


osi3 ' : |

'y

e

! ¢

é"\‘s:de'j‘.f:f!-'
5O

THE

JOHN SULLIVAN HAYES

COLLECTION

A Beguest to
THE OSBORNE COLLECTION - ToORONTO PUBLIC LiBRARY
n memory of
JOHN SuLLIvAN HAYES & Jo ANN ELLioTT HAYEs
from their children
ANN ALYCIN AND ELLIOTT HAYEs

37/13] 032423 /s


















TISPIECE.

L

DN

(6

Tt Yard

J Harrie. corner of "I Paule ¢

Son. b

5 18



/ , A
/bﬂ”mfv’ THE‘ /ﬁiﬂfﬂ?yf
NURSERY GARLAND:

A4 SELECTION

OF

SHORT, CLASSICATL

POEMS,

ADAPTED TO VERY EARLY YOUTH ; RESPECTFULLY

INSCRIBED TO THE MOTHERS OF FAMILIES,

TTem D E DS

IONDOxV:

PRINTED FOR J. HARRIS, (sUCCESSOR TO E. NEW-
BERY) AT THE JUVENILE LIBRARY, CORNER
OF ST. PAUL’S CHURCH=YARD, AND VER=-

NOR AND HOOD, IN THE POULTRY,

8y J. Crowder and E. Hemited, Warwick-Square,

1801,



e " . N

Sdas oo d b s S




ADVERTISEMENT. .

Wirs every due fenfe of the value of
Warrs’ and Barsaurp’s Hymns, for the
ufe of very young Children, it méy fafely be
affirmed, that no fufficiently diverfified col-
leGtion of chafte and claffical poetry has yet -
appeared, which is in every refpe® adapted
to that period of life which pafics between
infantine fimplicity and the commencement
of regular inftruction.

The tender, careful mother has frequently
been bewildered in her choice of fubje&s
proper forexercifing the memory, and forming
the tafie of her child. All are not poffefled
of ample libraries from which to fele&; and
befides, large volumes are ill fuited for the
nurfery, even were their contents more ap-
propriate than they generally are.

A



ADVERTISEMENT.

Should this public offering by a parent prove
‘acceptable to other parents—(hould it aflift to
ftore the opening mind with agreeable images
- of nature, or to imprefs pure fentinents of
moral and divine truth, at an age when they
are not cafily obliterated, the compiler wili be
abundantly gratified. Itis delightfal, indeed,
to every feeling mind to give pleafure to inno-
Tence; buat to profititalfo, isa tatk on which
a benevolent difpofition will ever exercife
itfelf with a fond partiality.

AUGUST 1,
1801,
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THE

NURSERY GARLAND.

OBEDIENCE TO PARENTS.

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

With rev’rence meet their paren'ts word,
And with delight obey.

Have you not heard what dreadful plagues
Are threaten’d by the Lord,
To him that breaks his father’s law,

Or mocks his mother’s word 2

What heavy guilt upon him lies!
How curfed is his name

The ravens fhail pick out his eyes,

And eagles eat the (ame,

|2
2



g - 'THE NURSERY GARLAND.

But éhofe who worfhip God, and give
Their parents honours due,
" Here on this earth they long fhall live,

“And live hereafter too.
- WarTs.

DUTY TO GOD AND OUR NEIGHEBOUR.

LOVE God with all your soul and ftrength,
With all your heart and mind ;

And love your neighbour as yourfelf;
Be faithful, juft, and kind.

Deal with another as you’d have
Another deal with vou;
What your’re unwilling to receive,

Be fure you never do.
' WATTS.

THE ADVANTAGES OF EARLY
‘RELIGION.

HAPPY the child whofe tender years
Receive inftruions well ;

Who hates the finnex’s path, and fears
The road that leads to hell,



THE NURSERY GARLAND. 3

When we devote dur youth to God,
*Tis pleafing in his eyes ;

A flower, when offer’d in the bud,
Is no vain facrifice. )

*Tis eafier work, if we begin
To fear.the Lord betimes ;
While finners that grow old in fin
Are harden'd in their crimes.

“Twill fave us from a thoufa’
To mind religion young

Grace will preferve our follow,
And make our virtue ftrong.

To thee, almighty God, to thee, KL
Our childhood we refign ; g :
*Twill pleafe us to look back and fee
That our whole lives were thine.

Let the {weet work of pray’r and praife
Employ my youngeft breath ;
Thus I'm prepac’d for longer days,

Or fit for early death.
WATTS.

B2



THE NURSERY:GARLAND:

LOVE BETWEEN BROTHBRS AND
SIS I'ERS

; WHATEVER brawls mﬁum the ftrect,
"There fhould be peace at home,

Where fifters dwell;, and brothers meet,
Quarrels fhould never come.

Birds in their 1i‘tvt'1€ nefts agree; -
And *tis a thameful fight, ‘

‘When children of one family
Fall out, and chide, and fight!

_ Hard nanies 3¢ hrﬁ and threat’ning words,
Tha{ are but noify breath,

Mty grow to clubs and naked fwords,
To murder and to death,

The devil tempts one mother’s fon
To rage againft another;-

So wicked Cain was hurried on
>Till he had kill’d his brother.

The wife will make their anger cool,
At leaft before ’tis night;

But in the bofom of a fool
It burns till morning light,
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Pardon, O Lord, our childifh rage,
~ Our little brawls remove :

That as we grow to riper age, |

Our hearts may 2ll be love. . :
WATTS.

TRUE BEAUTY.

WHAT is the blooming tinéture of the fkin,
To peace of mind, and harmony within ?

What the bright fpdrkling of the fineft eye,

To the foft {foothing of a calm reply ?

Can loveline(s of form, or fhape, or air;

With lovelinefs of words or deeds compare ?
No! —thofe at firft th’ unwary heart may gains;

But thefe —thefe only, can the heart retain,
Gary.

SONNET,

TO CHARITY.

RAUGHTER of Héav'n fublime! thou ray of God,

Pure efience! {prung from pure celeftial love!

Rich is the bofom grac’d with thy abode,

And poor the wretch thy {pirit faids to move.

O fill my heart ; each thought, each wordcontrouly
B3
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i

And fix th* ETERNAL’s Ramp, His image on my
foul! : L5 R ‘ ;

Teach me to look with candour’s modeft éye,

Prone to abfolve, while fill the laftto blame s

Teach me to heave the fympathetic figh,

And fpélre_ ¢ the ’b‘luﬂlesvf'-ingenuous fhame.””

To think no ill—to dare no eruel deed—

In one wide circle to embrace mankind;

Be this my ftudy—this my clorious meéd, -

And HEAVEN muft view, w:ll pleas™d, its own re-

' flected Miwp. ) Mavor,

THE VIOLET.
SHELTER’D from the blight ambition,
Fatal to the pride of rank,
See me in my low condition, ;
Laughing on the tufted bank,

On my robes (for emulation)
No variety’s: impreft ;

Suited to an humble ftation,

~ Mine’s an unembroider’d veft,

Modeft tho’ the maids declare me,
* May in her fantaftic train,

-,
n

When Paftora deigns to wear me, ‘ ’
Hzs no flow’ret half fo vain, CUNNINGHAM,
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TO A LITTLE GIRL,
FAIREST flower, all Bowers excellmg‘,
Which in' Miltof’s pase we fee;
Flowers of Eve’s embotwered dwellmg ‘
Are, my fair one, types of thee.

Mark, my Polly, how the xofes ™+ =/ 1
Emulate thy damartk cheek:;

How the bud .its fiveets difclofes—
Buds thy opemncr bloom befpeak

Lilies are by plam direction
Emblems of a double kind ;
Emblems of thy fair complexxon,
Emblems of thy fairer mind.

But, dear girl, both flowers and beauty
Bloflom, fade, and die away ;

Then purfue good fenfe and duty,
Evergreens! which ne’er decay, CorTox,

ODE TO THE CUCKOW.

HAIL, beauteous ftranger of the gxove!
Thou meflenger of {pring !

Now Heaven repairs thy rural feat,
And woods thy welcome Tipg.
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\

What time the daify decks the.green,

- Thy certain voice we hear;

Haft thou a ftar to guide thy path,
Or mark the rolliﬁg year? ..

Delightful Viﬁtgnt! with thee
T hail the time of flowers,

And hear the\found of mufic 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 gueft in other lands,
Another Spring to hail.

Sweet bird! thy bower is ever green,
Thy fky is ever clear;

Thou haft no forrow in thy fong,
No Winter in thy yearl

O could I fly, I°d fly with thee!
We'd make, with joyful wing,
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Our annual vifit' o’er the globe,
Companions of the fpring, '« Locax.

THE ANT, ox EMMET.

THESE emmets; how little the)‘g, are iy our eyes?
We tread them to duft, and a trobp of them-dies
Without our regard or concern : ’
Yet, as wife as we are, if we went to their {'choo].
There’s many a ﬂuggard, and many a fool,
Some leflons of wifdom might learn,

"They don’t wear their time out in fleeping or play,
But gather up corn in a fun-thiny 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 the
{torms,
And fo brought their food within doors.

But I haye lefs fenfe than a poor creeping ant,

If I take not due care for the things 1 fhall want,
Nor provide againft dangers in time:

When death or old age thall ftare in my face,

What a wretch fhall I be in the end of my day%,
If I trifle away all their prime!
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Now, now, while my ftrength and iy youth are in
_ bloom,
Let me think what will ferve me when ficknefs fhall
come,
And pray that my fins be forgiven,
Let me read in good books, and believe, and obey,
That when death turns me out of this cottage of
clay,
I may dwell in a palace in Heaven.
: WaTTS,

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 and truth imparts,
And melts the nioft obdurate hearts.

- A thoufand fhapes you wear with eafe,
And ftill in every fhape you pleafe.
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Now wrapt in fome myfterious dream,
A lone philofopher you feem _
Now quick from hill to vale you fly,
And now you fweep the vaulted fky ;
A fhepherd next, yon haunt the plain,
And warble forth\ your oaten ftrain,

A lover now, with all the grace

Of that fweet paffion in your face ;
Then calm’d to friendﬂxi}o, you aflume
The gentle-looking Harford’s bloom,
As, with her Mufidora, fhe

(Her Mufidora fond. of thee)

Amid the long withdrawing vale,
Awakes the rival’d nightingale,

Thine is the balmy breath of morn,
Jult as the dew-bent rofe is born;
And while meridian fervors beat,
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat
But chief when evening {cenes decay,
And the faint landfcape fwims away,
‘Thine is the doubtful foft decline,
And that beft hour of mufing thine,

Defcending ané;els blefs thy train,
The virtues of the fage, and fwain ;
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Plain innocence, in white array’d,
Before thee lifts her fearlefs head ;
Religion’s beams around thee fhine,

- And cheer thy glooms with light divine s
About thee fports fweet Liberty, \
And wrapt Urania fings to thee!

Oh, let me pierce thy fecret cell !
And in thy deep receffes dwell ;
Perhaps from Norwood’s oak-clad hill,
When Meditation has her fill,
1 jult may caft my carelefs eyes
Where London’s {piry turrets rife,
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain,
“T'hen fhicld - me in the woods again.
THOMSON.

THE DRUM.

I HATE that Drum’s difcordant {found,
Parading rouﬁd, and round, and round :
To thoughtlefs youth it pleafure yields,
And lures from cities and from fields,
To fell their liberty for charms

Of tawdry lace and glitt’ring arms 3
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And when ambition’s voice commands,
To maich, and fight, and fall, in foreign lands,

I hate that drum’s difcordant found, ’
Parading round, and round,.and round :
To me it talks of ravag’d pldms, ,
And burning towns, and ruin’d fwainsy’ 1A
And mangled l'mbs, and dying groans,
And widows® tears, and orphans’ moans ;
And all that Mifery’s hand beftows,
To {well the catalogue of human woes.

Scorr,

— T S—

SONNET,
WRITTEN AT THE CLOSE OF SPRINE,

THE garlands fade that Spring fo lately wove,

Each fimple flower which the had nurs’d in dew,
Anemonies, that fpangled every grove,
The primrofe wan, and hare-bell mildly blue,

No more fhall violets lincer in the dell,

Or purple orchis variegate the plain,

*Till Spring again thall call forth every bell,

And drefs with humid hand her wreaths again,
C
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Ah! poor humanity ! fo frail, fo fair,
Ave the fond vifions of thy early day,
*Till tyrant Paffion, and corrofive Care,
Bid all thy fairy colowrs fade away !
Another May new buds and flow’rs fhall bring ;
Ah' why has happinefs no fecond Spring?
« Mrs. C. SMITH.

-“THE. ROSE.

THE Rofe had been wafh’d, juft wafh’d ina thow'r,
Which Mary to Anna convey’d;

The plentiful moifture incumber’d the flower,
And weigh’d down its beautiful head.

The cup was 2l fill’'d, and the leaves were all wet,
And it feem’d to a fanciful view

To weep for the buds it had left with regret,
On the flourithing bufh where it grew,

I haftily feiz’d it, unfit as it was,
For a fofegay, fo dripping and drown’'d,
And {winging it rudely—too rudely, alas!
I fnapp’dit, it fell to the ground.

And fuch, I exclaim’d, is the pitilels part -
Some 2é& by the delicate mind,
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Reg‘ardlefs of wringing and breaking a hearty
Already to forrow refign’d.

- This elegant Rofe, had I fhaken it lefs,
Might have bloom’d with its owner awhile ;
And the tear that is wip’d, with a little addrefs,
May be follow’d, perhaps, by a {mile.
g e B S Cowr il

7 sy v e ——
/

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.

While Love, unknown among the bleft,
Parent of thoufand wild defires,

The favage and the human breaft
Torments alike with raging fires.

With bright, but oft defiructive gleam,
Alike o’er all his lightnings fly ;
Thy lambent glories only beam
Around the favorites of the fky.
Cz2
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Thy gentle flows of guiltlefs joys
On fools gnd villains ne’er defeends 3
In vain for thee the tyrant fighs,, .
And h\ws a ﬂatterer for a mend,

% Dne&refs of the bpave and Jui’t,

O guide us thro’ Life’s darkfome way l
And let the tortures of miftruft

On felfith bofoms only i

Nor fhall thine ardours ceafe to glow, ;
“When fouls to peaceful climes remdve,
What rais’d ourvirtués here-below,
Shall aid. our happinefs above.. * - “JomNsox.

ODE TO MORNING.
HAIL, rofeate Morn " returning light !
To thee the fable Queen of Night
Reluétant yields her fway, ;
And as the quits the dappled fkies,
On glories, greater glories rife,
To greet the dawning day.

O’cr tufted meads gay Flora trips,
Arabia’s fpices {cent her lips ; . :
Her head with rofe-bads crown’d:
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Mild Zephyr haftes to faateh a kifs 3
And, fluttering with the tranfient blifs, -
Wafts fragrance all around:

The dew-dropsy daughters of the mam,
With fpangles every buth adorn, =
And all the broider’d vales;
Their voice to thee the linnets laif'e, 5B i
The lark, foft-trilling in thy praxfe, . i
Aurora, rifing, hails!

While Nature, now in lively veft
Of glofly green, has gaily drefs'd
Each tributary plainy
While blooming flowers, and bloffom™d tref‘s
Soft waving with the vernal breeze,
Exult beneath thy reigh;

Shall I, with drowfy poppies. crown’d,
By fleep in filken fetters bound,

The downy god obey?
Ah, no! thro’ yon embewering grove, *
Or winding valley, let me rove,

And own thy chearful {way! .

