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ODE to WISDO M

By a LADY.

HE folitary bird of night

Thro’ the thick fhades now wings his flight,

And quits his time-fhook tow’r ;

Where; fhelter’d from the blaze of dﬁy,

In philofophick gloom he lay,
Beneath his ivy bow’r.

With joy I hear the folemn found,

Which midnight echoes waft areund,
And fighing gales repeat.

Fav’rite of Parras ! I attend,

And faithful to thy fummons, bend
At Wispowm’s aweful feat.

She loves the cool, the filent eve,

Where no falfe fhews of life deceive;
Beneath the lunar ray.

Here Folly drops each vain difguife,

Nor fport her gaily-colour’d dyes,
As in the beam of day.

You. III, O

O Parras!




[ 210 ]

O PaLras! queen of ev’ry art,

That glads the fenfe, and miends the leart,
Bleft fource of purer joys:

In every form of beauty bright,

That captivates the mental {fight

With pleafure and furprize :

At thy unfpotted fhrine I bow ;
Attend thy modeflt fuppliant’s vow,
That breathes no wild defites:
But taught by thy uneiring rulés,
"T'o fhun the fruitlefs wifl of fools,

To nobler views afpires.

Not ForTUNE’s gem, AmsirTion’s plume,
Nor Cyruerea’s fading bloom,

Be objeéts of my pray’r:
Let Av’rice, VANITY, and PriDE,
Thofe envy’d glitt’ring toys, divide

The dull rewards of care.

To me thy better gifts impart,
Each moral beauty of the heart,
By ftudious thoughts refin’d:
For Wealth, the fmiles of glad Content;
For Pow’r, its ampleft, beft extent,
An empire o’er the mind,
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When ForTune drops her gay parade,
When PreasurE’s tranfient rofes fade,

And wither in the temb;
Unchang’d is 'thy immortal prize,
Thy ever-verdant laurels rife

In undecaying bloom.

By thee protected, I defy

The coxcomb’s fneer, the ftupid lye
Of ignorance and {pite

Alike contemn the leaden fool,

And all the pointed ridicule

Of undifcerning wit.

From envy, hurry, noife and firife,
The dull impertinence of life,
In thy retreat I reft :
Purfue thee to the peaceful groves,
Where PLaTo’s facred {pirit roves,
In all thy beauties drefs’d.

He bade Iliffus’ tuneful fiream
Convey thy philofophick theme
Of Perfe, Fair, and Good :
Attentive Athens caught the found,
And all her lif*ning fons around
In aweful filence ftood :

Oz

Reclaim’d,




Reclaim’d, her wild licentious youth

Confefs’d the potent voice of TruTH,
And felt its juft controul:

The Paflions ceas’d their loud alarms,

And Virtue’s {oft perfuafive charms
O’er all their fenfes ftole.

Thy breath infpires the Po£T’s fong,
The Patriox’s free, unbiafs’'d tongue,
‘The Hero’s gen’rous ftrife ;
"Thine are Retirement’s filent joys,
And all the fweet engaging ties
Of ftill domeftick life.

No more to fabled Names confin’d,

To the fupreme all-perfeét Mind
My thoughts direét their flight:

Wifdom’s thy gift, and all her force

From thee deriv’d, eternal fource
Of intellectual light.

O fend her fure, her fteady ray,
To regulate my doubtful way,
Thro’ life’s perplexing road :
The mifts of error to controul,
And thro’ its gloom dire&t my foul
'To happinefs and good.
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