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The ARGUMENT.

The Subjelt propofed. Inferibedts the Countefs of HarT-

s the wa-

ForD. The Seaforn is deferibed asit affel
rious Parts of Nature, afcending from the Loaver to the
Higher 5 and mixed avith Digreffons arifing from the
Subjei. Its Influcwce on inanimate Matter, on Ve
ge!a!v!e:, or Brute Animals, and laff on Man; conclu-
ding with a Diffuafive from the avild and irregalar
Paffion of Love, oppofed 1o That of a pure and bappy
Kind.
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O M E, gentle Spr1xng, Ethereal Mildnefs, come,
C And from the Bofom of yon dropping Cloud,
While Mafic wakes around, veil’d in a Shower
Of fhadowing Rofes, on our Plains defcend.

O HarTrorD, fitted, or to fhine in Courts
With unaffeted Grace, or walk the Plain
With Innocence and Meditation join'd
In foft Aflemblage liften to my Song,
Which thy own Seafon paints ; when Nature all

v

Is blooming, and benevolent, like thee. 10

A xp fee where furly W 15 T £ R paffes off,
Far to the North, and calls his ruffian Blafts :
His Blafts obey, and quit the howling Hill,
he fhatter’d Foreft, and the ravag’d Vale ;
While fofter Gales fucceed, at whofe kind Touch, 13
Diffolving Snows in livid Torrents loft,
The Mountains lift their green Heads to the Sky.
B 3 As
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As yet the trembling Year is unconfirm’d,
And W1 nTE R oftat Eve refumes the B ecze,
Chills the pale Morn, and bids his driving Slects 20
Deform the Day delightlefs : fo that fearce
The Bittern knows his Time, with Bill ingulpht,
To fhake the founding Marfh ; or from the Shore
The Plovers when to fcatter o’er the Heath,

And fing their wild Notes to the liftening Wafte.

1]

v

At laft from Aries rolls the bounteous Sun,
And the bright Bu// receives him. Then no more
"T'h’ expanfive Atmofphere is cramp'd with Cold ;
But, full of Life and vivifying Soul,
Lifts the light Clouds fublime, and fpreads them thin, 30
Fleecy, and white, o’er all-furrounding Heaven,

Forru fly the tepid Airs; and unconfin'd,
Unbinding Earth, the moving Softnefs ftrays.
Joyous, th’ impatient Hufbandman perceives
Relenting Nature, and his lufty Steers 38
Drives from their Stalls, to where the well-us’d Plow
Lies in the Furrow, loofen’d from the Froft.
There, unrefufing to the harnefs’d Yoke,
They lend their Shoulder, and begin their Toil,
Chear'd by the fimple Song and foaring Lark. 40
Meanwhile, incumbent o’er the thining Share,

Th
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The Mafter leans, removes th’ obftruéted Clay,
Winds the whole Work, and fidelong lays the Glebe,

W45, thro the neighbouring Fields the Sower ftalks,
With meafur’d Step; and, liberal, throws the Grain 45
Into the faithful Bofom of the Ground.

The Harrow follows harfh, and fhuts the Scene.

B e gracious, Heavex ! for now laborious Man,
Has done his Part.  Ye foftering Breezes, blow!
Ye foftening Dews, ye tender Showers, defcend ! 59
And temper all, thou world-reviving Sun,
Into the perfe&t Year! Nor, ye, who live
In Luxury and Eafe, in Pomp and Pride,
Think thefe laft Themes unworthy of your Far ¢
Such Themes as thefe the rura/ Ma ro fang
'T'o wide-imperial Rome, in the full Heigit
Of Elegance and Talte, by Greece refin’d.
In ancient times, the f{acred Plow employ’d
The Kings, and awful Fathers of Mankind :
And Some, with whom compar’d, your Infet-Tribes Ge
Are but the Beings of a Summer’s Day,
Have held the Scale of Empire, rul’d the Storm
Of mighty War ; then, with victorious Hand,
Difdaining little Delicacies, feiz'd
The Plow, and greatly independant fcorn'd 65
All the vile Stores Corruption can beftow.

ry

B 4 Ye
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Y £ generous Br 1T 0 n s, venerate the Plow !
And o’eryour Hills, and long withdrawing Vales,
Let Autamn fpread his Treafures to the Sun,
Luxuriant, and unbounded ! As the Sea,

Far thro his azure turbulent Domain,

Your Empire owns, and from a thoufand Shores
Wafts all the Pomp of Life into your Ports 3
So with fuperior Boon may your rich Soil,
Exuberant, Nature's better Bleflings pour

O'er every Land, the naked Nations clothe,
And be th exhauttlefs Granary of a World !

N o r only thro the Jenient Air this Change,
Delicious, breathes ; the penetrative Sun,
His Force dzep-darting to the dark Retreat
Of Vegetation, fets the fteaming Power
At large to wander o’er the vernant Earth,
In various Hues ; but chiefly thee, gay Green s
Thou fmiling Nature’s univerfal Robe !
United Light and Shade! where the Sight dwells
With growing Strength, and ever-new Delight.

FrowM the moift Meadow to the wither’d Hill,
Led by the Breeze, the vivid Verdure runs,
And fwells, and deepens, to the cherifh’d Eye.
The Hawthorn whitens ; and the juicy Groves
Put forth their Buds, unfolding by degrees,

75

So
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Till the whole leafy Foreft ftands difplay’d,

In full Luxuriance, to the fighing Gales ;

‘Where the Deer ruftle thro the twining Brake,

And the Birds fing conceal’d. Atonce, array’d  gg
In all the Colours of the fluthing Year,

By Nature’s fwift and fecret-working Hand,

The Garden glows, and fills the liberal Air

With lavith Fragrance ; while the promis’d Fruit

Lies yet a little Embryo, unperceiv’d, 100
Within its crimfon Folds. Now from the Town

Buried in Smoke, and Sleep, and noifom Damps,

Oft let me wander o’er the dewy Fields,

Where Frefhnefs breathes, anddath the trembling Drops

From the bent Bufh, as thro the verdant Maze 105
Of Sweet-bryar Hedges I purfue my Walk ;

Or tafte the Smell of Dairy ; or afcend

Some Eminence, AvG usT a, inthy Plains,

And fee the Country, far-diffus’d around,

One boundlefs Bluth, one white-empurpled Shower 11
Of mingled Bloffoms ; where the raptur’d Eye

Hurries from Joy ta Joy, and hid beneath

The fair Profufion, yellow Autumn fpies.

I, brulh’d from Refflan Wilds, acutting Gale, -
Rife not, and featter from his humid Wings 11§
The clammy Mildew ; or, dry-blowing, breathe
Untimely Froft ; before whofe baleful Blaft
The full-blown Spring thro all her Foliage fhrinks,

Bs Joylefs,
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f | Joylefs, and dead, -a wide-dejected Wafte,
I

|

1

For oft, engender’d by the hazy North, 120
Myriads on Myriads, Infe@-Armies waft
Keen in the poifon’d Breeze ; and wafteful eat,
l Thro Buds and Bark, into the blacken’d Core,
} Their eager Way. A feeble Race! yet oft
J ‘The facred Sons of Vengeance ! on whofe Courfe 125
; Corrofive Famine waits, and kills the Year.
| ‘T'o check this Plague the fkilful Farmer Chaff,
l And blazing Straw, before his Qrchard burns ;
"Till all involv’d in Smoke, the latent Foe
[ { il From every Cranny {uffocated falls : 130
Or fcatters o’er the Blooms the pungent Duft
©Of Pepper, fatal to the frofty Tribe :
Or, when th’envenom’d Leaf begins to curl,
| With fprinkled Water drowns them in their Neft : (
N | Nor while they pick them up with bufy Bill, 135
' Thelictle trooping Birds unwifely fcares.

| B £ patient, Swains ; thefe cruel-feeming Winds

: , Blow not in vain. Far hence they keep, reprefs’d,
Thofe deepning Clouds on Clonds, furcharg’d with Rain,
That o’er the valt 4tlantic hither borne, 140
In endlefs Train, would quench the Summer-Blaze,
And, chearlefs, drown the crude unripen’d Year,

[ Tue North-Eaft fpends his Rage, and now, fhut up

! Within his Iron Caves, th’ effufive South

| Warms
|
|
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Warms the wide Air, and o’er the Void of Heaven 145
Bredthes the big Clouds with vernal Showers diftent.
At firft a dufky Wreath they feem to rife,

Scarce ftaining Ether ; but by faft Degrees,

In Heaps on Heaps, the doubling Vapour fails

Along the loaded Sky, and mingling deep 150
Sits on th’ Horizon round a fettled Gloom.