For fhort-liv’d are thy pleafing powers :
Pafs but a few uncertain hours, °
And we no more fhall trace
C3
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Thy dimpled cheek and brow ferene;
Or clouds may gloom the fmiling fcene,
And frowns deform thy face. -

' So in life’s-youthful bloomy prime "
We fport away, the flecting, time, .-
Regardlefs 'of ounifates wliid sidi (15 Lal
But by fome unexpefted blow, = =+ =o' -
Our giddy follies we fhall know, '+ -
And mourn them when too late. ~ A
_ PENNINGTON.,

THE ATHEIST AND THE ACORN.,

METHINKS the world feeme oddly masle,
And every thing amifs,

A dull complaining Atheift [aid,

As fretched he Tay Beneath the fhade,
And inftanced in this, '

¢ Behold,™ quoth he, ¢ that mighty thing,
< A pumpkin‘large and round,

¢ Is held but by aIiftle fifing,

¢ Which upwards.cannot meke it {pring,
¢ Nor bear it from the ground. -~
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¢ While on this Oak an acorn fmall,

& So dxfpl‘opornon'd g;ov:'s,— o,
¢ That whofoe’er; fyrveys, this all=); ~ ¢
¢ This univerfal, cafual ball,

« Its ill contrivance knows,

¥ 1 kL

R -. ¥y
1 S L

s e Teot 0 2omegt S ;

¢ My better judgment would haye hung ..
¢¢ The pumpkin on the-tree; sk
¢ And left the acorn flightly ftrung, o

¢ >Mong tlnmrs that on the furface fpl ung
> And weak and feeble he 2

No more the caviller coulf'l“fay,‘
No farther faults defery ;

For upwards gazing as he lay,

An acorn loofened from its fpray;
Fell down upon his eye.

The wounded ‘part with tears ran o’er,
As punifh’d for the fin:

¢ Tool! had that bough a pumpkin bore,

¢ Thy whimfies would have work’d no more,
¢ Nor fkull have kept them n.”’

ANON.
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'ODE TO CHILDHOOD.
CHILDHOOD, Hhappieft ftage of lifel
Free from care, and free fiom ftrife,
Free from Memory’s ruthlefs reign,
Fraugiit with fcenes of former pain;
Free from fancy’s cruel kill,  *
Fabricating future ill; °
Time, when all that meefs the view,
All‘can charm for all is ne';v;/;

How thy long-léf’c hours T mourn,
Never, never to return!

Then to tofs the circling ball,
Caught rebounding from the wall;
Then the mimic thip to guide
Down the kennel’s dufky tide;

Then the hoop’s revolving pace
Thro” the dirty ftreet to chafe :

O what joy !—it once was mine,
Childhood, matchlefs boon of thine!
How thy long-loft hours I mourn,

Never, never to return |
: Scota
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VALENTINEs DAY.

THE fineful choir in amorous ftrains,
Accck their, feather’d loves, i
While ezh fond mate with equal pains

The mder {uit approves., -

- With cearful hop from £ fpr ay to fplay,
Thefport along the meads;
In focd bhfs together firay,: -
Wire love or fancy leads,
Thro Spring’s gay {cenes each happy pair
Teir flutt’ring joys purfue;
Its wrious charms and p;'oduce ﬂiare,
Fr ever kind and true.

Thir {prightly notes from every fhade .
“heir mutual loves proclaim; .

Ti Winter’s chlllmg blaft invade,
and 'damp. th” enlivening flame.

TEkn all the jocund' {cene declines, .
Nor woods nor meads delight, .

Tk drooping tribe in feciet pines,
And mourns th’ unwelcome fight.
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Go, blifsful warbler ! timély wife,
Th’ inftructive moral tell
Nor thou their meaning lays defpife,

My charming Annabellel = | Taco.
: \

THE INVOCATION. \

TGO MIRA.
THE fairef flower that fips the dew, |
And fheds the rich perfume, \

Than lovely Mira is lefs fweet, \
And lefs its beauteous bloomy,

The rofe-bud burfling into day,
By no rude touch defil'd,
Is not more pure than Mira’s heart,
" Nor vernal funs more mild. \

If, Venus, with a favoring ear
Thou ever heardft'a prayer,

This blooming flower proteét and guide
With all a'parents care |

Let no rude ftorm, no chilling air,
Prevent her opening charms

And thould a danger hover near, i
O thield her in thy arms!
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So whem]Time ripens every grace,
And alls forth every fweet,
In her, ench heart will own thy fway,
And worfhip at thy feet. ;
i A MAvor,

ODE ON SOLITUDE.

WRITTEN WHEN THE AUTHOR WAS ABOUY
|TWELVE YEARS OLD.

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 ficlds of bread,
Whofe flocks fupply him with attire ;
Whofe trees|in Summer yield him fhade,

lln Winter fire.

|
| Bleft who cap unconcern’dly find
tHours, daysy and years flide {oft away,
In health of bpdy, peace of mind,
iet by day,
\
|

\
|
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Sound fleep by night ; ftudy and eafe,

Together mix’d 3 fweet recreation, H

~ And innocence; which moft does pleafe
With meditation.

Thus let me live, unfeen, unknown;

Thus unlamented let me diey

Steal from the world, and not a ftone
| Tell where I lie,

™

Porr.

THE MORNING LARK.

ANACREONTIC.

FEATHER’d lyric! warbling high,
Sweetly gaining on the fky,
Op’ning with thy matin lay
(Nature’s hymn!) the eye of day,
' Teach my foul, onearly wing,
Thus to foar, and’thus to fing. P
‘While the bloom of orient light ¢
Gilds thee in thy tuneful flight, »
May the day-fpring from on high,
Seen by Faith’s religious eye,
Chear me with his vital ray,
Promife of eternal day! THOMSON.
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A SUMMER EVENING.,
HOW: fine has the day been, how biight was the

fun, : :
How lovely and joyful the coury that*he run,
Tho’ he rofe in a mift when his race he begun,
And there follow’d fome dropping of rain!
But now the fair traveller’s come to the weft,
His rays are all gold,” and his beauties are beft;
He paints the (ky 82y as he finks to his reft,
And foretells a bright rifing again,

Juft fuch is the Chriftjan : his courfe he begins,

Like the fun in a mift, while he mourns for his
fins, ;

And melts into tears: when he breaks out ang
thines,

And travels his heavenly way ;
But when he comes nearer to finifh his race,
Like a fine fetting fun he looks richer in grace,
And gives a fure hope at the end of his days,

Of rifing in brighter array,

Warrs,
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ODE TO PITY.

Q THOU, the friend of man affign’d,

With balmy hands his wounds to bind,
And charm his frantic woe:

When firft Diftrefs with dagger keen,

Broke forth to wafte his deftin’d {cene—
His wild unfated foe !

By Pella’s Bard, 2 magic name,

By all the griefs his thought could frame,
Receive my humble rite :

Long, Pity, let the nations view

Thy fky-worn robes of tendereft blue,
And eyes of dewy light!

But wherefore need I wander wide
To old 1liffus’ diftant fide,
Deferted ftream, and mute ?
Wild Arufi too has heard thy ftrains,
And echo 'midit my native plains
Been footh’d by Pity’s lute.

There firft the wren thy myrtles fhed,
On gentleft Otway’s infant head,
To him thy cell was thown;
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And while he fung the female heart, -
With Youth’s foft notes, unfpoil’d by Art,
Thy turtles mxx’d thew 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 enthufiat heat,
In all who view the fhrine.

There Pi&ture’s toil thall well relate,

How chance, or hard mvolvmcr fate,
O’er mortal blifs prevail 5

The bufkin’d mute fhall near her ftand,

And fighing prompt her tender hand,
With each difaftrous tale.

There let me oft, retir'd by day,
In dre’ims of paflion melt away,
Allow'd with thee to dwell :
There wafte the mournful lamp of night,
Till, virgin, thou again‘delight

To hear a Britifh fhell!
: CovLvrins,

Rz
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. THE, ROSE-BUD,
TO A LADY,

QUEEN of fragrance, lovely Rofe,
The beauties of thy leaves difclofe!
The Winter’s paft, the tempefts fly,
Soft gales breathe gently thro” the fkv ;
The lark, fweet warbling on the wiﬁg,
Salutes the gay, return of Spring:

The filver dews, the vernal fhowers ;
Call forth a bloomy wafte of flowers,
The joyous fields, the.thady woods,
Are cloth’d with green, or fwell’d with buds,
Then hafte thy beauties to difclofe,
Queen of fragrance, lovely Rofe!

Thou, beauteous flower, a welcome gueft,

Shalt flourifh on the fair one’s breaft,

Shalt grace her hand, or deck her hair, ,
The flower moft fweet, the nymph moft fair.
Breathe foft, ye windsl! be calm, ye fkies®
Arife, ye flowery race, arifel
_And hafte thy beauties to difclofe,

Queen of fragrance, lovely Rofe!
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But thou, fair nymph thyfelf furvey
In this fweet offspring ofa day; - e s
That miracle of face' muft fail: = ¥ =77 0.
Thy charms are fweet, but-¢harms are frail ¢
Swift as the fhort liv’d flower they fly,
At morn they bloom, at evening die:
Tho® ficknels yet awhile forbears,’
Yet time deftroys what ficknefs fp.'cllres,;'
Now Helen lives alone'in farme, =
And Cleopatra’s but a name,
Time muft indent that heavenly brow,
And thou muft be, what they are now.
This Moral to the fair dif¢lofe,
Queen of fragrance, lovely Rofe. BrooME.

THE NARCISSUS did
AS pendent o’er the limpid fiream
I bow’d my fnowy pride,
And languifh’d in a fruitlefs flame,
For what the Fates deny’d ;

The fair Paftora chanc’d to pafs,
With fuch an angel air,
Y faw her in the wat’ry glafs,
And lov'd the rival fair.
; D
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Ye fates, no. long;'er let me pine,
(- ¥ vk - {&d AN 1] 2
A felf admiring. fweet, ;..

Permit me, by your.grace divfne,
To kifs the fair- gne,q feet,

Thatif by chance the gcntle ma.xd
My fragr: ance ,{hoq(l)q Qdﬂ.u;c& . 5
I may, upon ber bofom; laid,,
In fifter’s fweets expire. il
77 CUNNINGHAM.

B BTG w4

€ 39 ren Yy 38 o g

re

o Ko 11 ...AN DDBE., ., -

HOW are deluded-human-eind- -
By empty fhows b(:tray’d ? :

In all their hopes and fchemes they ﬂnd
A nothing, ‘'or 2 fhade, ! 0 '

The profpeéts.of a trunchcor}_ caft
A foldier on the wars ; :
Difmifs’d with fhatter’d limbs at ]dﬂ'
Brats, poverty, and fcars,

The fond philofopher for géin‘ ' ;
Will leave unturn’d no ftone ;.
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But tho they toil with endlefs pain,
They never find their own,

By the fame rock the -_,ch_emi(’cs drowny

And find no friendly hold,
But melt: their ready fpirit down,
In hopes of fancy’d gold.

What is the mad projetor’s care ?
In hopes elate and fwelling,

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

At court, the 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 found,
¢ But every where a fhade.”

3L

Pirt.
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_ ODE TO PEACE.
O THOU, who bad’ft thy turtles bear
Swift trom his grafp thy golden hair,
And fought’ft thy native fkies;
When war, by vultures drawn from far,

To Britain bent his iron caf,
And bade his ftorms arife !

Tir’d of his rude tyrannic {fway,
Our youth fhall fix fome feftive day,
His f{ullen fhrines to burn;
But thou, who hear'ft the turning {pheres;
What founds may charm thy partial ears,
And gain thy bleft return! - ;

O Peace, thy injur’d robes upbind !

O rife and leave not one behind
Of all thy beamy train

The Britifh lion, goddels fweet,

Lies ftretch’d on earth to kifs thy feet,
And own thy holier reign.

Let others court thy tranfient fmile,
But come to grace thy weftern ifle,
By warlike honour led !
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And while avound her ports rejoice,
While all her fons adore thy choice,

With him for ever wed ! .
LCoLLins,

THE WINTER NOSEGAY,

WHAT Nattlrev, alas! has denied
. To the delicate growth of our Ifle,
Art has in a meafure fupplied,

And Winter is deck’d with a fmiles

See, Mary, what beauties I bring
From the fhelter of that funny fhed,

Where the flow’r's have the charms of the Spring, '
Tho’ abroad they are frozen and dead.

*Tis a bow’r of Arcadian fweets,
Where FLoORA is ftill in her prime,

A fortrefs to which fhe retreats '
From the cruel affaults of thie clime.

While earth wears a mantle of fhow,
The pinks are as frefh and as gay,

As the faireft and fweeteft that blow
On, the beautiful bofom of May,
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See how: they have fafely furviv'd,
The frowns of a fky fo fevere;
* Such Mary’s true love that has lived
Thro’ many a turbulent year.

The charms of the late blowing rofe
Seem grac’d with a livelier hue,
And the winter of forrow but fhews

The truth of a friend fuch as you.
COWPER>

THE HERMIT.

A'T the clofe of the day, when the hamlet is ftill,
And mortals the fveets of forgetfulnefs prove;
. ‘When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill,
And nought but-the nightingale’s fong in the
grove;

*T'was then. by the cave of a mountain reclin’d,
A Hermit his nightly complaint thus began :
Tho’ mournful his numbers, his fou] was refign’d,

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

¢ Ah! why, thus abandon’d to darknefs and woey
¢« Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy fad ftrair;
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¢ _For Spring fhall return, and a lover beftow
¢ And thy bofom no trace of misfortune retain.
¢ Yet, if pity infpire thee, O ccafe net thy lay!
¢ Mourn, fweeteft companion, man calls thee to
mourn;
*¢ O foothe him whofe pleafures, like thine, pafs
away !
< Full quickly they pafs—but they never returnt

Now, gliding remote on the verge of the tky,
¢¢ The moon, half extinét, a dim creféent difplays;
¢¢ Baut lately I mark’d, when majettic on high,
¢¢ She fhone, and the planets were loft in the
blaze. ‘
¢ Roll on then, fair orb, and with gladnefs purfue
¢¢ The path that condudts thee to {plendor again
¢ But man’s faded glory no change thall rencw :
¢¢ Ah, fool! to exult in a glory fo vain !

¢ "Tis night, and the landfcape is lovely ne
- more : :
¢ I mourn ; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not
for yod;
¢ For morn is approaching, your charms to reftore,
“ Perfum’d with frefh fragrance, and glitt'ring

with dew.
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§¢ Nor yet for the ravacre of Winter I mourn 3
< Kind Nature the embryo-bloflom (hall fave ¢
¢¢ But when fhall fpring vifit the mouldelmg,um!
#¢0 when fhall it dawn on the night of the

grave !
j BEATTIE.

THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE GLOW-
4 WORM.

THE pmdent nymph, whofe cheeks difclofe
The lﬁpand the blufhing rofc,

From public view her charms will fcreen,
And rarely in the crowd be feen; |

This fimple truth fhall keep her wife,

The faireft fruitstattract the flies !

One night a Glew-worm, proud and vain,
Contemplating her glitt'ring train,
Cried, ¢ Sure there never was in nature
So elegant, fo fine a creature !
All other infetts that I fee,
The frugal and induftrious bee,
- Or filk-worm, with contempt 1 view ;
With all that low, mechani¢ crew, 2
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Who fervilely their lives employ -

In bufinefs, enemy to joy.

