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VERSES WRITTEN IN LONDON ON THE
| APPROACH OF SPRING,
ARLY the {fun his radiant axTe guides,

E Sloping his fteep courfe with the Pleiades ;
On every fragant briar the flowret blooms,
And the wild woodlark chaunts his early fong
fn heedlefs carol, to the {fmiling Iours,
Young Maia’s feftive train ; their wavy dance
She jocund leads, and from her horn profule
Pours rofes, violets, woodbines, eglantine,
Fair Flora’s dower, what time the youthfal Spring
- Clafp'd her all.blufhing in a fecret bower :
Thou the mild offs pring of their warm embrace,
Oh lovely May, and thefe thine heritage,
Which bounteous thou with an unfparing hand
Scattereft to all, tho’ chief thou lov’tt to deck
'Il;h:; village I.’haebé’s brow, and fairer fax
O eY{;'dOI‘nmg, t'han the {funny glow
Thatad:lz ruby, ill afforted grace
Bl cks not bl.lt deforms the faded cheek
ancy's‘;an courtier,—Far more raptui’d greets
hy min?}ndI egr, where'er fhe mufing roves,
And 1o Ay fy u‘ntutor‘d_, than the tnll
- 'anguid defcant of Italian art.
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Vet fings the woodlark, and the hawthorn- };{Ioomsa
Unbeard the fong, the fragrance unperceiv’d

By me; tho’ not among th.e fons of men ’

There lives, who liftens with more raptur'd ear,
Or feels more lively, Nature's varied boon.

For tho’ confined in the city walls

To dwell with bufy Care, and with him watch
The call of Intereft, is my lot affix’d,

Far happier feems to me the peafant’s life,

Who treads the furrow labouring, yet his mind
Vacant of thought can mufe of what around
Strikes his rapt eye with beauty, or his ear

With plezfing fong, than if a golden mine
Difclos’d its boundlefs treafures, but condemn’d
My earking thought, to watch the gilded mifchief,
And cunningly devife ¢ increafe the ftore.

Bereav'd of every pleafure Nature gives

Each plain but heart. felt rapture, what is wealth §
In artful mazes we but toil for blifs :
Truae Pleafure dwells not in the arched roof,

She fings no carol to the midnight ball ;

The loaded board and Bacchus® fluftering draughts
In vain are tryed, for ah fhe dwells not there !

She dwells not with fuch rude ill-manner’d mirth,
But feeks with her mild fifter Chearfulnefs

The roffet plain ; there prompts the virgin's fong,
Breathes the brifk carol from the cottage reed,

And
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tes the village holiday.

jone but when his honeft labout

e good fwain, fhe early joins his ftep
flor the mild radiance of the opening dawn
Gives to her fight the wide-extended view

Of hill and dale, hoar foreft, flowering heath,

And apim?a
Nor then 2

Calls th

Rich harveil, verdant meadow, where the ftream
Rolls far its plenteous wave, and all around
To Pleafure’s ear moft grateful, thoufand birds,
Lark, linnet, thrufh, and thou of all the grové
The fweeteft {ongfter, witching Philomel,
Art rifing to hymn out thy morning fong.
Thou too at eve, when all his labour O’ery
He at the furrow’s end unyokes the fteer,
And feeks with weary ftep his reft at home,
Doft with thy tranquil warble footh his foul 5
Beft prelude to the peace his cottage gives.
There at the door his numerous offspring watch
Their fire’s return, and eager run to teil
-The tyding of his coming, while his dame
Plys her glad evening care, to deck the board
With food uncater'd by the balefal hand
Of Luxary, and fitteft to refrefh
Hgl‘s toi.l‘-worn fpirit, and her fmiling welcome
Ives its due relifh to the fimple fare.
T:Zg?: &:ré _to- this the proud luxurious feafts, '
oF Ea.ﬁy s boaft, where diﬁagt _co}onim.
and Weftern worlds muft be explor'd
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fickly palate’s fecble fenfe

he 2 Oh what are all our joys,

Ev'n thofe of monarchs, to the thoufand beauties
foul of the rudeft hind?

