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THE WINTER’s VVALK

By Samusr Jomnsoy, L. r,p,

EHOLD, my fair, where’er we rove,
What dreary profpects round us rife,
The naked hill, the leaflefs grove, :
The hoary ground, the frowning fkies !

Nor only through the wafted plain,
Stern Winter is thy force confefs’d,

Still wider fpreads thy horrid reign,
I feel thy power ufurp my breaft.

Enlivening hope and fond defire,
Refign the heart to fpleen and care,

Scarce frighted love maintains her fire,
And rapture faddens to defpair.

In groundlefs hope and caufelefs fear,
Unhappy man ! behold thy doom,
Still changing with the changeful year,

The flave of funfhine and of gloom:

Tir'd with vain joys, and falfe alarms,

- With mental and corporeal ftrife,

: S!la}eh me, my Stella, to thy arms,
And fereen me from the ills of life.



