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ADVERTISEMENT. · 

WITH every due fenfe of the value of 
WATTS' and BAHBAULD' s Hymns, for the 

I 

ufe of very young Children, it may fafely be 
2ffirmed, that no fufficiently di verfi fied col
lection of chafie .ind claffical poe try has yet 
appeared, which is in every· refpecl: adapted 
to that period of life which paifes between 
infa n tine fi m plicity and the commencement 
of regular in ftru cti on. 

The ten der, careful mother has frequently 
been bewi lde red in her choice of fubj ects 
proper forexerci fing the memory, and forming 
the ta!le of ber chil d. . A ll are not po!feffed 
of ample libraries from w hich to felect ; and 
befiJf's1 large volu mes are ill foi ted fo r the 
n urfery, even ,n:rr their co0 ten ts more ap
propria te th_an they generally are. 

A2, 



ADVERT ISEMENT. 

Should tbis public offering by a parent prove 
acceptable to other parents-l110uld it affi[t to 
ftore th·e opening mind with agreeable images 
of nature, or to imp refs pure !en Lin 1,~nts of 
moral and diviue truth, at an age wheu they 
are not ea(ily obliLerated, the cornpile1 wili be 
abund antly gratified. It is deliglnfol , incleedJ 
to ev-ery feeling mind to give ple.ifure> to inno
'cence; but to profit it alfo, is a t~1k on which 
a benevolent di CpofiL ion will ever exercife 
itfelf with a fond partiality. 

Au GUST I, 
1801. 

W.M. 



C'ONTENTS . . 

Ohedience to Parents PVatts 
Duty to God and our Neighbour Watts 
The Advantages of Early Religion Watts 
Love between Brothers and Sisters FVatts 
True Beauty . -:---Gti y 
Sonnet, to Charity Ji1dvor 
The Violet Cunningham 
To a Little Girl Cotton 
O de to the Cuckow -Logan 
The Ant, or Emmet //Vatts 
H ymn on Solitude Thomson 
The Drum S c~t t 
Sonnet , 'vVritten at the Close of Spring A1rs.C.Smith 
The Rose Co'lujter 
Fri !'cl.ship. An Ode 'f~hrzson 
O de to Morning Pen11i1,gton 
The Atheist and the Acorn Anar,. 
Ode to Childhood Scott 
Valentine's Day I ago 
The Invocation }.favor 
Ode on Solitude Pope 
The Morning Lark Thomson 
A Summer Evening J,Vatts 
Ode to Fity Cv!lim 

Page 
1 
2 

ibid. 
4 
5 

ibid, 
$ 
7 

ibid. 
9 

10 
12 
IS 
14 
18 
16 
18 
20 
21 
22 
23 
24 
25 
2$ 



CONTENTS. 

The Rose-Bud Broome 
The Narcissus Cunningham 

· On a Shadow Pitt 
Ode to Peace Colltns 
The Winter Nosegay . C1,'l1.,per 
The Hermit . . Beattie 
The Nightingak and the Glow-worm lVloore 
Hymn to Prosperity MijJ S . Cart er 
Day: A Pastornl Cum1ingham 
A Female Character L)'' telto,, 
L~ ~M~ 
Ode to Good-Nature Smart 
Ode, on !"tearing !vfosic Siott 
The Dying Christjan to his Soul Pope 
Written in the Holy Bible Thonuon 
Hymn to the Ri si:'g Suri Largk;rne 
A Thought on Eternity Gay 
Rtlse Greatness J,Yatrs 
R eputation Cunning/wm 
Invitation to the Feathered Race G rnves 
'The Raven : A F.i.ble Cowper 
To a Snow-Drop Sybilla 
'The Debtor • . '\iore 
The Mouse's Petition Mrs. BarbauM 
Friendship Penrose 
Ode to Truth Hunt 
The Happy _Man . Th,m.ron 
Content: A Pastoral Cunningham 
The Distinction of Ages Hi// 
The Creator's Worl,, :I'./Ianifest his Power A.1.-lisr;n 
The Igr,orancc of J\1an Merrick 
Inscript.on ,or a R ill Bi,llake 
Hymn for Morning P ,,rne/1 
Hymn for Noon Pon:cl/ 
Hymn for Evening ., . Par,,ell 
To my Soul Halle 
V eni Creator Spiritus Dryden 

Page 
28 
29 
!30 
32 
33 
34 
S6 
38 
39 
41: 
46 
47 
49 
SI 
52 

ibid. 
53 
55 
56 
58 
60 
62 
64 
6.:i 
6:, 

ibid. 
71 
n 
74 
75 
76 
78 
79 
81 
8S 

~ sr.; 



CONTENTS. 
Page 

Against Idleness and Mischief • Watts • ~7 
WrittenatMidnightinaThunderStorm Mis1Carter 88 
The Beg-gar's Petition • • . • Moss • 90 
May Morning . . Mi 'ton 9-~ 
Ode to Content J.!,s. Bar6auld , 93 
The Garden Window Hi/I , 95 
To-Morrow . • Cotton 97 
The Pursuit of Happiness Carter 98 
The Ro e • , • • • 1'Yatts 101 
Ode to Spring Miss Carter • 102 
The Prison . . • • D arwin • 104 
To the Evening Star Bidl,1':e 105 
On Divine Poetry Hughes • 106 
Human Frailty Cowper • 107 
On Love of Praise Akemide • 108 
Ode to Sleep S mollett , 109 
Ode on Science , • • • S'Cuijt , 110 
The Universal Prayer Pope , 112 
The Vlay to Happiness , • P arnell • 115 
Resignation • • Chatterton 116 
On the Deity Sheffield Duke ef Buckingham l 18 
The Garland Prior • 119 
The Husbandman's Meditation in the Fields Anon. 121 
A Thought in a Garden Hughes 123 
The Man of Ross Pope 125 
On Time • • • • , Milton 127 
Heavenly Wisdom Dgan _ • 128 
The Praise of the Creator Barbauld • 129 
On Taking of Birdsnests Shem/one • 13 l 
Hymn on Providence Addison ibid. 
To \Visdom Mrs. Barb:iuld • 132 
The Frailty and Folly of Man ' riar • 1 S4 
Against Cruelty to Animals • Cowper 135 
A General Song of Praise to God JiVatts 13_7 
A Contemplation Langlmne 138 
Gratitude A .!dison ibid. 
The All-Seeing God • • • • • W. tt, • 141 



CONTENTS. 

Hymn • • • , Mrs. Ro'lue 
Address to the Deity • • • . Young 
The Vanity of Wealth Dr. 'Yohnson 
A Paraphrase on Part of the Sixth Chapter of 

St. Matthew Thomson 
Elegy to Pity Anon 
To Content,nent Mavor 
Nothing Fo~med in Vain Tlt~in rm 
Ode to P eace ., • Cowper 
The Twenty-fifth Chapter of Job Paraphrased P itt 
A Birth-Day Thought Anon 
On Eternity ' Gib ~m 
Charity P oor 
The .Prize of Vinue P vpe 
'The Father and Jupiter Gay • 
Verses Written on the Sands at Cromer, in Nor-

folk l-ra1t 
The Snail and the Frog. A Fable. Ma7Jor • 

~ .Adam and Eve's Morning Hymn Milton 
Verses on a Tear Rogers , 
A Wish • Rovrs 

Page 
142 
144 
195 

146 
147 
149 
l 51 
152 
153 
155 
157 
159 
161 
163 

165 
ibid. 
168 
170 
171 



TH£ 

NURSERY. GARLA}lD. 

OBEDIENCE TO PARENTS. 

LET children that would fear the Lord 
Hear what their teachers fay; 

\Vith rev'rence meet thc:ir parents word, 
And with ddight obey. 

Have yo I not heard what drer.dful plagues 
Are threaten'd by the Lord, 

To l1im that bre'9.ks his father's law, 
Gr mocks his mother's word?, 

\Vint heavy guilt upon him 1;e5 I 
How cmf<.:d i~ his name! 

':'! e ravens fh:dl pick out h:s e resi 
.An l e~gles eat tl e fame. 
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But thofe who wor/hip God, ancl give 

Their parents honours due, 

Here on this earth they long !hall live, 

And live hereafter tGo. 
WATTS . 

DUTY TO GOD AND OUR NEIGHBOUR. 

LOVE God with all your soul and ftrtpgth, 

With all your heart and mi11d ; 

And love your neighbour as yonrfelf; 

Be faithful, juir, and kind, 

Deal with another as you'd ha,e 

Another deal with yon; 

What your're unwilling to receive, 

Be fore you never do. 
\V ATTS, 

Tl{E ADVANTAGES OF EARLY 

RELIGION. 

HAPPY the child whofe tendtr years 

Receive inftruaions ~.ell ; 

,vho h:1tes the finner's path, and fears 

The road that leads to hell. 
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When we1 devote our youth to God• 

'Tis. pleaflng in hi-$ eyes ; 

A flower, when offe(d in the bu~d» 
Is no vain facrifice. 

9 Tis eafier work, if we begin 
To fear . the J,:,ord betimes; 

,vhile !inners that grow old in fin 

Are harden'd in their crimes. 

'Twill fa\re us from a thoufa· 

To mind religion young 

Grace will preferve our follow~ ._ 
And make our virtue ilrong. 

To thee, almighty God, to thee, 

Our childhood we refign ; 

'Twill pleafe us to look back and fee 
That our whoie livts were thine. 

Let the f weet work of pray'r and prarfe 
Employ my youngefl: breath; 

Thus I'm prepar'd for longer days, 
Or tit for e:::.rly death. 

\VATTS. 
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LOVE BETWEE,N BROTHEllS AND 
.• 

SISTERS. 

WHATEVER brawls ciiflurb tht: (heet, 
,I 

There fhould be peace _ at home;, 

Where fifi:ers dwe\l, and brothers meet, 

~arrels fhould never cvme. 

Birds in their li~t1e nefts 3.~r~e; 

AnJI 'tis a fhameful fight, 

·when children of one family 

Fall out, and chide3 and fight! 

Hard names ai: -_,,firfr , and threat'ning wo1 ds, 

Th~. ~re ·but noif y breath, 

!\%y grow to clubs and naked [words> 

To murder and to death. 

/ 

The c.ievil tempts one mother's fon 

To rage againfl: another; 

So wicked Cain was hurried on 

'Till he had kill'd his brother. 

The wife will make their ~nger cool, 

At lea fl: before 'tis night; 

But in tht bofom of a fool .,, .,. 

It burns till morning light. 
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Pardon, 0 Lord, our chil<lifh rage,. 

Our little brawls remove : 

Th:1 t as we grow to riper age, 

Our hearts may all be love. 
WATTS, 

TRUE BEAUTY. 

WHAT is the bloomillg tincl:ure of the fkin, 

To peace of mi11d, :m<l harmony within? 

What the bright fRarkling of the ti.heft eye, 

To the foft foothing of a calm reply? 

Can lovdinefs of form, or fuape, or air, 

With lovelinefs of words or deeds compare? 

No I - thofe at firfl: th' unwary heart may gain; 

But thefe--thefe only, can the heart retain. 
GAY. 

SOr NET, 

TO CHARITY, 

AUGHTER ofH~:w'n fublime ! thou ray of God, 

Pure ffc:nce ! fpr mg from pure celeftial love! 

Rich is the bofom grac'tl with thy abode, 

And poor the wretch thy Cpirit faiis to move. 

fill my_heart; each thought, each word controul, 

B3 



6 T:tIE NURSERY GARLAND. 

An<l fix th' ETERNAL's ftarrip, His image on my 
foul! 

Teach me to look with. candour's modeft eye, 
I\one to abfolve, while frill the lafl to blame: 
Teach me to heave the fympathetic figh, 
And ipare " the biufhes of ingenuous !hame." 
To th ink no ill- to dare 110 cruel Jeed-
In one wide circle to embrace manki!1d, 
Be this my ft:udy-this my g1orions meed, 
And HEAVEN nrnlt view> w':ll plea~·J, its own re-

flecl:ecl MIND. MAVOR. 

THE VIOLET. 

SHELTER'D from the blight ambition; 
Fatal to the pride of r::uik, 

£ee me in my low condition, 
Laughing on the tufted bank. 

On my robes (for emu1ation) 

No variety's imprcft; 
Suited to 2n humble fiation, 

Mine's an unembroider'd velt . 

Modefl: tho' the maids decl'are me, 
May in her fantafhc train, 

When PaC-ora deigns to wear me, ., 
...-" 

~IJ. no flow'ret half fo vam, CuNMIN"GHAM. 
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TO A l:ITT:LE GIRL." , 

FAIREST flower, all flowers excelling, 
Which in· Miltoh's pa'ge we fee; 

F lowers of Eve's embowei'ed-dweiling 
Are, my fair on~? t~pes of thee. 

... ' li • '. ' • 

1\-fark, l'l;Y Polly, how tlie :r.ofes · .. , 
Emulate !hy damaik cheek; 

How the bud .i'ts fweet:, difclofes-
Bn<ls thy opening bloom befpeak. 

Lilies are by plain direcl:ion 
Emblems of a doubl~ kind; 

Emblems of thy fair complexion,, 
Emblems of thy fairer min<l. 

But, dtar girl, both flowers and beauty 
Bloffom, fade, and die away; 

Then pmfoe good fenfe and duty, 
Evergreens I which ne'er decay. COTTON 

ODE TO THE CUCKOW. 
HAIL, beau teous {hanger of the grove I 

Thou meffenger of fpring ! 
Now Heaven · repairs thy rural feat, 

,&nd wood:. thy welcome !;iP&, 
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What time the daify decks the green, 

Thy certain voice we hear; 

Haft thou a ftar to guidt: thy path, 

Or mark the rolling year? . 

Delightful vifitant ! with thee 

I hail the time oHlowers, 

And hear the found· of mu/ic fweet 

From birds among the bowers. 

The fchool-boy wand'ring thro' the wood 

To pull the primrofe gay, . 

Starts, the new voice of Spring to hear, 

And imitates thy lay. . ' 

What time the pea puts on the bloom 

Thou flieft thy vocal vale, 

An annual guefl: in other lands, 

Another Spring to hail. 

Sweet bird! thy bower is ever green> 

Thy fky is ever ~lear; 

Thou haft no farrow in thy fong, 

No '\Vinter in thy year .I 

O could I fly, I'd fly with thee! 

We'd mak~, with joyful winga 
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Our annual vifit o'er the globe, 
Companions of the fpring. LOGAN. 

THE ANT., OR .EMMET. 

THESE emmets; how little the)! are in our eye-s ? 

We tread them to duft, and a troop of them-dies 

Without our regard or concern: 

Yet, as wife as we are, if we went to their fchoolt 
There's many a fluggard, and many a fool, 

Some leffons of w-ifdom might learn. 

They don't wear their time out in fleeping or play: 
But gather up corn in a fun-!hiny day, 

And for winter they lay up their ftores: · 

They manage their work in fuch regular, forms, 

One would think they forefaw all the frofts and th , 
ftorms, 

And fo brought their food within doors •. 

But I have Iefs fenfe than a poor creeping ant, 

If I take not due care for the things l !hall want11 

Nor provide againft dangers in time: 

When death or old age {hall H:are in my face,' 

What a wretch !hall I be iu the en<l of my day,,, 
If I trifle away all their prime! 
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Now, now, whil'e my ftrength and my youth are in 
bloom, 

Let me think what will ferve me when ficknefs {hall 

come, 

And pray that my fins be forgiven. 
Let _!Tie read in good books, and believe, and obey, 
That when death turns me ont of this cottag,: of 

clay, ~. 
I may dwdl in a palace in Heaven. 

I 

HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 

HAIL, mildly pleafing Solitude, 

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, 

Which innocence an<l tnith imparts, 
And melt:; the 1110ft obdurate hearts. 

WATTS, 

· A thonfand {hapes you wear with eafe, 

And fiill in everv fuape you pleafe. 
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Now wrapt in fome myfterious dream, 
A lone pkilofopher you feem ; . 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now yon fweep the vaulted fky: 
A thepherd next, ,yo_n haunt the plain~ 
And warble forth your oaten ftrain. 
A lover now, with all the grace 
Of that fweet paffion in ~our face ; 
Then calm' d to friendfhip, you aifume 
The gentle-looking Harford's bloom, 
As, with her Mufidora, !he 
(Her Mufidora fond of thee) 
Amid the long withdrawing valt', 

Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy bn::ath. of morn, 
J ufr as the dew-bent rofe is born; 
And while meridian fervors beat, 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat; 
But chief when evening fcenes decay• 
And the faint landfcape fwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful foft decline, 
And that beft hour of mufing thine. 

De[cending angels blefs thy train, 
Tbe \"irtues of the fage, and [wain; 
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Plain innocence, in white array'J, 

Before thee lifts her fearle[s heacl ; 

Religion's beams arot1nd thee fhine, 

And cheer thy glooms with light divin0 • 
About thee f ports fweet Liberty, 

And wrapt Urania fings to thee! 

Oh, let me pierce thy fecr~t cdl t 
And in thy deep receffes dwell ; 

Perhap~ from Norwood.' s oak-clad hill, 

When Meditation has her fill, 
I jllfl: may ca!l: my carelefs eyes 

Where L0mlim's fpiry turrets rife, 

Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 

Then {hield me in the woo'ls again. 

THOMSON 

THE DRUM. 

I HATE that Drum's difcordant found, 

Parading round, and round, and rounJ : 

To thoughtle(s youth it pleafure yields, 

And lures from cities and· from fields) 

To fell their liberty for charms 

Of tawdry lace and glitt'ring arms; 
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,And when ambition's voice commauls, 
To ma\·ch, a1~d fight, and fall~ in foreign lands. 

I hate that di:um's ditcordant foupd, 
Parading round, and round, .and round : 
To me it talks of ravag'd plains, 
And burning towns, and ruin'ci fwains, 
And mang led Embs, and dying groans, 
And widows' tears, and orphans' moans; 
And all that Mifery's •hand beftows, 
To [well the catalogue of human woes. 

SCOTT, 

SONNET, 
WRITTEN AT 'I'HE CLOSE OF SPRlN~, . 

THE garlands fade that Spring fo lately wove, 
E ach fimple flower which {he had nurs'd in dew, 

Anemonies, that fpangle<l every grove, 
The primrofe wan, and hare-bdl mildly blue, 

No more <hall violets linger in the dell, 
Or pu rple orchis variegate the plain, 

'Ti 11 Spring again {hall call forth every bell, 
_And drefs with humid hand her wn:aths again . 

C 
/ 
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Ah ! poor humanity ! fo fra-il, fo fair, 

Are the fond vifions of thy early day, 

'Till tyrant Paffion, and corrofive Care, 

J3id all thy fairy colours fade away ! 

Another May new buds and flow'rs !ha.II bring; 

Ah! why has happinefs no fecond Spring? 

• MRS, C. SMITH. 

THE. ROSE. 

THE Rofe had been wafh'd, jufi wa(h' in a fhow'r1 

Which Mary to Anna convey'd; 

The plentiful moifh1:e incumber'd the flower, 

And weigh'<l Jown its beautiful head. 

The cup was all· fill'd, and the leaves were aU wet1 

And it feem'd to a fanciful view 

To weep for the buds it hac\ lefr with regre~, 

On the flouriihing buih where it grtw, 

I haftily feiz'd it, unfit as it was, 

For a nofegay, fo dripping and drown'd, 

And [winging · t ruddy-too rudely, a a I 

I :napp'd it> it fe I to the gro-end. 

And foch, I excl im'd, is the pit"lc:fs p::rt 

Some act by the delicate mind, 
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Regardlefs of wringi•g and breaking -a heart,· 
Ah-eady to forrow r~ftgn'd. 

This eleg_ant Rofe, bad I 1haken if le[s, 

Might have bloom'd with its owner awhile; 

And the tear that is wip'd, with a little addrefsjl 

May be follow'd, per~aps, lily a fmile. 

' 1/" "J-,_~~·- -,_- .. "'·, 

0"r~,;~f;~, . ~ -
COWP.£R.. 

FRIENDSHIP. AN ODE· 

FRIENDSHIP, peculiar boon.of Heav'n, 

The noble mind's delight and pride,_ 
To men and angels only given, · 

.,. To all the lower ·world denied. 

\Vhi1e Love~ unknown among the ble<t, 
Parent of thoufand wild defires, 

The favage and the human breafr 

Tonner-its alike with raging fires. 

With bright, but oft deftruaive gream, 
Alike o'er all his lightnings fly; 

Thy lambent glories only beam 

Around the favorites of the flcy. 
C t. 
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Thy gentle flows of guiltlefs joys , 
Oh fools Jnd villains ne'er ·defcends ; 

In vain for thee the tyrant fighs,, 
And hugs a flatterer for a friend,. 

. Direel:refs of t11e p,-ave and jult, 
0 guide us thro' I;,ife's dar~fome way l 

And let the tortures of miftrufr 
On felfifh bofoms only prey. 

Nor !hall thine ardours ceafe to glow, 
When fo rls to peaceful climes remove, 

What rais'd our virtues ht:re .below1 

Shall aid our happint:fs abov-e. loHNso;q, 

ODE TO MORNING. 

HAIL, rofeate Morn! returning ligh 
To thee the fable ~i_een of Night 

Reluctant yields her fway ; 
And as fhe quits the dappled .fkies, 
On glories, greater glories rife, 

To greet the dawning day. 