Not fuch as wintry Storms on Mortals fhed,

Opprefling Life, but lovely, gentle, kind,

And full of every Hope and every Joy,

The Wifh of Nature. Gradual finks the Breeze, 155
Into a perfect Calm ; that nota Breath

Is heard to quiver thro’ the clofing Woods,

Or ruftling turn the many-twinkling Leaves

Of Afpin tall. Th’ uncurling Floods, diffus'd

In glaffy Breadth, feem thro delufive Lapfe 160
Forgetful of their Courfe. *T'is Silence all,

And pleafing Expectation. / Herds and Flocks

Dropthe diy Sprig, and mate-imploring eye

The falling Verdure. Hufh’d in fhort Sufpenfe,

The plumy People ftreak their Wings with Oil, 165
To throw the lucid Moifture trickling off ;

And wait th’ approaching Sign to ftrike, at once,

Into the general Choir. Even Mountains, Vales,

And Forefts feem, impatient, to demand
" The promis’d Sweetnefs,  Man fuperior walks 170
Amid the glad Creation, mufing Praife,

And looking lively Gratitude. At laft,

B6 The




The Clouds confign their T'reafures to the Fields,
And, foftly fhaking on the dimpled Pool
Prelufive Drops, letall their Moifture flow, 175
In large Effufion o’er the frefhen’d World. |

The ftealing Shower is {carce to patter heard,

By fuch as wander thro the Foreft-Walks,

Beneath th’umbrageous Multitude of Leaves.

But who can hold the Shade while Heaven defcends 180
In univerfal Bounty, fhedding Herbs,

And Fruits, and Flowers, on Nature’sample Lap ?
Swift Fancy fir'd anticipates their Growth ;

And, while the milky Nutriment diftills,

Beholds the kindling Country colour round. 185

Tuus all day long the full-diftended Clouds
Indulge their genial Stores, and well-fhower’d Earth
Is deep enrich’d with vegetable Life ;
Till, in the weftern Sky, the downward Sun
Looks out, effulgent, from amid the Flufh 190
Of broken Clouds, gay fhifting to his Beam.
The rapid Radiance inftantaneous ftrikes
Th® illumin’d Mountain, thro the Foreft ftreams,
Shakes on the Floods, and in a yellow Mift,
Far fmoaking o’er th® interminable Plain 195
In twinkling Myriads lights the dewy Gems.
Moift, bright, and green, the Landskip laughs around.
Full fwell the Woods ; their every Mufick wakes,

tix’d in wild Concert with the warbling Brooks
Increas'd,
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Increas’d, the diftant Bleatings of the Hills, z0¢
The hollow Lows refponfive from the Vales,

Whence blending all the fweeten'd Zephyr {prings.
Meantime refracted from yon eaftearn Cloud,

Beftriding Earth, the grand ethereal Bow

Shoots up immenfe ; and every Hue unfolds, 208
In fair Proportion running from the Red,

To where the Violet fades into the Sky.

Here, awful N Ew T o n, the diffolving Clouds
Form, fronting onthe Sun, thy fhowery Prifm ;

And to the fage-inftrufted Eye unfold 210
The various T'wine of Light by thee difclos’d

From the white mingling Maze. Not fo the Swain,
He wondering views the bright Enchantment bend,
Delightful, o’er the radiant Fields, and runs

Tocatch the falling Glory ; but amaz’d 215
Beholds th’ amufive Arch before him fly,

Then vanifh’d quite away. Still Night fucceeds,

A f{often’d Shade, and faturated Earth

Awaits the Morning-Beam, to give to Light,

Rais’d thro ten thoufand different Plaftic Tubes, 220
The balmy Treafures of the former Day. ,

Tuen fpring the lively Herbs, profufely wild,
O'er all the deep-green Earth, beyond the Power
Of Botanift to number up their T'ribes : !
Whether e fteals along the lonely Dale, 22§
In filent Searchs or thro the Foreft, rank
With
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With what the dull Incurious Weeds account,

Burfts hisblind Way ; or climbs the Mountain-Rock,
Fir'd by the nodding Verdure of its Brow.

With fuch a liberal Hand has Nature flung 230
Their Seeds abroad, blown them about in Winds,
Innumerous mix'd them with the Nurfing Mold,

‘The moiftning Current, and prolifick Rain.

BuT who their Virtues can declare ? Who pierce
With Vifion pure, into thefe fecret Stores 238
Of Health, and Life, and Joy? The Food of Man,
While yet he liv’d in Innocence, and told
A Length of golden Years, unflefh’d in Blood,

A Stranger to the favage Arts of Life,
Death, Rapine, Carnage, Surfeit, and Difeafe, 240
‘The Lord, and not the Tyrant of the World.

Tue firkt frefh Dawn then wak’d the gladden’d Race
Of uncorrupted Man, nor, blufh’d to fee
The Sleggard fleep beneath its facred Beam.
For theirlight Slumbers gently fam’d away 3 245
And up they rofe as vigorous as the Sun,
Or to the Culture of the willing Glebe,
Or to the chearful Tendance of the Flock.
Meantime the Song went round ; and Dance and Sport
Wifdom and friendly Talk fucceflive ftole 250
Their Hours away. Whilein the rofy Vale

Love breath’d his infant Sighs, from Anguifhfree,
And
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And full replete with Blifs ; fave the fweet Pain,
That, inly thrilling, but exalts it more.
Nor yet injurious A¢t, nor furly Deed, 255
Was known among thefe happy Sons of HEAVEN ;
For Reafon and Benevolence were Law.
Harmonious Nature too look’d fmilling on.
Clear fhone the Skies, cool’d with eternal Gales,
And balmy Spirit all. 'The youthful Sun 260
Shot his beft Rays, and ftill the gracious Clouds
Drop’d Fatnefs down; as o’er the felling Mead,
The Herds and Flocks, commixing, play’d fecure.
T'his when, emergent from the gloomy Wood,
The glaring Lion faw, his horrid Heart 265
Was meeken’d, and he join’d his fullen Joy.
For Mufick held the whole in perfect Peace:
Soft figh'd the Flute ; the tender Voice was heard,
Warbling the vary’d Heart ; the Woodlands round
Apply’d their Quire ; and Windsand Waters flow’d 270
In Confonance. Such were thofe Prime of Days.
BuT now thofe white unblemifh’d Minutes whence
The fubling Poets took their golden Age,
Are found no more amid thefe Iron Times,
Thefe Dregs of Life {. Now the diftemper’d Mind 275
Has loft that Concord of harmonious Powers,
Which forms the Soul of Happinefs ; and all
Is off the Poife within : the Paffions all
Blave burft their Bounds ; and Reafon half extinét,
Or
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Or impotent, or elfe approving, fees 280
The foul Diforder. Senfelefs, and deform’d,
Convulfive Anger ftorms at large ; or pale,
And filent, fettles into fell Revenge,
Bafe Envy withers at another’s Joy,
And hates that Excellence it cannot reach, 285
Defponding Fear, of feeble Fancies full,
Weak, and unmanly, loofens every Power. |
Even Love itfelf is Bitternefs of Soul,
A penfive Anguifh pining at the Heart :
Or, funk to fordid Intereft, feels no more 290
That noble Wifh that never-cloy’d Defire,
Which {elfith Joy difdaining feeks, alone,
To blefs the dearer Obje of his Flame.
Hope fickens with Extravagance ; and Grief,
Of Life impatient, into Madnefs fwells ; 295
Or in dead 5ilence waftes the weeping Hours.
‘Thefe, and a thoufand mix’d Emotions more,
From ever-changing Views of Good and Ill,
Form’d infinitely various, vex the Mind
With endlefs Storm. Whence, deeply rankling, grows
The partial Thought, a liftlefs Unconcern, 301
Cold, and averting from our Neighbour’s Good ;
Then dark Difguft, and Hatred, winding Wiles,
Coward Deceit, and ruffian Violence.
At laft, extinét each focial Feeling, fell 308
And joylefs Inhumanity pervades,