Mean, vulgar herd! ye are my fcorn,
For grandeur only was I born,

Or fure am fprung from race divine, A
And plac’d on earth, tolive and fhine ¢
Thofe lights that fparkle fo on Kigh, i
Are but the glow-worms of the fleig on b i

i

&%
Becaule they imitate my fire L R

TEPE

And kings on earth their cems a dmu»,
22

She fpoke. Attentive on a frna) ,-g-‘
A Nightingale forbore his lay ;™.
He faw the thining morfel near,
And flew, dire&ed by the glare ;
Awhile he gaz'd with fober look;
And thus the trembling prey T)ef'pdkei

¢¢ Deluded fool, with pride ‘elate,
Know ’tis thy beauty brings thy fate:
Lefs dazzling; long thou might’ft have laig
Unhegded on tl.e velvet plain;
 Pride, foon or late, degraded mourns,

And beauty wrecks whom fhe adorns.”

MooORE.
v
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HYMN TO PROSPERITY,

CELESTIAL maid, receive this pray’r!
If e’er thy beam divine

Should vud the brow of t011mo Care,
And blefs a hut like mine.

T.et humble Worth, without a fear,
Approach my. ready door;
Nor let me ever {ee a tear,

Regardlefs, from the poor!

O blefs me with an honeft mind,
Above all felfifh ends ; (

Humanely warm to all mankind,
And cordial to my friends.

With confcious truth and honour ftill
My aétions let me guide;
And give no fear but that of ill,
No fcorn but that, of pride.

Thus form’d, thus happy, let me dare
On Heav’n's dread King to gaze;
Conclude my night in ardent pray’r,

And wake my morn“with praife:
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That hence my foul may hope to prove

The utmoft faints can know ;
And fhare his gracious {mile above,

Whofe laws fhe kept below. /
Miss S, CaRTER.

DAY: A PASTORAL.

© MORNING, 4 =

IN the barn the tenant cock,
Clofe to Partlet perch’d on high,
Brifkly crows, . (the thepherd’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,
Paints with gold the village {pire,

Philomel forfakes the thorn,
Plaintive where fhe prates at night;
And the lark, to meet the morn,
Soars beyond the fhepherd’s fight.

From the low.roof’d cottage ridge
Sce the chatt’ring fwallow fpring ;

E 2
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Darting’ through the one-arch’d I)x:iche;
Quick fhe dips her dappled wing:

 Now the pine-tree’s waving top
Gently greets the morning galel
Kidlings, now, beg;n to crop.
Daifies in the dewy vale.

From the balmy fiveets, unc]by’d,
(Reftlefs till her tafk be done)

‘Now-the bufy bee’s employ’d,
Sipping dew before the fun.

Trickling thro” the crevic’d rock,
Where ‘the limpid fiream diftils,

Sweet refrefhment waits the flock
When ’tis fun-drove from the hills.

Colin, for the promis’d corn,
Ere the hatveft hopes are ripe,
Anxious hears the huntsmen’s horn,
Boldly founding drowh his pipe.

Sweet, O fweet, the warbling throng,
On the white emblofsom’d fpray!
Nature’s univerfal fong
Echoes-to therifing day.
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NOON.

FervID on the glitt’ving flood,
Now the noon-tide radiance glows,
Dropping o’er its infant bud,
Not a dew-drop’s left the rofe,
By the brook tke fhepherd dines,
From the fierce meridian heat
Shelter’d by the branching pines,
Pendant o’er his grafly feat.

Now the flock forfakes the glade,

Where, uncheck’d, the fun-beams fall;
Sure to find a pleafing thade

By the ivy’d abbey-wall,

Echo in her airy round,
O’er the river, rock and hill,
Cannot catch a fngle found
Save the clack of yonder mill,

Cattle court the zephyrs bland,
Where the ftreamlet wanders cool;

Or with languid filence ftand
Midway in the marfhy pool.

E3

41
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But from mountain, dell, or ftream, :
Not a flutt’ring zephyr fprings ;
Fearful left the noon-tide beam
Scorch its foft, its filken wings. -

Not a leaf has deave to ftir,
Nature’s lull’d, ferene, and ftill¢

Quiet c’en the ﬂlepherd’s eyt -

_ Slegping on the heath-clad hifl.

Languid is the landfeape round,
Till the frefh delcending fhower,
Grateful to the thirfty ground,

Raifes ev’ry fainting fower.

Mow the hill, the hedge is greer‘],
Now the warbler’s thu'o:it’s in tune}

Blithfome is the verdant-{cene,
Brighten’d by‘the beams of noen!

EVENIWC.

. O’Er the heath the heifer firays

o

¥ Free—(the furrow’d tafk is done)
Now the village windows blaze,

Burnif’d by the fetting {un.
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Now he hidés behird the hill,
Sinking from-a golden ﬂsy:
Can the pencil’s mimic fkill, :

Copy the refulgent dye 2

“Trudging as the ploughmen g0

(To the finoking hamlet bound) |
Giant-like their thadows grow,

Lengthen d o’er the level ground,

Where the rifing foreft {preads,
Shelter for the lordly dome ! -
To their high-built airy beds,

See the rooks returning home 1

As the lagk with varied tune, 4
Carols to the evening loud,

Mark the mild refplendent moon,
Breaking thro® a parted cloud!

Now the hermit howlet peeps
‘From the barn, or twifted brake 3

And the blue mift flowly creeps,
Curling on the filver lake.

As the trout in fpeckled pride,
Playful from its bofom {prings,

48

=
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To the banks, a ruffled tide

Verges in fucceffive rings.

Tripping thro’ the filken zrafs,
O er the path-divided dale,
Mark the rofe-complexion’d lafs
- With her well-pois’d milking pail.

Linnets, with unnumber’d notes,
And the cuckoo bird with two,
Tuning fweet their mellow throats,
Bid the {etting fun adieu.
CUNNINGHAM.

A FEMALE CHARACTER.

HER kiﬁdly melting heart,
To every want and every woc;
To guilt itfelf, when in diftrefs,
The balm of pity would impart,
And all relief that bounty could beftow !
"E’en for the kid or Jamb that pour’d its life
Beneath the bloody knife,

’

Her gentle tears would fall,
As fhe the common miother were of all,
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Nor only g{ood, and kind,
But firong and elevated was her mind ;
A fpirit, that with noble pride,
Could look fuperior dewn
On forturie’s fmile, or frown ;.
That éou}d[wig:hout regret or pain,
To Virtue’s ]oweﬁ duty facrifice,
Or Imclet S or Ambmon s higheft pnze,
That, i me "d or offended, never try’d
Its dignity by vengeance to mamtam,
But by nngnammous difdain
A Wit that tempcxate]y buph(‘,
With inoffenfive light,
_ All pleafing fhone, nor ever paft
T he decent bounds, that Wifdom’s fober hand,
And {weet Benevolence’s mild command,
And bafhful Modefty before it.caft,
A prudence, undeceiving, undeceiv’d ;
That nor too little, nor too much believ’d:
That fcorn’d unjuft Sufpicion’s coward fear,
" And without weaknefs knew to be fincere.

LYTTELTON:
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LIFE,

'O WHY do wretched men fo much defire
To draw their days'fmto the utmoft date,
And do not rather with them foon expire,
Knowing the mifery of their eftate,
And thoufand perils which them ftill await,
"Tofling themfelves like boat amid the main,
That every hour they knock at death’s gate 2
And he that happy feems, and leaft in pain,
Is yet as nigh his end, as he that moft doth "plais.

The whiles fome one did chaunt their lovely lay,
Ah fee, who fo fair thing doft fain to fee,
In {pringing flower the image of thy day ;
All fee thy virgin rofe how fweetly fhe
Doth firft peep forth with bafliful modefty,
That fairer feems, the lefs you fee her may ;
Lo! fee foon after, how more bold and free
Her bared bofom-fhe dath broad difplay ;
Lo! fee foon after, how fhe fades and falls away.

So paffeth in the paffing of a day,
Of mortal Life the leaf, the bud, the flowery
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No more doth flourifh after firft decay,
. That erft was fought to deck both bed and
bower S

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

' erime, '

SPENSER.

ODE TO GOOD-NATURE,

HAIL, Cherub of the higheft heav’ny
Of look divine, and temper even,
Celeftial fweetnefs, exquifite of mien,

Of every virtue, every praife the queen !

Soft gracefulnefs,. and blooming youth,
Where, grafted on the ftem of truth,
That friendfhip reigns, no intereft can divide,

And great Humility looks down on Pride,

Oh! curfe cm Slander’s vip’rous tongue,
That daily dares thy merit wrong ;
Idiots ufurp thy title and thy fame,
Without or virtue, talent, tafte, or names
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Is apathy, is heart of fteel,
Nor ear to hear, nor fenfe to feel,
Life idly inoffenfive fuch a grace,
That it fhould ﬁeal thy name, and take thy place ?

No-—thou art ative, {pirit a]l',

Swifter than lightning, at the call . ’
Of injur’d innocence, or griev’d defert,
And large with liberality thy heart.

Th»y appetites_in eafy tides

(As Reafon’s luminary guides)
Soft, flow, no wind canwark them to a ftorm,
Correctly quick, difpafiionately warm, -

Yet, if a tranfport thou canft feel,
*Tis only for a neighbour’s weal;

Great, generous a&ts thy ductile paflions move,
_And fmilingly thou weep’ft with joy and love.

Mild is thy mind to cover fthame,

Averle to envy, flow to blame,
Burfting to praife, yet fill fincere and fiee,
From flattery’s fawning tongue, and bending knee.

Ext enﬁve, as from weft to eaft,
Thy love defcends from man to beaft,
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Nought 18 excluded Iltt]e or u.Frm,
'I'hcu canft with gr e*unefs Pcoop to 1ave aworm,

Come, goddefs, come with all thy jch.amls,
{For oh! I love ‘thee,) to my arms:
All, all my aétions guide, my fancy feed,
So fhail e‘uﬁence then"be life 1ndeed

SMART.

ODE, ON HEARING MUSIC,

YON ar gan! hark ! how foft, how {weet,
The warbling nctes in concert meet ?
The found my fancy leads
To climes where Pheebus’ brighteft beams
Gild jas’mine groves, and chryfta] fireams,
And lily-mantled meads;

Where myrtle bowers their bloom unf‘o;d
Where citrons bend with fiuit of geld,
Where grapes deprefs the vines ;
“”hci'c, on the bank with rofes gay,
Love, Innocence, and Pleafure pb)
And Beaury's form reclines

¥
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Now different tones and meafures flow,

And gravely deep, and fadly flow,
Involve the mind in gloom ;

1 feem to join the mournful train,

Attendant round the couch of Pain,
Or leaning o’er the tomb:

To where the orphan’d infant fleeps,
T o where the love-lorn damfel weeps,
1 pitying feem to ftray :
Methinks I watch his cradle near,
Methinks her drooping thoughts I cheer,
And wipe her tears away.

Now loud the tuneful thunders yoll,
And roufe and elevate the foul :
O’er earth and all its care;

1 feem to hear from heavenly plains

“Angelic choirs refponfive ftrains,

And in their raptures fhare.

(o]
@]
(@)
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL.
AN ODE.

VITAL fpark of heavenly flame i
Quit, O quit this mortal frame :
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying,
Oh the pain, the blifs of dying ©
Ceafe, fond nature, ceafe thy ftrife,
- And let me languifh into life.

. Hark! they whifper; angels fay,
Sifter fpirit, .come away. '
What is this abforbs me quite ?

' Steals my fenfes, fhuts my fight,
Drowns my {pirits, draws my breath!
Tell me, my foul, can this be Death?

The world recedes ; it difappears !

Heaven opens onmy eyes! my.ears
With founds feraphic ring :

Lend, lend your wings! 1 mount! I fly!

O Grave! where is thy viftory?
O Death! where is thy fting? ‘

Pore.

K 2
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WRITTE’\T IN THE HOLY BIBLE.

YE facred tomes, be my unerr mmgmde,
Dove-hearted  faints, and’ Eroﬁhcts eagle-ey’d!?
I fcorn the moral fop, and ethic fage, ]
But drink in trath from yourrillumin’d page:
Like D/Iofes oufh, each’ leaf divinely brighe,

- Wihere God invefts himfelf in milder lightt
Taught by your doftrines, we (1tVCUtl/ rife,
Faith points the way, and hape unbats the fliés z

~ You tune our paffions, teach them how to roli,
~Anu {ink the bc)dy, But to raife the foul
To rzife it, bear it to myfterious day,

Nor want an angel to direct the way !
‘ TaomsoN.,

P A ST b &

- HYMN TO THE RISING SUN,

FROM the red wave, rifing bright,
Lift onhigh thy golden head;
O’cr the mifty mountains fpread

Thy fmiling rays of orient light?

See the golden God appear!

" Flies the fiend of darknefs drear;

Flies, and in her gloomy trais,

Sable Grief, and Care, and Pain!
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See the golden God advance!
On Taurus’ heights his courfers prance :
With him hafte the vernal hour’s,
Breathing fwects, and dropping flowers.
Laughing Summer at his fide,
Wayes her locks in rofy pride; L
And Autumn bland, with afpeét kind,
Bears his golden fheaf behind. :
O hafte, and fpread tlie purple day
O’er all the wide ethereal way !
Nature mourns at thy delay:
God of Glory, hafte away !
From the red wave rifing bright,
Lift on high thy golden head ;
O’er the mifty mountains {pread
Thy {miling rays of orient light! bt
: LANGHORNE,

A THOUGHT ON ETERNITY.
ERE the foundatiens of the world were laid,
Bre kindling light th” Almighty word obey’d,
Thou weit; and when the {fubterrancous flume
Shall burft its prifon, and devour this frame,

F3
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Prom angry Heaven when the keen lightning flies;

When fervent heat diffolves the melting fkies,

Thou fill fhalt be; : fill as’ thou ‘wert beforé,

And know no change, when time fhall be no more.

O endlefs thought! divine Etcmity ! .

Th> immortal foulthares but a part of thee!

For thou wert prefent when our life began,

When the warm duft fhot up in breathing man.
Al what is life? with ills encompafs’d round,

Amidft our hopes, Fate ftrikes the {udden wouid 3

To-day the ftatefman of new honour dreams,

To-morrow Death deftroys hisairy {chemes ;

Is mouldy treafure in thy cheft confin’d?

Think all that teeafure thou muf leave behind ;

Thy heir with finiles thall view thy blazon’d hear! )

And all thy hoar ds with lavith hand difperfe.

Should certain fafe th’ impending blow delay,

‘Thy mirth will ficken, and thy bloom decay ;

Then fL’éb]L"(lO"’“Jl“ all thy nerves difarm,

No more thy blood its ftraitenld channels warm.

Who then would wifh to ftretch this narrow {pan,

To f{uffer life beyond the date of man?
The virtnous foul purfues a nobler aim,

And life regards but as a fleeting dream

She Jongs to wake, and willfes toget fice,

To launch from earth into Eternity.



THE NURSERY GARLAND.. 55

For while the boundlefs theme extends our thou ight,
Ten thoufand theufand xollmc years are nought,
Gy,

FALSE GREATNESS.

MYLO, forbear to call himn bleft
That only boafts a large eftate,
Should all the treafures of the Welt
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 golden fandg
Thro’ all his meadows roil,
He’s but a wretch, with all his Jands,

That wears a narrow f{oul.

He {wvells amidft his wealthy ftore, .
And proudly poifing what he weighs,
In his own fcale he foudly lays

Huge heaps of (hining ore.

He fpreads the balance wide to hold

His manors and his farms,
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'And cheats the beam with loads of gold

He hugs between his arms.