O'e1' tuftt:d meads gay Flora trips, 
Arabia's fpices fcent her lips ; 

Her head with rofe-bitds crown'd ; 

/ 
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Mild Zephyr haftes to fnatch a kifs ; 
And, flmtering with the tranfient blifs, 

Wafts fragrance ,all around. 
' 

The dew-dropsy da-yghters of the 1)1m11, 

With f pangles every _bu{h ad-0rn, ; 

And all the broider' d vales ; 
Their voice to thee. the linh~ts raifo, 
The lark, foft,.trilling iri thy praife, 

Aurora, riGng, hails ! 

While Nature, now in live:ly veft: 

Of gloify green, has gaily drefs'd 

Each tributary plain ; 
While blooming flowers, and blo{fom'd trees} 

Soft ~a,ring vv"ith the verrial breeze, 

Exult beneath thy reign ; 

Shall I, with drowfy poppies crown'd., 

By ficep in filken fetters bound, 

The downy god obey ? 

Ah, no! thro' yon embQwering- grove1 

Or winding valley, let me rove, 

And own thy che~rful f'way I 

For !hort-liv'd a1'e thy plea!ing powers . 
Pafs lllut a few uncertain hours, 

A11d we no more fl1al1 trace 

C3 
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Thy dimpled cheek ~nd brow ferene; 

Or clouqs may gl~ the {rniling fcene, 

And frowns deform thy face. · 

· So in Hfe's youthful bloomyprim~ 

VV" e fport away the fleeting timer· 

Regardlefs of our fate; 

But by fome unexpeaed blow, 

Our gicl~y follie~ we lhaU 'know, ~ 

And mourn them when too late: 

., 

Pr:NNINGTOI\'. 

THE ATHEIST AND THE ACORN. 

M ETHINKS the world feeme o~dly macte, 

And every thing amifs, 

A dull comp aining Atheift faid, 
As fl-retched he lay beneath he fh ~e, 

And in!tanced in this. 

" Behold,'' quoth he, " th. t mig1 ty thin1S1 

cc A pumpkin large and ro md, 

" I s he ld but by a little {hin , 

" W hich upwards cannot rr> ?. ke i ~ ri:Jg> 
H 1or bca it fr0111 the gr _,,.. 
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. , While on this Oal< an acorn fmallt 
. r.. ~ ,. ..... ~ .. ,. ,. 

" So di1p1'o'portion'd grows, · 

' That ,whofoe'e1; fi:)rvtys tlus .ct-1:l~ ; :... 
' This un~ vtr£aI1 c.<l(ual _pa\l,: , ., , , 1 

" Its ill fOntrfV;_<1nce_ .kn2ws.. . , . 

- ,, ..... _ -- ' .... ~ 

:, My better j~1dgme1
1
1t woul~ have hung . 

" The p~mpkin on the -tr.ee; 

' , 

" And left the acorn, flightly ftrnng, ,,. 
" 'Mong things that on tl'\e f.urface fprungj , : 

'' And wea~ and feeble ,~/· · • "· 

No more the caviller could fay, 
No farther faults defcry; 

For upwards gazing as he lay, 
An acorn looftned from its f pray 

Fell down upon his eye. 

The wounded 'part with tears ran o'er, 

As pnni(h'd for the fin: 

" Fool! had that bough a pumpkin bore, 

·"' Thy whimfies woul<l have work'd no more, 
" Nor !kull have kept them in.'' 

ANON. 
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I 
ODE TO CHILDHOOD. 

CHILDijOOD, liappiefi: fiage of lifel 
Free from care, and free from frrife, 
Frte from Memory's ruthlefs reign, 
Fraught with fcenes of former pain i 
.Free from fa11cy's ~ruel !kill, 
Fabricating fotufe ill; . r 

Time, when alt that meet's the view, 
'. All can charm for a!I is new; 

How thy long-loft nours I mourn, 
Never, never to return! 

Then to tofs the circling ball, 
Caught rebounding from the wall; 

Then the mimic fh'ip to guide 

Down the ktnncl's duiky tide; 
Then the hoop's revolving pace 

Thro' the dirty fired to chafe: 

0 what joy !-it once was mine, 
Childhood, matchlefs boon ot thine! 

How thy long.loft hours I mourn, 
Never, never to return I 

\ 

\ 
•• 

SOOT1. 
I .,, 
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V ALENTINE:s. DAY. 

THE uneful choir in amo1:ous ftr!"ins, 
Ace~ thcu-, foather' d-luves; 

While e::h fond mate with equaTpains 

The :nder foit l'lpproves. . 

· With cearful hop from· fpray to fpray, 
The· fport along the meads; 

In foc'.l b!tfs together ftray, 
· '\,VJ-;re love or fancy leads. 

..r: 

Thro Spring's gay fce_nes eac~ h;1ppy i:~tr 
Teir flutt'ring joys purfoe; 

Its 'ltrious charms arid p;oduce fhare, 

Fr ever kind and true. 

Thir fprightly notes from every fhade r 

':heir mutual lov'es proclaim; . 

Ti] Winter's chilling blaft invadeD 
).Ild dam_f) th' enlivening flame. 

T~n all the jocund fcene declines., _ 
for woods nor ,neads delight, 

Te drooping tribe jn fee, et pines, 

\nd ·mourns th' unwelcome .light. 
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Go, blifsful vy-arbler ! timely wife, 

Th' inftructive moral tell; 

Nor thou thei1: meaning lays dtfpife, 

My charming Annabelle! 

. THE INVOCATION. 

TO MIRA. 

THE faireA: flower that fips the dtw, 
And fheds the rich perfume, 

Than lovely Mira is lefs iweet,. 
And ltfs its beauteous bloom, 

The rofe-.:fa.1d burfring into day, 

By no rnde touch defil'd, 

ls not mor~ pure than Mira's heart. 
Nor vernal fons more :qiild. 

If, Venus, with a favoring ear '\ 
Thou ever hearclfr a preyer, 

This blooming flower protea and gui<le I 
With all a parents c:i.re t \ 

Let no rude ftorm, no chilling air, 

Prev nt her opening charms; 

And ihould a danger hover near. 

0 fhield her in thy arms! 

(/ 
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Sowhe 

And 
In her, 

And 

Time ripens every grace, 
s forth eyery f weet, 

ch heart will owl\. thy fway8 

orfuip at thy feet. 

ODE ON SOLITUDE. 

WRITTEN WHEN THE AUTHGlt WAS AB0tr'lt' 

!TWELVE YEAR'S ~LO. 

HAPPY the man whofe with and care 
A few paternal ·acres bound, 
Content to breath his native air 

On his own ground. 

Whofe herds with milk, whofe adds of bread, 
Whofe flocks fupply him with attire ; 
'Whofe trees\in Summer yield him fhade, 

'n Winter fire, 

jBleft who ca unconcern'dly find 
,H ours, days and years {lide foft away, 
In health of o dy, peace of mind, 

iet by day, 

• I 



,. 
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Sound fleep by night; ftudy and eafe, 

Together mix'd; fwec:t recreation, 

And innocence,. wh-ich moft does pleafc 

With meditation. 

Tims let me live, unfeen, unknown i 

Thus unlamented let mt die, 

Steal from the wurld, and not a ftone 

Tell where I lie 1 

THE MORNING LARK. 

AN A CREONTIC. 

FEATHER'd lyric! warbling high, 

Sweetly gaining on the ./lcy, 

Op'ning with thy matin lay 

(Natme's hymn!) the eye of dayi 

Teach my foul, on e~rly wing, 

·Thus to foar, and \hus to !itig. 

While the bloom of orient light 

Gilds thee in thy tuneful flight, 

May the day-fpr:ng from on high, 

Seen by Faith's religious eye, 
Chear me with his vital ray, 

Promife of eternal d.,y ! Tao:,1sol'f~ 
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A SUM\1ER EVENING. 
HOW fine has the day be<m, how bi·ight was the 

fun, 
How lovely and joyful the >Gotirfe that he run, 
Tho' he rofe in a rnift when his race he begun, 

And there follow'd fome dropping of rain! 
But now the fair trc1;vell~r's ·come to the Weft, 
His rays are all gold; anJ his beauties are befl; 
He paints the lky gay as he finks to his reft, 

And foretells a bright 1•ifing again. 

Juft fuch is the Chriftian: his'courfe he begins, 
Like tlle fun in a mift, while he mourns for his fins, 
And melts into tears : when he breaks out and 

thines, 
And travels his heave~ly .way; 

But when ht comes nearer to finifh his race, 
Like a fine fetting fun he looks richer in gr~ce-, 
And gives a fore hope at the end of his days, 

Of rifing in brighter array._ 

WATTS, 

D 
, 
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ODE TO PITY. 

0 THOU, the friend of man affign'd, 

With balmy l~ands his wounds to bindi 

And cham1 his frantic woe: 

When firft Diftrefs with dagger keen, 

Broke forth to wafre his de!l:in'd fclme

His wild unfated foe ! 

By Peila's Bard, a magic name, 

By all the griefs his thought could frame, 

Receive my humble rite: 

Long, Pity, let the nations view 

Thy iky-worn robes of tenderefr blue, 

And eyes of dewy light! 

But wherefore need I wander wide 

To old IlilTus' diA:ant fide, 

Deferted l'tream, an<l mute ? 

Wild Aruri too has heard thy firain s~ 

And echo 'midlt my native plains 

Been footh'd by Pity's lute. 

There fidl: the wren thy myr tles lhed, 

On gentldl: Otway's infant head 

To bi1n thy cell was thowo ; 
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And while he fung the femaJe heart, J 

With Youth's foft notes, unfpoil'd by Art, 
Thy turtles mix'd thei1' own. 

Come, Pity, come, by fancy's aid, 
Ev'n now my thought, relenting maid, 

Thy temple's, pride defign ; . . 
Its fouthern fite, its truth complete 
Shall raife a wild cnthufiaft heat, 

In all who view the ilirine. 

There Picl:ure's toil ihall well relatep 
How chance, or hard involving fate, _ 

O'er mortal blifs prevail; 
The hu1kin'd mute £hall near her ftand, 
And fighing prompt her tender hand, 

With each difaftrous tale. 

There let me oft, retir'd by-day, 
In dreams of paffion melt away, , 

' 

Allow'd with thee to dwell: 
There wafte the mournful lamp of night, 
Till, virgin, thou again·delight 

To hear a Britifh iliell ! 
COLLINS , 
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, THE ROSE-BUD. 

TO A LADY. 

Ql!EEN of fragrance, ioveJy Rofr, 

The beauties of thy leo1.ves difdofe ! 

The Wi.nt r's pafi-, the tempefl:s fly, 
Soft gales breathe gently thro' the ~y; 

The lark, fweet warbling on the wing, 

Salutes the gay return of Spring: 

The filver dews, the vernal fhowers; 

Call forth a bloomy wafi-e of flowers, 

The joyous fields, the fhad y woods, 

Art cloth'd with _gr~en, or fwell'd with bud~ 
Then hafte thy beauties to difclofe, 

~een of fragrance, lovely Rofe ! 

Thou, beauteous flower, a wekeme gueft, 

Shalt flourifh on tpe fair one's breafi:, 

Shalt grace her hand, or deck her hair, 

The flower moft fweet, the nymph moft fair. 
' I ' 

Breathe foft, _ye winds! be calm, ye fkies ! 
Arife, ye flowery race, arife ! 

, And hafte thy beauties to difclofe, 

Q£een of fragn.nce, lovely Rofe! 
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But thou, fait nymph, ,-thyfelf forvey ' '' "_., 
l_n this fweet offspring of-a day; :_ · · ,.:;' '... · 

That miracle of fa~e mi1fr fail-: ? -' · ~-. ' ~ 

Thy charms are fweet, b~t -charms are,' frail: ' 

Swift as the fhort liv~d flow~r they fly, 
' . '. At morn they bloom, · at evenin_g ·die: · · J • • 

Tho' ficknefs yet·awhile forbears,'_ 
Yet time delhoys what ficktiefs f pare~. ' ' .. 

~ow Helen lives alone· in 'fame, 
And Cleopatra's but a name, 

'. t 

Time mnt1 indent that· heavenly Erow, 

And thou mufr p~e, ,w_hat, tkey a1'e, ~ow. 

This Moral to the fair chfclofe> 
Queen of fragrance, love-ly Rafe, 

,THE N_ARCISSUS. 

AS pendent o'er the limpid ftream 

I bow'd my fnowy pride, 

And _languilh' <l in a fruitltfs flame, 

For what the Fates deny'd; 

The fair Paftora. chanc'd to pafs, 
With fuch an angel air, 

I faw her in the wat'ry glafs, 

And lov'd the rival fair. 

D 3 

BROOME • 

.. ,., \ 

:) . 

' J ~ t' 
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Ye fate~ .no_ \onger, 1ft 
1
me,_pine~ 

A fe,lf admiring f~e~t, -;-· · ... 
Permit me, by yqur gr~re divine, 

':{'p-_. k;ifs the ~ai.r.,9n~_;§ t:eet, . 
~ I. • • j , • ~ 

That if by .chf\nce the ge11tle maid 
. . , ,, ~ "' 

My frag1:an~e ,ih.01.164 e~niirr,. 
I may, upon ~~r .bqf~rn .l~id~, 

In fifter's fw"eets expir! \ _ 
CUNNINCH AM. 

, r t ~ r , ,""1 y-, 

ON A SHADOW • 
. ) ~,1 -I) ~ 

HOW are deludec! human--Jc.i:fld 
By empty fhows betra_y'd? , 

In all their hopes and fche"'mes they knd 
' . ' A nothing, ror a fhade. 

The prof peels. of a trttncheoi:, caft 

A foldiec on the wars; 

Difmifs'd with fhatter'd limbi at laft, 

Brats, poverty, and fears. 

The fond philofophu for gain 

Will leave unturn 'd no ftone; 

r . 

~ . ' 



THE NURSERY GARLAND. I Sl. 

!ut tho' they toil wi~h endl~fs pain, 
They never nhd their own. · 

By the fame rock. the ch~mifis drow:11, 
And find 110 ,friendly, hold, 

,But melt their ready f pirit down, 
In hopes of fancy'd· golq. 

What is the mad projector's care ? 
In hopes e1ate and [welling, · 

He builds his cafiles in the air, 
Yet wants an houfe to dwell in, 

At court, th_e poor dependants fail, 
And damn their fruitlefs toil, 

When complimented thence to jail, 
And ruin'd with a fmile. 

How to philofophers will found 
So ftrange a truth difplay'd? -

There's not a fubftance to be found1 

'' But every where a !hade," 
PITT~ 
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ODE TO PEACE . 

. 0 TI-JOU, who bad'f1: thy tuttles bear 

Swift from his grafp thy golden hair, 

And fought'ft thy native fkies; 

When war, by vultures drawn from far, 

To Britain bent his iron car, 

And bade his fi:orms arife ! 

Tir'd of his rud~ tyrannic fway, 
Our youth {hall fix fome feftive day, 

His fullen furines to burn; 

But thou, who hear'ft the turning fpJ1eres; 

What follnds may charm thy partial ears, 

And gain thy bleft return! 

0 Peace, thy injur'd robes up bind~ 

0 rife and leave.' not one behind 

Of all thy beamy train ; 

The Britifl1 lion, goddefs fweet, 

Lies frreteh'd on earth to kifs thy feet, 
I 

A1).d own thy holier reign. 

Let others c0urt thy tranlient f mile, 

But come to grace thy weftern ifie, 

By warlike honour led~ 
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And while around her ports rejoice, 
While all her rons adore thy choice, 

With him for ever wed ! 

' ~ 
THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 

WHAT Natt~re, alas! has denied 
To the delicate growth of our Hle, 

Art has in a meafore fupplied, 
And Winter is deck'd with a fmile.-

See, Mary, what beauties I bring 
From the lheltel· of that funny {hed, 

Where the flow'rs have the c
1
harms of the Spring,' 

Tho' abroad they are frozen and dead. 

~Tis a bow'r of Arca<lian fweets, 
Where FLO RA is ft ill in her prill'.\e, 

A fQrtrefs to which <he retreats 
From the cruel alfaults of the clime. 

While earth wears a mantle of fnow, 
The pinks are as fre{h and as gay, 

As the faireft and {weeteft that blow 
On the bea1.1tifol boforn of May, 
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,See ho'M they have fafely furviv'd, 

t . The frowns of a fky fo fevere ; 

S~1ch Mary's true love that has lived 

Thro' many a turbulent year. 

The charms of the late blowing rofe 

Seem i;rrJc'd with a livelier hue, 
.::, -

And the winter of forrow but ihews 

Tht truth of a fritnd fuch as you. 

COWPER, 

THE HERMIT. 

AT the clofe of the day, when the hamlet is flill, 

And mortal~ the fweets of forgetfulnefs prove; 

When nought but the torrent _is heard on the hill, 

And ncught bnt the ni'ghtingalt's fong in the 

grove; 

'Twas then. by the cave of a mollntain reclin'd, 

A Hermit his nightly complaint thus began; 

Tho' mournful his numbers, his foul was refign'd, 

He thought as a fage, tho' he felt as a man. 

'' Ah ! why, thus abandon' d to da1 knefs and woe, 

" Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy fad ftraiff, 
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" For Spring fuall return, and a I0,1er befiow ; 
" And thy bofom no trace of misfortune retain. 

' Yet, if pity inf pire thee, 0 cc:afe n•t thy lay! 
" Mourn, fweeteft companion, man calls thee to 

mourn; 
' 0 foothe him whofe pleafures, like thine, pafs 

, away! 
" Full quickly they pafs-but they never return! 

" Now, gliding remote on the verge of the fky, 
" The moon, half extina, a dim cref~nt difplays; 

" But lately I mark·d, when majeftic on high, 
" She {hone, and the planets were loft in the 

blaze. 
" Roll on then, fair orb, and with gladnefs purfoe 

" The path that conduces thee to iplendor ~gain · 
" .But man's faded glo1-y no change <hall renew: 

" Ah, fool! to exult in a glory fo vain ! 

" 'Tis night, a11d the landfcape is lovely no 
more: 

" I mourn ; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not 
for yo i; 

' ' For morn is approaching, your charms to rdtore, 
'' P~rfum',! wi rh frefh fragrance, and gli t 'ring 

W! lh dew. 
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" Nor yet for the ravage of Winter I rnourn; 
" KincJ Nature the embryo-blo{forn {hall fave,: 

f' :J3ut when {hall fpring vifit tlaie mouldering urn! 
f' 0 when !hall it dawn on the night of the 

grave I" 
BEATTIE •. 

TWE NIGHTINGALE AND THE GLOW
WORM. 

THE pPudent nymph, whofe cheeks difclofe ,., 
The rii/ and the blu!hing r:ofe, 
From public view her charJT.s will fcrecn, 
And rarely in -he crowJ be teen; .. 
'fhi's limplt tru th /hall keep her wife, 
The fairdt frmts--attraB: the flies ! 

One night a.. Glew-worm, proud and va:n, 
Contemplating her glitt'ring train, 
Cried, " Sure there never was in nature 
So elegant, fo fine a creJtu:·e ! 
A 11 oth€r infects that I fee, 
The frugal and induftriot1s bee, 

~ Or filk-worm, with conte'11pt I view f 
,vith all that low, mechanic crewi> 
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W lio fervilely their lives employ 
In Lufinefs, enemy to joy. 
Mean, vulgar herd! ye a-re my fcorn, . 
For .grandeur only was I born, 
Or fure am fpn,mg from race divine, 
And plac'd on earth, to live and fhine: 
Thofe lights that fparkle fo on hgh, 
Are but the glow-wonns of the fky ; 
And kings on earth their gems admire, 
Becau[e they ir 1itate ri1y fire ." 

,, 
She fpoke. ,Attentive on i fpray,·:._, 

A Nig!1tingale forbor his lay; 
He faw the fhining moQd near, 
And flew, direff d by the glare· ; 
Awhile he ga~'d with fober look, 
An<l thus the trernbling prey be!poke: 

" Deluded foo l, with prid. elate, 
Know 'ti s thy beauty bri ngs_ thy fate: 
Lefa daz7,ling, long tl-.0,1 might'ft have_ hiu 
Unhe~e<l on the vdYct pbin; 
Pride, foon or late, degraLLd inourns, 
And bea,1tv wrecks whcn.1 !he adorns." , . 

lVloORE ... 
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HYMN TO PROSPERITY. 

CELESTIAL maid, re·ceive this pray'r ! 

If e'er thi btam divine 

SI1ould gild the h>row of toiling Car , 

And blefs a hut like mine. 

Let humble Worth, without a ftar, 

Approach my ready door; 

Nor ltt me ever fre a tear, 

Regardlds , from the poor! 

0 ble[s me with an hone!l: mind, 

Above all frlfifh ends ; 

Humanely warm to all mankind, 

And cordial to my friends . 

"\Vith conft.ious truth and honom ftill 

My acl:ions ~let me guide ; 

And give no fear but tliat of ill, 

No fcorn but that of priclc. 

Thus form' J, thu b:ippy, let me dare 

On Heav'n's drea I K ii g to gaze; 

, Conclude my night in ardent pray'r, 

And wake my morn· y;ii.h praife: 
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That hence my foul may hope to prove 
The utmo1t faints can _know; 

And fhare his gracious fo1ile above, 
Whofe laws {he kept below. · 

I\1Iss s. CARTER. 

' DAY: A PASTORAL. 

· MORNING. 

IN the qa\·n the tenant cock, 
Clofe to Partlet perch 'd on high, 

Bri:fkly crows, . (the. fhepherd's clock!) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. 

Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by Night, retire, 

And the peeping fun-beam, now, 
P:iints with gold the village fpire. 

