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L P S e T AN, BELBELG Y.
BY THE §8AME,

E fair, for whom the hands of Hymen weave
The nuptial wreath to deck your virgin brow,
While pleafing pains the confcious bofom heave,
And on the kindling cheeks the blufhes glow :

Whofe {potlefs foul contains the better dower,
Whofe life unftain’d full many virtues vouch,
For whom now Venus frames the fragrant bower,
And featters rofes o’er th’ expe€ling couch :

To you I fing.—Ah ! ere the raptur’d youth
With trembling hand removes the jealous veil,

Where, long regardlefs of the vows of truth,
Unfocial coynefs ftamp'd th’ ungrateful feal,

Alow the Poet round your flowing hair,

C}Ill‘d from an humble vale, a wreath to twine,
To Beauty’s altar with the Loves repair,

And wake the lute befide that liwing fhrine :

That
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That facred fhrine ! where female virtue glows,
Where ev'n the Graces all their treafures by ag

And where the litly, temper’d with the rofe, ¥

Harmonious contraft! breathes an Eden fpring:

That fhrine ! where Nature with prefaging aim,
What time her friendly aid Lucina brings,

The fnowy netar pours, delightful fiream !
Where Suttering Cupids dip their purple wings ;

For you who bear a Mother’s facred name,
Whofe cradled offspring, in lamenting ftrain,

With artlefs eloquence afferts his claim,

The boon of Nature, but afferts in vain,

Say why, illuftrions daughters of the great,
Lives not the nurfling at your tender breaft?
By you protedted in his frail eftate ?

By you attended, and by you carefs’d ?

To foreign hands, alasl can you refign

The parent’s tafk, the mother’s pleafing care
To foreign hands the fmiling babe confign ?
While Nature farts, and Hymen fheds a tear.

When, *mid the polifh'd circle ye rejoice,
Or roving join fantaftic Pleafure’s train,
73 o ,ul_ﬂw‘ll'ﬂ perchance the nurfling lifts his voice -
o Mistears unnoric’d, and unfooth’d his pain-
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Ah! what avails the coral crown'd wich gold ¢
Tn heedlefs infancy the title vain ?

fThe colours gay the purfled fcarfs unfold ?
The fplendid nutfery, and th” attendant train ?

Far better hadft thow firft beheld the light,

~ Beneath the rafter of fome roof obfcnre!

There in a mother’s eye to read delight,
And in her cradling arm repos’d fecure,—

No wonder, fhould Hygeia, blifsful Queen !
Her wonted falutary gifts reeall,

While haggard Pain applies his dagger keen,
And o’er the cradle Death unfolds his pall.

The flowret ravifh’d from its native air,
And bid to flourifh in a foreign vale,
Does it not oft elude the planter’s care,
And breathe its dying odours on the gale?

For you, ye plighted fair, when Hymen crowns
With tender offspring your unfhaken love,

Behold them not with Rigour's chilling frowns,
Nor from your fight unfeelingly remove.

Unf(way'd by Fafhion’s dull unfeemly jett,
Still to the bofom let your infant cling,

There banquet oft, an ever-welcome guelty
Unblam’d incbriate at that healthful fprings

With

™ X
1 ¥
e i ¢
F ]
[
] i
1 E 1
|
- | ;
. i 4 |
o ¥ i
A i
4 i
% i |
B I
. . ]
o
. 4 i
s = ]
E b
& H
i §
~ m: 1
- B ]
. ¢
k1
- 5
1
et 1l
= a1
‘m 1B
iR
» |
.
: ] 3
A 4
ki
. g |
: £ .
g .
¥
; ¥ i
- 1
(.
- .
L 1
i . 5
B 1
!
$ %
| M
i }
i 1
Cay 5 &
- i i
. f |
", { 1
1 |
1
.
| i
2 i B
-
#
3
!
s it §
m
i ]
1]
i




{ 196 )

With fond (licitude each pain afiwage, -
Explain the Jook, awake the ready fmiley

Unfeign'd attachment {0 fhall you engage,
To crown with gratitudc maternal toil :

So fhall your davghters in afliction’s day,

When o'er your form the gloom of age fhall fpread,
With lenient converfe chafe the hours away,

And foothe with Duty’s hand the widow’d bed :

Approach, compaffionate, the voice of Grief,
And whifper patience to the clofing ear ;
From Comfort’s chalice minifter relief,
And in the potion drop a filial tear.

So fhall your fons, when b.e.auty 1s no more,
When fades the languid luftre in your eye,
When Flattery fhuns her dulcet notes to pour,

The want of beauty, and of praife, fupply.

Ev’n from the wreathe that decks the warrior’s brow,

o5 R shoien SEstupapsucelyl ey fall Rrey.
nd ev'n the flowers on claffic ground:’ that blow,
Shall all unfold their choiceft fweets for you..

Wh‘;: i;n: th’ embattlgd_hql’gthe trumpet blows,

.'Dafe : at the call-‘fa}ir Albion’s g“éfllaﬁt train .
A.mtiﬂ :&ﬁeld their triple-number’d foes, |

T them fpeading o'cr the frighten’d plain *

The
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The mother kindles at the glorious thought,

And to her fon’s renown adjoins her name ;

For, at the nurturing breaft, the hero canght
The love of virtue, and the love of fame.

Or in the fenate when Britannia’s caufe
With generous themes infpires the glowing mind,
While liftening Freedom grateful looks applaufe,
Pale Slavery drops her chain, and fculks behind :

With confcious joy the tender parent franght, =" -
Still to her fon’s renown adjoins hername; . %
For, at the nurturing breaft, the patriot caught
The love of virtue, and the Jove of fame.
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