Ope on Lyric Poetry. By Mr. Marrjor.
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I NMATE of fmoaking cots, whofe ruftic fhed,

Within its humble bed,
Her twittering progeny contains,
The {wallow I‘l.vec'ps the plains,
Or lightly fkims from level lakes the dew.
T he ringdove ever true
In plaintive accents tells of unrelenting fate,
Far from the raven’s croak, and bird of night,
That ihrieking wings her flight
When, at his mutter’d rite,
Hid in the dufky defart vale,
With ftarting eye, and vifage pale
The grimly wizard fees the {petres rife unholy ;
But haunts the woods that held her beauteous mate,
And wooes the Echo foft with murmurs melancholy.
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Sublime alone the feather’d monarch flies,
His neft dark mifts upon the meountains fhrowd :
In vain the howling ftorms arife,
When borne on outftretch’d plume aloft ke {prings,
Dafhing with many a ftroke the parting cloud,
Or to the buoyant air commits his wings
Floating with even fail adown the liquid fkies;

Then darting upward, {wift his wings afpire,

: Where thunders keep their gloomy feat,
\ And Iightnings arm’d with heaven’s zl‘mnging ire,
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