Philomel forfakes the thorn, 
Plaintive where {he prates at night; 

And the lark, to mtet the morn, 
Soars beyond the fhepherd's fight. 

I<' ·om the low-roof'd cottage ridge 
See the chatt'ring fw:illow fpring; 

E ~ 
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Darting through the one-arch'cl b1'. itTge, 

~ick fut dips her uappltd wing, 

Now the pine-tree's w:wing top 

Gently greets the morning gale! 1 

Kidlings, now, begin to crop_ 

Daifi.es in the dewy vale. 

From the balmy fweets, uncloy'd, 

(Reftlefs till her tafk be done) 

Now th,e bufy .bet's· employ'd, 

Sipping clew before the fun. 

Trickling tliro' the crevic'd rock, 

\,\'here the limpid ftream diftiis, 

Sweet 1·efrefhment waits the flock 

'When 'tis fun -drove· from the hilJs. 

Colin, for the promis'd corn, 

Ere the ha~Teft: h9pes art ripe, 

Anxious hears the huntsmen's horn, 

Boldly founding drown his pipe. 

Sweet, 0 fweet, the warbl?ng throng, 

On the white emblofsom'<l fpray I 

Nature's univerfal fong 

Echoes to therifing day. 
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NO ON. 

FE:it vrn on the glit,t'ring flood, 
Now the noon-tide radiance glow~, 

Dropping o'ei· its infant bud,. 

Not a dew-drop's left the rofe. 

By the brook tlile !hepherd dints, 
From the fierce meridian heat 

Shelter'd by the branching pines, 

PenJant o'er his graffy feat. 

Now the flock f OJ·fakes tl·.e glade, 

V!h re, uncheck'd, the fun-beams fall; 
Sure to fine\ 3 pleafing {hade 

By tI\e ivy·J abbey-wall. 

Echo i11 her airy r.:rnnd, 

O'er the river, rock and hill, 
Cannot catch a fingle found 

Save the clack of yo1)der mil~ 

Cattle comt the zephyrs bland, 

Where the ftreamlet wanders cooi; 
Or with languid filence ftand 

Midway in the marihy pool. 

E 3 
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But from,mountain, dell, ·or fiream, 

Not a flutt'ring zephyr f prings; 

Fearf~l lefi: the. noon-tide beam 

Scorch its foft,, its filken wings • . 

Not a leaf has leave to fiir, 

Nature's lull'cl, ferene, and fiill ! 

~iet e'en the fhepher<l's et,ir, 

· Sleeping Oll the heath-clad hill. 

L:mouicl is the landrcape round, 

, 'Till the frdh dercenciing fhower, 

Grateful to the th:1 fry ground, 

R~i1es, ev'ry r..· nt ing ftuwer. 

}fo\·.r the hill, tl 1e hec,ge is 3reen, 

Now the w:uhle1's thro:·t':; in tune I 

Blithfome is ~1e Yerdant· fc.:ne, 

Erighten'd 1,y the beams o · 11con I 

F.YENI"KC , 

0'1 R 4 11e l eath the heif~r. firays 

~·xet::-(the-fu:·row'd tafk is done) 

l"'."-1w the vil:agc: ";ido·,vs blaze, 

~ 1rni~1 'd by tr.e frtfo1 g fun. 
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Now he hides behind the hill, 

S111king from a golden fky.: 
C an the pencif s mimic ikill, 

Copy the refo1g~t dye? 

Trudging as the ploughmen go, 

( To the,frnoking hamlet bol1nd ) ] 
Giant-like th ':' ir fh adows grow, 

Lengthen'd o'et the level ground~ 

\Vhere the rifing fore A: f preads , 

Shelter for the lordly dome! 

To their high-built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home 1 

As the lark wiLh varied tnne, 

C arols to the tvening loud, 

ivfork the mil I rdplendcnt moon, 

Bri::aking thro' a p:1rtccl cl011d ! 

Now the hermit howl et pee.ps 
·From the barn , or twifkd brake; 

And the blue mit1: f1owly creeps, 

Curling on the fil ver bke. 

As the trout in fpcckled pri.de, •/ 

Playf ... l from its bofom fpr~~1;;s, 
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To the banks, a ruffled tide 

Verges in fucc effive rings. 

Tripping thro' the fi lken 5rafs, 

0 ' er the path-divided dale, 

Mark the rofe- complexion'cl lafs 

, With her well-pois'd milk ing pail. 

Linnets, with mmumber'd notes, 

And the cuckoo bird with two, 

Tuning [weet their mellow throats', 

Bid the fet t inf; fun adieu. 

CuNNINCHA:,.(, 

A FEr-.1ALE CHARACTER. 

H~R kindly me lting he:1rt, 

To every want and every woe; 

To guilt itfelf, when in <liftrefs, 

The balm of pity would impart, 

And all relief that bounty could beftow ! 
· E'en for the ·kid or lamb that pom'd its life 

Be11eath the bloocly knife, 

H er gentle tears would fall, ,,,-

As {he the common mother were of all, 
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--Nor only good1 and kin9, 

But _ fhong. and elevated was her mind:. 
A fpirit , that with noble priqe, 

Could look fuperior dewn 
On fortune's finilt, or_frown; 

That coul l, without regret Gr :pain, 

To Virtue's lowep: duty facrifice, 

Or Jntere/t's or Arnbition.,s higheft prize;. 

Tlnt, injur' d or offended, never try'cl 

.. Its dignity by vengeance to maintain, 
But by magnanimous clifoain 

A Wit that teinperately bright, 

\Vith inoffen11ve light, 

. All pleafing fhone, nor ever pafr 
The decen t bot1t1ds, that Wifdom's fober hand,, 
And fweet Benevolence's mild command , 

.An<l bafhful 1fodcfty before it, cal1:, 
A prudence, undeceiving, 11ndtceiv'd; 

T!ciat nor too little, nor too much believ'd; 
That fc orn'd imjuft S_ufpicion's CO\,V3rd fear, 

And without weaknefs knew to bt iioct-re. 

LYTT!iLTOtl, 
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LIFE. 

·o WHY do w1~tchtd men fo much defire 

To draw their days unto the utmoft date, 
And Jo not rather wi/h them foon expire, 

Knowing the mifery of their eftate, 
And thoufand perils which them ftill await, 

Toffing themfelves like boat amid the main, 
That €Very hour they 'knock at death's gate?: 

An<l he,tha.t h.ippy feems, and leaft in pain, 
Is yet as nigh his end, as he that moft doth 'plait!. 

The whiles fame one did chaunt their lovely lay, 

Ah fee, who fo fair thing <loft fain to fee, 
!n f pringing flower t he imagr of thy day; 

All fee t/iy virg1n rofe how J.weetly fhe 
Doth fir!l: peep forth with bafliful modcfty, 

That fairer feems, the lefs you fet her may; 
Lo ! fee foon after, how more bold and free 

Her bared bofom fhe doth broad dif phy; 
Lo ! fee foon after, how ihe fades and falls away. 

So pa!feth in the paffing of a day, 

Of mortal Life the leaf, the bud, the flower, 
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No more ~oth flourifh after firft decay, 

, That erft ~¥as fonght to deck both bed and 
bower 

Of many a lady, and many a paramour; 
,Gather the rofe of love, whilft yet is time, 
While loving thou mayfi: loved be, without a 

crune. 

SPENSER. 

ODE TO GOOD-NATURE, 

HAIL, Cherub of the higheft heav'n~ 
Of look divine, ant!. temper even, 

Celeftial f weetnefs, exqu i fi te of mien, 

Of every virtue, every praife the queen ! 

Soft gracefulnefs , antl blooming youth, 

\Vhere, grafted on the ftem of truth, 
That friendfhip reig'ns, no interefl can divi<le, 
And great Humility looks down on ~ride, 

0 1 ! curfl'! cR Slander's \·ip'rous tongue, 
That daily dares thy merit ;,vrong; 

I liots uforp thy t itle and thy fame, 
\Vi·hout or virtm·, talent, tafre, or name. 
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Is apathy, is heart of fteel, 

Nor ear to hear, nor fenf-e fo feel, 

Life idly inoffenfive fuch a grace, 

That it fhould !teal thy name-, and take thy place? 

No-t-hon art acrive, ·fpirit all.., 

Swifter than lightning, at the caH 

Of injur'd innocenc~, or griev'd defert, 

And brge with liber2.lity thy heart. 

Thy appetites .in ea(y tides 

(As Reafon's luminary guides) 

Soft, flow, no wind c::m work them to a fiorm, 

Correcl ly quick, difpaffionately warm. 

Yet, if a tnm[ port thou can fr feel , 

'Tis ollly for a nei ghbour's weal; 

Great, generous ':lCTS thy ducl:ile paffions move, 

- And !inilingly thou weep'ft with joy and love. 

Mild is thy mind to cover fhamc, 

Averfe to envy, flow to blame, 

Burfiing to praife, yet !till fincere and free , 

From fl at tery's fawning tongue, and bending knee. 

Extenfive, as from wetl: to ea(}, 

Thy love defcends from man to beaft, 
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Nought is excluded li tt le or infirm,, 
Thou canfl: with gr atnefs ftoop to fave a worm. 

Come1 goddef , come with all thy ·charms, 
For oh! I love thee,) to my arms: 
AH, all my actions guide, my fancy feed, . 
So fh:111 exi!!:ence then ' be life indeed, 

SMA RT, 

ODE, ON HEARING MUSIC. 

TON organ~ h;i.rk ! how foft, l~ow fweet, 
The warbling nctes in concert meet? 

The found my fancy leads 
To clirnes vvhere Phceb11s' brighteH: beams 
GjlJ jas'm ine groves, and chryfral fireams, 

Aml lily-mantl d meads; 

\ Vhere myrtlt· bcwt rs th ir bioom unfold) 
~·here citrolls bend with fruit of gclcl., 
. \Vhere gr:ipes depr [s. the vin ·· s ; 

\Vhere, 9 1 the bank with mfrs g;:iy, 
Love, Innocence, and Pleafore pb y.l 

A nd B aut)" s form recline:;. 

F 
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No.w diff('.rent tones a!'ld meafures £ow., 

And gravely deep, and fadly flow, 

Involve the mind in gloom; 
I 

I feem to join the mournful train, 

AttenJ ant round the couch of Pain, 

Or lea ning o'er the tomb; 

To where the orphan'd infant fl eeps , 

To where the leve-lorn damfel weeps, 

I pitying feem to {tray : 

Methinks I watch hi s cradle near, 

Methinks her drooping thoughts I cheer, 

And wipe her te:i.rs away. 

Now loud tlie tunefol thunders roll , 

And roufc: and elevate the foul 

O'er earth an d all i ts care; 

I feem to hear from h eavenly piains 

Angelic choirs refponfive ftrains, 

An<l ·u their raptures rh:irt. 
SCOTT. 
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THE DY1NG CHRISTI AN TO HIS SOUL. 

AN ODE. 

VITAL fpark of heaVt'nly flame t 
~it, 0 quit this mortal frame: 

, Tremb_ling, hoping, lingering, flying, 
Oh the pain, the blifs of dying: 

Ceafe, fond nature, ceafe thy ihife, 
- 4nd let me lang~ifh into life. 

Hark~ they whifper; angels fay, 
SiHer fpirit, .come awav. 

, ' 
\.Yhat is this ::tbforhs me quite ?I 
Steals my frnfes, fhuts my fight, 

Drowns my ipirits , draws my breath 1 
Tdl me, my foul, c:m this be D ec1.th? 

The world recedes; it difappears ! 
Heawn .opens on my eyes ( my ears 

vVith founds fo.::raphi c ring: 
Le11d, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 
0 Grave ! where is thy viclory? 

0 Death! where is thy fting? 

Po:n. 

F ::z 

I 
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WRITTEN IN T HE Ht)L Y BIBLE. 

YE fac red tomes , be my unerr ing•guide, 
Dove-hearted faints , and erophets eagle-ey'J ~ 
J fcorn the moral fop, anc\ ethic fage , 
Bnt c.~rink in truth from your illurnin'd page: 
Lik~ Mofes' bufh , ea:-cldeaf divindy bright, 
Where God invefl:s hirnielf in milder lij;ln ! 
Taught by your doctrines, we de~·c·"1tly rift, ,; 

F::>..ith points the wc1y, ancl hope unbars the {be,: 
Y 01.1 tune our pr1ffions, teach them bow to roll., 

• I 
And llnk the body, hut to r:i.ite I ht foul;._ 
To rai[e it, bear it to myfierious day, 
Nor want an angel to dirc:cl the w::iy ! 

THOM SO~ 

.. 
HYrv1N· TO THE RISETG SUN. 

FROM the red wave, rifing bright, 

Lift on high thy golden head; 

O'Lt· th~ mifl:y mountains fprs::a<l 

Thy frniling r:i.p; of crient light! 
See the gol.Jrn Goel apptar ! · 
·1''lic:s the ficn<l of d:irknc'.s c re:tr; 
}'l;:::s, and ;n her gloomy tra:n, 

::::i:.bl'! Grief', and C?.reJ and P.Lin ~ 
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See the golden Gol1 advance! 

On Taurns' heights his comfer~ prance: 

With him hafte the vernal homs, 

Breathing fwects: and dropp ing flowers. , 

Laughing Summer ,at his fide, 

Vlaves her locks in rofy pride; 

A nd Autumn blan~, wit h a[pt et kind , 

Bears his golden fl1eafbehinJ. 

0 ha<te, and tpreacl tire purple day 

O'er all the wide ethere:il _way I 
Nc1t,1re mot:rns :i.t thy dei:-,j: 

God of G1ory, haft aw::y ! 

From t·Ji.e rcJ wave rifing bright, 

Lift on high thy goldeq liead; 

o ·,.r the mifl:y mountains fpread 

T~iy 1111ilin~ r~ys of orient l ight! 

LANGHOIL'l'L 

-----· 

A THOUGUT ON ETER:i',nTY. 

E RE the foumhticns of the world were laid, 

P.rc kindhvr \i,,.ht th' Almirrht)· war<l obev'<l, 
0 ~ C, J 

Thou , · ',t; and , ,iicn the fo btt' lTlDe\l\l fl. rnie 

Stull irnrfl it pri[on, ;:ind de vour this fr, me:, 

F3 
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FFom angry Heaven when the keen lightning fre-s, 
When fervent heat difio1ves the melting fk:ies, 

Thou flill fhalt be; frill as tho.u wert before, 
' And know 119 change, when time !hall- be no rnor~. 

0 endle[s thought! divine Eternity t 
Th' immortal foul £hares but a -part of thee ! 

For thou wert pre[ent when our life beg"ln, 

-VVhe11 the warm dnft fhot up in breathing man. 

Ahl what is. lift? with ills encomp.tfs'd round , 
Amid CT: our hopes, Fate ftrikes Lhe fudden ,,..,·ornu! ; 
To-day the fcatefman of new ho;~o1ir drearn , 

To-morro~, Death defl:roys his a:ry fchei .. es; 

Is moulJy trea[ure in tl.y c!1efr confin'd? 
Think all that t,"afore thou mu .. 1:::ave b:.>hind; 
Thy heir with finiles (hall vie·.v thy bbzon',J c; r~~, 

And all thy hoards wit·h hvifh hand di1per/e. 
Should certain fate th' in_1p~nd1ng hlo•;.: clchy, 
Thy minh will lick.en, and thy bloom clec,,y; 
Then frehle'agcwill all thy mrv.:s diLrrn, 

No more thy blood its ftraiten'j.j chann-els w;.irm • 

.Vho then woukl \vi(h to fhetcli this narrow fp::.1, 

To f1dTe r life beyo 11d the cbte of man? 

The virtuuus l'onl pmfut~ a nobler ::iim, 
Ami lire regards ht.it a.s a .. eeting c!rt 1111: 

She lo:1gs to v:a.ke, and w·:!l_c-s to 3tt fr~e, 

To hunch from earth in;o J::tern.ty. 
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For wh'ile the boundlefs theme extends. our thought, 
Ten thoufand thoufand rolli-ng years are nought. 

' GAY. 

FALSE GREATNESS. 
MYLO, forbear t~ call him ble!l: 

Th::it only boafi:s a large ell:ate, 
Should all the treafures of the Wefr 

Meet and confpire to make him-great. 
I know thy better thoughts, I know 

Thy reafon can't defcend fo low. 

Let a broad ftream with gol<len fands 
Thro' all his meadows roil, 

He's but a wretch, \,~ith ali' his lands, 
Th~t wen rs a narrow foul. 

He fwells amidft his wealthy flore, 
And proudly poifingwhat he weighs, 
In his own fr:1!e he fo11dly lays 

Huge heaps of {liining or • 

He fpreads the b:ilance wide to hold 
His manors an:l his f:-trrns, 
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,And cheats the ,be;:im with loads of gold 

_ lie hugs bet.ween his arm~. 

So might the plough-boy climb a tree, 

When Crcefus mounts his throne, 

And both fl:and up, 1and frnile to fee. 

How 1011g their iliadow' s grown. 

Alas ! how vain their fancies be, 

To think that fhape their own l 

Tlm~ mingled fl:iil with wealth and fiate, 

Crce fos himfelf can never know ; 

His tnie dimenfions and his weight 

Are far. inferio;- to thei r {how, 

Werel fo tall to reach the pole, 

Or grafp the ocean with my fpan, 

I mutl: be me:i.fm'd by my fo11l: 

The rr_ind's the ibndard of tht man . 

WAT1'S. 

REPUTATJON. 

AN ALLEGORY, 

TO travel far as the wide world extends, 

Seeking for objtfts th:it dcfcrv' <l 1:l- · · , .1re, 
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Virtue ftt forth, with two·fele8:ed friends, 
Talent refin' d, al'.}.d Reputation _fair, 

As they went on in their intended round, 
Talent fpoke firft, '' My gentle comrades,Jay, 

" Where each of you may probably be found, 
'' Should accident divide us on the way. 

"If torn (lhe added) from my lov'd allies , 
"A fritndly patronage I hope to find, 

"vYhere the fine arts .from CHkvation rife, 
"And the fweet Mufe hath hari110niz'd mankind.'' 

~ays Virtue, " Did Eincerity appear, 
'' Or meek-ey'J Charity among the great; 

" C0\1lJ I find courtiers from cerrnption cl<tar, 
" 'Tis among thefe I'd feek for my retreat. · 

"Could I find patriots for the public weal 
"Affiduous, and without their felfifh crews; 

" Coukl I fi,nd prielts cf uneiffonbled 21c2.l ; 
"'Tis among th ie my r fidence I'd choofe. 

" In glitt'ring dom~s let luxury re/ide, 
" I m 1fl: be found in fcfne lequefter'd cell,. 

" Far from t~e paths of aV3rice or pride, 
~, Where home-bred Happinefs delights to dwell." 
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" Ye may be trac'd, my gentle friends, 'tis true; 

"But who (fays Reputation) can explore 

.,, My !lipp'ry fteps ?-Keep, keep me in your view; 

" If once I'm loft, you'll never find me more." 

CUNNINGHAM. 

INVITATION TO THE FEATHERED 
RACE. 

WRITTEN AT CLAVERTON, NEAR BA.TH. 

AGAIN the balmy zephyr blows, 

, Frefh verdure decks the grove; 

Eac~ bird with vernal rapture giows, 

And tunes his notes to love. 

Ye gentle w~rblers, hither fly, 
And lhun the noon-tide beat; 

My .lhrubs a cooling {1_1ade fupply, 

My groves a faD retreat. 

Here freely hop from fpr~y to fpray, 

Or weave the moffy nefl: ; 

Here 1'ove and fing the live-long Jay,, 

At night here fweetly rcft. 



THE NURSERY GARLAND. 5i 
Amidil: this cool, tranftucent rill, ' 

That tri~kles down the glade, 
Here bathe your plumes, here drink your 'fill, 

And revel in the fhade. 

No fchool-boy rnde, to mifchief prone, 
E'er {hews his ruddy face, , 

Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ftont':, 
ln this feqnef1:er'<l place, 

Hither the vocal thruQ1 repairs, 
Secure the 1 in net fin gs ; 

The goldfinch dreads no flimy fnares, 
To clog her paintt<l wings. 

Sad Philomel ! ah, quit thy haunt, 
Yon <li (hnt woods among, 

An<l round my friendly grotto chaunt 
Thy !"veetly pl aint ive fong . 

L et not the harmlefo redbreafr fear, 
Domefr.ic b:rd, to come 

_ A nd frek a fi.1 e afylum here, 
\Yith one that loves his home. 

My tr cs fo r yon, ye artlefa tribr, 
Shall ftore of fr\lit prefrrve : 
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0 Jct me thus your friertd lh ip bribe I 

Corne, fee<l without refervt. 

For you the[e cherries I protecl:, 

To you thefe plums belong; 

Sweet is the fruit tlut you have pick '<l, 

BuL f'weeter far your fong. 

L et then this league betwixt us made 

Our mutual int'refi- guard ; 

Mir.e be the gifc of frnit ;cind {ha<le, 

Your fongs be my reward. GRAVtS. 

THE RAV.EN: A FABLE, 

A RA VEN, '" hile \ ith gloffy bfeafr 

faer new-laid eggs 01c fonc\ly prefs'd, 

And on her wickt!r-work l1igh mounteJ , 

Her chickens prematurely counted, 

( A fa11lt philofoph~rs might bkme, 

1f quite cxem1,teJ from t:ie: faml·,) 

Enjoy'd at eafe the gci:ial day; 

'Twas April, as the bumkins fay: 

But fudd 11ly a wine.I, as ·high 

As ever [wept a winterfky, 

Shook the young i aves about her er::r~~ 
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And fill'd her with a thoufar:d fears, 
Leil: the ·n1de ·bla{I: fhould filap the bough, 
And fpread her golden ·hopes.below. , . 

