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put, 38 his frif:nd had pleas’d the hour to fix,
Firf went to dinner to my Lord’s at fix ;—

He knock'd—was ufher’d. to the room of fate,
My Lord ab'road) and dinner ferv’d in plate ;
Which, tho’ it feem’d but common foup and hath,
Was really callipee and callipafh,

(The relicks of the gaudy day before)

What Indians eat, and Englifhmen adore;

with bright champaign the courtier crown’d the feaft,
gooth’d his own pride, and gratify’d his gueft :
All this con{pir'd our Stoic to controul,

And warpt the fteady purpofe of hig foul—
 Whenlo ! the cry of fire creates amaze—

« The next houfe, Lady Riot’s, in a blaze’’—=
Aghatt the vicar ftood, inwild affright,

Then briefly thus addrefs’d the prieft polite :

« Adien, my friend ——your ftate I envy not—
“ Beef, liberty, and fafety be my lot.”
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< (Fell tyrant of the human breaft!)
ls.\raﬂ'al long, and worn with pain, -
Mignan Jage I fpurn’d the chain;
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' .BY love too long depriv’d of reft,
{
H

G
e




[ 78 ]

In verfe, in profe, I fung and {wore
No charms fhould ¢’er enflave me more,
Nor neck, nor hair, nor lip, nor eye,
Again thould force one tender figh.

As, taught by heaven's informing power,
From every fruit and every flower,

That nature opens to the view,

The bee extraéts the netar-dew;

A vagrant thus, and free to change
From fair to fair I vow’d to range,

And part from each without regret

As pleas’d and happy as I met.

Then Freedom’s praife infpir'd my tongue,
With Freedom’s praife the vallies rung,

And every night and every day,

My heart thus pour’d th’ enraptur’d lay:

~ “ My cares are gone, my forrows ceafe,

“ My breaft regains its wonted peace,

* And joy and hope returning prove,

- “* That Reafon is too ftrong for Love.”

Such was my boat—but, ah! how vainl
How fhort was Reafon’s vaunted reign !
~The firm refolve I form'd ere-while

~ How weak oppos’d to Clara’s fmile!
g Chang’d is the ftrain—~The vallies round
- With Freedom’s praife no more refound,
- But every night and every day

' My full heart pours the alter’d laty; o}feﬂd‘d
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oﬁended deity, whofe power
rebel tongue but new for{wore,

Thefe charms fhall laft,

pt Y penitence fincere,

crime forgive, and grant my prayer !
not thy flave, condemn’d to mourn,
With unrequited paffion burn ;

with Love's {oft thoughts her breaft infpire,
And kindle there an equal fire!

]t is not beauty’s gaudy flower,

(The empty triumph of an hour)

Nor practis’d wiles of female art

That now {ubdue my deftin’d heart:

0 no!l=="T'is heav'n, whofe wondrous hand
A tranfeript of itfelf hath plann’d,

And to each outward grace hath join'd
Each lovelier feature of the mind,

when others fly;
When rofes fade, and lillies die;
When that dear eye’s ﬂ'e%li-‘xﬁhg beam
Its living fire no more fhall ftream :
Bleft then, and happy in my chain,
The foug of Freedom flows in vain ;
Nor Reafon’s harfh reproof I fear,
For Reafon’s felf is Paffion here.

O dearer far than wealth or fame,

My daily thought, my nightly dream,

Yt no youth’s fuccefsful art
Weet hope)l hath touch'd thy gentle heart,
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If yet no fwain hath blefs'd thy _ChOice :
Indulgent hear thy Damon’s voice ;
From doubts, from fears his bofom free,
And bid him live—for love and thee!
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IN A MEADOW NEAR RICHMOND FERRY, BELONGING
RICHARD OWEN CAMBRIDGE, ESQ.  SEPT, MDCCLX,

’Y E green-hair'd nymphs! whom Pan allows
To guard from harm thefe favour’d boughs;
Ye blue-eyed Naiads of the ftream,

That footh the warm poetic dream ;

Ye elves and fprights, that thronging round,
When midnight darkens all the ground,

In antic meafures uncontroul’d,

Your fuiry {ports and revels hold,

And up and down, where-¢’er ye pafs,

With many a ringlet print the grafs;

If e’er the bard hath hail'd your power

At morn’s grey dawn, or evening hour ;

If e’er by moonlight on the plain

Your ears have caught th’ enraptur'd ftrain

* A line of Mr. Mafon’s From




