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ODE to EVENING

By the Same.
EF ought of oaten ftop, or pa,“loml fong,
L May hope, chafte Eve, to footh thy modeft ear,
Like thy own folemn fprings,
Thy {prings, and dying gales,
O Nywmrs referv’d, while now the bright-haird {un
Sits in yon weftern tent, whofe cloudy fkirts
‘With brede etherial wove,
O’¢rhang his wavy bed :
Now air is hufh’d, fave where the weak-ey’d bat,
With fhort fhrill fhrieks flits by on leathern wing,
Or where the beetle winds
His finall but fullen horn,
As oft he rifes ’midft the twilight path,
Againft the pilgrim born in heedlefs hum.
Now teach me, maid compos’d,
To breathe {fome foften’d firain,
Whofe numbers ftealing thro’ thy dark’ning vale,
May not unfeemly with its ftillnefs fait,
As mufing {low, I hail
Thy genial lov’d return !
For when thy folding ftar arifing fhews
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp
The fragrant Hours, and Elves
Who flept in flow’rs the day,
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And many a Nymph who wreaths her brows with fedge,
And fheds the fref’ning dew, and lovelier full,
The Pensive PLEasurEs fiveet
Prepare thy thadowy car. .
Then lead, calm Vot’refs, where {fome fheety lake
Chears the lone heath, or fome time-hallow’d pile,
Or up-land fallows grey
Refleét its laft cool gleam,
But when chill bluft’ring winds, or driving rain,
Forbid my willing feet, be mine the hut,
That from the mountain’s fide,
Views wilds, and {welling floods,
And hamlets brown, and dim-difcover'd fpires,
And hears their fimple bell, and marks o’er all
Thy dewy fingers draw
The gradual dufky veil.
‘While Spring fhall pour-his-fhow’rs, ‘as‘oft he wont,
And bathe thy breathing treffes, meekeit Eve!
‘While Summer loves to {port
Beneath thy ling’ring light ;
While fallow Autumn £lls thy lap with leaves;
Or Winter yelling thro® the troublous air,
Affrights thy fhrinking train,
And rudely rends thy robes ;
So long, fure-found beneath the Sylvan fhed,
ghall Fancy, FrRienpsHIP, Sciewce, rofe-lip’d Heavrrs,
Thy gentleft influence own,
And hymn thy fav’rite name !
VERSE S
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