But juft at eve, the blowing weather, 
And all_ her fears , were hu{b''d together; 
H And now (q,..2_oth poor unthinking Ralph) 
" 'Tis over, and t_he b1:ood is fafc . '' 

· (For Ravens, tho' as birds of omen, · 
They teach both conj'rors and old women 
To tell us \Yha.t is to btfo.1, 
Can't prophely themfrlves at all.) 
The morning came, when neighbour Hodge, 
vVho long ha<l mark'd his airy lodge, 
And <l eftin' cl. all the treafore' there 
A gift to his expecting fair, 
Clim'd, like a fquirrel to hi$ prey, 
And bore the worthle[s prize avv'a y, 

MORAL. 

'Tis Providence alone fecmes, ,._ 
Jn every change, both mine and your' s. 
Satety confitts not ·in e[cape 
From. dang·ers of a frightful fh::lpe : 
An earthquake may be bid to fp re 
'.fhe man that's ftrangl::d by :i hair, 

G 
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Fate fteals along with filent tread, 

Found oft'1~efl in what leaft we dread; 

Frowns in . the fiorm with angry brow, 

But il'l the funfuine ftrikes the . blow, 

TO A SNOW-DROP. 

POETS !till in graceful numbers 

May the gk,wing ro(es chufe 

But the Snow-drop's fimplc: beauty 

Better fuits an humble mule. 

E ~rli efl: bud that decks th e garden, 

F airefl: of the fragrant race, 

Firfi: .born child of vernal Flora , 

Seeking mild thy lowly place. 

COWP.ER , 

,. 

Tho' no warm, nor mu1m'ring zephyr, 

Fan thy leaves with balmy wiug; 

Pleas'd, we hail thee, fpotltfs blo!fom; 

Herald of the infant Spring. 

Thro' the cold ?.nd chcerle(s feafor., 

Soft ch·y tender form t:<pands, 

Safe in unafpiring graces , 

Fortmoft of the bJoomy b;rnds, 
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White-rob'd flower, in lonely beauty, 
Rifmg from a wintry bed ; 

Chil:ling winds and blafts llngenial 
Rudely threat'ning round thy lread, 

Sifvery bud, thy penfiJe, foliage 
Seems the angry blafl: to fear; 

Yet fecure, thy tender texture 
Ornaments the rifing year. 

No warm tints, or vivid cc>I°0uring, 
Paints thy bells with gaudy pride; 

Mildly charm'd, we feek thy fragrance, 
Where no thorns infidious hide. 

' 
9 Tis not thine, with fl aunting beauty 

To attract the roving fight; 
Nature, from her varied wardrobe 

Chofe thy ve!l: of pure!l:'white. 

White, as falls the fleecy !hewer, 
Thy foft form in f wettnefs grows ; 

Not more fair the valley' s treafure, 
Not more fweet her lily blows. 

D ro(')ping harbinger of Flora, 
Simply are thy bloffoms ch-dl: j 

Gz 

,. I 
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Artlefs as the gentle virtues, 

Manfion'd in ~he blamelefo breafl:. 

_When to pure and timid virtue 

FrjenJfhip twine's a vofr,ewreath, 

O'er the fair felect:ed gctrland 

Thou thy perfume foft !halt breatl1e, 

SYilILLAi 

THE DEBTOR. 

CHILDREN of affluence, hear a poor man's pray'rf 

0 hafte, and free me from D1is dungeon's gloom! 

L et not the haml of comfortlefs Defpair 

Sink my grey hairs with forrow to the tomb! 

Unus'd Compaffion's tribute to demand , 

vVith clamorous din wake Charity's dull 6r ; 

W ring the flow :=iid from Pity's loitering hand, 

Weave the feign'd taL, or drop therca<lytear: 

Far different thoughts empl9y'd my early hours, 

To views of blifs, to fcenes of affluence born ; · 

The hand of pleafure ftrew'd my path with flow}~, 

And every bluffing hail'<l my youti1fol morn. 
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But ah!· how quick the change! the mornihg gleam, 
That chear'd my fancy with her magic ray; 

Fled like the gairiih pageant of a dream, 
And farrow clos'd the evening of my day. 

Such is the lot of human bl ifs below ! 
Fond Hope awhile the trembling flow'ret rears; 

Till, unforefeen, _defcends the blight of Woe, 
And withtrs in an hour the pride of years. 

In evil hour, to fpccious w i !es a prey, 
I trnfl:ed; (who from fault is ever free!) 

Ancl the fhort progrefs of one fatal day 
Was all the fpace 'twixt wealth and poverty. 

VI her coulJ I fo::k for ccmfort, or for aid? 
To whom the ruins of my fiate commend ? 

LeCr to myfdf, abandon'd,: and betray'J, 
Too hte I found the wn::tched have no friend ! 

E'en he, amid the refi, the: favor'd youth, 
VVhofc: vows had met the tende1·eft warm return~ 

Forgot his oath of conl1ancy and trnth, 
And· left my child in folitude to monrn. 

Pitv in vain ftretch'd forth her feeble h:md , 
To guard the facred wreath that Hy men wove; 

G3 
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While pale-eye'd Avar ic~, from his fordid {bnu 

Scowl'd o·er the ruins of neglected Love. 

Tho' deeply hurt, yet fway' d by decent pride, 

$he hl1fh'd her forrows with becoming art ; 

And faintly £hove, with fickly fmiles to hide 

The canker-worm that prey 'd upon · her heart. 

Nor blam'd hi s crnelt y, ·nor wiih't.! to l1ate 

Whom once {he lov'cf, but pitied, and forgave! 

Then, unrepining, yielded to her fate , 

And funk in file11t anguifh to the grave. 

Children of affiuenc€, hear a poor man's pray'r, 

0 ha!l:e, and free me from this dungeon's gloom l 

let not the hand of comfortle[s defpair 

Sink,my grey hairs with forrow to the tomb, 

l\lloRE. 

THE MOlJSE's PETITION. 

FOUND IN A TRAP WHERE HE HAD BEEM 

CO!\FINED ALL NIGHT . 

OH! hear a ptnfi\'e prifoner's prayer, 

F 0r liberty that fi ghs ; 

And never let thine heart be flrnt 

Again fr th ~n.tch 's cries. 
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For here forlorn and fad I Gt, 

Withjn the wiry grate; 
An:i tremble ·at ~h' approaching morn~. 

VV.:l:ich brings impending f;te. • 

If e'er thy breait with freedom ·glow'd., 
And fpurn'd a tyrant's chain, 

Let not thy {hong oppreffive force 
A free-born moufe detain. 

0 ~ do not thin with guiltlefs blood 
Thy hof pi table hear~h; 

Nor triumph that thy wiles betray'd 
- A 1wize fo little worth. 

The fcatter'd gleanings of a frail: 
My fruga l me:ils rupp1y; 

But if thine unrelenting heart 
Th:tt flent1 e,: boon deny; 

The cheerful light, the vital air., 
Are bleffings widely gi 1·e11 ; 

L et Nature' s commoners enjoy 
The common gifts of_ Heave!] .. 

The we:1 tau,,-ht })hilofonhic mind · ~ r I 

To all comp:i.Hion gi\•e ; 

u -1-

,, 
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-Cafi:s round the world an equal eye, 

And feels for all tlut lives. 

If mind, as ancient fages taught, 

A never dying flame, 

Still fhifts thro' matter's various fonns, 

In every form the fame: 

Beware, left in the worm you cru01, 
A broth~r's foul yon find; 

.And t remble, le!l: thy luckltfs 'hand 

Diflodge a kind red mind. 

Or, if this tr::mfient gleam of day 

Be all of li fe we fhart· ; 

Let pity pre-ad witbin thy breaft, 
That little all to [pare. 

So rnay thy hofpit1ble b0::i,rd 

With health and peace be crnwn' J i 

And evrry charm of hca1 t-fdt e,de 
Beneath thy roof be found. 

So, wl e:n dcfi:rn.:l.i011 ludcs qn1ecn , 

Which men like mice rn~y fh are; 

May fome kind angeT clc:;;r thy path , 

A nd break the hi<l<,lcn fi1:re. 

hlRS, BAREAULD, 
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FRIENDSHIP. i • 

DISTILL' D amid fl: the gloom of ·night; 

Dark hangs thi:: new-drop on tl);e thon~; 
Till noticed by approaching light, , 

'· It. ~-litters in the iinile of morn. 

Morn foon retires, her feeble po\ver 

The fun outbeams with genial day, 
And gently, in benignant hour; · 

Exhales the-] iquid _pearl away. 

Thus on Affiiclion's fable bed 

Deep forl·ows rife of faddeft hue; 

C ondenfing round the mourner's head, 

They bathe the cheek 1:vith chilly dew. 

Tho' pity <hows her dawn from Heaven, · 

\Vhen kind fhe points aflift:rnce near: 

To Friendfhip's fon d of!e 'tis given , 
To foothe and dry the mournrr's tear. 

P£1'R0SE. 

ODE TO TRUTH. 

TRUTH, faireft virgin of _the fky, 
,vith robes of light, ancl beaming eye, 

And temples crown'd with day j 
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0 'thou, of all the cherub c]:ioir, 

B ef!: !kill 'd to yvake the fweetefl: lyre, 

And c~aunt tl;e fofteft lay. 

By him, * who, 'mid(1: his country's tears, 

'Uncl :mnted heard w::rrm Friencifhip's fears, 

And fmil'd at racks and death ; 

"By Perfia'st turban'd heroes bold, 

By all the partan chiefs of old , 

That bow'd thy fnrine beneath; 

By holy Virtue's veftal flame, 

By lau1 ell'<l honour's {plr:ndid name, 

And cheek bedim pied love; 

0 lift from thy . majeftic head 

T.be veil t~1at, o\:r its treffos fprcad, 

Thy fairy fingers wove! 

Thee, ch:.fh Re:ligion's virgin breaft, 

And Hope v 1th fair unruffled ve!t, 

Their love!y fifler hail ; 
' Sirnplic:ity, with lilied crown, 

And Innocence, untaugl t to frown , 

And Peace that loves the vale. 

* Regulus. 

t '.' To ride, to {hoot with the arro'I'.·, and to fpeak truth(' 

were the th1 ee principal fl:udics of the Pcrfian you th~. 
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The demon that i1furps thy-day, 
And cafis upon its blen.iih'J · ray 

The potion of his tongue; 
0 bi<l him from thy dazzling fight 
Shrink back into eternal night, 

His kindred fiends among! 

And in the horrors of his fl:rain, 
Let Difcor<l !eek his yelling reign, 

Nor haunt thy paths ferene; · 
V.fhile Gnilt on ev·ry fullen wind 
Starts pale, 'and trembling frcm behind"?. 

His wild and wizard mien. 

T~n o'er thy flow'r -enamell'<l way, 
In ev'ry guileleCs frolic gay, 

Shall fport poetic yo,1th ; · 

7l 

While ~titain, r;1ptur'd at the found; 
Shouts to her echoing {heres around, 

Peace, Liberty, and Truth. HUNT. 

THE HAPPY MAN. 
HE's not the happy m:m, to whom i$ g iven 
A pl .,nteous fortune by tn•lulg~nt Heaven; 
Whofi gildt:d roofs on fhining columns rife, 
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/ 

And painted v1:11Js enc!1ant the gazer's eyes: .. 

Whofe table flows with hofpitable cl1eer, 

And all the vario11s 'bountit:s of the year; 

Whofe vallies fmile, whofc: gardens breathe the Spring, 

Who.Ce carved mountains bleat,. an<l forefts fing, 

For wnom the cooling fhade in Summer twines~ 

\-Vhile his .foll ctllars give their generous wines; 

From w1iofe ,,vide fiekls unbounded Autumn pours 

A golprn tide ir.to his f welling ft-ores : 

Vv'hofe 'Winter l_anghs; for v.hom the liber2] gales 

S~retch the big fh eet, and toiling commerce fails ; 

\Vhen yielding crowds attend and pieaf"ure ferves , 

'\.Vhile youth, and healLh, a:1d vigour firing his nerves, 

Ee'n not all thefe, in one rich lot combin'd , , 

Can make the happy man , without the Mi11d; 

~Where judgment fits, clt;1r-fighted, and furveys 

'The chain 6f re'afon, with unerring gaze; 

-.,./here Fancy iivc:s, antl to thi..; Lright..:ning eyes, 
1 

' fiis fairer fcenes and b0ll1et·. fi;..i;urts rife; 

"'N :11::re facial love exerts her !oit com131ancl, 

.f\nd p!· /'<> the raffons with a tovkr h:md; 

·v-;!hencc every vin 1e ftow's, in 1; d f'rife, 

.1tn<l all the moral 1'1a:·mony of lift::. 

j''cr c'.'...~ft tl.ou, Dctl~Engton, this truth c.lt:cline~ 

.!. !l n~ i5 the fottune1 ::.ml th 1,1im1 is thine. 

TH p ~lS-0~, 
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CONTENT. A .P..ASTORAL. I•-, r ' 

O'ER moorlands and mo~mta.ins,,rude, batren, ana 
bare, · ·· , "~ ~ ;r. : ~;:~ ... _ 

As ;ilder'd and· wear:(~ I ,roam, 
• ' f .: ! • V ,• J ' 'I 'l .,_)i, ,~ 1 -, A gentle young {hepherdefs iees my defpa1r,·" _ 

And leads, me o'er ia~ns -t~ her ·110;ne. ' 
1

' 

• \...· J.o ~ I .. t 

Y tllow iheaves from rich Ceres her cotta'ge. bad 
'. crown'd, 

. . t j '" Green rufhes wae {hew 'd 011 her "floor: 
Her cafement, f ;eet woodbines crept

1

wa"~t~11ly round, 
And deck'd .tl1e fod-f~ats at her door. ·. 

~re fate ourfelves down to a cooling repafr, 
Frefh frnits ~ and fhe cull'd m~ the befl; 

\Vhile thrown from my guard byfome glances ihe caft, 
Lo,•e fiily ftole into my breait ! 

I told my foft wif11es ; f11e fweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice w:is diyine l) 

'' I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, • 
" But t:i.ke m , fond {hepherd-I'm thine." 

H er air was fo mo<lefl, h~r af peel: fo meek1 

So fimple, yet fweet, -were her charms ! 
1 kifs'd the ripe rofes that glow'd on her cheek, 

And lock'd the dear maid in my anm. 
H 
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Soon as the., ev'ning ihad~s prevail, . 

The mo~,; t·akes \JP the ~ond'rous tale 

And, .. nightly, to the list'.niug t;lrth, 

RepeaJs the ftory ,of J1er birth : 

Whilfi: afl the ftars that round her burn, 
, ,..- , , • • •t I 

And all the pJanets in their turn, 
Confii'.m t~e t'idings as they roll, 

And fpread the truth from pole ~o pole. 

What though, in folemn fii ence, ;.ll 

Move round the dark terrefhial ba.Jl ! 
'\\'hat tho' nor real voice nor found, 

Amid their radiant orbs be found ! 
In Re:ifon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter fo,rth a glorious voice, 

For ever finging as they _1hine:-
, , The hand that made us is Divine.' ' 

ADDISO N, 

THE IGNORANCE OF MAN. 

BEHO~P, .yon new-born infant, griev'd 

With h1,mger, thirll, and pain, 

That aflcs to have the w~1ts reliev'd , 

J t knows not to complain. 
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A loud the fpeechlefs fuppliant cries, 

A 
. \ 

nd utters, as 1t can, 

The woes that in it's bofom rife, 

And !peak it's nature-Man. 

That 1nfa11t, whofe advancing hour 

Life's various farrows try, 

(Sad proof of Sin's tranfmiffive pow'r !) 

That infant, Lord! am I. 

A childhood yet my thoughts confefs, 

Tho' long in years mature, 

Unknowing whence I feel difrrefs, . 

And where, or what it's cure. 

Author of Good! to thee I turn: -

Thy ever wakeful eye 

Alone can all my wants difcern, 

Thy hand alone fupply. 

0 let thy fear within me clwe:ll, 

Thy love my footfreps guide; 

That love fhall vainer loves expel, 

That fear all fears betide , 

H3 
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And O ! by Error's force fubdu'd, 
Since oft my Jlubbom will, 

Prepofrerous, finms the htent good, 
And graf ps the f pecious ill ; 

( 

Not to,f!1y with, but to my want, 
_Do thou thy gifts apply : 

Unalk'd, what goqd thou knoweft grant; 
What ill, tho' afk 'd, deny. 

MERRlCK . 

INSCRIPTION FOR A RILL. 

AH! not in vain we fil ver rills 
From moffy fountains flow : 

Who brawling down the vocal hills 
Leave morta!s as we go. 

PiEl:ur'd in us, may mortals fee, 
In our ince'ffant ftrife, 

The toils of drear obfcurity
The toils of mortal life. ./ 
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Fafi:, fafr we nm, ne'e! .tp return, .. 
) . 

Like tirpe that ever flies ; 
Thy fate with us, 0 man! then mourn, 

And mourning be thou wife. 
t fl ,· ' 

Tho' fretti~g on, our cpude ;e gain; 

Like; poor c9ntentious pride, 
Yet all' our toil is-not in vain. 

We fwell the river's 'tide.' 

From us, lone travellers of the dale, ' 
0 be it underftood, 

' I 

' How e'en the lowJiefi: in life's vale 
. . 

May aid the common good! .. ·· 

BIDlAKE , 

HY~1N FOR MORNING} 

SEE the {hr that leads the day, 
Ri!ing fhoots a golden ray, 

To make the {hades of darknefs go 

From heaven ahove' and earth below; 

And warn us early with the light, 

To leave the beds of iilent night; 
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From an heart fincere and found 
From its very deepeft ·ground: 

Srnd devotion up on high; . 
. Wing'd with heat to reach the'fky. 

See the time for fieep has run, 

Rife before, or with the fun : 

Lift thy hands, and humbly pray 

Th~ fountain of etemal day ; 

That, as the light, ferenely fair, 
Illu!trates all the tracts of air; 

The facred f pirit fo may refr, 

With quickening be.:ims upon thy breafi; 

And kindly clear it all wiLhin, 

From darker b1emifhes of fin ; 

And thine with grace, until we view 

. The realm it gilds with glory toe. 

See the day that dawns in air, 

Brings along its toil and care: 

From the lap of Night it fprings, 

,vith heaps of bufineis on its wings; 

Prepare to meet them in a mind, 

That bows fu bmiffively re!ign 'd ; 
. That would to works · appointed fall, 

That knows that God has order'd all. 

And whether, wit'h a fmall rep1fc., 

We break the fo~t:r morning fafi: 5 



THE NtIRSJ;:R;Y .G_ARLAND. 8 l , 

Or in QUr Jhoughts a~d.houfes lay 
·The future Il}ethqds of the day; 
Or early walk abrpad 't'! meet 
Our buiinefs with jIJ.c;hifl:rious feet.; 
Wh_ate'ef we. thi1rk, whate'er we ,do, 
H is glory )till be kep~ ·in view. 

0, Giver of Eternal ~tiJs, 
Grant, heavenly Father! grant n1e this; 
Grant it a!l, as well as me, 
All whofe hearts. are fi:ic'cl 0~1 thee; 
Who rev~~.e .thy Ion above, . 
\V ho thy facre.d fpirit lovy• 

PARNELL , 

HYMN FOR NOON. 

THE fun is fwiftly mo~mted high, 
It glitters in the fouthern !ky; 

. 
\ 

Its beams with force and ~lory beat, 
A11d fruitful earth is fill'd wilh heat. 
Father ! alfo with thy fire 
\Varm the cold, the dead defire, 
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And make the 'facred ·love of thee 

Within my foul, a fun to me • . 

Let it !hine fo fairly bright, 

That nothing elfe be took fodight; 
That w·orldly charms be feen 'to fade, 

And in its lufl:re find a fhaJe; 
Let it ftrongly fhine within, 

To fcatter all the clouds of fin, 

That drive when gufi:s of paffions rife, 
And intercept it from our eyes. 

Let its glory ,more than -vie 

With the fun th1t lights the iky, 

Let it fwiftly · mountfo air, 

Mount with that and leave it there; 

And foar with more af piring flight, 

To realms of evc:rlafting light. 

Thus while here I'm forc'd to be, 
I daily wi{h to live with thee; 

And feel that ur,ion which thy love 

Will, after death, complete above. 

From my foul I fend my pntyer, 

Great Creator; b~w thine ear; 

Thou, for whofe prop~tious !way 

The world was taught to fee the day; 

Who fpake the word, and earth begun, 

And fhew'd its beau fies in the fun i 
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With pleafure I ~.~Y creatures view, 
And would with good affection too; 

G~od · affection fweetly free, . . . . \ 

Loofe from them,, a11d move to th~e; 

0 I teac.~1 me du~ ~·er~~1:ns to give, ~- -
And to thy g ! ory 1et me Jive ; 

And then my ?ay-s fhall fh~n_e the more, 

Or pafs more ble!fed than before. 

PARNELL, 

.i 

HYMN FOR EVENING. 

THE beam repelling mifts arife, 
And Evening f preads ob[curer -!kies ! 

The twilight will the night forerun, 

And night itfelf be foon begun. 