That ftrike the rapt :
Can Art’s beft mimicry their form exprefs §

Can rich Loraine mix up the glowing tint

Bright as Aurora } Can he form a thade

To ftrike the fancy with a gloom fo {olemn

As cvery thicket, copfe, or fecret grove

At twilight hour affords ? Can favage Rofa

With aught fo wildly noble fill the mind,

As where the ancient oak in the wood’s depth

Has thed his leafy honours, and around

The woodman with fell axe has lower'd the pride

Of many a tall tree, he deferted flands

A barren trunk, while rude winds howl around,

And dreary torrents lafh his naked limbs ?

Mean time the rifting thunder dreadful roars,

The livid lightnings flafh, and elements

Conjoin'd pour out their wrath, as if to rend

The lone, defencele(s; aged, fecble oak.

Such {cenes awake Imagination’s powers

To facred thought ; fuch Rofa cannot paint ;

*Tis his alone to fhow the fhatter’d trunk :

The winds keen howl, the thunder’s aweful found;

The dreary rain, thefe mock the pencil’s powers
Can aught of artful mufic footh the foul

To fo ferene a temper, as the flight

o firike the
With faint delig
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gfters in the grove ! or can thy firain,
Enchantment ftrike the magic chord
matchlefs Purcell | with fo wild a charm :
+ the mind, as when at dufk of eve
From the hoar battlement the lone owl’s cry
Plerces thte awful ﬁlence, and the fall'n
And time-worn hollow towers convey the found
o the near wood, where in the devious path
Retired Fancy wanders, on her ear
The faint fcund murmurs, ftrait the diftant low
of uny’bk’d heifer, ftrait the cuckow’s note
She hears, while oft the roving Zephyr’s tread
; Ruftling alarms her, and the meafur'd ftep
' Of the flow fteer, who brufhes thro’ the thicket
i To feek his food, beats duly regular.
As on he wanders, thro’ the opening bower
He fees the pale moon rifing ; clouds on clouds
Pil'd mountainous awhile obftruét her beam,
Till labouring thence fhe lifts her filver brow,
And pours her full ray on theivy'd fteeple. -
r And hark its bell now tolls the minute knelly
And thro’ the churchway path the furplic’d prieft
\é\;alks. ﬂOW}Y fox:ward, while the fnowy pall
g ai‘t{‘t-.rmg the\;felxcl_cs of fome love-lorn virgin,
s with aweful pace along the glade.
Caivzgpt;larmonil’f“! what tho' thy ftudied chnr@ ]
i 10:: the flow knell, echo to the note
g owl utters, breathe the heifer’s low,