And
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And petrifies the Heart. Nature difturb’d
Is deem’d, vindi&tive, to have chang’d her Courfe.

Hen c g, inold dutky Time, a Deluge came :
When the deep-cleft difparting Orb, thatarch’d 310
The central Waters round, impetuous rufh’d
With univerfal Burft, into the Gulph,

And o%er the high-pil’d Hills of fra&tur’d Earth
Wide-dafh’d the Waves, in Undulation vaft;

Till from the Center to the ftreaming Clouds, 314
A fhorelefs Ocean tumbled round the Globe.

T n e Seafons fince have, with feverer Sway,
Opprefs’d a broken World: the Winter keen
Shook forth his Wafte of Snows ; and Summer fhot
His peftilential Heats. Great Spring, before, 320
Green’d all the Year ; and Fruits and Bloffoms blufh'd
In focial Sweetnefs, on the felf-fame Bough.
Pure was the temperate Air ; an even Calm
Perpetual reign, fave what the Zephyrs bland
Breath’d o’er the blue Expanfe : for then nor Storms 325
Were taught to blow, nor Hurricanes to rage ;]
Sound {lept the Waters ; no fulphureous Glooms
Swell’'d in the Sky, and fent the Lightning forth ;
While fickly Damps, and cold autumnal Fogs,
Hung not, relaxing, on the Springs of Life. 330
But now, of turbid Elements the Sport,
From Clear ta Cloudy toft, from Hot to Cold,

And




. What have yedone ; ye peaceful People, What,
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And Dry to Moift, with inward-eating Change,
Our drooping Days are dwindled down to Nought,
Their Period finifh'd ere *tis well begun. 335

Anp yet the wholefome Herb neglected dies ;
Tho with the pure exhilarating Soul
Of Nutriment and Health, and vital Powers,
Eeyond the Search of Art, ’tis copious bleft.
For, with hot Ravine fird, enfanguin’d Man 340
Is now become the Lion of the Plain, -
And worfe. - The Wolf, who from the nightly Fold
Fierce-drags the bleating Prey, ne’er drunk her Milk,
Nor wore her warming Fleece : nor has the Steer,
At whofe ftrong Cheft the deadly Tygerhangs, 345
E’er plow’d for him. They too are temper’d high,
With Hunger ftung, and wild Necefiity,
Nor lodges Pity in their fhaggy Breaft.
But Mar, whom Nature form’d of milder Clay,
With every kind Emotion in his Heart, 350
And taught alone to weep ; while from her Lap
She pours ten thoufand Delicacies, Herbs,
And Fruits as numerous as the Drops of Rain
Or Beams that gave them Birth : fhall he, fair Form !
Who wears fiveet Smiles, and looks erect on Heaven, 355
E'er ftoop to mingle with the prowling Herd,
And dip his Tongue in Gore? The Beaft of Prey,
Blood-ftain’d deferves to.bleed : but you, ye Flocks,

To
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To merit Death ? You, who have given us Milk 360
In lufcious Streams, and lent us your own Coat

Againft the Winter's Cold?  And the plain Ox,

Thit harmlefs, honeft, guilelefs Animal,

In What has he offended } He, whofe Toil,

Patient and ever-ready, clothes the Land 365
With all the Pomp of Harveft ; fhall he bleed,

And ftruggling groan beneath the cruel Hands,

Even of the Clowns he feeds } And That perhaps,

To fwell the Riot of th’ Autumnal Feaft,

Won by his Labour } This the feeling Heart 370
Would tenderly {uggeft : but *tis enough,

In thislate Age, adventurous, to have touch’d

Light on the Numbers of the Samian Sage.

High He aven forbids the bold prefumptuous Strain,
Whofe wifeft Will has fix’d usin a State 375
That muft not yet to pure Perfetion rife.

Befides, who knows, how rais’d to higher Life,

From Stage to Stage, the Fital Scale afeends ?

N ow when the firft foul Torrent of the Brooks,
Swell'd with the vernal Rains, isebb'd away, 380
And, whitening, down their moffy-tinttur’d Stream
Defcends the billowy Foam: now is the Time,

While yet the dark brown Water aids the Guile,
To tempt the Trout. The well-diffembled Fly,
The Rod fine-tapering with elaftic Spring, 385
Snatch’d from the hoary Steed the floating Line,
And
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And all thy flender watry Stores prepare.

But let not on thy Hook the tortur’d Worm,

Convulfive, twift in agonizing Folds ;

Which by rapacious Hunger {wallow’d deep,

Gives as you tear it from the bleeding Breaft

Of the weak helplefs uncomplaining Wretch, 390
Harfh Pain and Horror to the tender Hand.

W ex with his lively Ray, the potent Sun
Has pierc'd the Streams, and rous’d the finny Race,
Then, iflaing chearful, to thy Sport repair ;

Chief fhould the Weftern Breezes curling play, 398
And light o'er Ether bear the fhadowy Clouds.

High to their Fount, this Day, amid the Hills,

And Woodlands warbling round, trace up the Brooks
The Next, purfue their rocky-channel’d Maze,

Down to the River, in whofe ample Wave 40@
Their little Naiads love to fporc at large.

Jult in the dubious Point, where with the Pool

Is mix'd the trembling Stream, or where it boils
Around the Stone, or from the hollow’d Banl,
Reverted, plays in undulating Flow, 403
There throw, nice-judging, the delufive Fly ;

And, as you lead it round in artful Curve,

With Eye attentive mark the {pringing Game.

Strait as above the Surface of the Flood

They wanton rife, or urg’d by Hunger leap, 410
Thenfix, with gentle Twitch, thebarbed Hook :
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Some lightly toffing to the grafly Bank,

And to the fhelving Shore, flow-dragging fome,
With various Hand proportion’d to their Force.