Upon thy knees devoutly bow, 

And pray the God of Glory iiow, 

To fill thy bre.i fr, or deadly fin 

May caufe a blinder night within. 

And whether pleafing vapours rife , 

Which gently dim the clofing eyes; 

Which make the weary members bieft, 

With f weet refrefhment in their refi i 
Or whether fpirits in the brain 

Dif pel their ioft embrace again_; 
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And ~n my watcMM oi(i fiay, , - '' ... 
Forfook ·by fleep;·, anl .. wci..iting day; 
Be Go~ for eve~·-in ?1Y ,1~.w, 
An(never he forfake me t_oo i 

.., ''O .... '. 

But ,frill as day coh'ct{1cld in nig~1t, 
To break again the n·ew-born light; 
His wcmcl'rou; eo\liiiy 'lkine find, 
With ftill a more' enlig-hfen'd mine!; 
When grace and love in one agree, 
Grace from God and love from me; 
Grace that will ~rom, Heaven in{pii;e, 
Love that fteals it in defire : 

r 
Grace and love that mingl~ beams, 
And fill me with increafing flame s. 
Thou that haft thy palace far 
Above ·the moon and every {'car, 
Thou that fitte!t on a throne 

, , 

fl". 

To which the night was never knovvn, 
Regard my voice and make me blea, 
By kindly granting its requeft; 
If thoughts on thee my foul employ, 
My darknefs will afford mt: joy 
Till thou fhalt call, and I fhall foar, 
And part with darknefs evermore. 

PARNELL:i 
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TO MY SOUL. 

IR.OM. CHAUCER . 

FAR from mankind, my weary foul retire, 
Still follow truth, contentment ftill defire. 

85 

Who climbs on high, at ·beft his we'aknefs thews, 
'\\'ho rolls in riches, all to Fo1tune owes. 
Read well thyfelf, and mark thy early "-:ays, 
Vain is the Mufe, and Envy waits on Praife. 

Wav.,ring as winds the 'breath of fortune blows, 
No power can turn it, and no pray'rs compofe. 
Deep in fome hermit's folit_ary cell, 
Repofe, ,ind eafe, and contemplation dwt]l. 
Let confcitnce guide thee in the days of ne@d; 
Judge well thy own, and then thy neighbour's deeJ. 

What Heav'n beflows with thankful eyes receive; 
Firft afk. thy heart, ~nd then thro' faith believeo 
Slowly we wander o'er a toilfome way, 
Shadows of life, and pilgrims of a day. 
" Who wreftles in this world, receives a fall ; 
u Look up on high, and thank thy God for all I" 

HARTEo 

J1 
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I 

VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS. 

PARAPHRASED. 

CREA TOR Spirit, by whofe aid 

The world's foundations firft were laid, 

Come vifit every pious min-:i, 

Come pour thy joys on human kind; 

From fin and farrow fet us free, 

And make thy temples worthy thee. 

0 Source of uncreated light, 

The Father's promis 'd P araclete! 

Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 

Our hearts with heavenly love infpire j 

Come, and thy facred uncl:ion bring 

To fanetify us, while we ung. 

P lenteou s of grace, defcend from high, 

R ich in thy fevenfold ener gy! 

T hou f1:rength of his Almighty han<l , 

\ Vhofe power does heaven and earth command i 

P roceeding Sp;rit, our defence, 

Who doft the gift of tongues dilpenfe, 

A nd crown'ft the.gift with eloquence. 

Refine anJ purge our earth ly parts; 

Iht, oh, inflan~e.ancl fire our l.eart~ ! 
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Om frailties help, our vice controul, 
Submit the fenfes to the foul; 

And when rebellious ~hey are grown, 

Then lay thy hand, and hold them down. 

Chafe from our minds th' infernal foe, 

.And peace, the fruits of love, befiow ; 1 

And, left our feet fuould ftep aftray, 
Protea and guide us in the way. 

1Vfake us eternal truths receive, 
And practice all that we believe: 

Give us thy[elf, that we may fee 
The Father," and the Son, by thee. 

lmmortal honour, endlefs fame, 

A~tend th' Almighty Father's name; 

The S:i.viour Son be glorify'd, 
1 

Who for loft man's redemption dy'd: 

And equal adoration be, 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee~ DRYDE N. 

AGAINST IDLENESS AND MISCHIEF, 

HOW <loth the little bufy bee 

Improve each fhining hour, 

I 2. 
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And gather ho~ey all the day. 
From ev'ry op'ning -fl.ow'r I 

How fkilfnlly the builds her cell\ 
How neat [he fpreads the wax! 

'AH<l labours hard to ftore it wtll 
With th:e fwtet food /he makes. 

In works of labour, or of fkill, 
_I would be bufy too; 

For Satan finds fome mifchief frill 
, For idle hanJs to do. 

In books, or work, or healthful play, · 
Let my fir!t years be paft, 

That I may give for every day 
Some good account at Jail. 

WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT IN A 
THUNDER STORM. 

~ET coward Guilt, with palli<l Fear. 
To fhelt'ring caverns fly, 

And jufi:ly dread the vengeful fate 
That thunders through the fk.y. 
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Protected by that hand whofe law 

The threat'ning ftorms obey, 

Intrepid Virtue fiuiles fecure, 

As in the blaze of day. 

In the thick cloud's tremendous gloom, 

The lightning's lurid glare, 

It views the fame all,-gracious Pow'r 

That breathes the vernal air. 

Through Nature's ever-vrtrying fcene, 

By different ways purfued, 

The one eternal end of Heaven 

ls univerfal good, 

. 
\Vith like beneficent effeB: 

O'er flaming rether glows, 

As when it tunts the linnH's voice, 

Or blu(hes in the rofe. 

:By re:tfon taucrht to [corn thofe fears . ::, 

That vulgar minds moleft, ,_ 

Let no fantall:ic te1-ro1·s break 

My clear NarciIT"a's rdl:. 

Th • life may all the tend'refl: care 

Of Provid nee defend, 

I 3 
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.And delegated angels round 

Their guardian wings extend~ 

When thro' creation's vaft expanfe 

The lafr dread thunders roll, 

U ntune the concord of the f pheres, 

And £hake the rifing foul; 

U nmov'd may'fl thou the final frorm 
I 

Of jarring world? furvey, • 
That ufhers in the glad fcrene 

Of everla!l:ing day! 
Miss CARTER. 

,, 
';['HE BEGGAR's PETITIO~. 

PITY the forrows of a poor ol<l man, 
Whofe trembling limbs have borne him to your 

door; 

Whofe days are dwindled to the fhorte(l fp:rn ; 

Oh' ! give relief, and Heaven will blefs your !lore. 

Thefe tatter'd clothes my_ poverty befpe;;,.k_, 
Thefe hoary locks proclaim my lcngthtll'd yec1rs; 

And rriany a furrow in· my grief-worn che!"k 

Has been the channel t0 a flo oLl of tear·. 

_ Yon houfe erecl:e<l o~ the riling ground, 
With t~mpting afpeet <lrew m1: f:·om th road; 
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For Plenty there a refidence h:is found, 
And Grandeur a magnificent abode. 

Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor! 
Here, as I crav'd a morfel of their bread, 

A pamper'd menial drove me f1:om the door, 
To fetk a !helter in an humble fued. 

0 ! take me to your hof pitable dome; 
Keen blows the wind and piercing is the cold I 

Short is my paffage to the friendly · tomb! 
For I am poor, and mi[erably old. 

Should I reveal the fources of my grief, 
If foft humani ty e'er touch'd your brea~, 

Your hands would not with-hol<l the .ki11d relief, 
And tears of pity would not be reprell:. /' 

Heaven fends misfortunes-why fhould we repine? 
'Tis Heaven has brought me to the fta te you fee; 

And your condition m~y be foon like mine-
The child of farrow and of mifery. 

A little farm \vas my paternal lot; 
Then like the hrk I fprightly hail'd the morn; 

But ah! oppreflion orc'd me from my cot, 
My cattle dieJ, an<l blighted was my corn. 

• r 

-· 
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My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 

Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 

Is. cafi: abandon'd on the world's wide flage; 

And µoom'd in fcanty poverty to roam. 

My tender wife,_ fweet foother of my care! 

Struck with fad anguifh at the ftern decree, 

Ftll', lingering fell, a vicl:im to dtfpair, 

And left the world to wretchedneis and me. 

Pity the forrovvs of a poor old man, 

Whofe trembling limbs have borne him to your 

door, 

Whofe days are dwindled to the {horteft fpan, 

Oh! give relief, and Heaven will blefs ycur ftore. 

Moss • 

MAY MORNING. 
NOW the bright morning ftar, <lay's harbinger, 

Comes dancing from the eaft, and leads with her 

The flow'ry M~y, who from her green lap throws 

The yellow cowfiip, and the pale primrofe, 

Hail, bounteous May!. that dofl inf pi re 

Mirth and Youth, and warm Defire: 

Woods and groves are of thy d1 effing, / 

Hill and dale doth boaft thy bltfTing. 

Thus we falute thee with om e.arly long, 

· welcome thee, and wifh thee long. MILTON, 
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ODE TO CONTENT • 

. 0 THOU, the Nympl'. with pl~cid eye ii 
0 feldom found, yet tvet' nigh,_ 

Rect:ive my tem_p'rate vow: 
Not all the ftorms · that ihake the pole 
Can e'er difturb thy halcyon. foul, 

An<l !inooth unalter'd brow. 

0 come in fimplefr vefr aITay'd, 
, \Vith all thy fober cheer diiplay'd, 

To blefs my longing fight; 
Thy mien compos'd; thy even pace, 
Thy meek regard, thy matron gracel} 

And chafi:e fubdu'd delight. 

No more by V':lryirtg paffions beat, 
O _gently guide my pilgrim feet 

To find thy hermit-cell; 
Where in fome pure and equal fky, 
Beneath thy !oft indulgent eye, 

The modefi: virtues dwell. 

Simplicity, in att ic veft, 
And innocence, with car1did breaft, 

And clear m1daunted eye; 
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An.d Hope, who points to diltant years, 

Fair op'ning thro' this vale of tears, 

A vifta to the .fky • 

• 
There Health, thro' whofe calm bofom glide 

The temp'rate joys in even tide, 

That rarely ebb or flow; 

And P atience there, thy fifter meek, 

Prefents her mild unvarying cheek, 

To meet the cffer'cl blow. 

,· Her inflm!nce taught the Phrygian fage, 

A tyrant ma'-1:er's wanton rage 

With fettled fm;les to meet : 

Inur'd to toil and bitter bread, 

He bow'd his meek fubmitted hea<l, 

And kifs'<l thy fainted feet, 

But tho-u, 0 nymph, retir1d and coy) 

In what brown hamlet <loft thou joy 

To tell thy tender tale ? 

The lowliefi: children ·of the ground, 

Mofs-rofe, and violet bloffom round, 

And lily of the vale. _,,.,. 
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0 fay'what foft propitious bour 
I befi may choofe to hail thy power, 

And court thy gentle fway ! 
When Atitumn, friendly to t1:e Mufe, 
Shall thy ovvn modeft tints diffufe, 

And ihed thy milder day? 

When Eve, her dewy ftar beneath, . 
Thy balmy fpirit loves to breathe, 

And every ftorm is laid? 
If fuch an hour was e'er thy choice, 
Oft let me hear thy foothing voice, 

Low whifp'ring thro' the ihade. 

MRS , BARBAULD. 

THE GARDEN WINDOW. 

HERE, Aman<la, gently beI,J.ding, 
Sweetly penlive, loves to lean 

O'er the groves, her fight exteniing ·, 
Thro' the walks that {hoot between, 

Plac'd, fays {he, within this window 
Screen'd, I diftant charms furvey, 



.. 
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Taught by poor, deceiv'd OHndo~ 

Nothing's fafe that looks too gay. 

- Here, I view, in foften'd lhadings, 

Am'rous flow'r fo flow'r incline, 

Too remote to mourn their fadihgs, 

When with hanging heads they pine. 

He~e I fmell the 'fragrant breezes, 

Safe from evening's chilly blafr; 

Here the noon-day fun-{hine plea!es, 

Fearlefs when 'twill overcaft. 

Hence I hear the temps:ll: rifing, 

See the grovey greatnefs !hake, 

Ev'ry difrant ill defpifing, 

While 1 every good partake • 

So commanding Life's gay garden, 

Let me thornlefs wear the rofe ; 

Choice like rn)ne let Fafhion pardon, 

':rafting charms, but 1hunnir.g woes. 

... 

HlLLo 
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tb'-MORROW. 
-TO,MORRpw, didft thou fay t • 

Methought I heard Horatio fay, To-m6rrow ! 
J • .~ • , • Go to-I will not hear of it-To-morrow! 

1 Tis a fharper, who flakes his penury"' 
Againft thy plenty_:who takes thy ready cafu, 
And pys thee nought, but wifues, hopes, and pro,., 

rnifes, . 
The cmrency of ideots, Injurious t:,ankn1pt, 
That gulls the eafy cred.itor ! To-morrow! 
It is a period no wht:re to be found 
In all the hoary regifters of time, 
Unlefs perchance in the fool's calendar. 
Wifdom difdaims the word, nor·holds fociety 
With thofe who own it. No, my Horatio, 
~Tis Fancy's Child, and Folly is its father; 

/ Wrought of fuch fluff as dreams are; and bafelef~ 
/ts the fantaftic vifions of the evening. 

~ut foft, my friend, arrefi: the prefent moments; 
For be affur'd they all are arrant tell-tales; 
And tho' th;ir flight be filent, and their path track .. 

le fs 
As the wing'd couriers of the ai1·, _ . 
They pofr to Heaven, and there record thy folly-= 

K. 
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Becaufe, tho' ftation'd on th' important w:itch, 

. Thou, like a !leeping, faiqllefs centine1, 

Didft let them pafs unnotic'd, unimprov'd. 

And know, for that tho-uJlumher'dfton the guard, 

Thou !halt be made to ~nf wer at the bar 

For every fugitive: and when thou thus 

Shalt ftand impltaded at the hi~h tribunal 

Of hoo~_-wi~k'd Jufrice, who {hall tell thy audit? 

Then ftay the prefent inftant, dear Horatio; 

Imprint the marks of wifdom on its wings : 

'Tis of more wo.ith than kingdoms I far more pre. 

CiO\JS 

Than all the crimfon treafures of life's fountain I 

0 ! let it not elude thy graf ¥>, but, like 

'Fhe good old patriarch upon record, 

Hold the fleet angel faft, until he blefs thee. 

COTTON, 

THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS. 

THE midnight moon ferenely fmiles 

O'er Natnre's foft .repofe; 

No low'ring cloud obfcures the fky, 

Nor rnffiing tempeft blows. 
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' Now every' paffion finks to refr, 

The throbbing heart lies ftill; 

And varying fchemes of life no more 

Diftraa: the lab'ring will. 

In filence hulh'd, to Reafon's voice, 

Attends each mental pow'r; 

Come, dear Amelia, and enjoy 

Reflection's fav'rite hour. · 

Come, while the peaceful fcene invites, 

L et's fearch this ample round, 

Where !hall the lovely fleeting form -

Of Happ'inefs be found? 

Does it amid the frolic mirth 

Of gay alfemblies dwell; 

Or hide beneath the foletnn gloom, 

That {hades the hermit ' s cell? 

How oft the laughing brow of joy 

.A fkk'ning heart conceals! 

And, thro' the cloifrer's deep recefs1 

Invading forrow fteals. 

In vait1, thro' beauty, foi:tune, witj 

The fugitive we tract:; 
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lt dwells not in the faithlefs fmile, 
1 That brightens Clodio's face. 

Perhaps the joy to thefe deny' d, 
The heart il'l friendfhip finds : 

Ah! dear delqfion, gay conctit 
Of vifionary minds! 

Howe'er our varying notions rove, 
· Yet all agr_eit in one, 

Tu pla\:e its being in fome ft.ate, 
At diftance from our own, 

0 blind to each i.J1dulgent aim, 
Of power fupremdy wife; 

Who fancy Happinefs in ought 
The Hand of Heaven denies 1 

Vain is alike tf1e joy we feek, 
And vain what we poffefs, 

Unlefs harmonious Reafon tunes 
The paffions into peace, 

To temptr'd wifhes, jufl: defires, 
Is happinefs connn 'd. ; 

And, deaf to Folly's call, attends 
The mufic of the mind. .,. 

CARTl!Ro 
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THE ROSE. 

HOW fair is the rofe 1 what a beautiful flow'r t 
The Glory of April and May! 

But the leaves- are beginning to fade in an hour, 

And they wither and die in a day. 

Yet the rofe has one powerful virtue to boafr, 

Above all the flow'rs of the field: 

When its leaves are all dead, and fine colours are 
loft, 

Still how f weet a perfume it will yield! 

So frail is the youth and the beauty of men, 

Tllo' they bloom and look gay like the rofe: 

But all our foml care to preferve them is vain 3 

Time kills them as faft as he goes. 

Then I'll not be proud of my youth or my beauty, 

Since uoth of them .:...,ither and fade; , 
l3ut gain a good ru:1.me by well doing my duty·i 

This will fcent like a rofe when I'm cl ead. 

WATTS. 
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· ODE TO SPRING. 

YOUTH of the year, delightful Spring! 
Thy bleft return on genial wing 

Inf pires my languid lays : 
No more I ileep in 1loth fupine, 
When all creation at thy fhrine 

Its annual tribute pays. 

Efcap'd from Winter's freezing pow'r, 
Each bloffom greets thee, and each flow'r; 

And, foremoil: of the train, 
By Nature, artlefs handmaid, dreft, 
The fnow-drop comes in lily' d veft, 

Prophetic of thy reign. 

The. lark now !trains her tuneful thro3t, 
And ev'ry loud and fpTightly note 

Calls echo ~om his cell: 

Be warn' cl, ye maid s, that liften round, 
A beauteous nymph became a found

The nymph who Joy'd too well . 

The brig!1t-hair'd fun, with warmth benign,, 
Bicls t ree, and fh1 ub, and [welling vine, _,..,, 

Their infant buds diiplay. 
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Again the ft_reams refrelh die plains, 
Which Winter bound in icy chains, _ 

And fparkling blefs his ray. 

Life-giving zephyrs breathe aroun_d, 
.And inftant glows th' enamell'd ground, 

With N aturt's varied hue; 
Not fo returns our youth decay'd, · 
Alas I nor air, nor fnn, nor ihadt:, 

The [ prings of life renew! 

' 
The fun) too quick revolving beam 
Apace diffoives the human dream., 

And .brings th' appointed hour; 
Too late we catch the parting ray, 
And mourn the idly wafted day 

No longer in our power. · 

Then happiefi h~, whofe lengthen'd fight 
Purfoes,'by virtue's conftant light, 

A hope beyond the fkies ; 
\Vhere frowning -Winter ne'er lhall come, 
Bu t rofy Spring. for ever bloom, 

i\:i1d funs eternal rife, 

... 
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THE PRISON. 
I 

0, WELCOME Deb.tor ! in thefe walls, 

Thy care·s,. and joys, and loves forego; 

Approa~h; a brother Debtor calls, 

·And join the faqi.ily of Woe l 

Did F ortune with her frowning brow 

Thy late and early toils withfi:a!1d? 

Or Slander ft rike the fatal blow, 

Or griping U s'ry's iron h~nd? 

Say,, does a wife, to want confign'd, 

While weeping babes furround her bed, 

Peep thro' anci fee the fetttr s bind 

Thofe hands, that earn'<l their daily bread? 

Does· fhe in vain, on knees that bend, 

The marble heart of W t"alth im plore ? 

Breathlefs purfne fome flying friend, 

Or beat in vain the clo~ng door? 

Look up, an<l !hare our fa_anty meal ; 

For us fome brighter hours may flow ;· • 

5ome angel break thefe bolts of fl-eel, 

For Howard marks and feels our woe. 

DJ.!t i, ! - • 
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_ TO THE EVENING ST AR. 

BRIGHT eye of penfiv~ Eve! ~·efplendent orb~ 
That o'er the mifty mountains fhineft clear i 

Like a rich gem, 
Upon an JEthiop's brow! 

',1 

Thy lamp ferene, my now benightet~ fteps 
D'irea to that bleft fp~t where dwells my fair, 

Twin rivals who can boaft 
More bright, more _Fure than · hee. 

For not thy lovely light, ·th;!.t kindly cheers. 
The fullen £r?wn of unpropitious Night, 

Is half fo f weet as truth, 
That beams in beauty's eyes. 

Not all the little waking elves, that rife 
From out their rofy buwers of velvet buds, 

Where they nad fiept the day, 
To dance thy rays beneath, 

Feel fuch delight as does this breaft, when thou 
With radiant luftre fhew'ft the happy hour, 

That leads from f cenes of care 
'Io ft ill <lome!tic blifs. 

BID LAKE .. 
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ON DIVINE POETRY. 

IN Nature's golden Age, when new-born Day, 
Array'd the fkies, anc\ earth was green and gay; 
When God with pleafure all his works furvey'd, 

And virgin Innocence before him play'd, 
In that illuftrious morn, that lovely fpring, 

The Mufe, by Hea-.en infpir'd, began to fing :., 
'D efcen,ding angels in harmonious lays, 
Taught the :fir ft happy pair their Maker's praife. 
Such was the facred art-We now deplore 
The Mufe's lofs , fi nce Eden was no more. 