So might the plough-boy climb a tree,
When Creefus mounts his throne,
And both ftand up,iand {mile to {ee
How long their fhadow’s grown.
Alas! how vain their fancies be,
To think that fhape their own!

Thus mingled fill with wealth and ftate,
Creefus himfelf can never know ;

His trie dimenfions and his weight
Are far inferior to their thow.

WereT fo tall to reach thepole,
Or grafp the ocean with my fpan,
I muft be meafur’d by my foul:
The mind’s the ftandard of the man.
WaATTS,

REPUTATION.
AN ALLEGORY.

TO travel far as the wide world extends,
Seeking for objeéts that deferv’d thai - cave,
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Vn tue (¢t forth, thh I felected friends,
Talent refin’d, and Reputation fair,

As they went on in thei_r intended round,

Talent fpoke firft, <My gentle comrades, { fay,
¢ Where each ofyou may probably be found,

¢¢ Should accxdent divide us on the way.

« If torn (fhe added) fiom my lov’d allies,
¢ A friendly patronage I hope to find,
¢ Where the fine arts.from cultivation rife,
¢¢ And the fweet Mufe hath harioniz'd mankind,””

Says Virtue, ¢ Did Sincerity appear, !
¢ Or meek-ey’d Charity among the great ;
¢ Could I find courtiers from- corruption clear,
"Tis among thefe 1'd feek for my retreat,

€

-

Could T find patriots for the public weal
¢ Affiduous, and without their felfih Crews ;
Could I fipd priefts of undifftmbled zealy’

€’ Tis among the (e my refidence I'd cnoofe.

¢

-

¢« In glitf’ring domes let luxury refide,
¢ I muft be found in fome fequefter’d cell,
¢ Far from th_e paths of avarice or pride,
¢ Where home-bred Happinefs delights to dwell.”
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¢¢ Ye may be trac’d, my gentle friends, °tis truej .
¢¢ But who (fays Reputation) can explore
€ My flipp’ry fteps ?—Keep, keep me in yourview-
¢ If once I'm loft, }ou ’11 never find me more.’
' CUNNINGHAM.

INVITATION TO THE FEATHERED
RACE.

WRITTEN AT CLAVERTON, NEAR BATH.

AGAIN the balmy zephyr blows,
-Frefh verdure decks the grove ;

Each bird with vernal rapture glows,
And tunes his notes to love.

Ye gentle warblers, hither fly,
And fhun the noon-tide heat;
My fhrubs a cooling fhade fupply,

My groves a fafe retreat.

Here freely hop from fpray to {pray,
Or weave the mofly neft -

Here rove and fing the live-long day,
At night here fweetly reft.
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Amidft this cool, tranflucent rill,
That trickles down the glade,

Here bathe your plumes, here drink your flI,
And revel in the fhade.

No fchool-boy rude, to mifchief prone,
E’er fhews his ruddy face, ,

Or twangs his bow, or husls a ftone,
In this fequefter’d place.

Hither the vocal thrufh repairs,
Secure the linnet ﬁncrs 3

The goldfinch dreads no limy fnares,
To clog her pamtcd wings.

Sad Philomel! ah, quit thy haunt,
Yon diftant woods among,

And round my friendly grotto chaunt
Thy 1‘wcetly plaintive fong.

Let not the harmlefs redbreaft fear,
Domeftic bird, to come
Andfeek a fure afylum here,

With one that loves his home.

My trees for you, ye artlefs tribe,

Shall ftore of fruit preferve :
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O let me thus your friendfhip bribe !
Come, feed without referve,

< .

- ‘For'you thefe cherries T prqte&,- '

To you thefe plums belong; =

Sweet is the fruit that you have pick’d,
But {weeter far your fong,

.

Let then this league’betwixt us made
Our mutual int’reft guard ;
Mire be the gift of fruit and fhade,
Your fongs be my reward. GRAVES.

THE RAVEN: A FaBLE.

A RAVEN, while with glofly bfeaft
Her new-laid eggs fhe fondly prefs’d,
And on her wicker-work high mounted,
Her chickens prematurely counted,

(A fault philofophers might blame,

1f quite cxtmp'tca\ from the fame,)
Enjoy’d at eafe the genial day ;

*Twas April, -as the humkins fay :

But fuddenly a wind, as‘high

As ever {wept awinter fky,

$hook the young leaves about her ears,
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And fill’d her with a thoufand fears,
Left the rude blaft thould fnap the bough,
And fpread her golden hopes below. ;

But juft at eve, the blowing weather, -
And all her fears, were hufh’d together;
¢¢ And now (quoth poor unthinking Ralph)
¢ *Tis over, and the brood is fafe =
: (For Raveis, tho’ as birds of omen, -
They teach both conj’rors and old women
Totell us what is to betal, ‘
Can’t prophefy themfelves at all.)
The moining came, when neighbour Hodge,
Who long had mark’d his airy lodge,
And deftin’d all the treafuye there
A gift to his expelting fair,
Clim’d, like a {quirrel to his prey,
And bore the worthlefs prize awayy

MORAL.

*Tis Providence alone fecures,
In every change, both mine and your's,
Satety confifts notin elcape
From dangers of a trightful fhape ;
An earthquake may be bid to {pare
Theman that’s ftranglsd by a hair,

G
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/
Fate fleals along with filent tread,
Found oft'neft in what leaft we dread ;
Frowns in. the ftorm withangry brow,

But in the funfhine ftrikes the blow.
COWPER.,

A

TO A SNOW-DROP.

POETS ftill in graceful numbers

May the glowing rofes chufe
But the Snow-drop’s fimple beauty
. Better fuits an humble mufe.

Ealieft bod that decks the garden,
Faireft of the fragrant race,

Firft-born child of vernal Flora,
Seeking mild thy lowly place.

Tho® no warm, nor murm'ring zephyr,
Fan thy leaves with balmy wing

Pleas’d, we hail thee, fpotlefs bloffom,
Herald of the infant Spring.

hro” the cold and cheerlefs feaforn,
Soft thy tender form expands,
Safe in unafpiring graces,

Foremolt of the bjoomy bands,
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White-rob’d flower, in lonely beauty,
Rifing from a wintry bed;

Chilling winds and blafts ungenial
Rudely threat'ning round thy head.

Silvery bud, thy penfile foliage
Seems the angry blaft to fear;

Yet fecure, thy tender texture
Ornaments the rifing year,

No warm tints, or vivid colouring,
Paints thy bells with gaudy pride
Mildly charm’d, we feck thy fragrance,

- Where no thorns infidious hide.

*'Tis not thine, with flaunting beauty
To attract the roving fight ;

Nature, from her varied wardrobe
Chofe thy veft of pureft white.

White, as falls the ﬂeec;; thower,
Thy foft form in fwectnefs grows ;

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

Droeping harbinger of Flora,
Simply are thy bloffoms dreft;
Gz
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Art}efé as the gentle: virtues,
Manfion’d in the blamelefs breaft,

: ‘When to pure and timid virtue
Friendfhip twine’s a votive wreath,
O’er the fairfeleted garland .
Thou thy pexfuvne foft fhalt breathe,
SYBIELAs

~ ‘THE DEBTOR.

CHILDREN of affluence, hear a poor man®s pray’r!
. O hafte, and freeme from this dungeon’s gloom !
Let not the hand of comfortle(s Defpair
Sink my grey hairs with forrow to the tomb !

~ Unus’d Compaffion’s tribute to demand,
With clamorous din wake Charity’s dull'éar;
Wring the flow aid from Pity’s loitering hand,
Weave the feign’d tale, or drop the ready tearz

Far different thoughts employ’d my early hours,
To views of blifs, tofcenes of affluence born 5
The hand of pleafure firew’d my pathwith flow’rs,
And every blefling hail’d my youthful 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 gairith pageant of a dream,
And forrow clos’d the evening of my day,

Such is the lot of human blifs below !

- Fond Hope awhile the trembling flow’ret rears;
Till, unforefeen, defcends the blight of Woe,

And withers in an hour the pride of years,

In evil hour, to {pecious wiles a prey,

I trufted; (who from fault is ever free!)
And the fhott progrefs of one fatal day

Was all the fpace *twixt wealth and poverty,

Where could I feek for comfort, or for aid ?

To whom the ruins of my ftate commend ;
Leit to myfelf, abandon’d,’ and betray’d,

Too late I found the wretched haye no friend!

E’en he, amid the reft, the favor'd youth,
Whofe vows had met the tendereft warm return,

Forgot his oaths of conflancy and truth,
And'left my child in folitude to mourn,

Pity in vain ftretch’d forth her feeble hand
To guard the facred wreath that Hymen wove;
G3
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While pale-eye’d Avarice, from his fordid ftand
Scowl’d o’er the ruins of neglected Love,

Tho’ deeply hurt, yet fway’d by decent pfide,
She hufh’d her forrows with becoming art ;

And faintly [’créve‘, with fickly finiles to hide
The canker-worm that prey’d upon her heart,

Nor blam’d his cruelty, nor wifh’d to hate
Whoni once fhe lov’d, but pitied, and forgavel
Then, unrcpining, yiclded to her fate,
And funk in filent anguifh to the grave. -

Children of affluence, hear a poor man’s pray’r,
O hafte, andfree me from this dungeon’s gloom!
¢t not the hand of comfortlels defpair
Sink my grey hairs with forrow to the tomb.
MORE.

THE MOUSE’s PETITION.

FOUND IN A 6 TRAP WHERE, HE HAD BEEN
CONFINED ALL NIGHT.
OH! hear a penfive prifoner’s prayer,
For liberty that fighs ;
And never let thine heart be fhut 2N
Againft the wretch’s cries.
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For here forlorn and féd Teffeg s &

- Withm the wiry grate 3

And tremble at th’ approqchmg ‘morn,,

Vv'lnch brings 11*1pendm<r fate. 2

If ¢’er thy breaft with freedom glow'd,
And fpurn’d a tyrant’s chain,

Let not thy {trong oppreflive force
A free-born moufe detain.

O! do not flain with guiltlefs b ood
Thy hofpitable hearth ; 5

Nox triumplt that thy wiles betray’d

“A prize fo little worth.

The fcatter’d gleanings of a feaft

My frugal meals fupply ; -

But if thine unrelenting heart
That flender boon deny,

The cheerful light, the vital air,
Are bleflimgs widely given ;

Let Nature’s commoners enjoy
The common gifts of  Heaven,

The well-taught philofophic mind ,
To all compaflion gives;
A

-~
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“Cafts round the world an eq/ual eye,
And fecls for all that lives.

If mind, as ancient fages taught,
A never dying flame,

Still thifts thre> matter’s various forms,
In every form the fame:

Beware, left in the worm you crufh,
A brother’s foul you find ;

And trembl¢, left thy lucklefs hand
Diflodge a kindred mind,

Or, if this tranfient gleam of day
Be all of life we fhare;

Let pity piead within thy breaft,
That little all to {pare. :

8o may thy hofpitable board
With health and peace be crown’d 3
And every charm of heart-felt eafe
Beneath thy reof be found.

So, when defbru&ion lurks unfeen,
Which men like mice may fhare ;
May fome kind angel clear thy path,
And break the hidden fare. _
Mgs. BaArgAvLp,

L
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ERIENDSHIP: : ALt
DISTILI’D amiidft the gloom of night,
Dark hangs the dew-drop on the thorn g
Till noticed by approaching light,.
It glitters in the {inile of morn.

- “Morn foon retires, her feeble power
The fun outbeams with genial day,

And gently, in’benignant hour,
Exhales the liquid pearl away.

Thus on Afflition’s fable bed
Deep forrows rife of {addeft hue;
Condenfing round: the mourner’s head,
They bathe the cheek with chilly dew.

Tho” pity thows her dawn from Heaven, -
When kind fhe points affiftance near :
To Friendthip’s fun alone *tis given, ;
Lo feothe'and dry the mourner’s teat.

S PeNROSE,

ODE TO TRUTH.

TRUTH, faireft virgin of the ﬂ:y,‘
With robes of light, and beaming eye,
And temples crown’d with day ;
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O thou, of all the cherub cheir,
Beft {kill’d to wake the fweetelt lyre,
And chaunt the fofteft lay.

By bim, ¥ who, 'midft his country’s.tears,
Undaunted heard warm Friendfhip’s fears,
 And {mil’d at racks and death ;
By Perfia’st turban’d heroes bold,
By all the Spartan chiefs of old,

That bow’d thy fhrine beneath ;

By holy Virtue’s veftal flame,

By lawell’d honour’s {plendid name,
And cheek bedimpled love;

O lift from thy majeftic head

“The veil that, o’cr its trefles {pread,
Thy fairy fingers wove!

Thee, chafte Religion’s virgin breaft,

And Hope with fair unruffled veft,
_Their lovely fifter hail ;

Simplicity, with lilied crown,

And Innocence, untaught to frown,
And Peacethat loves the vale.

* Regulus.
¢ ¢ Toride, to fhoot with the arrow, and to fpeak truth;>
werce the thiee principal ftudies of the Perfian youths.
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The demon that ilfufps t‘hyday,

And cafts upon its blen:ifh'd: ray
The poifon of his tongue;.

O bid him from thy dazzling fight

Shrink back into eternal night, _
His kindred fiends among ! iR

And in the horrors of his ftrain,

Let Difcord feck his yelling reign,
Nor haunt thy paths ferene;

While Guilt on ev'ry fullen wind

Starts pale, ‘and trembling from behind,
His wild and wizard mizn, i

T#en o’er thy flow’r-enamell’d way,
In ev'ry guilelefs frolic gay,
Shall {port poetic youth ; °
While Britain, raptur'd ar the found,’
$houts to her echoing fhores around,
Peace, Liberty, and Truth. Huxr,

s o o
.

THE HAPPY MAN.
HE’s not the happy man, to whom is given
A plentecus fortune by indulgent Heaven;
Whote gilded roofs on fhining columns ui.,
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And pamted walls enchant the gazer’s eyes : e
Whofe table flows with hofpitable cheer,
And =1l the various bounties of the year;-
W hofevallies fmile, whofe gardensbreathe the Spring,
* YWhofe carved mountains bleat; and forefts fing,’
For wnom the cooling fhade in Summer twines,
While his full cellars give their generous wines;
From whofe wide fields unbounded Autumn pours
A golden tide into his fwellmor ftores :
Whofe Winter Jaughs; for whom the liberal gales
Stretch the big fheet, and to;lmg commerce {2ils;
When yi€lding crowds attend and pleafure ferves,
While youth, and heaith, and vigour ftring his nerves,
Ee'n not all thefe, in one rich lot combin’d, #
Can make the happy man, without the Mind;
‘Where judgment fits, clear-fighted, and furveys
‘The chain of reafon, with unerring gaze;
Vhere Fancy lives, and to the brightening eyes, ,
His fairer fcenes and bolder figures rife ;
Where focial love exerts her-foft command,
« And plays the paflions with a tender hand ;
YWhence every virtue ftows, in rival firife,
And "il ‘L‘w moral harmony of life.
Nor can&k thou, Doddington, this trith decliney-
Thine is the fortune, and the mind is thine.
THOMSON,
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CONTENT A PASTORAL- : 5

O’ER moorlands ‘atid motntains, rude, . barren, and
bare,«Ziks i ¥ Riafier 4 Fasn 1aid
As wxldel d and weary’d T .roam, : s
A gentle young ﬂlep‘leu cfs f'ees my de‘pau’, "
And leads, me o'er lawns to hur hcme. 0 .
AL o N
Yellow fheaves from rich Ceves her cottage had
© crown’d, §
Green ruthes were fh ew’d on her floor: "
Her cafement, fweet woodbmcs crept wantonlj round,

And deck’ d the fod-feats af her door. ’

We fate ourfelves down to a cooling repaft,
Frefh fruits! and fhe cull’d me the beft ;

While thrown frommy guard by fome g O'Ianccs the caft,
Love flily f’cole into my breait !.