If yet too young, and eafily deceiv’d,

A worthlefs Prey fcarce bends your pliant Rod,
Him, piteous of his Youth, and the fhort Space
He has enjoy'd the vital Light of Heaven,

Soft difengage, and back into the Stream

The fpeckled Infant throw. But fhould you lure
From his dark Haunt, beneath the tangled Roots
Of pendant Trees, the Monarch of the Brook,
Behoves you then to ply your fineft Art,

Long time he, following cautious, fcans the Fly;
And oft attempts to feize it, but asoft

‘The dimpled Water fpeaks his jealous Fear.,

At laft, while haply o’er the fhaded Sun

Paffes a Cloud, he defperate takes the Death,
With fullen Plunge. At once he darts along,
Deep-ftruck, and runs eut all the lengthen’d Line;
Then feeks the fartheft Ooze, the theltering Weed,
The cavern’d Bank, his old fecure Abode 3

And flies aloft, and flounces round the Pool,
Indignant of the Guile. With yielding Hand,
That feels him iill, yet to his furious Courfe
Gives way, you, now retiring, f'o]lowing now
Acrofs the Stream, exhauft his idle Rage :

Till floating broad upon his breathlefs Side,

And to his Fate abandon’d to the Shore

You gaily drag your unrefifting Prize. | Tuus

27
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THus pafs the temperate Hours : but when the Sun
Shades from his Ngop. g

ay Throne the feattering Clouds
Even fhooting % :

liftlefs Languor thro the Deeps ;
Then feek the Bank where flowering Elders croud,
‘Where fcatter’d wild the Lily of the Vale 443
Its balmy Eflence breathes, where Cowflips hang

The dewy Head, where purple Violets lurk,

With all the lowly Children of the Shade :

Or lie reclin’d beneath yon fpreading Afh,

Hung o’er the Steep ; whence, born on liquid Wing, 450
The founding Culver fhoots ; or where the Hawk,
High in the beetle Cliff, his Airy builds,

Therelet the Claflic Page thy Fancy lead

Thro rural Scenes ; fuch as the Mantuan Swain
Paints in the matchlefs ITarmony of Song.

Or catch thyfelf the Landskip, gliding fwift
Athwart Imagination’s vivid Eye :

Or by the vocal Woods and Waters lull’d,

And loft in lonely Mufing, ina Dream,

Confus'd, of carelefs Solitude, where mix 469
Teen thoufand wandering Images of Things,

Soothe every Guft of Paffion into Peace,

All but the Swellings of the foften’d Heart,

That waken, not difturb the tranquil Mind.

Benorp yon breathing Profpeét bidsthe Mufe
Throw all her Beauty forth, But who can paint
3 Like

465
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Like Nature ? Can Imagination boaft,

Amid its gay Creation, Hues like hers ?

Or can it mix them with that matchlef Skill,

And lofe them in each other, as appears 476
In every Bud that blows ? If Fancy then

Unequal fails beneath the pleafing Task ;

Ahwhat fhall Language do? Ah where find Words
Ting’d with fo many Colours ; and whofe Power,

To Life approaching, may perfume my Lays 475
With that fine Oil, thofe aromatic Gales,

That inexhauftive flow continual round ?

Y E 7 tho fuccefllefs, will the Toil delight.
Come then, ye Virgins, and ye Youths, whofe Hearts
Have felt'the Raptures of refining Love ; 480
And thou, A ma NDa, come, Pride of my Song !
Form’d by the Graces, Lovelinefs itfelf!
Come with thofe downcaft Eyes, fedate and fweet,
Thofe Looks demure, that deeply pierce the Soul ;
Wherse with the Light of thoughtful Reafon mixd, 483
Shines lively Fancy and the feeling Heart :
O come | and while the rofy-footed May
Steals blufhing on, together let us tread
The Morning- Dews and gather in their Prime
Frefh-blooming Flowers, to grace thy braided Hair, 490
And thy lov’d Bofom that improves their Sweets,

SEE, where the winding Vale its favith Stores,
Irriguous, fpreads, See, how the Lily drinks

The
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The latent Rill, fcarce oozing thro the Grafs,

Of Growth luxuriant ; or the humid Bank, 495
In fair Profufion, decks. Long letuswalk,

Where the Breeze blows from yon extended Field
Ofbloflom’d Beams. A4rabia cannot boaft

A fuller Gale of Joy than, liberal, thence

Breathes thro the Senfe, and takes the ravifh'd Soul. 0@
WNor is the Mead unworthy of thy Foot,

Full of frefh Verdure, and unnumber'd Flowers,

The Negligence of Nature, wide, and wild ;

Where, undifguis’d by mimic 4r¢, fhe fpreads
Unbounded Beauty to the roving Eye. 505
Here their delicious Task the fervent Bees,

In fwarming Millions, tend. Around, athwart,

Thro the foft Air, the bufy Nations fly,

Cling to the Bud, and, with inferted Tube,

Suck its pure Effence, its ethereal Soul. 510
And oft, with bolder Wing, they foaring dare

‘The purple Heath, or where the Wild-thyme grows,
And yellow load them with the lufcious Spoil.

A T length the finifh’d Garden to the View
Its Viftasopens, and its Alleys green. 515
Snatch’d thro the verdant Maze, the hurried Eye
Diftraéted wanders ; now the bowery Walk
Of Covert clofe, where {carce afpeck of Day
Fallson the lengthen’d Gloom, protracted fweeps ;
Now meets the bending Sky, the River now 520
Dimpling
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Dimpling along, the bre eezy-rufled Lake,

The Foreft da x‘qsmug round, the glittering Spire,
Th’ etherial 1 Mountain, and the diftant Main.

But why fo far excurfive 3 wl hen at Hand,

Along thefe blul’hmg Borders, bright with Dew, 52
And in yon mingled Wildernefs of I:Iowers,
Pair-handed Spr g unbofoms every Grace :

Throws out the Snow.dy« op, and the Crocus firft ;

The Daify, Primrofe, Violet d: L“J, blue,

And Polyant]ms of unnumber’d Dyes ; 530
The yellow W all-Flower, ftain® d\ HL iron Brown ;
And lavith Stock that feents the Garden rou
From the {ift Wi ing of vernal Breezes fhed,
Anemonies ; Auriculas, enrich’d

With ﬂlmmg Meal o’er all their velvet Leaves ;
And: full Renunculas, of glowing Red.

Then comes the T Tulip-Race, whes ¢ Ecauty |
Her idle Freaks : fiom Family diffus'd

To Family, as flies the Father Duft,

The v:

On the charm’d Eye, th' ex:

N2
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(51
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ed Colours run ; and, while they break 54

[N
Q

ing Florift mar ks,
With fecret Pride the Wonders of his Hand.,

\*n gr 2dual Bloom is wanting ; from the Bud,

born of Sprin o, to Summcr s mufky Tribes :

Nor Hyacinths, of pureft virgin W h-t;,

Low.bent, and bl, lufhing inward ; nor Jonquils, 45
Of ,mtent Fragrance ; nor Narcifius fair,

led Fountain hanging ﬂnl 3
C Nor

i
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Nor broad Carnations ; nor gay-fpotted Pinks ;

Nor, fhower’d from every Bufh, the Damafk-rofe.
Infinite Numbers, Delicacies, Smells, 550
With Hues on Hues Expreflion cannot paint,

The Breath of Nature, and her endlefs Bloom.

Hail, SourcE oF Being ! Universar Sovr
Of Heaven and Earth ! EssExTtIatL PrEsencE, hail!
To Ture I bend the Knee; to THEE my Thoughts,
Continual, climb; who, with a Mafter-hand, 556
Iaft the great Whole into Perfeétion touch’d.
By THEE the various vegetative T'ribes,
Wrapt in a filmy Net, and clad with Leaves,
Draw the live Ether, and imbibe the Dew. 560
By Tuee difpos’d into congenial Soils,
Stands each attra@live Plant, and fucks, and fivells
The juicy Tide ; a twining Mafs of Tubes.
At Tuy Command the vernal Sun awakes
The torpid Sap, detruded to the Root 565
By wintry Winds, that now in fluent Dance,
And lively Fermentation, mounting, {preads
All this innumerous-colour’d Scene of things.

A rifing from the vegetable World
My Theme afcends, with equal Wing afcend, 550
My panting Mufe ; and hark, how loud the Woods
. Invite you forth in all your gayelt Trim.

