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WRITTEN IN THE HOT WEATHER, JULY MDCCLVII.

B L.t AL PENE

THRE E hours from noon the pafling thadow fhows,
The fultry breeze glides faintly o’er tﬁt plmw,

The dazzling wmther fierce and fiercer glows, et
And human nature fcarce its rage fuftains.

I Now ftill and vacant is the dufty ftreet, e M
| And fill and vacant where yon fields men&, i W e

| Save where thofe {wains, opprefs’d with toil md P, 5
. The grafly harveft of the mead atend. 0

Loft is the lively afpé& of the th. W‘ﬂ“&-‘ *ar;:::?%'kf&

Low are the fprings, the mwm ian
No verdant th in all the vale is found, W ‘
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of the torrid zone,
or Peru’s fields difplayy
tates their own,

All but the nativcs

What Afric’s wilds, .
Pleas’d with a clime that imi .
They lovelier bloom beneath the parching ray.

Where is wild nature’s heart-reviving. fong,

That filPd in gerial Spring the verdant bowers ?
Silent in gloomy woods the feather’d throng
Pine thro’ this long, long courfe of {ultry hours.

Where 3s the dream of blifs by Summer brought *
The walk along the riv’let-water’d vale?

The field with verdure clad, with fragrance fraughty
The fun mild-beaming, and the fanning gale

The weary foul Imagination chears,

Her pleafing colours: paint the future gay 3
Time pafles on, the truth itfelf appears, |
The pleafing colours initant fade away -

In different {eafons different joys we place,

And thefe fhall Spring {upply,- and Summer thefe;
Vet frequent ftorms the bloom of Spring deface,

- And Summer fearcely brings a day to pleafe.

0 '_fer fome fecret fhady cool recefst _ ik 219
~_ Some Gothic dome o’ethung with darkfome trees,
E *"-_«.h-.“-Where thick damp walls this.mgi?ng. heat reprefsy £
 Where the long ifle invites the lazy breezes '
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Bt why thefe _Plaints !—amid his waftes of fand,

Far more than this the wandering Arab feels s
par more the Indian in Columbus’ land,

While Pheebus o’er him rolls his ﬁery wheels :

Far more the fenfible of mind {uftains,

Rack’d with the poignant pjarigs' of fenr or fis sy
The hopelefs lover, bound in beauty’s chains,

And he, whom envy robs of hard-earn’d fame:

He, who a father or a mother mourns,
Or lovely confort loft in carly bloom,
He, whom the dreaded rage of fever burns,
Or flow difeafe I¢ads lingering to the tomb.—

Left man fhould fink beneath the prefent pain;

- Left man fhould triumph in the prefent joy;

For him th’ unvarying ¢ Laws of heaven ordain,”
Hope in his ills, and to his blifs alloy.

Fierce and oppreflive is the fun we fhare,
Yet not unufeful to our humid foil ;

Hence fhall our fraits a richer flavour bear,
Hence fhall out plains with riper harvefts fmile:

Refle® and be contenta=for mankind’s good

_Heaven gives the due degrees of drought or rain;

To-morrow ceafelefs fhowers may fwell the flood,
Nor foon yon fun rife blazing fierce again: g
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Ev'n now behold the grntcfu] change at hand,
Hark, in'the eaft loud bluftering gales arife;
Wide and more wide the darkening clouds expand,

diftant lightnings flafh along the fkies :

And

O in the awful concert of the ftorms,
While hail and rain, and wind and thunder join'
Let the great Ruler’s praife my fong inform, |
Let wonder, reverence, gratitude be mines

Rae¥ss¥ae ke agkoe Koo Koo Keo RaeRaehaeKa ks
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 WRITTEN IN THE HARVEST.

BY THE S§AME

‘ FAI}TE}:]WEL the’, pleafant violet-feonted fhade; 14
Th : “ f_’“m"‘” d-hill, and daify-mantled mead;

‘he fanny wall, with bloomy branches fpreads

?m-wd the bower with Miﬁg"fﬁfﬂ&gay-; Cl

hiarﬂ;fﬂthe fiagrant trefoil-purpled fields . . . 1
W;f:ﬁﬁ_&“{&”& !hrp?,mw.s of 31§Wrmq§vﬁ hay, _’ | <
When cvening breezes mingled odours yield! . . .

Fasewel




