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By the fame.

?’3‘{7 E nymphs, that from Diana’s {port retir'd,
Yon foreft leave awhile, and love to haunt
"The bord’ring vallies; faw ye, as they p

A chofen pair, the glory of your plains,
Array’d in youth's full bloom, and nature’s prime }
Saw ye the glance of beauty, when the fair,

ver’d with charms, and by the Graces drefs’d,

March’d on: with joy the bridegroom flufh’d, beyond

‘What livelieft fancy, unpoflefs’d, can dream !

Heard ye the mufic of the groves around

b g

Warbling, while choirs of gratulation rung
From ev’ry {pray; and nightingales, foft tund,
in not !

peculiar thril’d the nuptial fon

Such as in neighb’ring Wizd/or’s fav’rite {hade

'They chaunt; and, if their FHaudel’s ear be true,

No where on filence fteal with lay fo fweet.
Aufpicious emens brood on' the fair hour !

Did ever Hyxz

Ur his bright veft with decoer yellow flow ?

#'s look more frefh appear,

T'he weit that on oc high and rare

Pontifical
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Pontifical he wears, when hearts fincere
Combine ; of healthy cheels, and fparkling eye
As in the ftate of nature, ere his thafts
By gold were blunted. How the blazing torch,
Fann’d by love’s pinion, fheds unufual fire |
Lo! by the trail of light, he left behind,
As from the fhrine his jubilee return’d,
The Mufe, invited gueft, attends her theme
Right fo the nuptial bow’r. There ent’ring, thrice

She hemm’d, thrice bleflt the threfhold wich a {fneeze,

Prelude of happinefs to come.  Her lyre
She ftrung,—=a friendly, voluntary ftrain.

« Hail (fhe began) diftinguifh’d pair! how fit
To join in wedded love, each other’s choice !
Bridegroom, thy tafte is elegant indeed,

And fingers nice, that on fome funny bank

In beanty’s garden cull’d fo fair a flow’r,

To thine tranfplanted from her native foil.

Cherifh befure thy blooming charge ; keep off
Fach blaft unkind, and Zephyr’s gale alone

Blow there, and genial funs for ever (mile.

Who not applaud thy vow ? hereafter who
Difpute thy palate, judging and exat,

Nor thou, fair bride,

Owner of curious blifs ?

Repine, nor homeward caft thy longing eye ;

"Twas time to fever from the virgin choir.

What joy in lonelinefs to wafte the hours

l"fnfruitful ? fee, hard by, Loddona’s fiream
G 4
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