L told my foft wifhes ; fhe fweetly reply’d,
(Ye virgins; her voice was divine!) :

€ Dve rich ones rejeted, and great ones deny’d,
“ But take me, fond thepherd—I"m thine,”

Her 2ir was {o modeft, her a.‘)e& {o meek,
So ﬁmp]e, yet {weet,- were her charms !

1 kifs’d the ripe rofes that glow’d on her cheek,
And lock’d the dear maid in my arms,

H

S e SSR
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Soon as the ev’ nmg fhades prevaily

The moon. takes up the wond rous tale
And, nightly, to the tist’ ‘ning ear vth,
Repeats the ftory ; of her birth :

Whiltt all the ftars that round her bum,
And all the planets in thexr turn,
Confirm the tLdmgs as they roll,

And fpread. the truth from pole to polca

What though, in folemn filence, all
Move round the dark terreftrial ball?
What tho’ nor real voice nor found,

Amid their radiant orbs be found !

In Reafon’s ear they all rejoice,
And utter forth a glorious voice,

‘For ever finging as they fhine—

¢« The hand that made us is Divine."*
' ADDISON.

THE IGNORANCE OF MAN.

BEHOLD, yon new-born infant, griev’d
With huncrer, thirft, and pain,

That atks to have the wants reliev’d,
It knows not to complam.
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Aloud the fpeechlefs fupphant cr1es,
And utters, as it can,

The woes that in it’s bofom rxfe,
And fpeak it’s nature—Man,

That infant, whofe advancing hour
Life’s various f{orrows try,

(Sad proof of Sin’s tranfmiiffive pow'r !)
That infant, Lord! am I,

A childhood yet my thoughts confefs,
Tho’ long in years mature,

Unknowing whence I feel diftrefs,
And where, or whatit’s cure.

Author of Good! to thee I turn:
Thy ever wakeful eye

Alone can all my wants difcern,
Thy hand alone fupply.

O let thy fear within me dwell,
Thy love my footfteps guide ;
‘That love fhall vainer loves expel,
That fear all fears befide,

H3
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And O! by Error’s force fubdu’d,
Since oft my ftubborn will,
Prepofterous, fhuns the latent good,

And grafps the fpecious il ;
7

Not to my with, but to my want,
Do thou thy gifts apply : ‘
Unafk’d, what good thou knoweft grant ;
What ill, tho® afk’d, deny.

MERRICK.

-

INSCRIPTION FOR A RILL.

. AH! not in vain we filver rills

From molly fountains flow :
Who brawling down the vocal hills,
Leave mortals as we go,

Pictur’d in us, may mortals fee,
In our inceffant ftrife,

The toils of drear ob;‘éurity-—-
"The toils of mortal life. . 7
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Faft, faft we run, ne’er to return, A
Like time that ever flies 5

- Thy fate with us, O man! then mourn,

Ax}d mo}gming be thou wife,

Tho’ fretting on, our courfe we gain,’l
Like poor ‘contentious pride,

Yet all our toil is not in vain,
We fwell the river’s tide,

From us,Alone travellers of the dale,
O be it underftood,
“How e’en the lowlieft in fife’s véle %
May aid the common grpiod i
BIDLAKE,

HYMN FOR MORNING,

SEE the ftar that leads the day,
Rifing thoots a golden ray,

To make the thades of darknefs go
From heaven above andearth below 3
And warn us early with the fight,
To leave the beds of hlent night ;
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From an heart fincere and found
From its very deepeft ground :
Send devotion up on high, .

. Wing’d with heat to reach the'fky.

See the time for fleep has run,
Rife before, or with the fun :
Lift thy hands, and humbly pray
The fountain of eternal day ;
That, as the light, ferenely fair,
Illuftrates all the traéts of air ;

- ‘The facred fpirit {fo may reft,

With quickening beams upon thy breaft ;
And kindly clear it all within,

From darker blemifhes of fin 5

And fhine with grace, until we view

The realm it gilds with glory toc.

See the day that dawns inair,
Brings along its toil and care:

 From the lap of Night it {prings,

With heaps of bufinefs on its wings 3
Prepare to meet them in a mind,
That bows fubmiffively refign’d ;

. That would to works appointed fall,

‘That knows that God has order’d all.

And whether, with a fmall repalt,
We break the fober morning faft;

-~
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Or in our ;tlgolights and houfes lay
‘The future methads of't‘he day ;

Or early walk ab;pad to meet

Our bmme"s with induftrious feet.s
W ngge ef ,we think, whate’er we do,
His glory ftill be kept in view,

O, Giver of Eternal Bfs,
Grant, heavenly Father! grant nie this ;
Grant it all, as well as me,
All whofe hearts, are fix’d on thee ;
Who revere thy fon above,
Who thy facged‘fpxr_lt love.

PARNELL,

‘HYMN FOR NOON.

THE fun'is {wiftly mounted high,
It glitters in the fouthern fky;

Its beams with force and g_lory beat,
And fruitful earth is flI'd with heat,
Father ! alfo with thy fire

Warm the cold, the dead defire,,
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And mike the facred love of theee #
Within my foul, a fun to me.

Let it fhine fo fairly bright, '

That nothing elfe be took forlight ;
That worldly charms be feen’to fade,
And in its luftre find a fhade;

Let it ftrongly fhine within,

"To fcatter all the clouds of fin,

"That drive when gufts of paflions rife,
And intercept it from our eyes,

Let its glory more than vie -

With the fun that lights the fky,

Let it [wiftly- mount in air,

Mount with that and leave it there;
And foar with more afpiring flight,
To realms of everlafting light.

" ‘Thus while here I'm forc’d to be,

I daily with to live with thee;
And feel that union which thy love
Will, after death, complete above,
From my foul I fend my prayer,
Great Creator; bow thing ear;

~ Thou, for whofe propitious fway

The world was taught 'to fee the day;
Who {pake the word, and earth begun,
And fhew’d its beauties in the fun;
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With pleafure I thy creatures view,
And would with crood aﬁe&xon too ;
Good affe€tion fweetly free,
Loofe from them, and move to thee;
O! teach ‘me due 1etu1ns to give, -
And to thy glory et me live ; : 3
And then my days fhall thine the more, ;
Or pafs more bleffed than before, -
| o PARNELL,

HYMN FOR EVENING.
THE beam repelling mifts arife,
And Evening {preads obfcurer fkies
The twilight will the night forerun,
And night itfelf be foon begun.
Upon thy knees devoutly bow,

And pray the God of Glory now,

To fill thy breaft, 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 bleft,
With {weet refrefhment in their reft §
Or whether {pirits in the brain

Difpel their foft embrace again ;
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And on my watcliful bed I ﬂay, ‘ '
F orfook by’ ﬂgep, and” W'u’cmg day 3%
Be God for ever in my vxew,
And never he forfake mé'’ o S
But fill'as day concludes in night, G
To break again the new-born light;
“His wond'rotis bomﬁ’ty let me find,
With ftill a more’ enllght’en d mmd
When grace and love in one agree,
Grace from God and love from me ;
Grace that will from Heaven infpire,
Love that fteals it in defire :
f5race and love that mingle beam‘:
And fill me with increafing flames.
Thou that haft thy palace far
Above the moon and every ftar,
Thou that fitteft on a throne : :
To which the night was never knéwn,
Regard my voice and make me bleft,
By kindly granting its requeft ;
If thoughts on thee my foul employ,
My darknefs will afford me joy
Till thou fhalt call, and I fhall foar,
And part with darknefs evermore.

PARNELL,

-



’

THE NURSERY GARLAND. s,

TO MY, SOUL.
¥ROM CHAUCER. g

FAR from mankind, my weary foul retire,

Still follow truth, contentment ftill defire.

Who climbs on high, at ‘beft his weliknefs thews,
Who rolls in riches, all to Fortune OVFes.
Read well thyfelf and mark thy early ways,
Vain is the Mufe, and Enyy waits on Praife.

Wav’ring as winds the 'bleath of fortune };Iows,
No power can turn it, and no pray’rs compofe,
Deep in fome hermit’s {olitary cell,

Repofe, and eafe, and contemplation dwell.
Let confcience guide thee in the days of need;

Judge well thy own, and then thy neighbour’s deed,

What Heav’n beftows with thankful eyes receive;
Firft afk thy heart, and then thro’ faith believe,
Slowly we wander o’er a toilfome way,

Shadows of life, and pilgrims of a day.

¢ Who wreftles in this world, receives a fall;

¢ Look up on high, and thank thy God for ali1”’

HARTE.



%6 THE NURSERY GARLAND.

VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS.
' PARAPHRASED.

' CREATOR Spirit, by wholfe aid
The world’s foundations firlt were laid,
Come vifit every pious mind,

Come pour thy joys on human kind;
From fin and forrow fet us free,
And make thy temples worthy thee.

O Source of uncreated light,”
The Father’s promis’d Paraclete!,
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire,

~ Our hearts with heavenly love infpire;
Come, and thy facred unétion bring
To fanétify us, while we fing.

Plenteous of grace, defcend from high,

Rich in thy fevenfold energy'!

Thou ftrength of his Almighty hand,

Whofe power does heayen and earth command 3
Proceeding Spirit, our defence, ;

Who doft the gift of tongues difpenfe,

And crown’ft the gift with eloquence.

Refine and purge our earthly parts;

But, oh, inflame.and firg our hearts!
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Our frailties help, our vice controul,
Submit the fenfes to the foul;

And when rebellious they are grown,
Then lay thy hand, and hold them down.

Chafe from our minds th’ infernal foe,
And peace, the fruits of love, beftow; !
And, left our feet thould ftep aftray,
Protect and guide us in the way.

Make us eternal truths receive,
And practice all that we believe :
Give us thyfelf, that we may fee
The Father, and the Son, by thee.

Ymmortal honour, endlefs fame,

Attend th’ Almighty Father’s name;

The Saviour Son be glorify’d,

Who for loft man’s ;'edemption dy’d :

And equal adoration be,

Eternal Paraclete, to thee. . - DRYDEN.

AGAINST IDLENESS AND MISCHIEF,

HOW doth the little bufy bee
Improve each fhining hour,
12
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And gather honey all the day.
From ev’ry op’ning flow'r 1

How fkilfully fhe builds her cellt
How neat fhe fpreads the wax!

And labours hard to fore it well
With the {weet food fhe makes.

In works of labour, or of fkill,
I would be bufy too;
For Satan finds fome mifchief #ill

- For idle hands to do.

In books, or work, or healthful play,”
Let my firft years be paft,
That T may give for every day
Some good account at laft,
WarTs,.

WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT IN A
THUNDER STORM.

LET coward Guilt, with pallid Fear,

.. ‘
To fhelt’ring caverns fiy,

And juftly dread the vengeful fate-

That thunders through the fky.
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Protected by that hand whofe law
The threat’ning ftorms obey,
Intrepid Virtue fmiles fecure,
As in the blaze of day.

In the thick cloud’s tremendous gloom,
The lightning’s lurid glare,

It views the {ame all-gracious Pow’r
That breathes the vernal air,

Through Nature’s ever-varying {cene,
By different ways purfued,

The cne eternal end of Heaven
Is univerfal good.

With like beneficent efedt
O’er flaming ather glows,

As when it tunes the linnet’s voice,
Or blufhes in the rofe.

By reafon taught to {corn thofe fears
That vulgar minds moleft,
Let no fantaftic terrors break

My dear Narciffa’s reft.

Thy life may all the tend’reft care
Of Providence defend s
13
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And delegated angels round
Their guardian wings extend!

When thro’ creation’s vaft expanfe
 The laft dread thunders roll,
Untune the concord of the fpheres,
And fhake the rifing foul ;

Unmov’d may’ft thou the final florm’
Of jarring worlds ﬁ_ercy;
‘That uthers in the glad ferene

Of everlafting day !

Miss CARTER.

THE BEGGAR’s PETITION.

PITY the forrows of a poor old man,
Whofe trembling limbs have borne him to your
door;
Whofe days are dwindled to the fhorteft fpan;
Oh'! give relief, and Heaven will blefs your ftore.

Thefe tatter’d clothes my poverty befpeak,
Thefe hoary locks proc-laim my lengthen’d years ;
And many a furrow in' my grief-worn cheek '
Has been the channel te a flood of tears.

Yon houfe ereéted on the rifing ground,
With tempting afpe drew me from the road;
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For Plenty there a refidence has 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 from the door,
To feek a fhelter in an humble fhed.

O! take me to your hofpitable dome;

Keen blows the wind and piercing is the cold i
Short is my paffage to the friendly tomb!

For I am poor, and miferably old.

Should I reveal the fources of my grief,
If foft humanity e’er touch’d your breaft,
Your hands would not with-hold the kind relicf,
And tears of pity would not be repreft.

Heaven fends misfortunes—why fhould we repine ?
"Tis Heaven has brought me to the ftate you fee;
And your condition may be foon like mine—
The child of forrow and of mifery.

A little farm was my paternal lot

Then like the lark I {prightly hail’d the morn ;
But ah! oppreflion torc’d me fiom my cot,

My cattle died, and blighted was my corn.
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My daughter, once the comfort of my age,
Lur’d by a villain from her native bome,
Is caft abandon’d on the world’s wide flage ;

And doom’d in fcanty poverty to roam.

My tender wife, fweet foother of my care!
Struck with fad anguifh at the ftern decree,
Fell, lingering fell, a viétim to defpair,
And left the world to wretchednefs and me.

Pity the forrows of a poor old man,
Whofe trembling limbs have borne him to your
door, |
Whofe days are dwindled to the fhorteft fpan,
Oh! give relief, and Heaven will blefs your ftore.
Moss.

MAY MORNING.
NOW the bright moming ftar, day’s harbinger,
Comes dancing from the eaft, and leads with her
The flow’ry May, who from her green lap throws
The yellow cowflip, and the pale primrofe,
Hail, bounteous May ! that doft infpire
Mirth and Youth, and warm Defire:
Woods and groves are of thy dreffing, -
Hill and dale doth boaft thy bleffing.
Thus we falute thee with cur early fong,
" welcome thee, and with theelong, MILTON,
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ODE TO CONTENT. -

O THOU, the Nymph with placid eye ;
O feldom found, yet ever nigh,
Receive my temp’rate vow :
Not all the ftorms ‘that fhake the pole
Can e’er difturb thy balcyon. foul,
And finooth unalter’d brow.

O come in fimpleft veft array’d,

_ With all thy fober cheer difplay’d,
To blefs my longing fight ;

Thy mien compos’d; thy even pace,

Thy meek regard, thy matron grace;
And chalh. fubdu’d delight.

No more by varying paffions beat,

O gently guide my pilgrim feet
To find thy hermit-cell ;

Where in fome pure and equal tky,

Beneath thy foft indulgent eye,
The modeft virtues dwell.

Simplicity, in attic velt,
And 1 Innocence, with candid breaft,
And clear undaunted eye;

95
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‘ And Hope, who points to diftant 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 Patience there, thy fifter meek,
Prefents her mild unvarying cheek,

To meet the cffer’d blow,

Her influence taught the Phrygian fage,
A tyrant mafter’s wanton rage
With fettled fmiles to meet :
Thur’d to toil and bitter bread,
He bow’d his meek fubmitted head,
And kifs’d thy fainted feet.

