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A Summer Evening’s Meditation.

One fun by day, by night ten thoufand fbines

Youna.,

’T IS paft! The fultry tyrant of the {outh
Has {pent his thort-liv’d rage ; more grateful hours

Move filent on ; the fkies no more repel

The dazzled fight, but with mild maiden beams
Of temper’d light, invite the cherifh’d eye

To wander o’er their {phere; where hung aloft
Dian’s bright crefcent, like a filver bow

New ftrung in heaven, lifts high its heamy horns
Impa-
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Impatient for the night, and feems to pufh

Her brother down the fky. Fair Vexus fhines
E’en in the eye of day ; with fweeteft beam
Propitious fhines, and fhakes a trembling flood -
Of foften’d radiance from her dewy locks.

The fhadows fpread apace ;' while meeken’d: Eve
He; cheek yet warm wil:l}l blufhes, flow retires
Thro’ the Hefperian gardens of the weft, -

}And fhuts the gates of day. ’Tis now the hour
When Contemplation, from her funlefs haunts,
The cool damp grotto, or the lonely &:pth

Of unpierc’d woods, where wrapt in folid fhade
She mufed away the gaudy hours of noon,

And fed on thoughts unripen’d bylthc fon, ' |
Moves forward ; and with radiant finger points
To yon blue concave {well’d by breath divine,
Where, one by one, the living eyes of heaven

Awake, quick kindling o’er the face of ether
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One boundlefs blaze ; ten thoufand trembling fires,

And dancing luftres, where th’ unfteady eye
Refltlefs, and dazzled wanders unconfin’d

Q’er all this field of glories : fpacious field ;
And worthy of the Malter : he, whofe hand
With hieroglyphics elder than the Nile,
Infcrib’d the myftic tablet ; hung on high

To public gaze, and faid, adore, O man!
The finger of thy Gop. From what pure wells
Of milky light, what foft o’erflowing urn,

Are all thefe lamps fo fill'd ? thefe friendly lamps,
For ever ftreaming o’er the azure deep

To point our path, and light us to our home.
How foft they flide along their lacid fpheres !
And filent as the foot of time, fulfil

Their deftin’d courfes : Nature’s felf is hufh’d,
And, but a fclatl:er’d leaf, which raftles thro’

The thick-wove foliage, not a found is heard

Ta
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To break the midnight air; tho’ the rais’d ear,
Intenfely liftening, drinks in every breath.
How deep the filence yet how loud the praife !
But are they filent all ? or is there not

A tongue in every ftar that talks with man,
And wooes him to be wife ; nor wooes in vain :
This dead of midnight is the noon of :h;:mght,

And wifdom mounts her zenith with the flars.

At this ftill hour the felf-colletted foul

Turns inward, and beholds a ftranger there

Of high defcent, and more than mortal rank j
An embryo Gob ; a fpark of fire divine,
Which muft burn on for ages, when the fun,
(Fair tranfitory creature of a day!)

Has clos’d his golden eye, and wrap'd in fhades

Forgets his wonted journey thro’ the eaft.

Ye citadels of light, and feats of Gops !

Perhaps my future home, from whence the foul

Revolving
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Revolving periods paft, may oft léok back

With recolleéted tendernefs, on all

"The various bufy fcenes the left below,

Its deep laid projects and its firange events, -

As on fome fond and doting tale that footh’d

Her infant hours; O be it lawful now

To tread the hallow’d circle of your courts,

And with mute wonder :and delighted awe
Approach your burning confines.  Seiz’d in thought
On fancy’s wild and roving wing I fail,

From the green borders of the peopled earth,

And the pale moon, her duteous fair attendant ;
From folitary Mars; from the vaft orb

Of Jupiter, whofe huge gigantic bulk

Dances in ether like the lighteft leaf;

T'o the dim verge, the fuburbs of the {yftem,
Where cheerlefs Saturn *midft his wat’ry moons :

Girt with a lucid zone, in gloomy pomp,
Sits
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Sits like an exil’d monarch : fearlefs thence

I launch into the tracklefs deeps of fpace,
Where, burning round, ten thnufa_nd {uns appear,
Of elder beam ; which afk no leave to ﬂiine

Of our terreftrial ftar, nor borrow light

From the proud regent of our feanty day ;.

Sons of the morning, firft-born of creation,

And only lefs than Him who marks their track,
And guiées their fiery wheels. Here muft I ftop,
Or is there aught beyond ? What hand unfeen
Impels- me onward thro’ the glowing orbs

Of habitable nature, far remote, -

To the dread confines of eternal night,

To folitudes of vaft unpeopled fpace,

| .The defarts of creation, wide and wild ;

Where embryo fyftens and unkindled funs
- Sleep in the tomb of chaos ? fancy droops,
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And thought aftonifh’d ftops her bold career.

But oh thou mighty mind ! whofe powerful word
Saiﬂ, thus let all things be, and thus they were,
Where fhall I ﬁ:é: :by prefence ? how unblam’d
Invoke thy dread perfeétion ? :
Have the broad eye-lids of the morn beheld thee 2 -5
Or does the beamy fhoulder of Orion / ‘ .
Support thy throne ? O look with pity down | |
On erring guilty man ; not in thy names 'r =
Of terror clad ; not with thofe thunders armf_d;:' | -'
That confcious Sinai felt, when fear appall’d | |
The {catter’d tribes ; thou haft a gentler voice,
That whifpers cumjn:t to the fw:l]ing heart,
 Abafh’d, jrf,': longing to behold her Maker,

B
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Dreft up with fan, and fhade, and lawns, and &rumr,
A manfion fair and fpacious for its gneﬂ, :

A

And full replete with wondm._ Let me here
Content and gmehl, wait th’ lppntm{ed time
~ And ripen for the fkies : the hour will come
Whei all thefe fplendours burfting on my fight
Shall ftand unveil’d, and to my ravifh’d fenfe
Unlock the glories of the world unknown.




