WRITTEN AT THE APPROACH OF WINTER.

BY THE SAME.
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HE fun far fouthward bends K5 Gl way,
T The bleak north-eaft wind lays the forefc bare,
The fruit ungather’d qults the naked fpray, s

And dreary Wmter re;gns_ o’ cr earth };md_aujy_.
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No mark of vegetable life is feen, & Al "’"‘"“:'i
No bird to bird repeats his tuneﬁil o g, v ¢ -
Save the dark leaves of fome rude ev’ersgreeﬁ, st

Save the lone red- breaﬂ e the mofs-grm Wﬂy: e

Where are the ”{j:oﬂgﬁﬁy? ﬁ:&hé& by Spring
The May-flower’d hedges Mﬁ?&ﬁ’ k
The white flocks {ﬁatmiﬁ 0
The woodlarks '
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Where is gay S‘u’
- Thatin. '
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%W here is brown Autumn’s evening mild and fill,
What time the ripen’d corn frefh fragrance yields,

What time the village peoples all the hiI*I,
And loud fhouts echo o’er the harveft fields?

To former fcenes our fancy thus returns,
To former fcenes that little pleas’d when here!
Our Winter chills us, and our Summer buras;

Yet we diflike the changes of the year.

To happier lands then reftle(s fancy fiies,

Where Indian fireams thro’ green Savanhahs flow ;
Where brighter funs and ever tranquil fkies

Bid new fruits ripen and new flowrets blow.

Let Truth thefe fairer happier lands furvey,
There half the year defcends in watry: ftorms;
Or Nature fickens in the biaze of day,

And one brown hue the fun-burnt plain deforms.

There oft as toiling in the mazy fields,

Or homeward pafling on the fhadelefs Ways
His joylefs life the weary labourer yields, | :
And inftant drops beneath the deaﬂlifn_z'llray.
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Who dreams of natare free from nature’s ftrife ?
. Who dream_s._o-f.conﬁant-happinefs below ?
The hope:-ﬂufh’d enterer on the ﬁage of life ;

- The youth to knowledge unchaflis’d by woe.
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for me, long toil’d on many a weary road,

' 1Led by falfe hope in fearch of many a joy;

I find in carth’s bleakk clime no ble{t abode,
‘No place, no feafon facred from annoy:

For me, while Winter rages round the plains,
with his dark days ’ll human life compare;

Not thofe who fraught with clouds and winds and rams,
Than this with pmmg pain and anxious care.

O whence this wonderous turn of mind our fate!
Whate’er the feafon or the place poffeft,
We ever murmur at our prefent ftate,
And yet the thought of parting breaks our reft:

Why elfe, when heard in evening’s folemn gloom,
Does the fad knell, that foundmg o’er the plain
Tolls fome poor lifelefs body to the tomb,
Thus thrill my breaft with melancholy pain?

The voice of Reafon echoes in my ar,
Thus thou ere long mult ] yom th”y kindred clay;

No more thefe ¢ noftrils breathe the vital R

No mOre thefe eyehds open on the d‘ay

O Wmter, round me fprea& thy ;cyhfs ﬂigﬂl‘h
Thy threatnmg ﬂues in duﬂgv‘ iawm M S
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Encagh has heaven indulg’d of joy below, |
To tempt our tarriance in this lov’d retr¢ats .
Enough has heaven ordain’d of ufeful woe,
[= E :
To make us languifh for a happier {eat.

There is, wha deems all climes, all feafons fair, ' ;
There is, who knows no reftlefs paflion’s firife; '

Contentment {miling at each idle care;
Contentment thankful for the gift of life ;

T

8$he finds in Winter many a fcene to pleafes

The morning landfcape fring’d with froft-work gay,
The fun at noon feen' thro’ the leaflefs trees,

The clear calm zther at the clofe of day: ' :

i

She marks th” advantage ftorms and clouds beftow,
‘When bln&ering:(qu&u; purifies the air,

When moift Aquarius pours the fleecy fnow, 2
That maltes th’ impregnate glebe a richer harveft bear;

bids for all our grateful praife arife,
 him whofe mand B8 0 d world :

L WU e ate fpake the world to form ;
o4 s gwm and Summer’s chearful fkies,
And e ; g:m-'flad field, and Winter’s founding ftorm.
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