# Tend me your Song, ye Nightingales I oh pour

The mazy-running Soul of Melody

a Into
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Into my varied Verfe ! while I deduce,

From the firlt Nute the hollow Cuckeo fings,
The Symphony of Spring, and touch a2 Theme
Unknown to Fame, the Pafion of the Groves,

WrEN firft the Soul of Love is fent abroad,

Warm thro the vital Lir, and on the F

Heart

Harmonious feizes, the gay Troops be gin,

In gallant Thought, to plume the Ppainted Wing ;

And try again the long-forgotten Strain,

At firft faint-warbled.  But no fooner grows
The foft Infufion prevalent, and wide,
Than, all alive, at once their Joy o’erflows
In Mufick unconfin’d. Up-fprings the Lark,

Shrill-voic’d, and loud, the Meflenger of Mo

s

re yet the Shadows fly, he mounted ﬁngs

Amid the dawning Clouds, and from their Haunts

Calls up the tuneful Nations,

Every Copfe

Deep-tangled, Tree irregular, and Bufh
Bending with dewy Moifture, oer the Heads
Of the coy Quirifters that lodge within,

Are prodigal of Harmony, The Thruth

And Wood-lark, o’er the kin

Superior heard, run thro?*the f\\'c‘ewi’t Lcngth
Of Notes ; when Iiﬂéning Philomela deigns
To let them joy, and purpofes, in Thought |
Elate, to make her Night excel their Day.
The Black-bird whiftles from the th

ontending Throng

1orny Brake ;

Cz2 -
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The mellow Bullfinch anfwers from the Grove
Nor are the Linnets, o’er the flowering Furze
Pour’d out profufely, filent. Join'd to Thefe
Innumerous Songfters, in the frefhening Shade
Of new-{prung Leaves, their Modulations mix
Mellifluous.  The Jay, the Rook, the Daw,

And each harfh Pipe difcordant heard alone,

fog

Aid the full Concert: while the Stock-dove breathes

A melancholy Murmur thro’ the whole.

‘T 15 Love creates their Melody, and all
"T'his Wafte of Mufic is the Voice.of Love ;
That even to Birds, and Bealls, the tender Arts
Of pleafing teaches. Hence the glofly kind
Try every winning way inventive Love
Can diétate, and in Courtthip to their Mates
Pour forth their little Soals. Firlt, wide around,
With diftant Awe, in airy Rings they rove,

Endeavou
"T'he cunning, confcious, half-averted Glance
Of their regardles Charmer. Should fhe feem
Softening the lealt Approvance to beftow,
Their Colours burnifh, and by Hepe infpir'd,
They brifk advance ; then, on a fudden ftruck,

¢ by a thoufand Tricks to catch

1

crder’d ; then again approach ;

Retire di

In fond rotation fpread the fpotted W

s fhiver every Feather with Defi

Gio

wa
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ConnuBraL Leagues agreed, to the deep Woods
They hafte away, all as their Fancy leads
Plezfure, or Food, or {ecret Safety 1~-m.1;:;,~
'That NaATURES great Command may bz obey’d,
Nor all the fiweet Senfutions they perceive
Indulg’d in vain. Some to the H folly-Hedge
t fome ;

Neflling repair, and to the Thic
Some to the rude ProteQion of the Thorn 635
Commit their feeble Offspring,  The cleft 'I'rce
Offers its kind Concealment to a Few,

"Their Food its Infeéls, and its Mofs their Nefls.
Others apart far in the grafly Dale

Or roughening Wafte, tlieir humble Tcx_mc weave. 640
But moft in woedland Selitudes deli
In unfrequented Glooms, or thaggy Banks,

Steep, and divided by a babbling Brook,

Whofe Murmurs foothe them all the live-long Day,
When by kind Duty fix’'d. Among the Roots 6ag
Of Hazel, pendant o’er the plaintive Stream,

e t"f' firlt Foundation of their Domes ;

They fia
Dry Spr
And bou
But reftlefs Hurry thro the bufy Air

v - ?

rs of ‘T'rees, in artful Fabrick laid,
u;i with Clay together. Now ’tis nought

Ciier
C 3
Beat by unnumber’d Wings. 'The Swallow fiweeps
The flimy Pool, to build his hanging Houfe

Intent. And often, from the carelefs Bacl:

Of Herds and Flocks, a thoufand tugging Bills

Ca Pluck
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Pluck Hair and Wool ; and oft, when unobferv’d, 655
Steal from the Barn a Straw : till foft 2nd warm,
Clean, and compleat, their Habitation grows,

As thus the patient Dam afliduous fits,
Not to be tempted from her tender Tafk,
Or by fharp Hunger, or by fmooth Delight, 660
Tho the whole loofen’d Spring around Her blows,
Her fympathizing Lover takes Lis Stand
High on th’ opponent Bank, and ceafelefs fings
The tedious Time away ; or elfe fupplies
Eer place 2 moment, while fhe fudden flits 665
To pick the {canty Meal. Th’ appointed Time
With pious Toil fulfill'd, the callow Young,
Warm’d and exparded into peifect Life,
"['heir brittle Bondage brezk, and come to Light,
A helplefs Family, demanding Food €70
With conftant Clamour, O what Paffions then,
What-melting Sentiments of kindly Care,
On the new Parents feize! Away they fly
Affeétionate, and undefiring bear
The moit delicious Morfel to their Young, 675
Which equally difliibuted, again
The Search begins. Even {o a gentle Pair,
By Fortune funk, but form’d of generous Mold,
And charm'd with Cares beyond the vulgar Ereaft,
In fome lone Cott amid the diftant Woods, 680
Suftain’d alone by providential HEa vE ¥,

Oft
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Oft, as they weeping eye their infant Train,
Check their own Appetites and give them all.

N or Toil alone they {corn : exalting Love,
By the great FATHER OF THE SPRING infpir'd, 68;
Gives inftant Courage to the fearful Race,
And to the fimple Art. With ftealthy Wing,
Should fome rude Foot their woady Haunts moleft,
Amid a neighbouring Bufh they filent drop,
And whirring thence, as if alarm’d, deceive 690
Th’ unfeeling School-Boy. Hence, around the Head
Of wandering Swain, the white-wing’d Plover wheels
Her founding Flight, and then diretly on
In lonyg Excurfion fkims the level Lawn,
To tempt him from her Neft. The Wild-Duck, hence,
O’er the rough Mofs, and o'er the tracklefs Wafte 696
The Heath-Hen flutters, (pious Fraud!) to lead
The hot purfuing Spaniel far aftray.

BEe not the Mufe atham’d, here to bemoan

Her Brothers of the Grove, by tyrant Man 700

Inkaman caught, and in the narrow Cage

From Liberty confin’d, and boundlefs Air.

Dull are the pretty Slaves, their Plumage dull,

Ragged, and allits brightening Luftre loit 5

Nor is that {prightly Wildnefs in their Notes, 705

Which, clear and vigorous, warbles from the Beech.

Oh then, ye Friends of Love and Love-taught Song,
C4 Spare




e e
B R BRNiG

the foft Tribes, this barbarous Art forbear |
if on your Bofom Innocence can win,

o
lJ:
=
(1]

iufic engage, or Piety perfuade. 710
Bu T let not chief the Ni ightingale lament

Her ruin’d Care, “too delicately fram’d

To brook the-harfh Confinement of the Cao ge.

Oft when, retorning with her loaded Bill,

Th’ aftonifh’d Mother finds a vacant Neit, 71

By the hard Hand of unrelenting Clowns

Robb’d, to the Ground the vain Provifion falls ;

Her Pinions ruffle, -and low- dvooping fcarce

Can bear the Mourner to the poplar Shade

v

Where, all abandon’d to Defpair, the fings 2@
Her Sorrows thro-the Night ; and, on the Bough,
Sulefitting, fRill at every dying Fall

‘I'akes up again her lamentable Strain

Of winding Woe ; till wide around the Woods

g tocher Song, and with her Wail refound, 728

Bu T now the feather’d Youth their former Bounds,
Agdent, difdain; and, weighing oft their Wings,
Demard the free Poffeflion of the Sky.

