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The Nymphs avho prefide over [prings and rivulets are ad-
dreffed at day-break in ‘honour of their feveral Sfunctions,
and of the relations wbhich they bear to the natural and to
the moral aorld. Their origin is deduced SJrom the firft
allegorical deities, or powers of nature; according to the
doctrine of the old mythological potts,* concerning the gene-
ration of the Gods and the rife of things. They are then
Succeffively confidered, as giving motion to the air and ex-
citing Summer-breexesy as ;.=.=:_.-*c:r-:_‘/,fi';,r';zg and .»S».g-g;ff_:;@_z-ﬁg B
Q;har"f{;f\ff aworld 3 as fc;’f.f;-;g',-,-;f:}fg to the f}gf;;;:/j of na-
q';g'r;'/*ff FIUVEYS, and {'Sifj'z"‘?‘f{ﬁ’?z‘f{}F to the MAINtenance .?f
commerce ; and by that means, to the maritime part of mi-
litary power. Next is reprefented their Sfavourable in-
fluence upon bealth, avhen affiffed .5)' rural exercife :
avhich introduces 1beir conneltron awith the agrs 5f}§‘é)ﬁ"9
and the happy effeéts of mineral, medicinal Jprings. La 1/¢ly,
they are celebrated for the friendfbip wwhich the Mufes bear
them, and Jf}:‘r the arue infpiration -v;i:f:‘r:f: temperance only can
receive : in oppofition to the enthufiafm of the mare licentious
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O’ER yonder eaftern hill the twilight throws
Her dufky mantle; and the God of day,
‘ With bright Aftrzea feated by his fide,
Waits yet to leave the ocean, Tarry, Nymphs,
| Ye Nymphs, ye blue-ey’d progeny of Thames,
Who now the mazes of this rugged heath
| Trace with your fleeting fteps; who all night long
Repeat, amid the cool and tranquil air,
Your lonely murmurs, tarry : and receive
My offer’d lay. 'To pay you homagedue,
I leave the gates of fleep ; nor fhall my lyre
\ A 2 Too.
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Too far into the fp!c 1did hours of morn

[ngage your audience : my obfervant hand

Shall clofe the ftrain ere any fultry beam

Approach you. To your fubterranean haunts

Ye then may timely fteal ; to pace with care

The humid fands; to loofen from the {1l

The bubbling fources ; to dire¢t the rills

To meetin wider channels; or beneath

Some grotto’s dripping arch, at height of noon

To flumber, fhelter’d from the burning heaven.
Where fhall my {fong begin, ye Nymphs ?- or end ?

Wide is your praife and copious Firft of things,
Firlt of the lonely powers, ere Time arofe,

Were Love and Chaos. Love, the fire of Fate;
Elder than Chaos. Born of Fate was Time,

Who many fons and many comely births

Devour’d, relentlefs father : till the child

Of Rhea drove him from the upper fky,

And quell’d his deadly might. Then focial reign’d
The kindred powers, Tethys, and reverend Ops,
And fpotlefs Vefta; while fupreme of fway
Remain’d the cloud-compeller. From the couch
Of Tethys {prang the fedgy-crowned race,

W ho from a thoufand urns, o’er every clime,

Send tribute to their parent; and from them

Are ye, O Naiads: Arethufa fair,

And tuneful Aganippe ; that.{weet name,
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Bandufia; that foft family which dwelt
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With Syrian Daphne ; and the honour’d tribes
Belov’d of P=on. Liften to my ftrain,
Daughters of Tethys : liften to your praife.

You, Nymphs, the winged offspring, which of old
Aurora to divine Aftrzus bore,
Owns ; and your aid befeecheth. When the might
Of Hyperion, from his noontide throne,
Unbends their languid pinions, aid from you
They afk : Favonius and the mild South-weft
From you relief implore. Your fallying ftreams
Frefh vigour to their weary wings impart.
Again they fly, difporting; from the mead
Half-ripen’d and the tender blades of corn,
To {weep the noxious mildew; or difpel
Contagious fteams, which oft the parched earth
Breathes on her fainting fons. From noon to eve,
Along theriver and the paved brook,
Af{cend the cheerful breezes : hail’d of bards
Who, faft by learned Cam, the Mantuan lyre
Sollicit ; nor unwelcome to the youth
Who on the highths of Tybur, all inclin’d
O’er rufhing Anio, with a pious hand
The reverend fcene delineates, broken fanes,
Or tombs, or pillar’d aqueduéts, the pomp
Of ancient time ; and haply, while he {cans
The ruins, with a filent tear revolves
The fame and fortune of imperious Rome.

You too, © Nymphs, and your unenvious aid
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T he rural powers confefs ; and ftill prepare

For you their grateful treafures. Pan commands,
Oft as'the Delian king with Sirius holds
The central heavens, the father of the grove
Commands his Dryads over your abodes
To {pread their deepeft umbrage. welN the God
Remembereth howindulgent ye fupplied
Your genial dews to nurfe them in their prime.

Pales, the pafture’s queen, where’er ye firay,
Putfues your fteps, delighted ; and the path
With living verdure clothes, Around your haunts
The laughing Chloris, with profufeft hand,
Throws wide her blooms, her odaurs. Still with you
Pomona feeks to dwell: and o’er the lawns,
And o’er the vale of Richmond, where with Thames
Ye love to wander, Amalthea pours
Well-pleas’d the wealth of that Ammonian horn,
Her dower ; nnmindful of the fragrant ifles
Nyf{zan or Atlantic. Nor can'it thou,
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(Albeit oft, ungrateful, thou doft mockK

The beverage of the fober Naiad’s urn,

O Bromius, O Lenzan) nor can’ft thou

Difown the powers whofe bounty, iil repaid,
With nedtar feeds thy tendrils. Yet from me,
Yet, blamelefs Nymphs, from my delighted lyre,
Accept the rites your bounty well may claim ;
Nor heed the {cofhngs of the Edonian band.

For better praife awaits you. Thames, your fire,

As
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As down the verdant flope your duteous rills
Defcend, the tribute ftately Thames receives,

Delighted ; and your piety applauds ;
And bids his copious tide roll on {ecure,
For faithful are his daughters ; and with words
Aufpicious gratulates the bark which, now
His banks forfaking, her adventurous wings
Yields to the breeze, with Albion’s happy gifts
Extremeft ifles to blefs. And oft at morn,
When Hermes, from Olympus bent o’er earth
To bear the words of Jove, on yonder hill
Stoops lightly-failing ; oftintent your {prings
He views: and waving o’er fome new-born ftream
His bleft pacific wand, > And yet,” he cries,
¢« Yet,” cries the fon of Maia, ¢ though reclufe
¢¢ And filent be your ftores, from you, fair Nymphs,
¢¢ Flows wealth and kind fociety to men.
¢« By you my funétion and my honour’d name
¢« Do I poflefs; while o’er the Beetic vale,
¢¢ Or through the towers of Memphis, or the palms
<« By facred Ganges water’d, I conduét
¢« The Englith merchant: with the buxom fleece
¢ Of fertile Ariconium while I clothe
¢¢ Sarmatian kings ; or to the houfehold Gods
¢« Of Syria, from the bleak Cornubian fhore,
<« Difpenfe the mineral treafure which of old
¢« Sidonian pilots fought, when this fair land
¢« Was yet unconfcious of thofe generous arts
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