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O_D.E  toaNebG o .

T HE bufy cares of day are done ;
In yonder weftern cloud the fun
Now fets, in other worlds to rife,
And glad with light the nether {kies.
With ling’ring pace the parting day retires,
And flowly leaves the mountain tops, and gilded fpires,

Yon azure cloud, enrob’d with white,
Still fhoots a gleam of fainter light :
At length defcends a browner fhade ;
At length the glim’ring objecs fade :
Till all fubmit to Nicu1’s impartial reign,
And undiftinguifh’d darknefs covers all the plain.

No more the ivy-crowned oak
Refounds beneath the wood-man’s ftroke,
Now Silence holds her folemn fivay ;
Mute is each bufh, and ev'ry {pray :
Nought but the found of m arm’ring rills is heard,
Or from the mould’ring tow’r, Nicur’s folitary bird.

Hail
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Hail facred hour of peaceful reft !
Of pow’r to charm the troubled breaft ! .
By thee the captive {lave obtains |
Short refpite from his galling pains ;
Nor fighs for liberty, nor native foil ;
But for a while forgets his chains, and fultry toil.

No horrors haft thou in thy train,
No feorpion lafh, no clanking chain.
When the pale murd’rer round him {pies
A thoufand grifly forms arife,
When fhrieks and groans aroufe his palfy’d fear,
’Tis guiltalarms his foul, and confcience wounds his ear,

The village {wain whom Phillis charms,
Whofe breaft the tender paflion warms,
Withes for thy all-fhadowing veil,
To tell the fair his lovefick tale :
Nor lefs impatient of the tedious day,
She longs to hear his tale, and figh her foul away.

Oft by the covert of thy fhade
Leanper woo'd the THracran nmaid 3
Through foaming feas his paffion bore,
Ner fear'd the ocean’s thund’ring roar.
The confcious virgin from the fea-girt tow’r
Hung out the faithful torch to guide him to her bow’r.

Oft
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Oft at thy filent hour the fage
Pores on the fair inftrutive page ;
Or rapt in mufings deep, his foul
Mounts aftive to the flarry pole
There pleas’d to range the realms of endlefs night,
Numbers the ftars, or marks the comet’s devious light.

Thine is the hour of converfe fweet,
When {prightly wit and reafon meet :
Wit, the fair bloflom of the mind,
Baut fairer fhill with reafon join’d,
Such is the feaft thy focial hours afford,

When eloquence and GranvirLre join the friendly board.

GranviLLe, whofe polifh’d mind is fraught
With all that Rome or Greecke €’er taught;

Who pleafes and inftruéts the ear,
‘When he aflames the critic’s chair,
Or from the StacyriTE or PLATO draws
The arts of civil life, the {pirit of the laws.

O let me often thus employ

The hour of mirth and focial joy !

And glean from GraxviLre’s learned {tore
Fair fcience and true wifdom’s lore.

Then will I ftill implore thy longer ftay,
Nor change thy feftive hours for funfhine and the day.

Written
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