When Vice from hell rear'd up its hydra-head, 
Th' affrighted maid, with cha!te Aftrc:eafled, 
And fouf;ht protect ion in her native fky; 
In vain the heathen Nine her abfence would !i.1pply. 
Yet to fome few, whofe dazzling virtues £hone 
In ages pail, her heavenly charms were known. 
Hence l.earn'd the Bard, iri loft:• ftrains to tel1 
How patient Virtue t1i•.1mph'J over hell; 

Ano hence tht: chief, who le<l the chofen race 

Thro' 1arting_f1:as, deriv'd his fongs of praiic: 
She gave the rapt rous ode, :whofe an~ent lay, 
Sings female force, and vanqui!h'd Sifera; 

She tun'd ~o pious notes the Pfalmift's lyre, .,... 
And filled Ifaiah's brtaft with more than Pindar· s 

fire ? Hu GH E~" 
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HUMAN FRAILTY. 

WEAK and irrefolute is man; 

The purrofe oho-day, 

Woven with pains into his plan, 

To-morrow ren_ds a_w~y. 

The bow well-bent, and f mart the f pring, 

Vice feems already !lain! 

But P affion rudely fnaps the firing, . 
And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent! 

Finds out his weaker part, 
Virtue engages his affent, 

But Pleafure wins his heart. 

'Tis here the folly of the wife, 

Thro' all his art we view; 

And while his tongue the charge denies., 
His confcience owns it true. 

Bound on a voyage of awful length, 

And dangers li ttle known, 

A {t~·anger to fuperior- ftrength, 

Man Yainly tnifts his own, 

, . ' 
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But oars alone can ne'er prtvail 
To reach the difrant coafi:; 

The lDreath of Htaven muft [well the fail, 
Or all the toil is loft. 

CowrElto 

ON LOVE OF PRAISE. 

OF all the fprings within the mind, 
Which prompt h'er freps in Fortune's maze, 

from none more plea!ing aid we find, 
Than from the genuine love of praife. 

Nor any partial, private end, 

Sucl1, rev'rence to the ·pulolic bears; 
Nor any paffion, Virtue's friend, 

So µke to Virtue's felf appears, 

For who in glory can delight, 
Without delight in glorious deeds ~ 

What man a charming voice can flight, 

Who courts the echo that iucceed" ? 

But not the echo on the voice 
Mpre, than on Vii tue, praife depends; .,, 
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To which, of courfe, its real price., 
. T~e judgment of the p1:aifer lends. 

If praife then with religious awe 
From the fole perfect judge be fougl1t, 

A nobler aim, a purer. law, 

·Nor priefr, nor barq, nor fage hath taught • .. 
vVith which in charafter the fame, 

Tho' in an humbler fphere it lies, 
I count that ic)l)l of human fame, 

The fuffrage of the· good an~ wife. 

AKENSIDE , 

\... 

ODE TO SLEEP. 

S0FT iltep, profoundly pleafing power, 
Sweet patron of the peaceful hour, 
0 lifren from, thy calm abode, 
And hither wave thy magic rod! 

Extend thy filent foothing fway, 

.And charm the c.uiker Cc1re aw:i.y. 
L 
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Whether thou lov'ftto glide along, 

A ttendea by an airy throng 

Of gentle dreams and {miles of joy, 

.Such as adorn the wanton boy; 

Or to the monarch's farrcy bring 

_ Delights that better fuit a king: 

The glittering hofl, ·the groaning plain, / 

The clang of arms, and victor's train. 

Or lhoulcJ a milder vifion pleaft:, 

Prefrnt the happy fcenes of peace; 

Plump Autumn, bl11fhing all around, 

Rich Indufi:ry with toil embrown'd, 

Content, with brow ferenely gay, 

And genial Art's refulgent ray. 
SMOLLETT. 

ODE ON SCIENCE. 

OH! heavenly-born! in deepefr cell s. 

If fairell Science ever dwe1ls 

Beneath the rnoffy. cave; 

Indulge the verdure of the woon 

With azure beauty gild the floods, 

And flowery carpe~s lave. 
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For mtlancholy ,ever reigns, 

Delighted in the f ylvan fcenes ' 

With fcientific l'ight, 

While Dian, huntrefs of the vales, 

' Setks lulling founds and fanning gales, 

Tho' wrapt from mortal fight. 

Yet goddefs, yet the way explore, 

vVith magic rites and heathen lore 

Obftrncl:ed and deprefs'd; 
\ 

Till Wifriorn gi',{e the facred Nine 

Untaught, not uninfpir'd to fhine, 

By Reafon's power i·eflrefs'd. 

When Solon and Lycurgus taught 

To mora lize the human thought 

Of mad Opinion' s maze, 
/ 

To erring zeal they gave new laws, 

Thy charms, 0 Liberty, the cau!e, 

That blends congenial rays. 

Bi<l bright Afi.r.e:i. gild the morn, 

Or biJ an hundred fons be born, 

To hecatomb the year ; 

L2 

• 
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Without thy aid, in vain the poles, 
In vain the Zodia.c fyfttm rolls, 

In vain th-e lunar f phere, 

Come, fair"efl: princefs of the throng, 
Bring f wi.ft PhiJofopJ1y along 

In metaphyfic dreams; 
While raptur'd b~rds no more behold 
A vernal ag~ of pmer gold, 

In Heliconian fr reams . 

THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

FAT HER of all I in every age, 
In ev'ry clime ador'd, 

· By faint, by favage, and by fage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

SWIFT. 

Thou great Fidl Cauft, leafi: underftood; 
Who all n:,y fenfe confin'd 

To know but this, that thou art good, 
And that myfdf am blind : 

Yet gave me, in this dark eflate, 
To fre the good from ill ; 
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And, binding Nature faft in Fate, 

Ltft free the. human \vill. 

- What 8onfcience di8:ates to be <lone, 

Or warns me not to do, 

This teach me more than hell to !hun, 

Th.i.t more th:111 heaven purfue. 

'\Vhat hleffings thy free bounty gives, 

L et me not caf\: away, 

For God is paid when man receives

T' enjoy is to.obey . 

Yet not to e2.rth's con tra8:ed fpan 

Thy goodneCs let me bound, - _ 

O r think thee Lorci alone of man, 

\Vhen t rwufat)d worlds are round. 

Let not this we.1.k unknowing hand 

Prefome thy oolts to thro\~', 

And 'deal damnarion rot1nd tht land, 

On each I judge thy foe. 

If I am right, thy grace impart, 

Still in .the right to fray : 

If I am wrong, oh, teach my he::irt 

To find that bett;r .way! 

L3 

113 
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Save me alike from foolilh pri.tle, 
01: i_mpious di[content, 

At aught thy wifdom has deny'cl, 
Or au.ght thy goodnefs lent. 

Teach me to feel another's woe, 
To hi<le the fault I fee; 

That n,t1:cy I to others {hew, 
That 11:ercy fhew to me. 

1'v1~an tho' I am, not wholly fo, 
Since quicken'd by ·thy breath> 

O, lead me wherefoe'er I go, 
Thro' this day's life or death. 

T11is day, be bread and peace my lot; 
All tlfe beneath the fun, 

Thou know'ft if beft befrow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done: 

To thee whofe tempie is a11 fpace, 
Whofe altar, e:uth, fea, fkies ! 

One choru s let aU beings raife ! 
All Nature' incenfe rife! 

POPE, 
' / 
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THE WAY TO HAPPINESS. 

HOW l(?ng,. ye miferable blind, 

Shall i<lle dreams engage rour mind; 

How long the Paffions make their .flight 

At empty fhadow.s of delight'{ 

No more in paths of er,;:or £tray, 
The Lord thy Jefus is the way, · , · 
The fpring o_f happi11efs, and where 
Should men_feek l~appinefs, but there ! 

Then run to meet him at your need, 

Run with boldnefs, run with fpeed, 

For he forfook his own abode 

To meet thee more than half the road. 
fle laid afide his radiant crown, 

And love for mankind brought him do\vn 

To thirfl: and hunger, pain and woe, 

To wounds, to death itfrif bdow; 

And he,~ that .foffer'd the[e alone 

J:or all the world, defpifcs none. 

To bid the foul, that's fick, be clean, 

To bring the loft to life a;ain ; 

To comfort tho'fe that grieve fo'r ill, . 

ls his peculiar goodnefs frill. 

An?, as the thought~ of parents run 

Upon a dear and only fon, 
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So kind a love his mercies thew; 

. So kind, and more extremely fo. 
Thrice happy men! ( or find a phra te 

That fpeaks y0ur blifs with greater graifc) 

Who mofl obedien_t to thy call, 

Leaving pleafures, leaving al}, 
• With heart, with foul, with ll:rength incline, 

0 fweeteCt Jefu ! to be thiJJe, 

Who know thy will, obferve thy ways, 

And in thy ferv\ce fpend their days: 
Ev'n death, that feems to !et them free, 

But bring them cloft!r fiill to thee, 

PARNELL, 

RESIGNATION. 

0 GOD, whofe thunders fhake the fky, 
Whofe eye this atom globe furveys; 

To thee, my only rock, I fly, 
Thy mercy in'thy jufrice praife. 

Thy myftic mazes of thy will, 

The !hadows of celellial light, 

Are pall: the power of human fkill

But what th' Eternal acl:s is right. 
:,. 
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0 teach me in the trying hour, 

When anguifh [well~ the clewr tear, 

To frill my forrows, own thy po~er., 

Thy goodnefs love, thy jufrice fear. 

If in this bofom ought but Thee 

Encroad1ing fought a boundlefs fway, 
Omnifcience could the danger fee, 

And Mercy look the caufe away. 

'Then why, my foul, dofi: thou complaihj 

Why drooping feek the dark recefs r 
Shake off the melancholy chain, 

For God created all to bl'efs. 

But ah! my breaft is human {till

The riling figh, the falling tear, 

My languid vitals' feeble rill 

The fi.ckntfo of my foul declare. 

But yet with fortitude refign'd, 

1'11 thank th' Inflicl:er of the blow; 

F~rbid the figh, compofe my mind, 

Noi· let the gufh of mis'ry flow. 

Tlie gloomy mantle of the night, 

Which on my flllking fpirit !teals., 

111' 

' 
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Wlil vanilh at the morning light, 

Which G<.>d, my Eafl:, my Sun I'eveals. 

CHATTERTON. 

ON THE DEITY. 

WRETCHED mankind! void of both. fl:reneth an:l 
!kill, 

Dcxt'rous at nothing but at doing ill! 
I1\ merit humble, in pretenlions high, 
Among 

1

the,m none, alas I more weak than I, 
And none more blind: tho' f½ill I worthlefo thought 
The beft I ever fpoke, or ever wrote. 

But zealous heat exalts the humble mind, 
.Within my foul fuch {hong impulfe I find 
The heavenly tribute of due praife to pay: 
Perhaps 'tis facred, and I muft obey. 

Ytt luch the fubjecr, v;irious, and fo high, 
, Stupendous wonders o,f the Deity! 

' Miraculous effe5l:.s, of boundlef s power t 
And that a.s boundlefs goodne~ fh;ning more! 
All theft fo numberlefs iny thoughts attend, 
Oh, where fhall I begin, or .ever end? 

But on that theme which ev'n the wife abufe, } 
So facred, fo fubl ime, and fo abftrufe 
Abruptly to brea~ off, wants no 1:xcufl!, 
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While others vainly il:rive to know the more, 

Let me in filent reverence adore; 

Wilhing that human power were higher tais'd, 

Only/that thine might be more nobly prais'd ! 

Thrice happy angels in their high degree, · 

\ 

Created worthy of extolling thee ! · 

SHEFFIELD· DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM • 

THE GARtAN.0. 

THE pride of every grove I chofe, 

The. violet f weet and lily fair, 

The dappled pink, and blulh.ing rofe, 

To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 

At morn the nymph vouchfaf 'd to place 

Upon her brow the various wreath ; 

The flowers lefs ~looming than her face, 

The fcent lefs fragrant than her breath. 

The fl0wers fhe wore along the day: 

And every nymph ancl lhepherd faid, 

That in her hair they look'd more gay 
Than glowing in their native bed. 

Undreft at evening, when fhe found . 

Th::ir odour loft, their colours paft j 

.,, 
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She ch:mg'd her look, and on the ground 
Her Garlan6! and her eye ihe caft. 

' That eye dropt fenfe, diftincl: and clear, 
As any Mufe's tongue could fpeak; 

When from it,; lid a pearly tear · 
R<ln trickling down her beauteous cheek; 

Difi"embling what I knew too well, 
'' My love, my life,'' faid I, " explain 

This change of humour: pr'ythee tell; 
That falling tear-what does it mean ?n 

She figh'd; ihe fmil'd ~ and to .,the flowers 
Pointing: the tovely Moralifi: faid; 

" See, friend, in fome few fleeting hours, 
See yonder, what a change is made! 

" ,Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of Beauty, an:: but one! 

At morn both flonrifh b6ght an<l gay; 
Both fade at eveni~g, pale, and gone. 

" At dawn poor Ste1la danc'<l and fung; 
The amorous youth around her bow'J ~ 

At night her fatal knell was nmg; 
I faw1 and k.ifs'd her in her !hrowd. 
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~ Such as. he is, ~ho died to day; 
Such I, abs! may be to-morrow~· 

Go,, D:imon, bid thy Mufe difplay 
'l'ue.j.uftice of . thy Chloe's farrow~' .. 

PRIOR.. 

THE RU5BANDMAN"s .MEDITATION IN 
THE FIELDS. 

1l.VITH toiifome ff eps- when I purfue,. 
O'er breaking clods, the p longhfhare' s way'J 

To.l(d, reach my mental eye to view 
My i1a ive di[oluble clay. 

Aud wf1en with feed I £hew the earth, 
To thee all praifes let me give, 

Wbrue hamls prcpar'd n·1e for the birtl1, 
Whhle b.reath inforrn'J, and bad.e me live, 

Pkas .. d I behold the ftatel)' {km, 
Supp.art his bearded honour's load ; 

'Ti'rns,. Lord, Cuft::iin'd by thte I came 
To manhood, thro' youth's dangerous road. 

11 
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Purging from noxious herbs the graiR, 

Oh I mtly I learn to purge my mind 

From fin, rank. weed of <leepef!: f\:a;n 7 • 

Nor leave one baneful root behind. 

When blight defl::roys the opening ear, 

Life, thus replete with various woe, 

W ams me to fhun, with fl:udiou s care, 

Pride, mY. moft deadly latent foe. · 

When harvefi: comes, the yellow crop 

Prone to the reaper's fickle yields; 

And I beneath Death's fcythe mllft drop, 

And foofl or ltlte forfake th fe fi elds . 

When future crops, in filent hoards, 

Sleep for awhile, to fervice dead ; 

Thy embl em this, Oh Grave ! affords 

The path of life, which all mufl trrad. 

' 
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I. 

A THOUGHT IN A. GARDEN. 

DELIGHTFUL manfi.onl bleft retreat, 

Where all is filent, all is [ weet ! 

H,:rr;: Contemplation prunes her wings, 

The raptur'd Mufe moi;e f\veetly fo1gs, 
"'While May leads on the cheerful hours~ 

And ope~s a new world of flowers, ' ' 

Gay .Pk:ifue here all dreffes wears, 

And in a thoufand /hapes appears. 

Purfo'd b.y Fancy, how fhe roves. 

Thro' airy walks, and mufrfol groves; 

Spri11gs ~,n each plant :rn,d b]q(fom'd tree, 

Aii<l channs in all I hear and fee ! 

In this Elyfinm while I ftray 2 

And Nature's faireft face fmvey, 

Earth ieems new-bcrn, and life more bright; I • 
Time fieafs away,. and fooths his fl ight, 

And Thought's bewilder\½ in delight, 

Where are t he crowds I faw of late ,? 

What are thofe tales of Europe's fate? 

Of marching "mnics , d ir,an t wars; 

Of factions and domefiic jars ? 

Sure theft are Ian night 's <lre;irns, no more i

Or fame n;nnance, read lately o'er_; 

Mz 
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Like Homer's antique ta1e 0f Troy fi) 
And powers confederate to deftroy 
Priaru's proµd Houfe, t~e Dardan name, 
"\Vith him that ftole the ravifh 'd dame, 
And to po!fefs another's riglrt, 
Dmft the whole world t-0 · arms excite. 
Corne, gentle fleep,. .my eye-lids clof~ 
'Thefe dull impreffions help me lei[~:.; 
Let Fancy take her wi11g, and -find 
Some better dream to foot he my mind; 
Or waking I-et me learn t-o live; 
The prof peel: will inltniclion giv-e~ 
For fee, where beauteous Tharr~ cs does _g1id~ 
Serene, but with. a fruitful tide; 
Free frotn extremes of ebb an<l flow., 
Not fwell'd too high, nor funk too Jow.: 
Such let my life's fmooth c'urrent be., 
Till from Time's narrow (hort: [d free, } 
It mingle with th' eternal fea .; 
And, th1:1·e-enlarg'<l, £hall be n0 m01·e 

, That triiiing thing it was before.. 

Hucnn:s. 
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THE MAN OF ROSS, 

-A LL our praifes vvhy :G10ul<l Lords engrofs? 

~ifc, honefl: MHfe ~ and ftng the man o f· R ofs; 

Pleas'd V aga echoes thro· her wiading bo:.inds , ,' 

And rapi:i_ Severn hoarfr applaufe; refonnds . 

Who hung with woc<lsyon molmtain .sfoltrybrow ? 

Frum the dry rock who bade the waters -Huw?. 

Not to the fkies in ufelefa columns. toi1 , 

Or in proud falls magnificently Jolt. 

Bue cle:::r c.i:id ar1 h::fs , pm.ir ing thr?ugh the plain 

l-lealt:1 to the fick , and folace to the fwai.n . 

\V t1of€ caur way pa rts the vak w~th 01ady rows? 

Wbt,,'e fr.tt s the- weary trav 11 :.: r repole? 

Who tanght that Heaven-directed fpire to r iie? 

"'Ihe IVfan of Rofs/' each li •ping babe replie ·• 

Bt'hol<l the m ·-irk~t-p lace w.ith poor o'erfpread ! 

The l'vfan of R oCs divides the weekly bread; 

He fre(ls yo.n Alms - lloufr, nea~ , but void of ftate, 

Where age anrl want li t fo1iE118 at the gate : 

H~m p . nio11·~1 maids, apprentic'd orphans b!dl-, 

The young ,vho labou;·, anJ the o!J who rdl:. . 

Is a11y lick; the ~'fan of Ro[:; relieves, 

PreJc,·ibcs, attends, the med'c::,e makes, and ;ives . 

Is th,re a vari nee? Enter but his door) 

B:tlk. \I are th, cour ts, :rnd con•ett is no more. 

M3 
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Def pairi1~g quacks with curfes fkd the place, 
And vile attornies, now an u[ele[s race. 
Thrice luppy man! enabled to purfue 
What all fo wifh, but want the power to clo ! 
Oh fay, what fum.s that gen'rnus hand fopply t 
What mine:, to fwl'!ll that boundlefs charity? 

Of debts and taxes, wife alld children clear, 
- This Man poffefs'd-five hundred pounds a yeai-. 

Blufh, Grandeur, blufh ! proud Courts, wi~hclnw 
your blaze! 

Ye little £tars? bide your diminifh'<l rays. 
And what! no monnment, infcription, ftone, 

His race, his form, his name almoll: unkno,\·n ~ 
Who builds a church to God, and not to fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his name: 
Go fearch it there, \.vhere to be bo,n and die, 
Of rich and poor m akes all the hill:ory; 
Enough, that Virtue fill'd the [pace betwecr,; 
_Prov'd by the ends of being to ha\·~ bern. 

Po-P.::. • 

.. 
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ON TIME. 

FLY envious_ Tim~, till thou nm out thy race) 
Call on the lazy lea<len°ftepping ho..trs, 

' ,vhofe fpeed is but the heavy plnmmet's pace, 
And glut thyfelf with v,h;it thy womb de\·ours, 

Which is no more than what .is falie and vain, 
And merely morta1 <lrofs; 
S.o Ii tl~e is our lofs , 

So little is thy gain. 
For whrn as e::ic,1 thing bad thou ha!t intomb'd, 
And lafi: of all thy greedy ftlf co1:fom'd, 
Then long et€rnity {hall greet unr blifa 
\Vith an individual kiJs ; 
An<l joy <hall overtp.ke us as a flood, 
When every thing that is fincerdy good, 
A n<l rerfettly divine, 
With trut:1, and p ace, :ind love, fhall ever fhine, 
A bout the fupreme thr · m: 
Of him, to whofe h:ippy-making f.gh~ alone, 
\Vhen once our hea-renly-guick<l. fo ul {hall climb, 
Then ail thi eat thly grufii1c:s quit, 
Attir'd with fi.ars, we ll12.l1 for ever fit, 
Triumphing orcr D\.':1:h, :111<l Cb::nce, and thee, G 

MILTON. 
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HEAVENLY Vl!SDOM. 

0 HAPPY is the man who hears 

' I'n(huaion's warning voice, 

An<l who celeftial wifdom makes 

His eai·ly, only choice. 

For fhe has treafures greater far 

Than ea{t or wtfl: unfold, 

And her revvard is rnc,re fecure 

Th.in is the gain of gol<l . 

In her ri!T.ht haii<l fh.e holds in view 
. 0 

A length of happy years, 

And in her left, the prize of fame 

And honor bright appears . 

She guides tl'lt young with innccence, 

In Pleafure's patli to tre:id, 

A crown of glory {he b ftows 

Upon the hoary he· d. 