of fon
Tho' there

Oh
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And mark the funeral ftep with paufing cadence;
And mufic can no more, where is the tower
O'er-hung with ivy, fecn by the pale moon,
Whofe faint beam glimmers on the fnowy pall ?
Where are the rocky clouds from whence fhe breaks ?
Vet do not thefe, does not the ruftling breeze
And the flow-treading heifer add delight ?
Do not accordant fenfes join to fill
The mufing mind with calm and holy rapture ¢
And can the city by the utmoft force
Of mimic art, with labour'd imitation
8o foothe the foul, or give fuch mild delight ?
Ye gay and fportive votaries of Joy,
Forgive the thoughtlels Mufe, for fhe has led me
To talk of pleafing horror, and the blifs
Which melancholy gives ; ye cannot form
Amid the circling follies, which urge on
Your laughing hours, perhaps ye cannot form
A notion of thefe joys, and with a taunt
Of high contempt, defpife the wild enthufiafm.
Yet on the well-trod ftage have ye not feen
Your Rofcius fired by the natural bard,
Immortal Shakefpear, wander the bleak heath
A poor and outcalt king, nor blame the winds
Whofe }ccen tooth feiz’d his age, nor chide the elements
For their unkindnefs, while the roffling florm
4 Tore the proud garments from his fhivering trunk,
- And the fierce Jightnings fir'd his maddening brain?
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a not then felt horror ¥ Would ye not
your rich pomp for Edgar’s naked hovel,
1 be the poor king’s hoft *—Have ye not wifh'd
A‘n aoe with Rofaline the foreft wild,
'g:, li;,fbeneath the fhelter of fome oak
with melancholy Jaques ? ‘Tell me, why then
Ve look'd on wealth and greatnefs with a {corn ?
Why but becaufe the Mafe with native ftrength
pour’d truth on Fancy’s eye ; and yet the Mufe
Can only boaft in the moft warm defcription
A faint refemblance, nor has fhe {uch force
To firike as Nature has. Alas! her voice
But wakes remembrance of our abfent blifs ;
And when fhe fings of incenfe-breathing Spring,
She wafts no odours to the longing fenfe,
But only prompts our figh, thatwe muft dwell
Confin’d in the full city, diftant far
From every feene of rural innocence,
Whofe woods, whofe fhades, whofe ftorms, or funerals,
Ev'n raife a fenfe of pleafure. What can then
The brighter views, what can the happy hour
That _giVeS‘the blufhing bride to the true arms
oy ’;‘::hful Damon ? Thenot pleas’d revives
P’Woknel:rhyou-thj and gayett of the day
-njoth; : village m1'rth, and from his foul

s poufal of his boy, .who fcarce

H feﬁivalmth rapture) can himfelf condu&

N s and but for bufy TIl:enot,' :
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were neglected, and the guefts
Unbidden by the tabor’s fprightly found
To feel the greem, and in the jocund dance
Fach maiden with her youth breathe fport and joy,
Save the flill happier pair : their greater blifs
Fills the whole breaft, nor leaves a vacant place
For lighter mirth. Unnotic’d fpeaks the pipe :
They hear no found but the endearing voice
©Of mutual love: they do not mark the joy
Tn every face around; for their attention,
Fix'd on each other, watches every glance
Diffufed by the lovely languid eye.
Well may all elle be unperceiv’d ; for who
Obferves bright Hefper dart his pointed ray,
When riding high mild Cynthia pours {erenc
Her fteady beam. Oh tell me, when compar’d
‘Fo thefe true raptures, what’s the fhadowy pomp
And artful fplendour, when the golden fhackles
Fetter two venal fouls, by intereft call’d
To proftitute the ever-hallow'd rites
Of holy Hymen ! —On the village plain
Nought joins but mutual love ; no fordid motive
Promotes unnatural union ; but the flame
That firft united glows throughout their life
A'ﬁeady fire, whofe unabating light
Gilds Youth with rapture, and with foftering warmth
Chears drooping Age, who fmiling fees his offspring
Step forth to claim the joys he celebrates.
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arith snnual hofpitality, what time
e circling year brings round the happy &ay
That fhower’d down bl_cﬁ'ings on him, when it gave
To his fond vow the willing Sylvia’s charms,
Then blooming young, now hoary, but her heart
Unchang'd by time ; _for ftill the fame defire
To add to every joy, or fondly foothe
flach woe he feels, reigns unabated there.
His focial roof receives each welcome gueft,
His open heart diffufes round his pleafure,
And each plain neighbour with unfeigning fongue
Congratulates his blifs. Who would not leave
For thefe fincere delights, the pageant pomp,
The rich array, the courtly formal {peech
Unutter'd by the heart, the birth-day with
Of venal hirelings, who for intereft croud
The glittering levee ? Happier (Reafon deems
View'd in each light) the fimple village life,
Than all that courtiers wifh, or kings beftow.
Kings' cannot give a boon of fo rich price
As are thy f; miles, O lovely Health ! and tho

hu_““i“g the tumult, to the rural green
St:tlxlggﬁ. There; not built by mortal hand,
v O the fouthern flope of the frefh hill
Anz ;emP]e, from_ whofe roof the eglantine