But thou, O nymph, retir’d and coy !

In what brown hamlet doft thou joy
 Totell thy tender tale?

The lowlieft children of the ground,

Mofs-rofe, and violet bloffom round,

And lily of the vale. -



THE NURSERY GARLAND, = 95

O fay what foft propitious hour

T beft may choofe to hail thy power,
And court thy gentle fvay !

When Autumn, friendly to the Mufe,

Shall thy own modeft tints diffufe,
And fhed 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 €’er thy choice,

Oft let me hear thy foothing voice,
Low whifp’ring thro’ the fhade.

Mgrs. BARBEAULD.,

b

THE GARDEN WINDOW.,

HERE, Amanda, gently bepding,
Sweetly penfive, loves to lean

O’er the groves, her fight extending -
Thro’ the walks that fheot between,

Plac’d, fays fhe, within this window
Screen’d, I diftant charms furvey,
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' Taught b}j poor, deceiv’d Olindo,
Nothing’s fafe that looks too gay.

Here, I view, in foften’d fhadines,
Am’rous flow’r to flow’t incline,

Too remote to moutn their fadings,

" When with hanging heads they pine,

Here T finell the fragrant breezes,
Safe from evening’s chilly blaft ;
Here the noon-day fun-thine pleafes,

Fearlefs when "twill overcaft.

Hence I hear the tempeft rifing,
See the grovey greatnefs fhake,

Ev'ry diftant ill defpifing,
While 1 every good partake.

So commanding Life’s gay garden,
Let me thornlels wear the rofe ;

Choice like mine let Fafhion pardon,
Tafting charms, but thunning woes,

Hirw,
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TO-MORROW.

TO-MORROW, didft thou fay!
Methought T heard Horitio fa);, To-motrow !

Go to—I will not hear of it—To-morrow!
"Tis a tharper, who ftakes his penury

Againit thy plenty—who takes thy ready cafh,
And pays thee nought, but withes, hopes, and pros
mifes, :

The currency of ideots. Injurious bankrupt,
That gulls the eafy creditor ! To-morrov!
It is a period no where to be found
In all the hoary regifters of time, ;

Unlefs pefchance in the fool’s calendar,

Wifdom difclaims 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 ftuff as dreams are; and bafelefs
As the fantaftic vifions of the evening. ;
But foft, my friend, arreft the prefent moments 2

For be affur’d they all are arrant tell-tales

And tho their flight be filent, and their path track.

lefs '
As the wing’d couriers of the atrg
They poft to Heaven, and there record thy folly—
K
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Becaufe, tho’ ftation’d on th” important watch,

. Thou, like a fleeping, faithlefs centinel,

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

And know, for that thou ﬂumber’dﬁ on the guard, -

Thou fhalt be made to anfwer at the bar

For every fugitive: and when thou thus

Shalt ftand impleaded at the high tribunal

Of hood-wink’d Juftice, who fhall tell thy audit ?
Then ﬂay the prefent inftant, dear Horatio; -

Imprint the marks of wifdom on its wings :

*Tis of more wouith than kingdoms! far more pre-

cious

Than all the crimfon treafures of life’s fountain!

0! let it not elude thy grafp, but, like

"Fhe good old patriarch upon record,

Hold the ficet angel faft, until he blefs thee.

CoTTON,

THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS.

‘THE midnight moon ferenely fimiles
O’er Nature’s foft repofe ;
No low’ring cloud obfcures the fky,
Nor rffling tempeft blows. /s
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‘Now every' paffion finks to reft,
The throbbing heart lies ftill ;
And varying fchemes of life no more
Diftract the lab’ring will.

In filence hufh’d, to Reafon’s voice,
Acttends each mental pow’r ;

Come, dear Amelia, and enjoy
Reflettion’s fav’rite hour,

Come, while the peaceful {cene invites,
Let’s fearch this ample round,

Where thall the lovely fleeting form -
Of Happinef(s be found?

Does it amid the frolic mirth
Of gay allemblies dwell ;
Or hide beneath the folemn gloom,

That fhades the hermit’s cell ?

How oft the laughing brow of joy
A fick’ning heart conceals !

And, thro’ the cloifter’s deep recefs,
Invading forrow fteals.

In vain, thro> beauty, fortune, wit,
The fugitive we trace ;
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At dwells not in the faithlefs fmile,
' That brightens Clodio’s face,

Perhaps the joy to thefe deny’d,
The heart in friendfhip finds s

Ah! dear delyfion, gay conceit
Of vifionary minds !

Howe er our varying notions rove,
Yet all agree in one,

To place its being in'fome ftate,
At diftance from ourown.

O blind to each indulgent aim,
Of power fupremely wife,

Who fancy Happinefs in ought
The Hand of Heaven denies !

Vain is alike the joy we feck,
And vain what we poffefs,

Unlefs harmonious Reafon tunes
The paffions into peace.

To temper’d withes, juft defires,
Is happinefs confin’d ;
And, deaf to Folly’s call, atfends

The mufic of the mind, o
CARTER,
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THE ROSE.

HOW fair is therofe! what a beautiful flow’r!
The Glory of Apriland 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 boaft,
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,
Tho’ they bloom and look gay like the rofe:

But all our fond care to preferve them is vain j
Time kills them as faft as he goes.

Then I'll not be proud of my youth or my beauty,
Since both of them wither and fade ;
But gain a good name by well doing my duty;
This will {cent like a rofe when I'm dead.
WaTTs,

Kg
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"ODE TO SPRING.

YOUTH of the year, delightful Spring?
Thy bleft return on genial wing
Infpires my languid lays :
No more I fleep in floth fupine,
When all creation at thy fhrine
Its annual tribute pays;

Efcap’d from Winter’s freezing pow’r,

Kach bloflom greets thee, and each flow’r ;
And, foremoft of the train,

By Nature, artlefs handmaid, dreft,

The {fnow-drop comes in lily’d veft,
Prophetic of thy reign.

The lark now ftrains her tuneful throat,

And ev'ry loud and fprightly note
Calls echo %rom his cell:

Be warn’d, ye maids, that liften round,

A beauteous nymph became a found—
The nymph whe lov’d too well.

The bright-hair’d {un, with warmth benign,
Biés tree, and fhrub, and fwelling vine,

Their infant buds dii‘p]xy;
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Again the ftreams refrefh the plains,
Which Winter bound in icy chains,
And fparkling blels his ray,

Life-giving zephyrs breathe around,
And inftant glows th” enamell’d ground,
With Nature’s varied hue;
Not fo returns our youth decay’dy’
Alast nor air, nor fun, nor fhade,
The {prings of life renew!
The fun’s too quick revolving beam
Apace diffolves the human dreans,
And brings th’ appointed hour;
Too late we catch the parting ray,
And mourn the idly wafted day
No longer in our power. '

Then happieft he, whofe lengthen’d fight -
Purfues, by virtue’s conftant light,
A hope beyond the fkies ;
Where frowning -Winter ne’er fhall came,
But rofy Spring for ever bloom,
And funs eternal rife, (
- Miss CarTER,
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by S

THE PRISON.

O, WELCOME Debtor ! in thefe walls,
Thy cares, and joys, and loves forego j
Approach; a brather Debtor calls,
‘And join the family of Woe

~ Did Fortune with her frowning brow
Thy lateand early toils withftand ?
Or Slander firike the fatal blow,
- Or griping Us’ry’s iron hand ?

Say, does a wife, to want confign’d,

While weeping babes furround her bed,
Peep thro’ and fee the fetters bind

Thofe hands, that earn’d their daily bread ?

Does the in vain, on knees that bend,
The marble heart of Wealth implore ?
Breathlefs purfue fome flying friend,
Or beat in vain the clofing door?

Look up, and fhare our feanty meal ;
For us fome brighter hours may flow 5 *
$ome angel break thefe bolts of fteel, 5

For Howard marks and feels our woe.
Darwix,
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TO THE EVENING STAR.

BRIGHT eye of penfive Eve ! refplendent orby
That ¢*er the mifty mountains thineft clear ; '
Like a rich gem, '
Upon an Athiop’s brow !

Thy lamp ferene, my now benighted fteps
Dirett to that bleft fpot where dwells my fairs
Twin rivals who can boaft
More bright, more pure than thee.

For not thy lovely light, that kindly cheers
The fullen frown of unpropitious Night,
Is half fo {weet as truth,
That beams in beauty’s eyess

Not all the little waking elves, that rife
From out their rofy buwers of velvet buds,
Where they had flept the day,
To dance thy rays beneath,

Feel fuch delight as does this breaft, when thou
With radiant luftre thew’ft the happy hour,
That leads from {cenes of care

To fill domeftic blifs,
BIDLAKEs
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. ON DIVINE POETRY.

IN Nature’s golden Age, when new-born Day,
Array’d the fkies, and 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 1priﬁg,

The Mufe, by Heaven infpir'd, began to fing z_
Defcending angels in harmonious lays,

Taught the firft happy pair their Maker’s praife.
Such was the facred art—We now deplore

‘The Mufe’s lofs, fince Eden was no more.

When Vice from hell rear’d upits hydra-head,
Th’ affrighted maid, with chafte Aftreea fled,
~ And fought proteétion in her native fky;

In vain the heathen [Nine her abfence would fupply.
Yet tofome few, whofe dazzling virtues flione

In ages paft, herheavenly charms were known.
Hence learn’d the Bard, ina lofty ftrains to tell
How patient Virtue triumph’d over hell ;

Ana lience the chief, whe led the chofen race
Thro’ parting feas, deriv’d his fongs of praife:
She gave the raptrous ode, whofe ardent lay,
Sings female force, and vanquifh’d Sifera;

She tun’d to pious notes the Plalmift’s lyre, 5
And filled Ifaiah’s breéaft with more than Pindar’e

fire ! HucHrs,
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HUMAN FRAILTY.

WEAK and irrefolute is man ;
The purpofe of to-day,

Woven with pains into his plan,
‘T'o-morrow rends away.

The bow well-bent, and fmart the {pring,
Vice {eems ah‘eddy flain!

But Paffion rudely fnaps the fring,
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 avoyage of awful length,
And dangers little known,

A ftranger to fuperior ftrength,
Man vainly trufts his own,
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But oars alone can ne’er prcvanl
To reach the diftant coaﬁ
The breath of deaven muﬁ fwell the fail,

Or all the toil is loﬁ
: COWPER:

ON LOVE OF PRAISE,

OF all the {prings within the mind,
Which prompt her fteps in Fortune’s maze,
From none more pleafing aid we find, :
* Than from the genuine love of praife,

Nor any partial, private end,

Such rev’rence to the'public bears;
Nor any paffion, Virtue’s friend,

So like 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 fucceeds ?

But not the echo on the voice
More, than on Virtue, praife dependsy
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To which, of courle, its real price;
-The judgment of the praifer lends.

If praife then with religious awe
From the {ole perfect judge be fought,
A nobler aim, a purer law,
Nor pueﬂ nor baxd, nor fage hath taught.

- With which in character the fame,
Tho” in an humbler {phere it lies,
I count that foul of human fame,
The fuffrage of the good and wife.
' AKENSIDE,

ODE TO SLEEP.

SOFT fleep, profoundly pleafing power,

Sweet patron of the peaéeful hour,

O liften from thy calm abode,

And hither wave thy magic rod!

Extend thy filent foothing fway,

And charmthe canker Care away,
L
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'Whether thou lov’fkto glide along,

Attended by an airy throng

Of gentle dreams and {miles of joys
Such asadorn the wanton boy 5
Or to the monarch’s fancy bring

~ Delights that better fuitaking:

The glittering hoft, ‘the groaning plain,
The clang of arms, a nd victor’s train.
Or thould a milder vifion pleafe,
Prefent the happy fcenes of peace;
Plump Autumn, blufhing all around,
Rich Induftry with toil embrown’d,
Content, with brow ferenely gays, '
And genial Art’s refulgent ray.
: SMOLLETT.

ODE ON SCIENCE.

OH' heavenly-born! in deepeft cells

If faireft Science ever dwells
Beneath the mofly cave;

Indulge the verdure of the woods ;

With azure beauty gild the floods, "
And flowery carpets lave. .
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For melancholy ever reigns,

Delighted in the fylvan {cenes
With fcientific light,

‘While Dian, huntrefs of the vales,

' Seeks lulling founds and fanning gales,

Tho> wrapt from mortal fight.

Yet goddefs, yet the way explore,

With magic rites and heathen lore
Obftruted and deprefs’d;

Till Wildom give the facred Nine

Untaught, not uninfpir’d to fhine,
By Reafon’svpower redrefs’d.

When Solon and Lycurgus taught

To moralize the human thought
Of mad Opinion’s maze,

To erring zeal they gave new laws,

Thy charms, O Liberty, the caufe,
That blends congenial rays,

Bid bright Aftrzea gild the morn,
Or bid an hundred fons be born,
To hecatomb the year ;

2 ‘
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Without thy aid, in vain the poles,
In vain the Zodiac {yftem rolls,
In vain the lunar fphere,

Come, faireft princefs of the thfong,
_ Bring fwift Philofophy along
In metaphyfic dreams ;
While raptur’d bards no more behold
A vernal age of vp‘urer gold,
In Heliconian ftreams.
SWIFT,.

THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER,

FATHER of alll in every age,
In ev’ry clime ador’d,
"By faint, by favage, and by fage,
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord !

Thou great Firft Caufe, leaft underftood ;
Who all my fenfe confin’d

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

Yet gave me, in this dark eftate, Vi

To fce the good from ill ;



THE NURSERY GARLAND.

And, binding Nature faft i in Fate, 12

Left ﬁee the human will.

. What Confcience dictates to be done,
Or warns me not to do, .
This teach me more than hell to fhun,
That more than heaven purfue.

What bleflings thy free bounty gives
Let 'me not caft away,
For God is paid when man receives—

I’ enjoy is to obey.

Yet not to earth’s contraéted fpan
Thy goodnefs let me bound, ~
Or thin k thee Lord alane of man,

When thoufaud worlds are round.

Let not this weak unknowing hand
Plemme thy Bolts to throw,
And deal damnation round the l:md

On each I judge thy foe.

5 .

1f I-am right, thy grace impart,
Still in the right to ftay :

If I am wrong, oh, teach my heart

To find that better way!
Lj
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' Save me alike ﬂom foolifh pride,
Or impious difcontent, ;
At aught thy wifdom has deny’d,
Or é.ug;ht thy goodnefs lent.

Teach me to feel another’s woe,
To hide the fault I fee; |

That merey I to others fhew,
That mercy fhew to me.

Mean tho’ T am, not wholly fo,
Since quicken’d by thy breath ;

O, lead me wherefoe’er T go,
Thro’ this day’s life or death.

This day, be bread and peace my lot ;
All elfe beneath the fun,

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

To thee whofe temple is all {pace,
Whofe altar, earth, fea, fkies!
One chorus let al] beings raife !
All Nature’s incenfe rife!
' Porz,
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THE WAY TO HAPPINESS.
HOW long, ye miferable blind, 5 ¥
~ Shall idle dreams engage your mind;
How long the Paffions make their flight - :
At empty fhadows of delight?

No more in paths of error firay,

The Lord thy Jefus is the way, -
The {pring of happinefs, and where
Should men feek happinefs, 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.
He laid afide his radiant crown;

And love for mankind brought him down
" To thirft and hunger, pain and woe,
To wounds, to death itfzif below;
And hg, that fuffer’d thefe alone

For all the world, defpifes mone.

