( r44 )

raneful moralift, I’ll copy thee,

hpries 1] his woes with focial f}’mpath}'-

And folace a

o, e 15 M&J;&ﬂﬂnnmﬂ;}?m,‘;**_* by
META R R S % v ’

| 8

ELEGY ON A HUMMING.Bpy

WRITTEN IN A FLOWER-EARDEN,
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Humming-Bird, by Nature led,
On Nature’s bounteous honey fed
In every flower beheld a feaft,
And every fip her charms increas’d :

e

Her plumage various, gaudy, bright,

Surpafs’d Aurora’s radiant light;

Tho’ burnifh’d o’er with golden raysy
- As dreft in Arioflo’s lays, - __

O had you feen her glowing breaft,
Which every tint by turns expreft,
Succeeding tints the paft renewing,
You had wilh’d ¢ be for ever v_ie'i&‘inﬁ-

~ But, fiveet i“mﬁ&ﬁtiﬁﬁm W’ﬁl‘df-ﬂy h N
From flower to ggw, wfaﬁ dwcjﬁ&l o
Each motion giving fomething new,
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cav. haft thou feen 2 courfer ftart—
An arrow fly—the lightning dart?
Far {wifter, wrung with raging pain,

The Beauty cleft the airy plai;

Her courfe unfteady, high and low, §
Too well explain’d her inward woe ;

Her ftrength decreafing, and her fpeed,

Her feeble wings refufing aid,

Her tender frame with fevers burn’d,
Her little brain to frenzy turn’d,
The charm of Nature, and the pride,
In many circles, funk and died:

Her pureft ne&ar erft fhe drew
From hence, here lie her beauties too ;
Where never flower the wandering eye
Hath fince rejoic’d. ~ (All bards will lie).
‘¢ The ways of Pleafure promife fair,
“ But Mifchief oft conceal’d lies there.”
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