10 BOWLES POEMS.

That, mingled with the toiling crowd, no more
I may return your varied views to mark,
Of rocks amid the sunshine towering dark,
Of rivers winding wild,! or mountains hoar,
~ Or castle gleaming on the distant steep !—
Yet many a look back on thy hills I cast,
And many a softened image of the past
Sadly combine, and bid remembrance keep,
To soothe me with fair scenes, and fancies rude,
When I pursue my path in solitude.

EVENING.

EvENING ! as slow thy placid shades descend,
Veiling with gentlest hush the landscape still,
The lonely battlement, the farthest hill

And wood, I think of those who have no friend ;

Who now, perhaps, by melancholy led,

From the broad blaze of day, where pleasure flaunts,
Retiring, wander to the ring-dove’s haunts

Unseen ; and watch the tints that o’er thy bed

Hang lovely ; oft to musing Fancy’s eye
Presenting fairy vales, where the tired mind
Might rest beyond the murmurs of mankind,

Nor hear the hourly moans of misery !

Alas for man! that Hope’s fair views the while

Should smile like you, and perish as they smile !

1 There i8 & wildness almost fantastic in the view of the river from Stirling

Castle, the course of which 18 scen for many miles, making a thousand
turnings.
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TO THE RIVER ITCHIN.?

ItrcHIN! when I behold thy banks again,
Thy crumbling margin, and thy silver breast,
On which the self-same tints still seem to rest,
Why feels my heart a shivering sense of pain !
Is it, that many a summer’s day has past
Since, in life’s morn, I carolled on thy side !
Is it, that oft since then my heart has sighed,
As Youth, and Hope’s delusive gleams, flew fast !
Is it, that those who gathered on thy shore,
Companions of my youth, now meet no more !
Whate'er the cause, upon thy banks I bend,
Sorrowing ; yet feel such solace at my heart,
As at the meeting of some long-lost friend,
From whom, in happier hours, we wept to part.

ON RESIGNING A SCHOLARSHIP OF TRINITY -
COLLEGE, OXFORD,

AND RETIRING TO A COUNTRY CURACY.

FAREwELL! a long farewell! O Poverty,
Affection’s fondest dream how hast thou reft !
But though, on thy stern brow no trace is left

Of youthful joys, that on the cold heart die,

With thee a sad companionship I seek,

Content, if poor ;—for patient wretchedness,
Tearful, but uncomplaining of distress,

Who turns to the rude storm her faded cheek ;
And Piety, who never told her wrong ;

And calm Content, whose griefs no more rebel ;

! The Itchin is a river running from Winchester to Southampton, the banks
of which have been the scene of many a holiday sport. The lines were com-

posed on an evening in & journey from Oxford to Southampton, the first time
I had seen the Itchin since I left school.