To bid the foul, that’s fick, be clean,
To bring the loft to life azain ;

To comfort thofe that grieve for ill,
Is his peculiar goodnefs fill.

And, as the thoughts 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 phrafe

That fpeaks your blifs with greater graife)
Who mofl obedient to thycall,

Leaving pleafuxes,. leaving all,

With hear t, with {oul, with flrength mclme,

. O fweeteft Jefu! to be thine.

Who know thy will, obferve thy ways,
And in thy fervice fpend their days:
Ev'n death, that feems to fet them free,

But bring them clofer ftill to thee.

PARNELL.

RESIGNATION.

O GOD, whofe thunders fhake the fky,

Whofe eye this atom globe furveys;

To thee, my only rock, I fly,

Thy mercy in'thy juftice praife.

Thy myftic mazes of thy will,

The fhadows of celeftial light,

Are paft the power of human fkill—

But what th’ Eternal atts is right.
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© teach me in the trying hour,

When anguith fwells the dewy tear,

~To &ill my forrows, own thy power,
Thy goodnefs love, thy juftice fear.

If in this bofom ought but Thee

Encroaching fought a boundlefs {way,

Omnifcience could the dahger {ee,
And Mercy look the caufe away.

Then Why, my foul, doft thou complaify
Wy drooping feek the dark recefs 2

Shake off the melanchely chainy
For God created all to blefs.

But ah! my breaft is human fill—
The rifing figh, the falling tear,
My languid vitals feeble rill
‘The ficknefs of my foul declare.

But yet with fortitude refign’d,
I’ll thank th® InfliCter of the blow;
qub id the figh, compofe my mind,
Nor let the gufh of mis’ry flow.

The gloomy mantle of the night,

Which on my finking {pirit fteals,

117
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W/l vanifh at the morn ing light,
Which Ged, my Eaft, my Sun reveals. .

CHATTER’I‘ON. ;

ON THE DEITY

WRETCHED mankind! void of both ftrength and
{kill,

Dext’rous at nothincr but at éloing il
In merit humble, in pretenfions high,
; Among them none, alas! more weak than I,
And none more blind : tho® fill I wor thlefs thouch*
The beft I ever fpoke, or ever wrote.

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

Yet fuch the fubjeét, various, and {o high,
Stupendous wonders of the Deity !
Miraculous effelts, of boundlefs power!
And that as boundlefs goodnefs fhining mere !
All thefe {o numberlefs my thoughts attend,
Oh, where fhall I begin, or ever end?

But on that theme which ev’n the wife abufe,
So facred, fo fublime, and f{o abftrufe }
Abruptly to break off, wants no excufe.
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While others vainly firive to know the more,

Let me in filent reverence adore;

Withing that human power were higher rais’d,
Only that thine might be more nobly prais’d!
'3

Thrice happy angels in their high degree,
Created worthy of extolling thee !

113

SHEFFIELD DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM:

THE GARLAND.
THE pride of every grove I chofe,
The violet fweet and lily fair,
The dappled pink, and bluthing rofe,
To de¢k my charming Chloe’s hairs

At morn the nymph vouch{af’d to place
Upon her brow the various wreath ;
The flowers lefs blooming than her face,

The fcent lefs fragrant than her breath.

The flowers the wore along the day:
And every nymph and thepherd faid,

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

Undreft at evening, when fhe found
Their odour Joft, their colours paft;
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She chang’d her look, and on the ground
Her Garland and her eye fhe caft.

That eye dropt fenfe, diftin& and clear,
. As any Mule’s tongue could fpeak;
When from its lid a pearly tear -
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek

Diffembling what T knew too well,
“ My love, my life,” faid I, < explain
This change of humour: prythee tell;
That falling tear—what does it mean »*

She figh’d; fhe fmil’ds and to the flowers
Pomtmg, the lovely Moralift faid 5

§¢ See, friend, in fome few ﬂeetmg hours,
See yonder, what a change is made!

¢ \Ah me! the blooming pride of May,
And that of Beauty, are but one!

At morn both flourifh bright and gay;
Both fade at evening, pale, and gone,

¢ At dawn poor Stella danc’d and fung ;
The amorous youth around her bow’ ¢
At night her fatal knell was rung ;
I faw, and kifs’d her in her fhrowd,
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¢ Such as lie is, who died to day;
‘Such I, alas! may be to-morrows |
&o, Damon, bid thy Mufe difplay
"The juftice of thy Chloe’s forrow.>>
Prior,

THE HUSBANDMAN's MEDITATION IN
THE FIELDS. ;

-

WITH teilfome fteps when I purfue,

D'er breaking clods, the plonghfhare’s way,
Yord, teach my mental eye to view

My native diffoluble clay. ‘

And when with feed T firew the earth,
To thee all praifes let me g:ive,
Whafe hands prepar’d me for the birtl,
Whbfe breath inform’d, and bade me live.
Pleas’d ¥ behold the ftately ftem,
Support his bearded honour’s load ;
Thus, Lord, fuftain’d by thee I came
To manhoad, thro’ youth’s dapgerous road.,

M
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Purging from noxious herbs the grain,
Oh! may I learn to purge my mind
From fin, rank weed of deepeft ftain,
Nor leave one baneful root behind,
When blight deftroys the opening ear,
Life, thus replete with various woe,
Warns me to thun, with ftudious care,
Pride, my moft deadly latent foe. -

When harveft comes, the yellow crop
Prone to the reaper’s fickle yields ;
And I beneath Death’s {cythe muft drop,
And foon or late forfake thefe fields.

When future crops, in filent hoards,
Sleep for awhile, to fervice dead ;

Thy emblem this, Oh Grave! affords
The path of life, which all muft tread.

Avon.
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A THOUGHT IN A GARDEN.

DELIGHTFUL manfion! bleft retreat,
Where all is filent, all is (weet !
Here Con.t;emplation prunes her wings,
The raptur’d Mufe niore fweetly fings,
While May leads on the cheerful hours,
And opens a new world of flowers, /
. Gay Picii‘m‘e here all dreffes WEArs,
And in a thoufand fhapes appears. 3
Pur{u’d by Faucy, how fhe roves
-Thro’ airy walks, and mufeful groves;
Springs in each plant and bloffom’d tree,
And charms in all T hear and f{ee !

In this Elyfium while I ftray,

And Nature’s faireft face furvey,

Earth {eems new-bern, and life more bright ;
Time fteals away, and fooths his flight,
And Thought’s bewilder’d in delight.
Where are the crowds I faw of late,?
What are thofe tales of Europe’s fate?

Of marching armies, diltant wars ;

Of fations and domeftic jars ?

Sure thefe are la(k night’s dreams, no more 3
Or fome romance, read lately o’er;

M 2
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' Like Homer’s antique tale of Troys,
And powers confederate to deftroy
Priamy’s prond Houfe, the Dardan name, -
With him that fole the ravifhd dame,
And to poffefs another’s right,

Durft the whole world to arms excite.
Come, gentle fleep, my eye-lids clofe,
Thefe dull impreflions help me lofc.
Let Fancy take her wing, and find
Some better dream to foothe my mind 3
Or waking let me learn to live;

The profpet will inftruétion give.

For fee, where beauteous Thames does glide
Serene, but with a fruitful tide;

Free from extremes of €bb and flow,
Not fwell’d too high, nor funk too low:
Such let my life’s fmooth current be,

It mingle with th” eternal fea;
And, thereenlarg’d, fhall be no more
“That trifling thing it was before.

‘Tl from Time’s narrow fhore fet free, }

Hvuguzs.
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THEMAN OF ROSS.

—ALL our praifes why fhould Lords engrofs >
Rile, honeft Mufe! and fing the man of Rofs;
Pleas™d Vaga echoes thro™ her winding bounds,
And rapid Severn hoarfe applaufe refounds.

W ho hung with woeds yon mountain’s fultry blow’
From the dry reck who bade the waters flow 2 -
Not to the fkies in ufelefs columns toft, ‘

Or in proud falls magnificently loft.

But clear and artlefs, pouring through the plain
Health to the fick, and lolacc to the fwain.
Whole camcway parts the vale with fhady rows ?
Whoie {cats the weary traveller 1Lpo4t ?

Who taught that Heaven-direted {pire to rife?

«¢ The Man of Rofs,” each li‘ping babe replies,
Behold the m'irkc.t-pia.ce with poor o’erfpread!
The Man of Rols divides the weekly bread :

He feeds yon Alms Houfe, neat, but void of ftate,
Where age and want {it finiling at the gate:
Him p.rtion'd maids, apprentic’d orphans bleft,
The yoting who labour, and the old who reft. .
Is any fick; the Man of Rols relieves,
Prefcribes, attends, the med’cine makes, and’ gives.
Is there a vaviance ! Enter but his door,

Balk'd are the courts, and contelt is no more.

M 3
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Defpairing quacks with curfes fled the place,
And vile attornies, now an ufelefs raee.
Thrice happy man | ‘enabled to purfue

What all fo wifh, but want the power to do!
Oh fay, wliat fums that gen’réus hand fupply 2
What mines, to fwgll that boundlefs charity ?

Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear, ‘
This Man poffefs’d—five hundred pounds a year,
Blufh, Grandeur, blufh! proud Courts, withdram

your blaze ! Al
Ye little ftars ? hide your diminifh’d rays.

And what! no monument, infcription, ftone,
His race, his form, his name almoft unknown?
Who builds a church to God, and not to fame,
Will never mark the marble with his narue -

Go fearch it there, where to be born and diey
Of rich and poor makes all the hiftory;
Enough, that Virtue fill’d the fpace between ;
Prov’d by the ends of being to have been.

Porz,
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. ON. TIME.

FLY efnvlious_ Time, till thiou run out thy race,
Call on the lvzy leuderr-'f’ceppincvr hours,
Whofe fpeed is but the heavy plumniet’s pace,
And glut thyfelf with what thy womb dev ours,
Which is no more than what {s hhc and vain,
And merely mortat drofs ;
So little is our lofs,
So little is thy gain.
For whea as each thing bad thet haft intomb’d,’
And laft of all thy greedy felf confum’d,
Then long eternity fhall greet our blifs
W 1th an individual kifs 6
And j joy thall overtake us as a ﬂood
When every thing that is fincerely good,
And perfectly divine, 5
With truth, and peace, and love, fhall eyer {hme,
About the fupreme throne
Of him, fo whofe happy-makisig fight alone,
When once our heavenly-guided foul fhall climb,
Then all this earthly grofinets quit,
Atti’d with ftars, we fhall for ever fit,
Triumphing over Death, and Chance, and thee, O
Tinje. ;
M 3 .. MiLTON,
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HEAVENLY WISDOM.

O HAPPY is the man who hears
Inftruction’s warning voice,
And who celeftial wifdom makes

His early, only choice.

For fhe has treafures greater far
Than eaft or weft unfold,

And her reward is more {ecure
Than is the gain of gold.

In her right hand fhe holds in view
A length of happy years,
And in her left, the prize of fame

And honor bright appedrs.

She guides the young with innccence,
In Pleafure’s path‘ to tread,

A crown of glory fhe beftows
Upon the hoary head.

According as her labours rife,

So her rewards incredfe,
Her ways are ways of pleafantncfs,
And all her paths are peace. 2]
LoGAN,
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THE PRAISE OF THE CREATOR.

PRAISE to God, immortal praife,
For the love that crowns ourdays ;
Bounteous fource of ev’ry joy,

Let thy praife our tongues enﬁploy;

For the bleflings of the field,
For the ftores the gardens yield,
For the vine’s exalted juice,
For the generous olive’s ufe.

Flocks that whiten all the plain ;
Yellow fheaves of ripen’d grain; -
Clouds that drop their fatt’ning dews ;
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 (tores :

Thefe to thee, my God, we owe,
Source from whence all bleflings flow ;-
And for thefe my foul fhall raife
Guateful yows, and folemn praife.
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Yet, thould riﬁng whirlwinds tear
From its ftem the ripening ear,
Should the fig-tree’s blafted fhoot
Drop her green, untimely fﬁlit 5
Should the vine put forth no more, g
Nor the olive yield her ftore ;

Tho’ the fick’ning flocks fhould fall,
And the herds defert the ftall;

L
Should thine alter’d hand refirain
The early and the latter rain;
Blaft each op’ning bud of joy,

And t'he rifing year deftroy :

Yet, to thee my foul fhall raife
Grateful vows and folemn praife ;

And, when every blefling’s flown,

Y.ove thee for thyfelf alone.

BARBAULD.
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ON TAKING OF BIRDSNESTS.

I HAVE found out a gift for my Fair,

- I have found where the Wood-Pigeons. bleed
But let me that plunder forbear!

She will fay ’tis a barbarous deed.

He ne’er can be true, the averr'd,
Who can rob a poor bird ‘of its young';
And I lov’d her the more when I heard

Such tendernefs fall from her tongue..

SHENSTONE.

HYMN ON PROVIDENCE.

THE Lord my pafture fhall prepare;
And feed me with a fhepherd’s care: |
His prefence thall my wants fupply,
And guard me with a watchful eye;
My noon-day walks he fhall attend,
And all my midnight hours defend.,

When in the fultry glebe T faint,

Or on the thirfty mountains pant 3
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To fertile vales, and dewy meads,
My weary wand’ring freps he leads;
Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow,
Amid the verdant landfcape flow.

Tho’ in the paths of Death I tread,
With gloomy horrors overfpread,
My fteadfaft heart fhall fear 1o ill,

For thou, O Lord, art with me ftill 5
Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid,
And guide me thro’ the dreadful thade.

Tho’ in a bare and rugged way,

Thro’ devious lonely wilds 1 flray,
‘Thy bounty fhall my pains beguile :
The barren wxldemcfs fhall fmile,

With fudden drecns and herbacre crowa’d ;

And ftreams fhall murmur all around.
ADDISON.

TO WISDOM.

O WISDOM! if thy foft controul
Can foothe the ficknefs of the foul,
Can bid the warring paffions ceafe, ol

And breathe the calm of tender peace ;
| £
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Wifdem ! T blefs thy gentle {way,
And ever, ever will obey,

But if thou com’ft with frown auftere
‘To nurfe the brood of care and fear;
To bid our {weeteft paffions d1e, Vhos
And leave us in their room a figh;

Or if thine afpe ftern have pow’r -
To wither each poor tranfient flow’y
That cheers this pilgrimage of woe,
And dry the {prings whence hope thould
flow ;
Wildom, thine empire I difclaim,
Thou empty boaft of pompous name!
In gloomy fhade of cloifters dwell,
_ But never haunt my cheerful cell,
Hai] to pleafure’s frolic train !
Hail to fancy’s golden reign !
Feftive mirth, and laughter wild,
Free and {portful as the child !
- Hope with eager {parkling eyes,
And ealy faith,and fond furprife!
Let thefe, in fairy colours dreft,
For ever thare my carelefs breaft :
Ther; tho’ wife I may not be,
The wile themfelves fhall envy me,
Mrs, Bars.
N
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THE FRAILTY AND FOLLY OF MAN.
GREAT Heav'n! how frail thy creature man is

~ made!
How by himfelf infenfibly betray’d !