"This one glad Office more, and then diffolves

Parental Love at once, now needlefs grown. 730
Uniavith 7
"Tis on fome Evening, funny, grateful, mild

i

When nong '“‘t}_.i'u is br

; vever works in vain

3
Wood:,

v
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With yellow Luftre bright, that the new Tribes

Vifit the fpacious Heavens, and look abroad R
On Nature’s Common, far as they can fee,

Or wing, their Range, and Pafture. O’er the Boughs
Dancing about, ftill at the giddy Verge

Their Refolution fails ; their Pinions itill,

In loofe Libration flretch'd, to truft the Void 740
T'rembling refufe: till down before them fly

The Parent-Guides, and chide, exhort, command,

Or puth them off. The furging Air receives

The plumy Burden; and their felf-taught Wings
Winnow the waving Element. On Ground 745
Alighted, bolder up again they lead,

Farther and farther on, the lengthening Flight ;

‘T'ill vanifh’d every Fear, and every Power

Rouz’d into Life and A&ion, light in Air:

"Th’ acquitted Parents fee their {oaring Race, 759
And once rejoicing never know them more,

Hicn from the Summit of a craggy Cliff]
Hung o'er the Deep, fuch as amazing frowns
On utmoft * K7/da’s Shore, whofe lonely Race
Refign the fetting Sun to Judianz Worlds, 5%
The royal Eagle draws his vigorous Young,
Strong-pounc’d,. and ardent with paternal Fire.
WNow fit to raife a Kingdom of their own,
e drives them from his Fort, the towering Seat,

Cr Fok

T T
3 Tl farsbefl of the Weftern Jflands of Scotland..
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For Ages, of his Empire ; which, in Peace, 760
Unftain'd he holds, while many a League to fea
He wings his Courfe, and preys in diftant Ifles.

Suourp Imy Steps turn to the rural Seat,
Whofe lofty Elms, and venerable Oaks,
Invite the Rook, who high amid the Boughs, 765
In early Spring, his airy City builds,
And ceafelefs caws amufive ; there, welI-pleas’d,
I might the various Polity furvey
Of the mixt Houfhold-Kind. The careful Hen
Calls ail her chirping Family around, 770
Fed, and defended by the fearlefs Cock,
Whofe Breaft with ardour flames, as on he walks,
Graceful, and crows Defiance. In the Pond,
The finely-checker’d Duck, before her Train,
Rows garrulous. The fately-failing Swan 775
Gives out his frowy Plumage to the Gale ;
And, arching proud his Neck, with oary Feet
Pears forward fierce, and guards his Ofier-ile,
Proteétive of his Young. The Turkey nigh,
Toud-threatning, reddens ; while the Peacock fpreads 780
His every colour'd Glery to the Sun,
And Gviras in radiant Majelty along.
G'er the whole homely Scene, the cooing Dove
Flies thick in amorous Chace, and wanton rolls
The glancing Eye, and tuins the changeful Neck, 785

WHILE
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Wiauirk thus the gentle Tenants of the Shade
Indulge their purer Loves, the rougher World
Of Brutes, below, rufh furious into Flame,
And fierce Defire. 'Thro all his lufty Veins
The Bull, deep-fcorch’d, the raging Paflion fecls. 799
Of Pafture fick, and negligent of Food,
Scarce feen, he wades among the yellow Broom,
While e’er his ample Sides the rambling Sprays
Luxuriant fhoot ; or thro the mazy Wood
Dejefted wanders, nor th’ inticing Bud
Crops, tho’ it prefles on his carelefs Senfe.
And oft, in jealous madning Fancy wrapt,
He feeks the Fight ; and, idly-butting, feigns
His Rival gor’d in every knotty Trunk.
Him fhould he meet, the bellowing War begins ;  8co
Their Eyes flafh Fury ; to the hollow’d Earth,
Whence the Sand flies, they mutter bloody Deeds,
And groaning deep th’ impetuons Battle mix :
While the fair Heifer, balmy-breathing, near,
Stands kindling up their Rage. The trembling Steed,
With this hot Impulfe feiz’d in every Nerve, 806
Nor hears the Rein, nor heeds the founding Thong ;
Blowsare not felt ; but tofling high his Head,
And by the well-known Joy to diftant Plains
Attratted ftrong, all wild he burfis away ; 810
O’er Rocks, and Woods, and craggy Mountains flies ;
And, necighing, on the aérial Summit takes

C6 Th CXa
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Th' exciting Gale ; then, fleep-defcending, cleaves
'i*he headlong Torrents foaming down the Hills,

Tiven where the Madnefs of the firaiten’d. Stream. 815
T'urns in black Eddies round : fuch is the force

1With which his frantick Heart and Sinews fwell. |

N o r undelighted, by the boundlefs Spring,
Are the broad Monflers of the foaming Deep:
From the-deep Ooze and gelid. Cavern rous’d, 820
They flounce and tumble in unwicldy Joy.
Dire were the Strain, and diffonant; to fing
The cruel Raptures of the Savage Kind :
How by this Flame-their native Wirath {ublim’d,
They roam, amid the Fury of their Heart, 825
The far-refounding Wafte in fisrcer Bands,
And growl their horrid Loves. [But this the Theme
I fing, enraptur’d, to the BriTisa Fair,
Forbids, and leads me to the Mountain-brow,
Where fits the Shepherd on the graffy Turf, 830
Inhaling, healthful, the defcending Sun.
Aroand him feeds his many-bleating Flock,
OF various Cadence ; and his {portive Lambs,
"This way and that convolv’d, in frifful glee,
Their Frolicks play. And now the {psightly Race 835
Invites them forth ; when fwift, the Signal given,
"Theéy ftart away, and fweep the maffy Mound
""hat rans around the Hill ; the Rampart once
Of iron War, in ancient barbarous Times,
When
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When difunited Br1Ta1n ever bled, 840
Loft in eternal Broil : ere yet fhe grew

To this deep-laid indiffoluble State,

Where Wealth and Commerce lift the golden Head
And, o'er our Labours, Liberty and Law,

Impartial, watch, the Wonder of a World! 848

Wu a T isthis mighty Breath, ye Curious, fay,
That, in a powerful Language, felt not heard,
Inftruéts the Fowls of Heaven ; and thro’ their Breaft
Thefe Arts of Love diffufes ? What, but Gop ?
Infpiring Gop ! who boundlefs Spirit all, gs0
And unremitting Energy, pervades,

Adjufts, fuftains, and agitates the Whole.

He ceafelefs works a/oze, and yet alone

Seems not to work ; with fuch perfetion fram’d

Is this complex ftupendous Scheme of Things. g
But, tho coneeal’'d, to every purer Eye

Th’ informing Author in his Works appears :

Chief, lovely Spring, in thee, and thy foft Scenes,

The SMi1Linc Gop is feen; while Water, Earth,

And Air atteft his Bounty ; which exalts 86o
The Brute-Creation to this finer Thought,

And annual melts their undefigning Hearts

Profufely thus in Tendernefs and Joy.

w
Vi

St111 let my Song a nobler Note aflime,.
And fing th’ infufive Force of Spring on Man ; 863
When
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When Heaven and Earth, as if contending, vye
To raife his Being, and ferene his Soul.
Can he forbear to join the general Smile
Of Nature ? Can fierce Paffions vex his Breaft,
‘While every Gale is Peace, and every Grove 870
Is Melody ? Hence ! from the bounteous Walks
Of flowing Spring, ye fordid Sons of Earth,
Hard, and unfeeling of another’s Woe,
Or only lavifh to yourfelves ; away !
But come, ye generous Minds, in whofe wide Thought,
Of all his Works, cREAT1VE BounTy burns, 876
With warmeft Beam ; and on your open Front,
And liberal Eye, fits, from his dark Retreat,
Inviting modeft Want. Nor, till invok’d,
Can reftlefs Goodnefs wait; your ative Search 880
Leaves no cold wintry Corner unexplor’d ;
Like filent-working HeavEen, furprizing oft
The lonely Heart with unexpeéted Good.
For you the roving Spirit of the Wind
Blows Spring abroad ; for you the teaming Clouds
Defcend in gladfome Plenty o’er the World ; 835
And the Sun fheds his kindeft Rays for you,
Ye Flower of human Race | —In thefe green Days,
Reviving Sicknefs lifts her languid Head ;
Life flows afrefh ; and young-ey’d Health exalts
The whole Creation round. ~Contentment walks 890
The funny Glade, and feels an inward Blifs
Spring o'er his Mind, beyond the Power of Kings
To
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To purehafe. Pure Serenity apace

Induces Thought, and Contemplation fHill.

