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When the full wig thy vifage fhall enclofe,
I And only leave to view they learned nofe :
Safely may’ft thou defy beaux, wits, and {coffers ;
While tenants, in fee, fimple, ftuff thy cofters.
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By Dr. (GRAINGER.
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Solitude, romantic Maid,
! Whether by nodding towers you tread,
Or haunt the defart’s tracklefs gloom,
Or hover o’er the yawning tomb,
Or climb the Andes’ clifted fide,
Or by the Nile’s coy fource abide,
Or Rarting from your half-year’s fleep
From Hecla view the thawing deep,
Or Tadmor’s marble waftes {urvey,
Or 1n yon rocflefs cloyfter ftray ;
You, Reclufe, again T woo,
And again your fteps purfue.
II.
Plum’d Conceit himfclffui:veying,
Folly with her thadow playing,
Purfe-proud, elbowing Infolence,
Bloated emp:rick, puff’d Pretence,
[ Noife
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Noife that thro’ a trumpet {peaks,
Laughter in loud peals thatbreaks,

Intrufion with a fopling’s face,
(Ignorant of time and place)
Sparks of fire Diflention blowing,
Duétile, court-bred Flattery, bowing,
Reftraint’s ftiff neck, Grimace’s leer,
Squint-ey’d Cenfure’s artful fneer, *
Ambition’s bufkins fteep’d in blood,
Fly thy prefence, Solitude,
III.

Sage Reflettion bent with years,
Confcious Virtue void of fears,
Muflled Silence, wood-nymph fhy,
Meditation’s piercing eye,
Halcyon Peace on mofs reclin’d,
Retrofpe& that fcans the mind,
Rapt earth-gazing Refvery,
Blufhing artlefs Modefty,
Health that fnuffs the morning air,
Full-ey’d Truth with bofom bare,
Infpiration, Nature’s child,
Seek the folitary wild.

: IV.
You with the tragic Mufe f retir’d
The wife Euripides infpir’d,

* In the ifland Salamis.
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f Vou taught the fadly-pleafing air

-“ That ¢ Athens fav’d from ruins bare.
You gave the Cean’s tears to flow,
And " unlock’d the {prings of woe ;
You penn’d what exil’d Nafo thought,

lt And pour’d the melancholy note.

r With Petrarch o’er Valclufe you ftray’d,

' When Death fnatch’d his ' long-lov’d maid 3
You taught the rocks her lofs to mourn,

| Ye ftrew’d with flowers her virgin urn.

; And late in ¥ Hagley you were feen,

| With bloodfhed eyes, and fombre mien,

ﬁ Hymen his yellow veftment tore,
And Dirge a wreath of cyprefs wore.
'- But chief your own the folemn lay

That wept Narciffa young and gay,
Darknefs clap’d her fable wing,

While you touch’d the mournful fring,
Anguifh left the pathlefs wild,
Grim-fac’d Melancholy {mil’d,
Drowfy Midnight ceas’d to yawn,
The ftarry hoft put back the dawn,
Afide their harps ev’n Seraphs flung
To hear thy {weet complaint, O Young.
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| e See Plutarch in the life of Ly/ander.

h Simonides.

i Laura, twenty years, and ter after her death.

X, Monody on the death of Mrs. Lyttelton,
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V.
When all Nature’s hufh’d afleep,
Nor Love nor Guilt their vigils keep,
Soft you leave your cavern’d den,
And wander o’er the works of men,
But when Phofphor brings the dawn
By her dappled courfers drawn,
Again you to the wild retreat
And the early huntfman meet,
Where as you penfive pace along,
You catch the diftant fhepherd’s fong,
Or brufh from herbs the pearly dew,
Or the rifing primrofe view.
Devotion lends her heaven-plum’d wings,
You mount, and Nature with you fings,
But when mid-day fervors glow,
To upland airy fhades you go,
Where never funburnt woodman came,
Nor {portfman chas’d the timid game ;
And there beneath an oak reclin'd,
With drow{y waterfalls behind,
You fink to reft.
"Till the tuneful bird of night
From the neighb’ring poplars height
Wake you with her folemn ftrain,
And teach pleas’d Echo to complain.
VI
With you rofes brighter bloom
Sweeter every {weet perfume,

Purer
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g Purer every fountain flows

Stronger every wilding grows.

! VAL

| * Let thofe toil for gold who pleafe,
Or for fame renounce their eafe.
What is fame? an empty bubble,
Gold ? a tranfient, fhining trouble.
Let them for their country bleed,
What was Sidney’s, Raleigh’s meed ?
f Man’s not worth a moment’s pain,
Bafe, ungrateful, fickle, vain,
Then let me, fequefter’d fair,
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To your Sibyl grot repair,

On yon hanging cliff 1t {tands
Scoop’d by Nature’s falvage hands,
Bofom’d in the gloomy fhade

Of cyprefs not with age decay’d.

R

Where the owl ftill-hooting fits,
Where the bat inceffant flits,

There in loftier ftrains I’ll fing
Whence the changing {eafons {pring,
Tell how ftorms deform the fkies,
Whence the waves {ubfide and rife,
Trace the comet’s blazing tail,
Weigh the planets in a {eale;

Bend, great God, before thy {hrine,
The bournlefs macrocofm’s thine,

V1II. Save
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VIII.
Save me! what’s yon fhyouded fhade ?
That wanders in the dark-brown glade.
It beckons me! = vain fears adien,
Myfterious ghoft, I follow you.
Ah me! too well that gait I know,
My youth’s firft firiend, my manhood’s woe !
Its breaft it bares ! what! ftain’d with blood 2
Quick let me ftanch the vital flood.,
Oh fpirit, whither art thou flown ?
Why left me comfortlefs alone ?
O Solitude, on me beftow
"The heart-felt harmony of woe,
Such, fuch, as on th’ Aufonian fhore,
Sweet ' Dorian Mofchus trill’d of yore :
No time fhould cancel thy defert,
More, more, than ™ Bion was, thou wert.
IX.
O goddefs of the tearful eye,
The never-ceafing ftream fupply.
Let us with Retirement go
‘T'o charnels, and the houfe of woe,
O’er Friendfhip’s herfe low-drooping mourn,
Where the fickly tapers burn,
Where Death and nun-clad Sorrow dwell,
And nightly ring the folemn knell,
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The gloom difpels, the charnel {miles,
Light flathes thro’ the vaulted iles.
Blow filky foft, thou weftern gale,
O goddefs of the defert, hail !
She burfts from yon cliff-riven cave,
Infulted by the wintry wave; ’
Her brow an ivy garland binds,
Her trefles wanton with the winds,
A lion’s {poils, without a zone,
Around her limbs are carele{s thrown;
Her right hand wields a knotted mace,
Her eyes roll wild, a ftride her pace ;
Her left a magic mirror holds,
In which fhe oft herfelf beholds.
O goddefs of the defart, hail !
And fofter blow, thou weftern gale !

Since in each {cheme of life I’ve fail’d,

And difappointment feems entail’d ;
Since all on earth I valued moft,
My guide, my ftay, my friend is loft
You, only you, can make me bleft,
And hufh the tempeft in my breait.
Then gently deign to guide my feet
To your hermit-trodden feat,
Where I may live at 13t my own,
Where I at laft may die unknown.
I fpoke, fhe twin’d her magic ray,
And thus fhe faid, or feem’d to fay.

Youth,







