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Approach : But aweful! Lo th’ Egerian grott,

‘Where, nobly-penfive, St. Jonw fate and thought
Where Britifh fighs from dying WyxprAM flole,

And the bright flame was fhot thro’ Marcumont’s foul.
Let fuch, fuch only; tread this facred floor;

Ii:.L Who dare to love their country, and be noor.
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HYMN on SOLITUDE.

By the late James Tromson, Edg; Author.of the Seafons.

1 I E AIL; ever-pleafing Solitude!
it Companion of the wife and good !

But, from whofe holy, piercing eye,
The herd of fools, and villains fly.

Oh! how I love with thee to walk !
And liften to thy whifper’d talk ;

H Which innocence, and truth imparts,

f And melts the moft obdurate hearts.

A thoufand fhapes you wear with eafe;
And fill in every fhape you pleafe ;
Now rapt in fome myfterious dream,

A lone philofopher you {eem ;
Now quick from hill to vale you fly;

And now you fweep. the vaulted fky,

And nature triumphs in your eye :

Then ftrait again you court the fhade,

And pining hang the penfive head.

A fhepherd




[31]

A fhepherd next yon haunt the plain,
And warble forth your oaten ftrain.
A lover now with all the grace
Of that fiveet paflion in your face!
Then, foft-divided, you affume
The gentle-looking H—d’s bloom,
As, with her PainomELa, fhe,
(Her PurromeLa fond of thee)
Amid the long withdrawing vale,
Awakes the rival’d nightingale.
A thoufand fhapes you wear with eafe,
And fill in every fhape you pleafe.
Thine is th’ unbounded breath of morn,
Jult as the dew-bent rofe is born ;
And while meridian fervors beat,
Thine is the woodland’s dumb retreat;
But chief, when evening fcenes decay;
And the faint landfkip {wims away,
Thine is the doubtful dear decline,
And that beft hour of mufing thine.
Defcending angels blefs thy train,
The virtues of the fage, and {wain ;
Plain Innocence in white array’d,
And Contemplation rears the head ¢
Religion, with her aweful brow,
And rapt Uranta waits on you.
Oh, let me pierce thy fecret cellt
And in thy deep receffes dwell :
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