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More, madd?ae;-&c; ~ Lib. iv. Od. ii.

MID the garden’s fragrance laid,

Where yonder limes behold their fhade
Along the glafly ftream,

With Horace and his tuneful eafe

I'll reft from crouds, and care’s difeafe,

And fummer’s piercing beam.
Behold
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Behold the 'bufy, wand’ring Ber }

From bloom to bloom, ﬁ'om tree to trc& ¥

She fweeps 'mellifluous dews 3 3
For her 'the filken gems arife, =
For her difplay their fhining dyes,

Their balmy breath diffufe, -

Sweet Murmurer . may no _rude florny
. This pleafurable’ fcene deform
To check thy gladfome toils;
Still may the buds- unfullied fprmg, _
Still thow’rs and funfhine court thy wing
To thefe ambroﬁal fpolls

Nor fhall my Mufe hereafter fail
Her fellowllab’rer thus to hail,
And lucky be the ftrains !
For long ago did nature frame
Your feafons and your arts the fame,
Your pleafures and your pains.

Like
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Like thee, in lowly, fylvan feenes,
And river-banks and fruitful greens
Delights my Mgraﬁt foﬁg: {isnld
Nor ftrives by foaring high in air,
Tho' fwans and eagles trmmph there,
To draw the giddy throng.

Nor where the raven, where the owl

By night their hateful orgies howl,
Will fhe her cares imploy ;

But flies from ruins and from graves,

From ghoftly cells and’ monkifh caves
To day—-]ights and to joy.

Nor will fhe t&mpt’ tiic; barren waftes

Nor deigns th’ ungrateful flores to taﬂe
Of any noxious thing ;

But leaves with fcorn to others’ ufe

The bitter hemlock’s baneful juice,
The nettle’s fordid fting,

Fram.
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From all which nature faireft knows,

The vernal blooms, the {ummer rofe, -
She draws her minglec:l wealth ;

And when the lovely tafk is done,

She confecrates a double boon,

To pleafure and to health.
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