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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
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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! . . .
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Farewel to thefe—mnow round the lonely farms,
Where jocund Plenty deigns to fix her feat;

rh’ autumnal landfcape opening all its charms,
Declares kind Nature’s annual work compleat,

In different parts what different views delight,
Where on neat ridges waves the golden grain;

Or where the bearded barley dazzling white,
Spreads o’er the fteepy flope or wide champain.

i

The fmile of Morning gleams along the hills;
And wakeful Labour calls her fons abroad ;
They leave with chearful look their lowly vills,

And bid the fields refign their ripen’d load.

To various tafks addrefs the rufhc band, : e,
And here the fcythe, and there the fickle w1clcl :

Or rear the new-bound fheaves along the land;
Or range in heaps the produce of the ﬁeld.
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Some bulld the thCkS; fome lm‘vd ‘th?e {pamm}i wzms, 5
Some lead to fheltering barns the i;'r‘"‘ﬂ""nt Wm"“ 4 sy
Some form tall ‘ricks that towering o’er ‘h' P .
For many a mile the rural yarda ﬂd"ﬂ"
Dbyl Bl
T inclofure gates thrown o
The ftubble’s pbﬂﬁlﬁﬂ

The rattling car with verd
And Joyful fwams ;
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| veft o’er—Ye rural lords,

-n mark glad harve e gt S
Soﬁfhofc wild domains o’er Albion’s ifle E}ctend,‘
Think whofe kind hand your annual we-alth aﬁ'OI‘ds%
And bid to heaven your grateful pra_lfe afcendf :

For tho’ no gift fpontaneous of the ground_ :
Rofe thefe fair crops that made your vallies ﬁmle,

Tho’ the blithe youth of every hamlet roq'nd :

Purfued for thefe thro’ many a day thel‘r t011,l

Yet what avail your labours or your cares?
Can all your labours, all your cares fuppl}:r
Bright funs, or foftening fhowers, or tepid airs,
Or one indulgent influence of the fky?

For Providence decrees that we pbtain

~ With toil each blefling deftin’d to our ufe;
But means to teach us that our toil is vain,

- If he the bounty of his hand refufe,
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Yet Albion, blame not what thy crime demands,
- While this fad truth the bluthing mufe betrays,
_ '?Iore frequent echoes o’er thy harveft lands :
- The voice of riot than the voice of praife.
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Frolific tho’ thy fields and mjlq thy clime,

_ Know realms once fam’d for fields and climes as fair,
;gavc fell the prey of famine, war, and Bitne ol it 500
And now no femblance of their glory bear,
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Alk Paleiline, proud Afia’s early boaft,
where now the groves that pour’d her wine and oil,
Where the fair towns that crown’d her wealthy coaft,
where the glad fwains that till’d her fertile {oil ?

Afk, and behold, and mourn her haplefs fall!

Where rofe fair towns, where way’d the golden grain,
Thron’d on the naked rock and mouldering wall,
Pale Want and Ruin hold their dreary reign,

Where Jordan’s vallies {fmil’d in living green,
Where Sharon’s ﬂowers difclos’d their varied hues,

The wandermg pllcrnm views the alter’d fcepe, -
And drops the tear of pity as he views.

Afk Grecia, mourning o’er her ruin’d towers;

Where now the profpeéts charm’d her bards of old,
Her corn-clad mountains and Elyfian bowers,

And filver ftreams thro’ fragrant lmegdows roll’d ?

Where Freedom’s praife along the vale was heard,
And town to town return’d the favourite found;
Where patriot War her awful ftandard rear’d,
And brav’d the m11110ns Pcrﬁa pour’d around ?

There Freedom’s pra1fe no mm‘e*the va!ley chears,
There patriot War no more her banner wavess

Nor bard, nor fage, nor martial chief appﬁl‘s
But ftern barbanans rule a lawd ﬁf ﬂw
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Of mighty realms are fuch the poor remair')s?
Oof x;aighty realms that fell'when mad with power,

They lur’d each vice to revel on their plains;
Each monfter doom’d their offspring to devour!

O Albion! would’ft thou fhun their mournful fates,
To fhun their follies and their crimes be thine;
And woo to linger in thy fair retreats, =

The radiant virtues, progeny divine!

 Bright Truth, the nobleft of the facred band,

- Sweet Peace whole brow no rufiling frown deforms, ;
- Fair Charity with ever open hand, - =4 i
3 _And Courage fmiling ’midft a thoufand ftorms. ; ‘

O hafle 0 grace our ifl, ye lovely train! A
o may the power whofe hand.all blefing yieds,
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 AAnd crown with annual wealth her laughing fields, -
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