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Or Vice, in tinfel trappings dreft,
Promote the wretch who flatters beft;
Difdain the crew l—and in fome diftant arove,
To Worth affliéted, friendlefs, raife your voice ;
So fhall the Mufe your honeft fongs approve,
And deathlefs Fame reward your uncorrupted choice !
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E T others travel, with inceffant pain,
The wealth of earth and ocean to fecure;
Then with fond hopes carefs the precious bane ;
In grandeur abje&, and in afiluence poor,

But foon, too foon, in Fancy's timid eyes,

Wild waves fall roll, and conflagrations {pread ;
While bright in arms, and of gigantic fize,

The fear. form'd robber haunts the thorny bed,

Let



Let me, in dreadlefs poverty retir’d,
The real joys of life, unenvied, fhare:

Favourd by Love, and by the Mufe infpir'd,
I'll yield to Wealth its jealoufy and care.

On rifing ground, the profped to command,
Unting’d with {moke; where vernal breezes blow,

In roral neatnefs let my cottage ftand ;
Here wave a wood, and there a river flow.

Oft from the neighbouring hills and paftures round,
Let theep with tender bleat falute my ear;

Nor fox infidious haunt the guiltlels ground,
Nor man purfue the trade of murder near :

Far hence, kind heaven ! expel the favage train,
Inur'd to blood, and eager to deftroy ;

Who pointed fteel with recent flaughter ftain,
And place in groans and death their cruel joy.

e Powers of focial life and tender fong !

To you devoted fhall my fields remain ;
EHere undifturb’d the peaceful day prolong,

Nor own a fmart but Love’s delightful pain,

For you, my trees fhall wave their leafy fhade ;
For you, my gardens tinge the lenient air ;

For you, be Autumn’s blufhing gifts difplay’d,
And all that Nature yields of fweet or fair.

Bubs
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But, O ! if plaints which love and grief infpire,
In heavenly breafts could e’er compaflion find,

Grant me, ah! grant my heart’s {fupreme defire,
And teach my dear Urania to be kind.

For her, black Sadnefs clouds my brighteft day ;
For her, in tears the midnight vigils roll ;

Fot her, cold horrors melt my powers away,
And chill the living vigour of my foul.

Beneath her fcorn each youthful ardor dies,
Its joys, its wifhes, and its hopes, expire !

In vain the fields of Science tempt my eyes ;
In vain for me the Mufes firing the lyre.

O'! let her oft my humble dwelling grace,
Humble no more, if there fhe deign to fhine ;
For heaven, unlimited by time or place,
Still waits on god-like worth and charms divine.

-

Amid the cooling fragrance of the morn,

How fweet with her through lonely fields to ftray !

Her charms the lovelieft landkip fhall adorn,
And add new glories to the rifing day.

With her, all Nature fhines in heighten'd bloom ;
The filver ftream in fwecter mufic flows ;

Odours more rich the fanning gales perfume ;
And deeper tin@ures paint the fpreading rofe.
You I e
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With her, the thades of night their horrors lofes
Its deepeft filence charms if fhe be by ;

Her voice the mufic of the dawn renews,
Its lambent radiance fparkles in her eye.

How fweet, with her, in Wifdom’s calm recefs,
To brighten foft defire with wit refin’d ! '!
Kind Nature’s laws with {acred Afhley trace,
And view the faireft features of the mind !

Or borne on Milton's flight, as heaven fublime,
View its full blaze in open profpect glow ;
Blefs the firft pairin Eden's happy clime,
Or drop the human tear for endlefs woe. |

And when, in virtue, and in peace grown old,
No arts the languid lamp of life reftore

Her let me grafp with hands convals'd and cold,
Till every nerve relax'd can hold no more.

Long, long on her my dying eyes fufpend,
Till the la&t beam fhall vibrate on my fights

Then {oar where only greater joys attend,
And bear her image to eternal light.

Fond man, ah ! whither would thy fancy rove ?
"Tis thine to languifh in unpitied {mart;
*Tis thine, alas ! eternal fcorn to prove,
Nos feel one gleam of comfort warm thy heart- Bt
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But, if my fair this cruel law impofe, :
Pleas’d, to her will T all my foul refign ;

To walk beneath the burden of my woesy
Or fink in death, nor at my fate repine.

Yet when, with woes unmingled and fincere,
To Earth’s cold womb in filence I defcend ;
Let her, to grace my obfequies, appear,
And with the weeping throng her forrows blend,

Ah! no, be all her hours with pleafure crown’d,
And all her foul from every anguifh free :

Should my fad fate that gentle bofom wound,
The joys of heaven woiild be no joys to me.
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IGHT,; Ero_o_din-g o'er her mute domain;

In aweful filence wraps her reign ; -
Clouds prefs on clouds, andy as they rife,
Condenfe to folid gloom the fkies.
Portentous, thro’ the foggy air,

To wake the Demon of Defpair, .. i
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