According as her labours rife, 

So her rewards increafe, 

Her ways are ways of pleafantnc.:fs, 

And all f,er paths are peace, 
Lo GAN, 
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'THE P~AISE OF THE CREATOR. 

PRAISE to God, immortal praife, 
For the love that crowns our days i 
Bounteous fourc_e of ev'l'y joy, 
Let thy prfife our tongues employ~ 

For the bleffings of the field, . 
F~r the ft0res the gard_ens yield., 
For the vine's exalted juice, 
For the generous olive's ufe. 

Flock: that whiten all the pl~in;;, 
Ycllow !heaves 0f ripen'd grain; 
Clouds th at drop their fatt'ning dews i 
Suns that temp 'rate warmth diffufe; 

All that Spring, with bounteous hand, 

Scatters o'er the fmiling land; 
All that lib'ral Autumn pours, 
From her rich, o'erflowing fiores : 

Thef~ to thee, my G od, we owe, 
Source from whence all bleffings flow r 
And for thefe my foul fhall raife 
Grateful vows, and folemn prai:e. 
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Yet, fhould rifing whirlwinds tear 

From its fiem the ripening ear~ 

Should the fig-tree's blailed ihoot 

Drop her green, . untimely fruit; 

Slj.ould the vine put forth no more, 

Nor the olive yield her ftore; 

Tho' the fick'ning flocks fhou1d fall, 

And ~he herds defert the ftall ; 

• 
Should thine alter'd hand reCtrain 

The-early ancl the latter rain; 

Blaft each op'lling but! ot joy, 

And t.he nfing year ddhoy : 

Yet, to thee my foul !hall rai[~ 

Oratefo1 vows and folemn praiCe; 

An<l, when ev.ery bleffing's flown, 

iove thee--for thyfrlf alone. 

BAR.BAUL!)~ 
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ON _TAKING OF BIRDSNESTS. 

I HA VE fonnd oi.1t a gift for my Fair, 
I have found where the Wood-Pigeons ,breed: 

But let me that plunder forbear! · 
She will fay 'tis a barbarous deed. 

. ' 

He ne'ei· can be true, £he :rver.r'd, 
Who can rnb a poor b'ird of ifs young ; 

And I lov'd her the more vvhen I heard 
Such tendernefs fall from her tongue .: 

SHENSTONE; 

HYMN ON PROVIDENCE. 

THE tord my pafture l'hall prepare; 
And feed me with a fl1t'pherd's care: 
His prer-ence £hall my wants fopply, 
And guard me with a w~1tchful eye; 
My noon-day walks he fhali atten<l , 
And :1.ll my midnight homs dtftnd , 

,vhen in the fultry gkbe I faint, 
Or on th~ t1,irfl:y mountaim pant;-
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To fotile vales, and dewy meads, 

My weary warid'ring fteps he leads ; 

Wl)ere peaceful rivers, foft anc.l flow, 

Amid the verdantlandfcape flow. 

Tho' in the paths pf De~th I tread, 

With gloomy horrors overfpread, 

My f!:eadfa{l: heart lhall fear no ill, 

For thou, 0 Lord, art with me fii11 ; 

Tl1y friendly crook fhall give me aid, 

And guide me thro' the dreadful fhade. 

Tho' in a bare and rugged way, 

Thre' devious lonely wilds 1 frray, 

Thy bounty fhall niy pains beguile: 

The barren wildernefs {hall fmile, 

With fo<lden greens and herbage crown'<!; 

And ftteams fhall mtmnur all around. 

Aoorso.·. 

TO WISDOM. 

0 \VISDOM ! if thy foft controul 

Can foothe the ficknefs of the foul, 

Can bid the warring paffi011s ceafe, .,. .,. 

And breathe the c:ilrn of tender peace; 
{ 
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Wifdem ! I bltfs thy gentle f way, 
And ever, ever will obey. 

1 

But if thou com'ft with frown ault~re 
'To nurfe the brood of.care and fear; 
To bid our f weetefl paffions die, 
And leave us in their room a figh; 
Or if thine afpecl: ftern have pow'r - · 
To wither each poor tranfient flow'r 
That cheers this pilgrimage of woe, 
And dry the fprings w!1e11ce hopejhould 

flow; 
Wifdom, thine empire I difcfaim, 
Thou empty boaftof pompous name! 
In gloomy !hade of cloifters dwell, 
But never haunt my cheerful celi. 
Ha(! t6 pleafore's frolic trai11 ! 
B a'il to fa ncy's gold n reign! 
Ftftive mirth, and laughter wild. 
Free aml fportfol as the child ! 
Hope with eager fparkli11g eyes, 
And ea[ y faith, anJ fond furprif~ ! 
Let thefe, in fairy colours drelt, 
For ever {ha1~e my carelefs brea!t : 
Then-; tho' wife I may not be, 
The wife themfdves fl1:i.ll envy me. 

" 

MRS , BARB .\t; LD, 

N 
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THE FRAILTY AND FOLLY OF MAN. 

GREAT Heav'n ! how frail thy creature man is 

' made! 

How by himfelf in'fenfibly betray'J° ! 

In our own ftrength unhappily fr-cure, 

Too little cautions of the a<lverfe pow'r; 

And, by the bla{t of felf-opinion mov'd, 

We wifh to chai111, and feek to be belov'd. 

On pleaCure's flow'ry brink we idly ftray, 

Mafiers as yet of our returning way: 

Seeing no danger, we difarm our mind, 

And give our conducl to the waves and wind: 

Then in the flow'ry mead, or ver<lant fhade, 

To \v,mton -dalliance negiigently laid, 

We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bow!., 

And frnilling foe the nearer waters roll; 

Till the .fh-ong gulls of rag ing paffions rife, 

Till the dire tempefl: mingles e:irth and fk.ies ; 

And, fwift into the boundlefs ocean borne, 

Our foolifh confidence too late we mourn : 

Round our devoted heads the billows beat ; 

And from our troubled view the leffen' cl lands re-

tre~t . 
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AGAlNST CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 

1 WOULD not enter on my li(l: of friends, 
(Though grac'd with poliih~d manners and fine 

fenfe, 

Yet wanting fenfibility) the ~an 
Who needlefsly fets foot upon a worm. 
An inadvertent ftep may crulh the foail, 
That crawls at evening in the public path~ 
But he that has humanity, forewarn'<l, 
Will tread afide, and Jet the reptile live. 
The creeping vermin, loathfome to the fight, 
And charg'd perhaps with venom, that intrude~ 
A vifitor unwelcome into fcenes 
Sacred to neatnefs and repofe-th' alcove~ 
The chamber, or refecl:ory, may die. 
A neceffary act incurs no blame. 
Not fo, when hel,l within their pr0per bounds, 
And guiltlefs of offence, they range the air, 
Or take their pall:ime in the fpaci.ous field: 
There they are privileg'd. And he that hunts 
Or harms them there, is guilty of a wrong; 
DiCT:urbs th' reco.nomy of Nature's realm, 
Who, when !he form'd, defign'd them an abode. 
The fum is this ;-if man's convenience, health, 

N2. 



136- THE NURSERY GARLAND. 

9r fafety, interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, and muft ·extingui!h the1irs. 
Elfe they are all-the meanefr things that are, 
As free to li,e, and to enjoy that life, 

- As God was free to form them at the firft, 
Who, in his foV'ereign Wifdom, made them all. 

Ye therefore who love mercy, teach your fons 
To love it_ too. The fpring-tide of our years 
Is foon difhonour'd, and defil'J, in moft, 
By budding ills, that aik. a prudent hand 
To cl1eck them. But, alas I none fooner !hoots, 
If unre(hain'd, into luxurious growth, 
Than crudty, rnoft ~ev'lifh of them all. 

Mercy to him that !hews it, is the rule 
And righteous limitation of its acl:, 
By which Heav'n moves~ in pard'ning guilty man: 
And he that !htws none, being ripe in years, 
And confcious of the outrage he commits, 
Shall feek it, and not find it in his turn. 

CowP E • 

.., ., 
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A GENER/\+. SONG OF PRAISE TO GOD! 

HOW glorious is our 11ea(nly King, 

Who rdigus above the iky l 

How (hall a chiki, 'prefume to fo g 

His dreadful majefl:y ? 

How great his pow'r is, none can tel1, 

Nor think how · large his grace; 

Not men below, nor faints that dwell 

On high before his face. 

Not angels, that fbnd round the Lord, 

Can fearch his fecrd ,,.·ill! 
B ut they perfonn 1,is heavenly word, 

A m\ ling his prai{es fl:ill. 

Tben let me join this holy il:rain, 

An'.! my firft off 'ring bring; 

Th' eterna l God will not di{Jain 

To hear an infant !ing. 

My heartrefolves, m.Y, tongue a.beys; 

And angels (hall rejoice 

To hear their mighty l\1aker's praife 

Sound from a feeble voice, 

WATTS. 
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A CONTEMPLATION. 

0 NATURE I gra.tefoI for the gifts of mind, 
Duteous, I bend before thy holy fhrine: 

To other hands be Fortune's goods affign'd, 
And thou, more bounteous, grant mt only thine. 

Bring gentleft Lov~, bring Fanry to my breaft; 
, And if wil<l Genius, in his devious way, , 

Would fometimes deign to be my evening gueft, 
Or near my lone fhaJe not unkindly ftray ; 

• 
I afk no morel for happier gifts than thefe, 

·The fufferer; n:ian, was ntver born to prove, 
But may my foul eternal !lumbers foize, 

1f lo!t to G eniu s, Fancy, and to Love! 

LAN,GHOR K 1~. 

GRATITUDE. 

W~IEN all thy mercies , 0 my God 
My rifing foul forvcys, 

Tr:in fpurttd wi th the '¼.iew, I'm loll 
In wonder, Joye, a:d pra ife. 



THE NURSERY GARLAND. 1:,!1 

Oh how !hall word), with eq11al \varmtn, 
Th~ gratitude c\tclare, 

That glows within my ravifh'd heart?

But thon canit read it there. 

Thy Providence my life fuftain'd,. . 1 

And all my wa:nts redreft, 

\Vhen in the filent "-vomb I lay 
And hung upon the breaft. 

To all my weak complaints and Cl;ie"s_, 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt·_ 

To form themfelves in prayer. 

t!nnumber'd cornfor~s to my fonl 

Thy tendtr care beftov,·'c!, 

B~fore my infant heart conceiv'd 

From whom thofe co!nforts flow\!. 

"\Vhcn, in the flipp'ry p·:,:Lhs of youth, 

vVith heecllefs freps, l r:rn, · 

Thine arm , unfe n, convey'<l me fafr, 
And led me up to man, 

Thro• hidden dangers, toils, and de".thJ 

Tt grntly cle:u\.l my way; 
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And tlu:o' the p1eaung_ fnares of vice, 
More to be fear' d than tlwy. 

"\Vhen worn by fickne[s, oft haft thou 
With health renew'd my face, 

And, wben in fins and forrnw funk, 
Re\;'.iv'd my foul with grace. 

Thy bounteollS hand, with worldly blifs, 
Has made my.cup nrn o'er; 

And,)n a kind and faithful friend, 
Has doubled all my fl:ore. 

Ten thoufand thoufand precious gifts r . 
My daily thanks employ; 

Nor is th,e leafi, a ~hearful heart, 
That tafi:es ·thofe gifts with joy. 

Thro' ev'ry period of my life, 
Thy g00dnefa I'll pnrfue; 

Arn.l, after dea~b, in di(l:mt worlds, 
~ The glorious theme renew. 

\Vhen N.ture fails, an~l day anJ night 
D:vide tlw vi1orks no more, ' , 

,I 

My ever-gr:iteful heart, 0 Lord I _,.,. 
Thy mercy (hall adore. 
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Thro' 'all eternity,- to The~ 

A joyful fong I'll raife, 

For O ! Eternity's too fhort, 

To utter all thy Praife . 

THE ALL-SEEING GOD. 

ALMI_GHTY God, thy piercing eye 

Strikes thro' the :£hades of night, · 

And our mofr fe.cret aB:ions lie 

All open to thy fight, 

Here's not a fin that we commit, 

Nor wicked word we fay, 
But in thy dreadful Book 'tis writ, 

Againfl: the judgment 1ay. 

And muft the crimes that I have don. 

He tead and publifh'd there? 

Be ·all expo~ 'cl before the fun, 

While men amt angels hear~ 

Lord, at thy foot afham'd I lie; 

Upward I dare~not look: 

I 

., 
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Pardon my fms before I die, 
And bJot them from thy book. 

Remember all the dying pains 
" That my Redeemer felt; 

And let his blood wafh out my ftains, 
And anf wer for my guilt. 

0 may I now for ever fear 
T'. indulge a finful_ thought7 

Since the g,:eat God can fee and hear, 
And write down every fault. 

HYMN. 

THOU didft, 0 mighty God! exift 
Ere time began its race; 

Before the ample elements 
Fill'd up the void of i'pace; 

Before the pond'rous eanl.1ly gkbe 
In flu id air was fl:ay'cl; 

B efore tht ocean's mighty fp ri:1gs 
Their liquid !tores difplay'd: 

WATTS . 
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' ' 
Ere through the gfoom of ancient night 

The ftreaks of light appear'd; 

Before the high celeftial arch, 

Or ftarry poles were rear'd ; 

Before the lqud melodious f pheres 

Their tuneful round begun ; 

Before the /11iru,ng i·oa<9S of heav'n 

Were meafur'd by ti1e fun j 
. . 

Ere through th_e empyrean courts 

One hallelujah rung ; 
Or to their harps the fons of light 

Ecftatic anti,ems fung: 
I 

, Ere men ador'd, orang-els knew, 

- Or prais'd thy wond'rous name; 

Thy bliCs, 0 facred Spring of Life ! 
Thy glory, was 'the fame. ' 

Anti when tl1e pillars of the world 

With [udden ruin l:5reak, 

And ~ll this vafl and goodly frame 

Sinks in the mig-hty w~ck ;, 
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-When from her orb the moo~ !hall ftart, · 
Th' aitonifh'd fun roll back, 

And all th,e trembling ftarry lamps 
Their ancient courfe forfake; 

For ever permanent and fix.\J, 
From agitation free, 

Unchang'd in tverlafting years, 
Shall thy exiftence be. 

MRS, ROWE . 

ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 

0 THOU great arbiter of ]if<! and death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun~ 
Whofe all-proli fic beam late call'd me forth 
From <la.rknds, t-eeming darknefs, where I lay 
The worn1's inferior, and in rank benealh 
The dufli: I tread on, high to bear my brow ; 
To drink the (pirit of the golden day; 
And triumph in exifl:ence ; and couldft know 
No motive, but my blifs ; and haft ordain' <l 
A rile in bleffing ! with the Patriarch's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown. 
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I trnfl: in thee, and ·know in whom I trufi:; 

Or life, ·or ,leath, is equal ; neither weighs ! 

AH weight in tl).is-0 let rµe liv~ to Thee! 

YOUNG, 

THE VANIT Z OF WEALTH. 

NO more thus brooding o'er yon heap., 

With Av'rice painful vigils keep ; 

Still unenjoy'd the prefent fi:ore, 

Still endlefs fighs are breath' d for more : 

0 ! quit the !hadow, catch the prize, 

Which not all India's treafure buys ! 

To purchafe Heav'n has gold the pow'r? 

Can gold remove the mortal hour ? 

In life can Love be bought with gold'? 

Are Friendfhip's pleafores to be fold? 

No-all that's worth a wi!h-a thought, 

Fair Virtue gives unbrib'd, unbought, 

Ceafe then on tra01 thy hopes tq bind; 

Let nobler views engag~ thy mind. 

DR. ]OHNiON, 

0 
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A PARAPHRASE ON PART OF THE SIXTH 

CHAPTER OF ST. MATTHEW. 

WHEN n1y breafl- labours with opprtfTire care, 

And o'tr my ch eek & defcends the falling tear; 

While all my warring pa!Tions are at fhift', 

Ch ! let me liften to the wonls of life! 

Raptmcs :Jeep-felt his doEtrine clid imp;trt, 

And thus he rais'cl from earth the cl1ooping heart. 

'
1 Think not, whim all your fc:mty !lores afford 

ls fpread at once upon the Ij ia ring hoard ; 

Think not, when worne the homely re.be appr-:ars~ 

'\V bile on the roof the howlin g t crnpc:fl: bears ; 

What far~her {hall this feeble li!"e fufl:ain, 

i\ml w hat {hall clothe thefe fhiv'ring Jim bs agair.. 

Say, does not life its nourifhrnent excted ? 

And the fair body its invefting weed? 

Behold! anll look away your low defpair-

See the light tenants of the barren air : 

To them, nor !'.ores, nor gr?.naries belong; 

N 011ght, but the woodland , anJ the plea/ing fong; 

Yet, your kind heav'"nly Father bends his eye 

On the leaf!: wing that fli ts- along the fky. 

To-him they fing, when Sp1:i}1g renews the plain;} 

To him they cry, in Winter's pinching reign; 

Nor is their muf.c, nor their plaint in vain 3 -
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He hears the gay, an<l the <lifrr.::fsful call; 

And with unf~)aring bmmty fills 'them -all." 

"Obfrrve the rifing lily's fnowy grace; 

Obferve the various veget~ble nee: 

Th y neither toil, nor fpin, but carelefs grow; 

Yet Iee how warm they blu(h ! how bnght they 

glow! 

What regal vdhnents can with them compare! 

\Vhat king fo {hin:ng ! or what queen fo fair!" 

" If, ce·.felefs, thus, th.e fowls of heav 'n he feeds; 

If o'er the fields f,1ch lucid robes he fp reads; 

Will he not ca,e for you, ye faithlefa, fay? 

ls he unwife ~ or, are ye lefa than they?'' 

THOl\ISON, 

ELEGY TO PITY. 

HAl L, lovely Pow'er ( wliofe bofom hea:·es the figh, 

Wlic-n iancy paints the kene of deep Jiflre[s: 

Wbofe tears fpont:rneons cryfhllize· the eye, 

When rigid fate denies the pow'r to blels. 

~ot all the fweets Arab ia's g:iks convey 

Fl·om flow'ry mea.ls. can with that figh comp:ire : 

02 
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Not dew-drops glitt'ring in the morning ray, 

Seem near fo beauteous as that falling t1:ar. 

Devoid of fear, the fawns around thee play; 
Emblem of peace, the dove before thee flies ; 

No blood-ftain'd traces mark thy bbmelefs way7 

Beneath thy feet no haplefs infect dies. 

Come, ·1oveJy nymph! and range the mead with 

me, 
To fpring the partridge from the guiJelefs foe, 

From focret fnares the ftruggling bird to free, -

And flop the hand uprais'd to give the blow. 

And when the air with heat meriJian glows, 

And Nature droops beneath the conquering 

gleam, 

Let us, flow wandering where the current flovvs , 

Save finking flies that float along the fiream. 

Or turn to nobler, greater ta!ks thy care, 

To me thy fyrnpathetic gifts impart; 

Teach me in Friend/hip's griefs to bear a (hare, 
Andjufi:ly boaft the gene~ous feeling heart. 

Te:1ch me to foothe the helplefs orphan's grief, 

\Vith timely ad the wi<low'i; woes affuage, 
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To Mi.fery's moving. cries to yield relief, 

And he the fure refource of <lroopi.ng Age. 

So when the general fpring of life fhall fade, 

And finking 11:1ture owns the dread dtcay~ 

~ome foul congenial then may lend its aid, 

And gil9 the dole of life's eventful day. 

ANON, 

TO CONTENTMENT. 

SEQQESTER'D far from public life; 

From giddy mirth, and noii"y fi:rifr ; 

From heaciilrong paffions, vain_ <lefires; 

From envy, pride, and guilty fires ; 

From cares and fears for ever free, 

0, fweet CONTENTMENT, let me live with thee! 

Thine are the joys that never fail; 

Thine is the placid, con(bnt g:ile, 

That bids us frnile at frequent {hocks 

Of dang'rous fyrts, and talent reeks; 

And fince I crave thy !miles alone, 

Come, in my breafl erea -thy lucid throne I 

03 
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GOLCONDA'S gems, and flaming mines, 
Where, deep from <lay; the diamond iliines- 1 
PERUVIA~ mountains' richefl ore, 
And treafores of the golden fhore, 
Afford no blifs dtvoicl of thee, 

At befl more fair, mote fplemlid mifery. 

The palace cleck'cl with regal £1:::ite, 
The gay parade of all I he great, 
The laurel wreath, the founding name, 
AmGition's wifh, and de:i.thlefs fame, 
WiLhout thee as a conftant guefl, 

Leave their poflefrors, joylefs and unblefL 

What's thy delight; CONTENTMENT, fay l 

With what condition wilt thou ftay ? 

Jf, gran-.ieur often wooes in vain, 
Wilt thou adorn the rural plain? 
Wilt thou vouchfafe to gild tf·,e cot 

Where poverty obtains its ft ill unenvied lot ? 

'Tis here I fee thy f plendoms beam; 
'Tis here t110u roll ' ft thy ch:areft ftream ; 
'Tis her(t tho11 fhec.l<left, in <lifgnife, 
The purefl: joys beneath the fkies; 
And from thy liberal hands here fl.ow 

\\Ch fweet ai fctp tre<l mo ,archs never k.now, / 
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Conit, then, inflruct: me ho'w to fteer; 
Through fmiling fortune and fevere ! 

With thee, the turf-built cot would pleafr
The fl ow'ry banks, and fhady trees ; 
And for thy fmiles, thou nymph divine I 

I'd high pmfoits, without a iigh, refign. 

