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By the Same.

I
ET once more, glorious God of day,
While beams thine orb ferene,
- O let me warbling court thy ftay
To gild the fading {cene!
Thy rays invigorate the Spring,
Bright Summer to perfection bring,
The cold, inclement days of Winter cheer,
And make th’ Autumnal months the mildeft of the year,
I1.
Ere yet the ruffet foliage fall,
P’ll climb the mountain’s brow,
My friend, my Hayman, at thy call,
To view the {cene below :
How fweetly pleafing to behold
Forefts of vegetable gold !
How mix’d the many-chequer’d fhades between

The tawny mellowing hue, and the gay vivid green!
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I11.
How fplendid all the fky ! how fill !
How mild the dying gale!
How foft the whifpers of the rill
That winds along the dale !

So tranquil Nature’s works appear,
It feems the Sabbath of the year ;
As if, the Summer’s Labour paft, fhe chofe o
"This feafon’s fober calm for blandifhing repofe.
IV,

Such is of well-fpent life the time, |

When bufy days are paft,
Man verging gradual from his prime, - V
| Meets facred Peace at laft

His flowery Spring of pleafures o’er,
And Summer’s full-blown pride no more,

He gains pacific Autumn, meek and bland,

And dauntlefs braves the firoke of Winter’s palfy’d hand,
Vi {

For yet awhile, a little while,

Involv’d in wint’ry gloom, i
Andlo! another Spring thall fmile,
A Spring eternal bloom ;
Then fhall he thine, a glorious gueft,
In the bright manfions of the bleft,
Where due rewards on Virtue are beftow’d,

And reap the golden fruits of what his Autumn fow’d.
ASOIN G.




