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NMRREES written 10 on ALt

Jam Cytherea choros ducit Venus imminente Luna.

HorarT,

NOW the moon-beam’s trembling luftre

Silvers o’er the dewy green,

And in foft and fhadowy colours

Sweetly paints the checquer’d fcene,

Here between the opening branches
Streams a flood of foften’d light,
There the thick and twifted foliage

{  Spreads the browner gloom of night,
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This is fure the haunt of fairies,

In yon cool alcove they play ;

Care can never crofs the threfhold,

Care was only made for day.

Far from hence be noify clamour,
Sick difgult and anxious fear;
Pining grief and wafting anguifh

Never keep their vigils here.,

Tell no tales of fheeted fpectres
Rifing from the quiet tomb ;
Fairer forms this cell fhall wifit,

Brighter vifions gild the gloom.

Choral fongs and {prightly voices
Echo from her cell fhall call ;
Sweeter, {weeter than the murmur

Of the diftant water-fall.
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IN AN ALCOVE.

Every ruder guft of paffion
Lull’d with mufic dies away,
Till within the charmed bofom

None but foft affetions play :

Soft, as when the evening breezes
Gently ftir the poplar grnire ;
Brighter than the {mile of fummer,

Sweeter than the breath of love.

Thee, th’linchanted Mufe fhall follow,
Lissy ! to the ruftic cell,
And each carelefs note repeating

Tune them to her charming fhell.

: Not the Mufe who wreath’d with laurel
Solemn ftalks with tragic gait,
And in clear and lofty vifion

Sees the future births of fate ;
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Not the maid who crown’d with cyprefs
Sweeps along in fcepter’d pall,
And in fad and folemn accents

Mourns the crefted hero’s fall ;

But that other fmiling fifter,
With the blue and laughing eye,
Singing, in a lighter meafure,

Strains of woodland harmony :

All unknown to fame and glory,
Eafy, blithe and debonair,
Crown’d with flowers, her carelefs trefles

Loofely floating on the air,

Thﬂn', when next the ftar of evening
Softly fheds the filent dew,
Let me in this ruftic temple,

Lissy ! meet the Mufe and you.




