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The - RIOEB T N« COAN  FiE 8T
Written at the clofe of Autumn, 1756.
By the Same.

0 Come, thou melancholy Mufe,
With folemn dirge aflift my ftrain,
While fhades defcend, and weeping dews,

In {forrows wrap the rural plain.

Her mantle grave cool Evening {preads,
The Sun cuts fhort his joyful race;
"The jocund hills, the laughing meads,

Put on a fickening, dying face.

Stern Winter brings his gloomy train,
Each pleafing landfkip fades from view ;
In {folemn ftate he fhuts the fcene,
To flow’ry fields we bid adiew!

Quite {tript of every beauty, fee
How foon fair Nature’s honours fade !
The flowers are fled, each fpreading tree
No more affords a grateful fhade.

Their naked branches now behold,

Bleak winds pierce thro’ with murmuring foun

Chill’d by the northern breezes cold,
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honours ftrew the ground.
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So man, who treads life’s ative ftage,
Like leaf or bloflom fades away ;
In tender youth, or riper age,

Drops thus, into his native clay !

Alas! and can we chufe but moan,
To fee all Nature’s charms expire !

Fair-blooming Spring, gay Summer gone,
And Autumn haftening to retire!

But fee the tender Redbreaft comes,
Forfaking now the leaflefs grove,

Hops o’er my threfhold, pecks my crumbs,

And courts my hr;fpit:lblc love.

Then {ooths me with his plaintive tale
As Sol withdraws his friendly ray ;
Cheering, as evening (hades prevail,

The foft remains of clofing day.

O welcome to my homely board !
There unmolefted fhalt thou ftand ;
Were it with choiceft dainties ftor’d,
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For thee I’d ope a iiberal hand.
Since thou, of all the warbling throng,
Who now 1n filence far retire,
Remain’ft to footh me with a fong,
And many a pleafing thought infpire.