MAYOR, 

NOTHING'FORMED IN VAIN, · 

LET no prefurning impious railer tax 
Creative \Vifdom, as if aught was form'd 
In vain, or not for admirable end •• 

Shall little haughty Ignorance pronounce 
His works unwife, of which the fmallefl part 
Exceeds the narrow vifion of her mind ? 

As if, upon a full proportion'd dome, 
On [welling columns heav'd, the i:fride of art! 

A critic fly, whofe feeble ray fcarce fpreads 
An inch arountl, with blind p1·ef11mption bold~ 
Should dare to tax the Hruaure of the whole. 

And lives the man, whofe univerfal eye 
Has fwept at once th' unboundeJ fch.::me~ of 

things; 
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Mark'd their dependence fo, and firm accord, 

As with unfault'ring accent to conclude, 

That This availeth nothing? Has any feen 

The mighty chain of beings, lefs'ning down 
From infinite perf~Etion, to the brink 
Of dreary nothing, <le::folate abyfs I 
From whicli aftoni{h'd Thought, recoiling, 

turns? 

Till then alone let zealous praife afcend, 
And hymns of holy wonder, to that POWER, 

Whofe wifdom fhines as lovely in our minds, 

As on our !iniling eyes his fervant-fnn: 

THOYI S ON. 

ODE TO PEACE. 

COME, Peace of Mind, delightful gudt ! 
Return, arid make thy downy ndt 

Once more in this fad heart: 

·Nor riches I, nor power purfoe, 

Nor hold forbidden joys in view; 

We there fore need not part. 

Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me, 

From Av'rice and Ambition free, 

And Pleafore's fatal wiles; 
4 



-
THE NURSERY GARLAND. ' 153 

For whom, alas ! dofi: thou prepare 

The fweets that 1 was wont to !hare, 

The banquet of thy frniles ? 

The great, tht gay, !hall they partake 

The heav'n that thou alont can fl: 111akt; 

And wilt thou quit the ftream, 

That murmurs through the dewy mead, 

The grove, and the feq·t1e!l:er'd lhade, 

To be a guefi: with them ? 

For thee I panted, thee I priz\l, 

For thee I gladly facrificed 

Whate' er I lov'd before ; 

And !hall I fet:: thee {but away, 

AnJ helplefs, hopelefs, hear thee fay

" Farewel ! we meet no more?'' 

CowPBR 

THE TWENTY-FIFTH CHAPTER OF JOB 

PARAPHRASED. 

THEN will vain man complain and murmur flill, 

And ftand on terms with hii Creator's will? 
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Shall this high privilege to clay be g iv.en ? 

Shall dufi: arraign the providence of Heaven ? 

With reafon's line the bounplefs diflance [can? 

Oppofe Heaven's awful majeily to man? 
To what a ltngth his vafr dimenfions run I 

How far beyond the journeys of the fun l 

He hung yon golden balls of light on high, 
And launch'<l the planets throngh the liquid fky: 
To rolling worlds he mark'd the certain fpace, 
Fix'd and fufl: ain'J the elemental peace. 
Unnumber'<l as thofe worlds his armies move, 
And the gay legi.on5 guard his realms above; 
High o'er th' ethereal plains thi:: myria-ls rife, 

And pour their flaming ranks along the !ki cs: 
From their bright arms inceffant fplendours fiream, 

And the wide azure kindles with the gleam, 
To this low world he bids the light repair, 
Down thrnugh the gulphs of un<lulat ing air, 
For man he taught the glorious fun to roll 
From his bright barnc:r to his weft:ern goal. 
How then fhall man, thus idolenrly pfClud, 

Plead with his jndge, and combat with his God' 
How from h;s mortd m ,ther can he come 

Unfrain'd from fin, nnti1 Etur'd from the womb) 
The Lord, from his [ublirnt em pvreal throne, 
As a dark globe reg1rd~ the /ilvi:r moon, 
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Tho[e fiars, that grace the wide C':!le.fti.al plain, 

Are but the Tn.1ml.Jl ft [weepings of his train. 

Dim are the brighteft iplendours of the fky i 

And the fon da1i<.ens in Jehovah's er. 
Bnt does not li.n diffofe a foule r ftain, 

And tbicktr d::irknefs cloud the foul of man? 

Shall he the dep ths of endle!s-wile.lorn knm,v? 

This fl1ort-liv'd foverei g n of the world below? 

His frail origi11al confoundl> his b0afr, 

Sprung from the ground, and quicken\! from the 

dufr. 

A BIRTH-DAY THOUGHT. 

CAN I, all gracious Providenctl 

C an I Jeferve thy care : 

Ah ! no! f ve not the lea ft pretenc~ 
To bounties which I !hare. 

H::we I not been de.fended !lill 

f rem dangers and from death, 
Bl!en fafe preferv'd from ev'ry ill, 

E'er Gnce thou gav'H: me bieath.t 
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I live once more, to-fee the day 
That brought me firf\: k> light; 

0 ! teach my willing heart the way 
To take thy m<::rcies right. 

Tho' ~azzling fplendor, pomp, and lhew, 
My fortune has denied ; 

Yet more than grandeur can befi:ow 
Content hath well fupplied. 

No frrife has e'er difiurb'd my peace, 
No mis'ries have I known; 

And, that I'm blefs'd with health and eafe, 
With humble thanks I own. 

I envy no one's birth or fame, 
Their titles, train, or drefs; 

Nor has my pride e'er fl:retch'd its aim -
Beyond what I poffefs. 

I afk and wifh, not to appear 
More beauteous, rich, or gay; 

Lord, make me wifer ev'ry year, 
And better ev'ry day, 
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ON ETERNITY. 

WHAT is Eternity? can aught 
Paint its duration to the thought ? 
Tell ev'ry beam the fun emits, 
When in foblimeft noon he fits ; 
Tell ev'ry light-wing'dmote that frrays 
Within its ample round of rays; 
Tell all the leaves and all the buds, 
That crown the garden, fields, anc.l woods; 
Tell all the fpires of grafs the meads 
Produce, when Spring propiti~us leads 
The new-born year; tell all the drops 
That night, upon their bended tops, 
Sheds in foft filence, to difplay 
Their beauties with the riling d:iy; 
Tell all the fand the ocean laves, 
Tell all its changes, all its waves; 
Or tell with more laborious pains, 
The drops its. mighty rnafs contaips; 
Be this aftoni!hing account 
Augmented with the full amollnt 
Of all the drops the clouds have fhed, 
Whtre'er their wat·ry fleeces fpread, 

p 
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Thro' all titn~'s long protracl:ed tour, 
From Adam to the preient hour; 
Still ihort the fom, nor can it vie I 
With the more num'rous years that lie 
Embofom'd in Eternity, 
Was there a belt that could co~tain 
In its vail: 6rb the earth and main ; 
Wi't-h figures was it cluller' do 'er, 
Without one cypher in the !core; 
And w0uld your lab 'ring thought affign 
The total of the crow<led line; 
How [cant th' amount! th' attempt how 

vain! 

To reach Dmation 's endlefs chaJn ! 
For when as many years are run, 
Unbounded age is but begun. 
Attend, 0 m :rn, with awe divine, 
For this Eternity is thine! 

G1Bl101'fS . 
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CHARITY. 

DID fweeter founds adorn my flowing tongtte, 

Than ever man pronounc'd, or angels fung; 

}fad I all knowledge, human and divine, 

That thought can reach, or fcitnce can define; 

And had I power to give ths.t knowledge birth, 

In all the fpeeches of the babbling eanh: 

Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breaft infpire, 

To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire; 

Or had I faith, like that which Ifrad faw, 

When Mofes gave them miracles and law: 

Yet gracious Charity! indulgent gudl:, 

Were not thy power exerted in my breaft, 

Thofe fpeeches would fend up unheeded prayer; 

That fcorn of life would be but wild defpair; 
\. 

A tymbal's found were better than ID¥ voice;-

My faith were form, my eloquence were noife. 

) 

Charity, decent, modeft, eafy, kind, 

Softens the hig!i, an<l rtars the abje@l: mind. 

Knows with j11ft reins and gentle h:md to guide 

Betwixt vile Shame and arb (trary Pride, 

Not foon provok'd, {he e:\fily forgives; 

And much the fuffas, as fhc: much believes. 

Pz 
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Soft peace fhe brings wherever fhe arrives; 
She builds our quiet, as fhe forms our lives; 
Llys the rough paths of peevifh -Nature even, 
And opens in each heart a little heaven. 

Each other gift, which God on Man befiows, 
Its proper bound_and d11e reflriEl:ion knows ; 
To one fix'd purpofe dedicates its power, 
And, finilhing its aa, exifl:s no more. 
Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees, 
Knowledge fhall fai-1, and -prophecy fhall ceafq 
But lafting Char:ity's more ample fway, 
Nor bound by time, nor fobjca to d cay, 
In happy triumph fhall for ·ever live, 
And endlefs good diffufe, and endlefs praife receive. 

As thro' the arti/l's intervening glafs, 
Our eye obferves the diftant planets pafs, 
.A little we difcover, but allow 

/ 

That more remains unfoen, than art can {how; 
So, whilfr onr mind its knowledge would improve, 
(Its feeble eye intent on things above), 
High as we may, we lift our reafon up, 
By Faith direcl:ed, and confirm'd by Hope; 
Yet we are able only to furvey 
Dawning of beams, and promifes of day. 
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Heaven's fuller effluence mocks our dazzle~ fight; 

Too great its f wiftnefs, and too ,{hong.its light. 

But foon the mediate clouds !hall be difpell'd; 

The fun ilia ll foon be face to face beheld, 

In all his robes, with all his glory on, 

Seated fublirne 011 his meridian throne. 

Then conftant Faith and holy flope lhall die, 

One loft in certainty, and one in joy: 

Whilfl: tho11, more happy power, fair Charity, 

Triumphant fifler, greateft of the three; 

Thy office and thy nature frill the fame, 

LaH:ing thy lamp. and nnconfum'd thy flame, 

Shalt !till forvive---

Sh:i.lt frand before the Hofi: of Heaven confeft., 

For Yer bleffing, and for ever bleft. 
PRI0It . 

THE PRIZE OF VIRTUE. 

WHAT nothing earthly gives or can defi:roy, 

The foul's calm fun-<hine, and the heart-felt joy, 

Is Virtue's pr;ze a b::t terwould you fix? 

Then give Humility a coach-and-fix? 

Jufi:ice a conqu'ror's fword, or Truth a gown, 

Or Public Spirit its grea t curt', a crown. 

p 3 
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Weak, foolifh Man! will Heav'n reward us there 
With the fame trafh mad mortals wi01 for here ? 

The boy anc.l man an indivi.dual m1kes, 
"(et figh'fi: thou nowfor apples and for cakes? 
Go, like the Indian, in another life 
Expetl: thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife! 
As well as dream fnch trifles are affign'd, 

As toys and empires for a godlike mind; 

Rewards; that either woul<l to Vir{ue brin~ 
No joy, or be de/l:ru8::ve of the thing: 
How oft by thefe at fixty are undone 

The virtues of a Saint at twenty-one! 
To whom can riches give repute, or truft, 
Content, or pleafure, b11t the good or jufi:? 

Judges and Senates have been bought for gold ; 
Efi:eem and love were never to be fold. 
Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind, 
The lover, and the love of huma,n kind, 
Whofe life is healthful, an<l whofc confcience clear, 
Bccaufe he wants a thoufand pG\Jnd~ a year. 

POPE. 
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THE FATHER AND JUPITE 

THE man to Jove his fuit preftrr'd -: 
He begg' d a wife; his pray'r was h'eard. 
Jove wonder'd at his bold add_reffing; 
For how precarious is the bleffing ! 
A wife he takes. And now for heirs 
Again he worries _Heaven with p1'.ayers. 
Jove nods a!fent. Two hopeful _boys 
And a fine girl reward his joys. 
Now more felicitous he grew, 
And fet the-ir future lives in view; 
He faw that all ref pecr and duty 
Were paid to wealth, to pow'r and beauty. 
Once more he cries, Accept my pray'r; 
Make my lov'd progeny thy care; 
Let my firfi: hope, my fav'rite boy, 
A 11 fortrn1e's richelt gifrs enjoy. 
My next with {hong :unbition fir~: 
May favour teach him to 'afpire, 
Till he the 11:ep of p•,w'r afcend, 
And courtiers to their idol bend ! 
With ev''ry grace, with ev'ry charm, 
My daughter's perfect fe:itures arm. 

If Heaven approve, a father's ble!l. 
Jove fmiles and grants hii full reque!t. 
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The firfl, a 'mifer at his heart, 

Stuc;lious of every griping art, 

Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain, 

And all his life devotes to gain. 

He feels no joy, his cares increafe, 

He neither wakes or fleeps in peace; 

In f~ncied want ( a wretch complete!) 

He fiarves, and yet he dares not tat. 

The next to fudden honours grew : 

The thriving arts of courts he knew; 

He reach'd the heig ht of pow'r and place, 

Then fell, the, viaim of difgnice. 

Beauty with early bloom fupplies 

' His <laughter's cheek , and points her eyes. 

The vain coquette his fu:t di[dains, 

And glories in her lover's pains. 

':'7ith ag<". (h e fades, each Jovel' fli es , 

Contemn'd, forlorn, fhe pines and dies. 

When J ove the F ather's grief furv ey'd, 

And heard him heaven and fate upbraid, 

Thus fpoke the God: By outward {how 

Men judge of happinefs and woe: · 

Shall ignorance of good and ill 

Dare to direcl: th' Eternal ·vvill ~ 

Seek Virt11e: and , of that poffe!r, 

To Providence refign the refl . 



,, 
THE NURS.l!R Y GARLAND 1 a·.1 

VERSES WRITTEN ON THE SANDS AT 
CROMER, IN NORFOLK. 

THOU emblem of the youthful brea!l! 
Thoughts, fair or foul, 1~~y be imprefs'd 
On thy fmooth face; but not like thee, 
Can you th 's once tainted mind be free, 
Nor foul be fair with the next tide, 
The mind's pollution muft abide: 
Alas! if that pnre .ihrine you ftain, 
Seas cannot wafl-i i,t white again: 
Guardians of youth, then, 0 take care I 
Th' imp.[effions that ye give be- fair. 

PRATT. 

THE SN AIL AND THE FROG. 

A FABLE. 

THE confl:ant drop will w~ar the flone :
The {low but fure rn time get on. 
Qne morning when t he vernal flowers 
Open'c.l tl1eir cups to drink the fhowers, 
Ere {luggarcl man had left his be<..J, 
Or 'danger'd reptiles by his tre;id , 

A brifk young frog, in ten t to H:ray, 
Along a garden took his way, 
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And as he bcun<led, full of glee, 
A creeping foail he ch;inc'd to fee: 

'' YOU lazy ani1na],'' he crier!, 

" Embleh1 of bloat<::<l fiattly pride, 

That fcarce can crawl or move along, 

For fear' of jofiling in the throng, 
When do you fancy, at this pace, 
You'll reach the objeEI: of y0ur chafr? 

No doubt yon lettnce tempts your view, 

Or yon ripe plum of gloffy blue; 

But ere you come wiLhin tht:ir f phere, 

The keen-ey'd gard'ner will be here; 

While I upon yon flowery bank, 

With early dew fo frelh and dank, 

Shall foon be lcdg'd, and find my prey 
Sufficient for the longefi: day:"- · 
" Soft] y but !lowly," faid the fnail, 

"Not fpeed but diligence prevail." 

Tht: frog lt:ap'd on-bade fna.il good morrow, 

And deem'd its life a fcent of forrow. 

Diverted from th' intended route, 

Now here, now there, he hopp'd in doubt. 

" That bed will copious .frures fupply, 
This bank I find too hard, too dry; 

A gain I'll fhift ; for, free to change, _,,.,. 

O'er all tht: garden foori I'll range; 
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And when I quite can fuit my tafte, 
Then is the time to feed and refl:." 

Thus hafi:'ning with unfl:eady aim, 

From bad to worfe, in que'fi: of game, 

Again he crofs'c.l the fteady, fnail, 

Jnlt as it gain'ci the propping rail 
On which the downy plum repos'd, 

The object which its journey clos'<l, · 

" A_h, friend!" in turn the finil exclaim'd,. 

" \Vhat's this I fee! the bank you nam'd 

Is ftill unreach'd-though {low my pace, 

I've beat you hollow in the race. 

Yon hopping, vain, uniettled thing, 

Lo, what avails your length of fpring ?

Had you like me purfo'd tht line, 

Unchanging from your firfi: defign, . 

Ere now you might have gain'd a co,·er, 

And fed a. I now do in clover. 

MORAL, 

Th~ defoltory rnifs the mark, 

The fl:eady find it in the dark. 

To perfeverance all fubmit, 

And dulnefs wins the prize from ,.,,it. 
MAV0It, 
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ADAM AND EVE's MORNING HYMN. 

THESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
,Almighty, thine this univerf~l frame, 
Thus wond'rous fair; thyfelf how wond'rous then! 
Unfpeakable, who Gtt'fi: above the heavens 
To us ' invifible, or dimly feen 
In thefe thy lowefl: works ; yet thefe declare 
Thy goodnefs beyond thought, and pow'r divine. 
Speak ye who beft can tell, ye fans of light, 
Angels; for ye behold him, and with fangs 
And choral fyrnphonies, day without night, 

' Circle ·his throne rejoicing; ye in Heaven, 
On earth, join all ye creatures to extol 
Hirn firft, him lafi:, him midfr, and without end. 
Faireft of fl:ars, Jafr in the train of night, 
If better tl1ou belong not to the dawn, 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ft the fmiling morn 
With thy bright circlet, praife him in thy fphere, 
While day arifes, that fweet hour of prime. 
Thon fun, of this great world both eye and foul, 
Acknowledge l1im thy greater, found his praife 
In thy eternal courfe, both when thou climb'ft, 
And when high noon hafl:gain'd, and when thou fall'fi:. 
Moon, that now meet'fl: the orient fun, now fly'ft 
With the fix'd f{ars, fix'd in their orb that flies;· 
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And ye five uther wand'ring fires that move 

In my/tic dance, not without fong, refound 

His praii'e, who out of darknefs cdl'd up light. 

Air, and ye elements, the eldeft birth 

O f Nature's womb, tliat in qnaternian run 

P apetual circle, multiform; and mix 

And nourifh all t 1i ngs ; let youi· ceafel ef~ ch,ange 

Vary to our great Maker Prill new praiie, 

Ye miH:s and exhalations· that n ow rife 

From hill or {heaming bke, duHcy or grey, 

Till the fun pa in t your fleecy !kin s with gold, 

,n honour to the world's great Author ri fe! 

\'Vhether to dec:k with clo1.19~ th' uncolour'::I fky, 
Or <;vet the thirfly earth with falling fhowers, 

R i11ng or falling !till q.dvance his praiie. 

Hi~ praife ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 

Br atht foft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines, 

\Vith every plant in fign of worfhip wave~ 

fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow 

Me lodious murmurs, warbling tune his pr<1,ife. 

Join voices, all ye living fouls; y e Birds, 

That finging u'p to Heaven's gate afcend, 

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praife. 

Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 

The earth, and ftately tread, or lowly creep; 

Witnefs if I be filent, mom or even1 

Q._ 
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To hill or valley, fountain or frefh fhade, 

Made vocal by_ my fong, and taught his praife. 
Hai.I univerfal Lord ! be bounteous 11ill 

To give l1S only good ; and if the night 

· Hiwe gathtr'cl aught of evil, or cotlceal'J, 

Difperfe it, as now light difpels the dark. 

MILTON. 

VERSES ON A TEAR. 

OH! that the Chemift's magic art 

Could cryfrallize this facred trea fure ! 
Long fhoukl it glitter near my htart, 

A fecr.et fource of penl1ve pleafure . 

The little brilliant ere it fell, 

Its lut1re caught from Chloe's eye! 
Then, trembling, left its coral cell

The fpring of Senfibility I 

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light, 
In thee the rays of Virttle fhine; 

More calmly clear, more mHdly bright, 

Than any gem that gildi the m i.ne~ 

... 
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Benign ret1:orer of the foul! 

Wh6eve1: fly'ft to bring relief, 

When firlt !he feels the rndt contrvul 

Of Love, or Pity, Joy or Grief. -

-Tht S,age's and the Poet's theme, 

In ev'ry clime,- in ev'ry age: 

Thou charm't1: in Fancy's idle dream, 

In Reafon's philofophic page. 

That very law'*' which moulds a tear, 

And ·bids it trickle from its fource, 

That law preft.rves tht earth a fphere, 

And guides the planets in their courfe. 

Rocau. 

A WISH. 

MINE be a cot befide the hills ; 

A bee-hive's hnm !hall foothe my ear ; 

A willowy brook, that turns a mill, 

With many a fall !hall linger near. 

The fwallow, oft, beneath my thatch, 

Shall twitter from her clay-built nefi; 

~ The Law Qf Gravit:itioo. 
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Oft fhall ' the pilgrim lift t:he latch 
And {hare my ,meal, a welcome gudl. 

Around my i:vi:ed 1porch {hall fprinE 
· Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew S 

,And Lucy at her whed Jhall iing 
In niffet gown and apron blt1e. 

The village-church, among the trees , 
_ Where: firft our marriage vows were g iv'n, 

With merry pea ls <hall fw ell the breeze, 
An~ point with taper- rpire to heay'n. 

R.OG ER &. 
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