,,

And dwell with hlm helow.




