| Backwardnefs of the SPRING 1771.

Eflatem increpitans feram, xepbyrofgue morantes.

VirgiL,

IN vain the fprightly fun renews his courfe,
Climbs up th’ afcending figns and leads the day,

While long embattled clouds repel his force,

And lazy vapours choke the golden ray.

In vain the fpring proclaims the new-born year ;
No flowers beneath her lingering footfteps {pring,
No rofy garland binds her flowing hair,

And in her train no feather’d warblers fing.

Her opening breaft is ftain’d with frequent thowers,
Her ftreaming trefles bath’d in chilling dews,
And fad before her move the penfive hours, _
‘Whofe flagging wings no breathing fweets diffufe. '
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Like fome lone pilgrim, clad in mournful weed,
Whofe wounded bofom drinks her falling tears,
On whofe pale cheek relentlefs forrows feed,

Whofe dreary way no {prightly carol cheers,

Not thus fhe breath’d on Arno’s purple fhore,
And call’d the Tufcan Mufes to her bowers;
Not this the robe in Enna’s vale fthe wore,

When Ceres’ daughter fill’d her lap with flowers.

Clouds behind clouds in long fucceffion rife,
And htalvy fnows opprefs the {pringing green ;
The dazzling walte fatigues the aching eyes,

And fancy droops beneath th’ unvaried fcene.

Indulgent nature loofe this frozen zone ;
Thro’ opening fkies let genial fun-beams play;
Diflolving fnows fhall their glad impulfe own,

And melt upon the bofom of the May. . LA
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