Sits thagl'ant Wo?dbiﬁe hang 3 and .a,t Fhe pﬂﬂ:h ;
Tup / 80od prieftefs Eafe, adminiftring Fgpue =
- ereife (who up the pentle flope o
: L2 24
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By moderate footing moves) the holy cup

of Temperance, nympb of the cryftal fpring
That dwells beneath thy altar ; and from thence
Warbling with gentle lapfe joins the full ftream,
That winding wild delays its filver courfe

In the rich mead, whofe bank the peafant oft
Approaches to allay his thirft, and quafts

The fimple beverage from the limpid fount.

Bright virgin, thee of all the Powers who range
The raral plain, I woo with conftant vow

Moft ardent! Deign around my temples bind
Thy fragrant wreath, and deck my purpled cheele
With thy rich glow. Then undiflurb’d the mind
Mufing purfues its holy meditation,

And rapt in trance, can trace a thoufand gifts
Shower’d by the gracious hand of Nature’s King
To deck the various field. The wondering eye
Roams o’er the fair creation ; then to heaven
Unbidden foars ; for the full foul impreft

With holy tranfport, there direéls its view

From whence its bleflings flow, and the rapt voice
Accordant hymns the grateful fong of praife.
The rapid gufts of paffion, which or pride,

Or folly, or the thoufand varying forms

Of courtly affeltation ever raile,

Here all fubfide, and the compofed breaft
Expands with love, and to its utmoft power
Diffufes bleflings to mankind, nor fears

i ngratitude
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’ngralitude ﬂlOUId. check, or pride fhould fpurn
The offer’d bounties of the generous heart.

plefs'd be the day, and doubly blefs'd the hour,
When my Fidele with unfeigned vow
Gave her fond hand, and own’d her conftant love :
Tho' fince that hour already thrice the fun
From every fign has feen our growing blifs ;
And tho’ thy {mile of unaffeted love
Adds joy to every joy, and charms to eafe
The brow of Care; tho’ thou art all that heaven
Could give in woman, tendernefs, and truth,
And all my heart €’er wifh’d, when warmeft Fancy
Form'd the fond future view of houfhold blifs ;
Yet happier ftill perhaps our lot had been,
Hadft thou beneath the rural thatch receiv'd
My faithfol vow, and we had rever heard
Of town or city life 5 a Marian thou,
And ruftic Corin I.. Then on the plain
Contented we had pafs'd Life’s lictle day.
While Youth with f prightly beam illum’d her hours,
T:hey would move on with joy; and when at noon
Firm Manhood call’d us forth to till the foil,
And with our labouring hand dire@t the plough,

;‘:rol;ﬂd be ready, nor refufe the tafk,

it Vil e to the public ; till at eve .

: woglzzr loft, when Age came creepfng on,
Teo e unyoke our heifers, fxnd retire

me eafe, our beft fkill then ¢mploy’d
L
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At our own home ; attentive there to thatch

The chinks which Time had made, and to root up
Fach foul weed that deform’d our little plot.

This bufinefs over, calm we {hould attend

Th' approaching hoar of our eternal reft ;

And when it came, borne to our peaceful grave
By the plain villager; what tho' no tomb

Of {culptur’d marble call’d the pafling eye

To read our ftory, yet the cottage tear

Should on our afhes fall, and the good heart
O'erflow fincerely for a neighbour loft:

Upon our bier the virgin troop would hang
Frefh-woven chaplets of the fiveeteft flowers ;
Green turf fhould deck our grave ; and every year
In fpring-time would fome friendly hand with carg
Bind the frefh briar around, to guard the place
¥rom the r uﬁie infult of the carelefs ftep ;

And faithful Memory to late time record,

We were the happict pair of human kind.

wooD:



