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HYMN to CONTENT.

"""""""""""" natura beatis

Omnibus effe dedit, fi quis cognoverit uti.

CLavuDpiaN,

Thou, the Nymph with placid eye!
O O feldom found, yet ever nigh !
Receive my temperate vow :
Not all the ftorms that fhake the pole
Can é’er difturb thy halcyon foul,
And fmooth unalter’d brow.

O come, in fimpleft veft array’d,

With all thy {ober cheer difplay’d
To
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To blefs my longing fight ;
Thy mien compos’d, thy even pace,
Thy meek ﬁéﬂtd; thy matron grace, ;

And chafte fubdued delight.

No more by varying paffions beat,
O gentle guide my pilgrim feet
To find thy hermit cell;
Where in fome pure and equal fky
Beneath thy foft indulgent eye
The modeft virtues dwell.

Simplicity in attic veft,
And Innocence with candid breaft,

And clear undaunted eye ;

And Hope, who points to diftant ]rears,.

Fair opening thro’ this vale of tears
A vifta to the ky.
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There Health, thro’ whofe calm bofom glide
The temperate joys in even tide,

That rarely ebb or flow ;
And Patience there, thy fifter meek, |,

Prefents her mild, unvarying cheek

To meet the offer’d blow.

Her influence taught the Phrygian fage
A tyrant mafter’s wanton rage
With fettled fmiles to meet :
Inur’d to toil and bitter bread
He bow’d his meek fubmitted head,
And kif9’d thy fainted feet.

But thou, oh Nymph retir’d and coy !
In what brown hamlet doft thou joy
To tell thy tender tale ;

The lowlieft children of the ground,
Mofs
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Mofs-rofe, and violet bloflom round,
And lily of the vale.

O fay what foft propitious hour

I beft may chufe to hail thy power,
And court thy gentle {way ?

When Autumn, friendly to the Mufe,

Shall thy own modeft tints diffufe,
And fhed thy milder day.

When Eve, her dewy ftar beneath,

Thy balmy fpirit loves to breathe,
And every ftorm is laid ;

If fuch an hour was e’er thy choice,
Oft let me hear thy foothing voice
Low whifpering thro’ the fhade.