By {wift degrees the Love of Nature works, 893
And warms the Bofom ; till at laft {ublim'd

To Rapture, and enthufiaftic Heat,

We feel the prefent De1Ty, and tafte

The Joy of G o b to fee a happy World !

Tuese are the Sacred Feelings of thy Heart, goo
Thy Heart inform’d by Reafon’s purer Ray,
O LyrreLrrox, the Friend! thy Paffions thus
And Meditations vary, as art large,
Courting the Mufe, thro HacLe¥-Parx you ftray,
Thy Britifp Tempe! There along the Dale, gog
With Woods o'er-hung, and fhag’d with moffy Rocks,
Whence on each hand the gufhing Waters play,
And down the rough Cafcade white-dafhing fall,
Or gleam in lengthen’d Vifta thro’ the Trees,
You filent fteal ; or fit beneath the Shade 910
Of folemn Oaks, that tuft the {welling Mounts
Thrown graceful round by Nature's carelefs Hand,
And penfive liften to the various Voice
Of rural Peace : the Herds, the Flocks, the Birds,
The hollow-whifpering Breeze, the Plaint of Rills,
That, purling down amid the twifted Roots 916
Which creep around, their dewy Murmurs thake
On the footh’d Ear. From thefe abitraéted oft,
You wander thro the Philofophic World ;

Where




Where in bright Train continual Wonders rife,
Or to the curious or the pious Eye.

And oft, condu&ed by Hiftoric Truth,

You tread the long Extent of backward Time :’
Planning, with warm Benevolence of Mind,

And honeft Zeal unwarp’d by Party-Rage, 923
Britannia’s Weal ; how from the venal Gulph

To raife her Virtue, and her Arts revive.

Or, turning thence thy View, thefe graver Thoughts
The Mufes charm : while, with fure Tafte refin’d,

VYou draw th’ infpiring Breath of antient Song; 930
Till nobly rifes, emulous, thy own.

Perhaps thy lov’d Lucixpa fhares thy Walk,

With Soul to thine attun’d. Then Nature all

Wears to the Lover’s Eye a Look of Love ;

And all the Tumuli of a guilty World, 935
Toft by ungenerous Paffions, finks away.

The tender Heart is animated Peace ;

And as it pours its copious Treafures forth,

In vary’d Converfe, foftening every Theme,

You, frequent-paufing, turn, and from her Eyes, 940
‘Where meeken’d Senfe, and amiable Grace,

And lively Sweetnefs dwell, enraptur’d, .drink

"That namelefs Spirit of etherial Joy,

Inimitable Happinef(s ! which Love, .

Alone, beftows, and on a favour’d Fezu. 948
Meantime you gain the Height, from whofe fair Brow

"The burfting Profpect fpreads immenfe around ; 4
An
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Zind fnatch’d o’er Hill and Dale, and Wood and Lawn,
And verdant Field, and darkening Heath between,
And Villages embofom’d foft in T'rees, 950
And fpiry Towns by furging Columns mark’d

Of houfhold Smoak, your Eye excurfive roams :
Wide-ftretching from the Ha//, in whofe kind Haunt
The Hofpitable Genius lingers fiill,

To Where the broken Landfkip, by Degrees, g5é
Afcending, roughens into rigid Hills ;

O’er which the Cambrian Mountains, like far Clouds
That fkirt the blue Horizon, dutky, rife.

Fruswu’p by the Spirit of the genial Year,
Now from the Virgin’s Cheek a frefher Bloom gfo
Shoots, lefs and lefs, the live Carnation round ;.
Her Lips blufh deeper Sweets ;. {he breathes of Youth 5
The fhining Moifture {wells into her Eyes,.
In brighter Flow ; her wifhing Bofom heaves,
With Palpitations wild ; kind Tumults feize 063
Her Veins, and all her yielding Soul is Love.
From the keen Gaze her Lover turns away,
Full of the dear exftatic Power, and fick
With fighing Languifhment. Ah then, ye Fair!
Be greatly cautious of your {liding Hearts : 970
Dare not th’ infectious Sigh; the pleading Look,
Down-caft, and low, in meek Submiflion dreft,
But full of Guile. Let not the fervent Tongue,
Prompt to deceive, with Adulation fmooth,

Gain
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Gain on your purpos’d Will. Nor in the Bower, g7
‘Where Woodbines flaunt, and Rofes fhed a Couch,
While Evening draws her crimfon Curtains round,
Truft your foft Mingtes with betraying Man.

Axnop let th’ afpiring Youth beware of Love,
Of the {fmooth Glance beware ; for “tis too Jate, 8o
When on his Heart the Torrent-Softnefs pours.
Then Wifdom preftrate lies, and fading Fame
Diffolves in Air away ; while the fond Soul,
Wrapt in gay Vifions of unreal Blifs,
Still paints th’ illufive Form 3 the kindling Grace 3
Th’ inticing Smile ; the modeft-feeming Eye, 986
Beneath whofe beauteous Beams, belying Heaven,
Lurk fearchlefs Cunning, Cruelty, and Death :
And ftill, falfe-warbling in his cheated Ear,
Her fyren Voice, enchanting, draws him on, 990
To guilefol Shores, and Meads of fatal Joy.

EvEw prefent, in the very Lap of Love
Inglorious laid ; while Mufick flows around,
Perfumes, and Oils, and Wine, and wanten Fours ;
Amid the Rofes fierce Repentance rears 995
Her fuaky Creft : a quick-returning Pang
Shoots thro’ the confcious Heart ; where Honour ftill,
And great Defign, againft th’ oppreflive Load
Of Luxury, by Fits, impatient heave.
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Bu T abfent, what fantaftic Woes, arrous’d, 1000
Rage in each Thought, by refilefs Mufing fed,
Chill the warm Cheek, and blaft the Bloem of Life ?
Neglected Fortune flies ; and {liding fwift,
Prone into Ruin, fall his fcorn’d Affairs,
*Tis nought but Gloom around. The darken’d Sun
Lofes his Light. The rofy-bofom’d Spring 1006
To weeping Fancy pines ; and yon bright Arch,
Contracted, bends into a dufty Vault,
All Nature fades extinét ; and fhe alone
Heard, felt, and feen, poflefies every Thought, 100
Fills every Senfe, and pants in every Vein.
Books are but formal Dulnefs, tedious Friends ;
And fad amid the focial Band he fits,
Lonely, and unattentive. From the Tongue
TR’ unfinifh’d Period falls: while borne away, 1015
On fwelling Thought, his wafted Spirit flies
To the vain Bofom of his diftant Fair ;
And leaves the Semblance of a Lover, fix'd
In melancholy Site, with Head declin’d,
And love-dejected Eyes. Sudden he ftarts, 1020
Shook from his tender Trance, and reftlels runs
To glimmering Shades, and fympathetic Glooms ;
Where the dun Umbrage o’er the falling Stream,
Romantic, hangs ; there thro the penfive Dufk
Strays, in heart-thrilling Meditation loft, 1025
Indulging all to Love : or on the Bank

Thrown,
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Thrown, amid drooping Lilies, {wells the Breeze
With Sighs unceafing, and the Brook with Tears.
Thus in foft Angnifh he confumes the Day,

Nor quits his deep Retirement, till the Moon 1030
Peeps thro the Chambers of the fleecy Eaft,
Enlighten'd by degrees, and in her Train

Leads on the gentle Hours ; then forth he walks,
Beneath the trembling Languifh of her Beam,

With fofien’d Soul, and wooes the Bird of Eve 1035
T'o mingle Woes with his : or while the World

And all the Sons of Care lie hufl’d in Sleep,
Affociates with the midnight Shadows drear ;

And, fighing to the lonely Taper, pours

His idly-tortur’d Heart into the Page, 1040
Meant for the moving Meiflenger of Love ;

Where Rapture burns on Rapture, every Line

With rifing Frenzy fir'd. Butif on Bed

Delirious flung, Sleep from his Pillow flies.

All Night he toffes, nor the balmy Power 1045
In any Pofture finds ; till the grey Morn

Lifts her pale Luftre on the paler Wreich,

Exanimate by Love : and then perhaps ’
Exhaufted Nature finks a while to Reft,
Still interrupted by diftraéted Dreams, 1058

"That o’er the fick Imagination rife,

And in black Colours paint the mimiclk Scene.
Oft with th’ Enchantrefs of his Soul he talks ;
Scmetimes in Croyds diftrefs’d ; or if retir’d

S
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To fecret-winding flower-enwoven Bowers, 1055
Far from the dull Impertinence of Man,

Juft as he, credulous, his endlefs Cares

Begins to lofe in blind cblivious Love,

Snatch’d from her yielded Hand, he knows not how,
“Thro Forefts huge, and long untravel'd Heaths 1060
With Defolation brown, he wanders watfte,

In Night and Tempeft wrapt ; or {hrinks aghaft,
Back, from the bending Precipice ; or wades

The turbid Stream below, and firives to reach

The farther Shore; where fuccourlefs, and fad, 1065
She with extended Arms his Aid implores,

But ftrives in vain; borne by th' outragious Floed

"T'o diftance down, he rides the ridgy Wave,

Or whelm’d beneath the boiling Eddy finks.

Thefe are the charming Agonies of Love, 1079
Whofe Mifery delights. But thro the Heart

Should Jealouly its Venom once diffufe,

"Tis then delightful Mifery no more,

But Agony unmix’d, inceffmt Gall,

Corroding every Thought, and blafting all 1075
Love’s Paradife. Ye fairy Profpeéts, then,

Ve Beds of Rofes, and ye Bowers of Joy,

Farewel | Ye Gleamings of departed Peace,

Shine out your lat | the yellow-tinging Plague
Internal Vifion taints, and in a Night 1080
OFf livid Gloom Imagination wraps.

Ah then inflead of love-enliven’d Cheeks,
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Of funny Features, and of ardent Eyes
With flowing Rapture bright, dark Looks fucceed,
Suffus'd, and glaring with untender Fire, 1085
A clouded Afpe&, and a burning Cheek,
Where the whole poifon’d Soul, malignant, fits,
And frightens Love away. Ten thoufand Fears
Invented wild, ten thoufand frantic Views
Of horrid Rivals, hanging on the Charms 1090
For which he melts in Fondnefs, eat him up
With fervent Anguifh, and confuming Rage.
In vain Reproaches lend their idle Aid,
Deceitful Pride, and Refolution frail,
Giving falfe Peace a Moment. Fancy pours, 1095
Afrefh, her Beauties on his bufy Thought,
Her firt Endearments, twining round the Soul,
With all the Witchcraft of enfnaring Love.
Serait the fierce Storm involves his Mind anew, 1099
Flames thro the Nerves, and boils along the Veins : -
While anxious Doubt diftrats the tortur’d Heart ;
For even the fad Affurance of his Fears
YWere Peace to what he feels. 'Thus the warm Youth,
Whom Love deludes into his thorny Wilds,
Thro flowery-tempting Paths, or leads a Life 110§
Of fever'd Rapture, or of cruel Care;
His brighteft Aims extinguifh’d all, and all
His lively Moments running down to waite.

Bur
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Bu T happy they ! the happieft of their Kind !
Whom gentler Stars unite, and in one Fate 1110
Their Hearts, their Fortunes, and their Beings blend,
*T'is not the coarfer Tie of human Laws, ,
Unnatural oft, and foreign to the Mind,

That binds their Peace, but Harmony itfelf,
Atcuning all their Paflions into Love ;

Where Friendfhip full-exerts her fofteft Power,
Perfet Eiteem enliven'd by Defire

Ineffuble, and Sympathy of Soul ;

Thought meeting Thought, and Will preventing Will,
With boundlefs Confidence : for nought but Love 1120
Can anfwer Love, and render Blifs fecure.

Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent

To blefs himfelf, from fordid Parents buys

The loathing Virgin, in eternal Care,

Well-merited, confume his Nights and Days : 1125
Let barbarous Nations, whofe inhuman Love

Is wild Defire, fierce as the Suns they feel ;

Let Eaftern Tyrants from the Light of Heaven

Seclude their Bofom-flaves, meanly poffefs’d

Of a meer, lifelefs, violated Form : 1130
While Thofe whom Love cements in holy Faith,

And equal Tranfport, free as Nature live,

Difdaining Fear. 'What is the World to them,

Its Pomp, its Pleafure, and its Nonfenfe all !

Who in each other clafp whatever fair 1138

3 High

1115
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High Fancy forms, and lavifh Hearts can wifh 3
Something than Beauty dearer, fhould they look
Or on the Mind, or mind-illumin’d Face,
Trath, Goodnefs, Honour, Harmony, and Love,
The richeft Bounty of indulgent HEAVEN.
~ Mean-time a fmiling Offspring rifes round,

J And mingles both their Graces. By degrees,

g "The human Bloffom blows ; and every Day,
i ) Soft as it rolls along, fhews fome new Charm,

! ‘ "Fhe Father’s Luftre, and the Mother’s Bloom. 1143
|

{

1140

Then infant Reafon grows apace, and calls
i Tor the kind Hand of an afliduous Care.
I Delightful Tafk ! to rear the tender Thought,
' T'o teach the young Idea how to fhoot,
| T'o pour the frefh Inftru&ion o’er the Mind,
f | To breathe th? enlivening Spirit, and to fix
"The generous Purpofe in the glowing Breait.
Oh fpeak the Joy ! ye, whom the fudden Tear
Surprizes often, while you look around,
8 And nothing firikes your Eye but Sights of Blifs, 1155
i All various Nature prefling on the Heart :
An elegant Sufficiency, Content,
Retirement, rural Quiet, I riendfhip, Books,
Fafe and alternate Labour, ufeful Life,
Progreflive Virtue, and approving HEAVEN. 1160
"Thefe are the matchlefs Joys of virtuous Love ;
And thus their Moments fly. The Seafons thus,
As ceafelefs yound a jarring World they roll,




SPR.INSG.

8till find them happy ; and confenting Serixg
Sheds her own rofy Garland on their Heads :
comes at laft, ferene and mild ;
When after the long vernal Day of Life,
Enamour’d more, as more Remembrance fivells
With many a Proof of recolle@ed Love,
Together down they fink in focial Sleep 3
Together freed, their gentle Spirits fly

I'o Scenes where Love and Blifs immortal reign,
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