In our own ftrength unhappily fecure,
Too little cautious of the adverfe poW’;l';
And, by the blaft of felf-opinion mov’d,

We with to charim, and feck to be belov’d.
On pleafure’s flow’ry brink we idly ftray,
Mafters as yet of our returning way :

Secing no danger, we difarm our mind,
And give our conduét to the wavesand wind : -
Then in the flow’ry mead, or verdant fhade,
To wanton -dalliance négligently laid,
We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl,
And [milling fee the nearer waters roll ;
Till the ftrong gufts of raging paflions rife,
Till the dire tempeft mingles earth and fkies ;
And, {wift into the boundlefs ocean borne,
Our foolifh confidence too late we mourn :
Round our devoted heads the billows beat ;
And from cur troubled view the leffen’d lands rc-
treat. ’
Prroxz.
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!

AGAINST CRUELTY TO ANIMALS.

AR
1 WOULD not enter on my li of friends,
{Though grac’d with polifh’d manners and fine
fenfe, 3 '
Yet wanting fenﬁbilify) the man
Who needlefsly fets foot upon a worm,
An inadvertent ftep may cruth the fhail,
That crawls at evening in the public path ;
But he that has humanity, forewarn’d,
Will tread afide, and let the reptile live.
The creeping vermin, loathfome to the fight,
And charg’d perhaps with venom, that intrudes
A vifitor unwelcome into fcenes
Sacred to neatnefs and repofe—th” alcove,
The chamber, or refettory, may die.
A neceflary a&t incurs no blame.
Not fo, when held within their proper bounds,
And guiltlefs of offence, they range the air,
Or take their paftime in the fpacious field :
There they are privileg’d. And he that hunts
Or harms them there, is guilty of a wrong;
Difturbs th’ (r:covnomy of Nature’s realm,
Who, when fhe form’d, defign’d them an abode.
The fum is this ;—if man’s convenience, health,
N2z :
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Or fafety, interfere, his rights and claims
Are paramount, and muft extinguifh theirs.
Elfe they are all—the meaneft things that are,
As free to live, and to-enjoy that life,
As God was free to form them at the firft,
~ Who, in his fovereign Wifdom, made them all.
Ye therefore who love merey, teach your fons
To love it top.  The fpring-tide of our years
Is foon difhonour’d, and defil’d, in moft,
By budding ills, that afk a prudent hand
To check them. But, alas! none fooner fhooto,
If unreftrain’d, into luxurious growth,
Than cruelty, moft dev’lith of them all.
Mercy to him that fhews it, is the-trule
And righteous limitation of its a,
By which Heav’n moves, in pard’ning guilty man«
And he that thews none, being ripe in years,
And confcious of the outrage he commits,
Shall feck it, and not find it in his turn.
CowreR,
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A GENERAL SONG OF PRAISE TO GOD.

HOW glorious is our heav’nly King,
Who reigns above the tky Ly
How fhall a child ’prcfume to fing
His dreadful majefty ?

How great his pow’r is, none can tell,
Nor think howTarge his grace ;
Not men below, nor {aints that dwell

~ On high before his face.

Not angels, that ftand round the Lord,
Can fearch his fecret will !
But they perform his heavenly word,

And fing his praifes ftill.

Then let me join this holy ftrain,
And my firlt off’rings bring ;
Th® eternal God will not difdain

To hear an infant {ing.

My heart refolves, my tongue obeys;
And angels fhall rejoice

To hear their mighty Maker’s praife .
Sound from a feeble voice,

N3 WATTS,
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‘A CONTEMPLATION.

O NATURE! grateful for the giftsof mind,
Duteous, I bend before thy holy fhrine s

To other hands be Fortune’s goods aflign’d,
And thou, more bounteous, gi'ant me only thine.

Bring gentleft Love, bring Fangy to my breaft ;
. And if wild Genius, in his devious way, -,
Would fometimes deign to be my evening gueft,
~ Ornear my lone fhade not unkindly ftray ;

" T afk no more! for bappier gifts than thefe,
“The {ufferer; man, was never born to prove,
But may my foul cternal flumbers feize,
If loft to Genius, Fancy, and to Love !
LANGHORNE.

GRATITUDE.

WHEN all thy mercies, O my God
My rifing foul furveys;
Tranfported with the wew, I'm loft

In wonder, love, and praife.
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Oh how fhall words, v./ithéqual‘ warmthy: -

The gratitude declare, 3
That glows within my ravifh’'d heart 2
- But thou canft read it there, 4

Thy Providence my life fuftain’d, -
And all'my wants redveft, '

When in the filent womb I lay :
And -]mng upc‘m ‘the breaft.:

To all my weak complaints and cmes,
Thy mercy lent an ear, :
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt
To form themfelves in prayer.

Unnumber’d comforts to my foul
Thy tender care beftow’d,
Before my infant heart conceiv’d

From whom thofe comforts flow’d,

When, in the flipp’ry paths of youth,
With heedlefs fteps, T ran,

Thine arm, unfeen, convey’d me fafe,
And led me up to man.

Thro® hidden dangers, toils, and death,
it gently clear’d -my way

199
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And thro® the plea'ﬁngi fnares of vice, '
More to be fear’d than they.

When worn by ficknefs, oft haft thou
With heaith renew’d my face,

And, when in fins and forrow funk,
Revivid my foul with grace.

Thy bounteous hand, e worldly blifs,

Has made my.cup run o’er;

. And, ina kind and faithful friend,

Has doubled all my ftore.

Ten thoufand thoufand pl'ecioué gifts
My daily thanks employ ; %,

Nor is the leaft, a chearful heart,
That taftes thofe gifts with joy.

Thro” ev’ry period of my life,
Thy geodnefs I'll purfue;
And, after death, in diftant worlds,

" The gloricus theme renew.

When Nature fails, and day and night
Div%dc thy works no more,

My ever-grateful heart, Q Lord |
Thy mercy fhall adore.
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Thro™ all eternity, to Thee ,
A joyful fong I’ll raife, N
For O! Eternity’s too fhort,
To utter all thy Praife.

ADDISON;

THE ALL-SEEING GOD.

ALMIGHTY, God, thy piercing eye

Strikes thro’ the thades of night,
And our moft fecret actions 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,
Againft the judgment day.

And muft the crimes that I have done
Be read and publifh’d there 2
Beall expos’d before the fun,
While men and angels hear?

T.ord, at thy«foot atham’d I lie;
Upward I darenot look

§
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Pardon my fins before T die,
~ And blot them from thy book.

Remember all the dying pains
That my Redeemer felt ;

And et his blood wath out my ftains,
And anfwer for my guilt.

O may I now for ever fear
I”.indulge a finful thought,

Since the great God can fee and heaz,
And write down every fault, /

Y WarTs.

HYMN.
THOU didft, O mighty God! exift

Ere time began its race ;
Before the ample elements
Fill'd up the void of fpace;

~ Before the pond’rous earthly globe
In fluid air was ftay’d ;
Before the ocean’s -mighty fprings
Their liquid ftores difplay’d:
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Ere through the gloom of ancient night
- The ftreaks of light appear’d ;
~ Before the high celeftial arch,
Or ftarry poles were rear’d ;

Before the loud melodious {pheres
Their tuneful round begun ;

Before the fhining roads of heay'n
Were meafur'd by the fun

Ere through the empyrean courts
One hallelujah rung ; :

Or to their harps the fons of light
Ecfatic anthems fung: -

{ Ere mehn ador’d; or 'mcels knew,
- Orprais’d thy wond’rous namej -
Thy blifs, O facred Spring of Life!
Thy glory, was the fame. '

And when the pillars of the world
W ith fudden ruin break,

And all this vaft and goodly frame
Siriks in the mighty wreck j
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When from her orb the moon fhall ftart, -
Th’ aftonifh’d fun roll back,
_ And all the trembling ftarry lamps
Their ancient courfe forfake;

For ever permanent and fix’d,
From agitation free, :
Unchang’d in everlatting years,
Shall thy exiftence be.
; . Mrs.Rowe.

 ADDRESS TO THE DEITY,

O THOU great arbiter of life and death!
Nature’s immortal, immaterial Sun'!
Whole all-prolific beam late call’d me forth
From darknefs, teeming darknefs, where I lay
The worny’s inferior, and in rank beneath -
The duft I tread on, high to bear my brow ;
Todrink the {pirit of the golden day ;
And triumpb in exiftence ; and couldft know
No motive, but my blifs ; and. haft ordain’d
“A rife in blefling 1" with the Patriarch’s JOYs
¥ § 'hy call I follow to-the land unknown,
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I truft in thee, and know in whom I truft ;
Or life, “or death, is equal ; neither weighs !
All weight in this—O let me live to Thee!
4 YOUXG.

- §

THE VANITY OF WEALTH.

NO more thus brooding o’er yon heap,
With Av’rice painful vigils keep ;
Still unenjoy’d the prefent {tore,
Still endlefs fighs are breath’d for more :
O! quit the thadow, 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?
Ave Friendfhip’s pleafures to be fold ?
No—all that’s worth a wifh—a thought,
Fair Virtue gives unbrib’d, unbought.
Ceafe then on trafh thy hopes to bind ;
Let nobler views engage thy mind,

. DR. JoHNysOx.
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A PARAPHRASE ox PART or rae SIXTH
CHAPTER or ST. MATTHEW.

WHEN my breaft labours with oppreflive care,
And o’er my cheeks defcends the falling teary :
While all my warring paffions are at ftrife,

Ch ! let me liften to the wordls of life!

IRapfuus deep-felt his doéirine did impart,

And thus he rais’d from earth the drooping heart,
¢t Think not, 'when all your {eanty ftores afford
Is fpread at once upon the fparing board ;

Think not, when worne the homely rcbe appears,
W hile on the roof the howling tempeft bears ;
What farther thall this feeble life fuftain,

And what fhall clothe thefe fhivring limbs again.
Say, does not life its nourifhment exceed ?

And the fair body its mve{’cmcr weed ?

Behold! and look away your low defpair—

See the licht tenants of the barren air :

To them, nor fwores, nor granaries belong ;
Nought, but the woodland, and the pleafng fong ;
Yet, your kind heav™nly Father bends his eye

On the leaft wing that flits along the fky.

To-him they fing, when Spring renews the plain;
‘T'o him they cry, in Winter’s pinching reign ;
Nor is their mufic, nor their plaintan vain 3 -
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He hears the gay, and the diftvefsful call;
And with unfparing bounty fills them all.”’
¢ Obferve the rifing lily’s fhowy grace;
Obferve the various vegetable race:
They neither toil, nor fpir;, but carelefs grow ;
Yet f{ee how warm they bluth! how bright they
glow! 2
What regal veftments can with them compare!
What king fo fhining! or what queen fo fair *
¢¢ If, ceafelef(s, thus, the fowls of heav'n he feeds;
If o’er the fields {uch lucid robes he fpreads;
Will he not care for you, ye faithlefs, fay?
Is he unwife ? or, are ye lefs than 'they e
THOMSON,

ELEGY TO PITY.

HAI1L, lovely Pow’er ! whofe bofom heaves the figh,
When fancy paints the {cene of deep diftrefs :
Whofe tears {pontaneous cryftallize the eye,
When rigid fate denies the pow’r to blefs,

Not all the fweets Arabia’s gales convey
From flow’ry meads, can with that igh compare:

02
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Not dew-drops glitt’ring in the morning ray,
Seem near {o beauteous as that falling tear.

Devoid of fear, the fawns around thee play ;

~ Emblem of peace, the dove before thee flies ;

No blood-frain’d traces mark thy blamelefs way,
Beneath thy feet no haplefs infeét dies.

Come, lovely nymph! and range the mead with
me,
To fpring the partridge from the guilelefs foe,
From fecret fnares the firuggling bird to free, -
And flop the hand uprais’d to give the blow.

And when the air with heatmeridian glows,
And Nature droops beneath the conquering
gleam, '
Let us, flow wandering where the current flows,
Save finking flies that float along the ftream.

Or turn to nobler, greater tafks thy care,
To me thy fympathetic gifts impart ;

Teach me in Friendfhip’s griefs to bear a fhare,
And juftly boaft the gencrous feeling heart.

Teach me to foothe the helplefs orphan’s grief,
With timely aid the widow’s woes affuage,

e
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To Mifery’s moving cries to yield relief,
And be the fure refource of drooping Age.

So when the general {pring of life thall fade,
And finking nature owns the dread decay,
Some foul congenial then may lend its aid,
And gild the clole of life’s eventful day.
ANON.

TO CONTENTMENT.

SEQUESTER’D far from public life;
From giddy mirth, and noily ftrife ;
From headitrong paﬂ]ohs, vain defires ;
From envy, pride, and guilty fires
From cares and fears for ever free,

O, fiveet CONTENTMENT, let me live with thee!

Thine are the joys that never failj
Thine is the placid, conftant gale,
That bids us fmile at frequent fhocks
Of dang’rous fyrts, and talent recks ;
And fince I crave thy fmiles alone,
Come, in my brealt ereét thy lucid throne !
iz 1N
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GorconDA’s gems, and flaming mines,
" Where, deep from day, the diamond fhines ;
PerUvVIAN mountains’ richeft ore,
And treafures of the golden fhore,
Afford no blifs devoid of thee,
At beft more fair, more fplendid mifery.

The palace deck’d with regal ftate,

The gay parade of all the great,

The laurel wreath, the founding name,

Ambition’s with, and deathle(s fame,

Without thee as a conftant guett,
Leave their pofleflors, joylefs and unbleft,

What’s thy delight; CONTENTMENT, fay !

With what condition wilt thou ftay ?

If grandeur often wooes in vain,

Wilt thou adorn the rural plain ?

Wilt thou vouchfafe to gild tlie cot
Where poverty obtains its ftill unenvied lot ?

*Tis here I fec thy fplendours beam
’Tis here thou roll'ft thy cleareft ftream ;
*Tis here thou fheddeft, in difguife,

The purelt joys beneath the fkies;

And from thy liberal hands here flow

e

Such [iveets as {ceptred monarchs never know.
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Come, then, inftruct me how to fteer,
Through fimiling fortune and fevere !
With thee, the turf-built cot would pleafe—
The flow’ry banks, and fhady trees ;
And for thy {miles, thou nymph divine!
I"d high purfuits, without a figh, refign.
MavVoOR.,

NOTHING FORMED IN VAIN.

LET no prefuming impious railer tax

Creative Wifdom, as if aught was form’d

In vain, or not for admirable ends.

Shall little haughty Ignorance pronounce

His works unwife, of which the fmalleft part

Exceeds the narrow vifion of her mind ?

As if, upon a full proportion’d dome,

On fivelling columns heav’d, the pride of art!

A critic fly, whofe feeble ray f{carce fpreads

An inch around, with blind prefumption bold,

Should dare to tax the fruture of the whole.

Andlives the man, whofe univerfal eye

Has fwept at once th’ unboundel fchemes 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 perfection, to the brink

Of dreary nothing, defolate abyfs |

From which aftonifh’d Thought, recoiling,

turns ?

Till then alone let zealous praife afcend,

And hymns of holy wonder, to that Powgr,

Whofe wifdom fhines as lovely in our minds,

As on our fmiling eyes his fervant-fun.
THOMSON.

ODE TO PEACE.

COME, Peace of Mind, delightful gueft!
Return, and make thy downy ncft
Once more in this fad heart:
‘Nor riches T, nor power purfue,
Nor hold forbidden joys in view ;
We therefore need not part,

Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me,
From Av’rice and Ambition fiee, >
And Pleafure’s fatal wiles ;
4
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For whom, alas! doft thou prepare
The f{weets that I was wont to thare,
"The banquet of thy fmiles?

The great, the gay, fhall they partake

The heav’n that thou alone canft make 3
And wilt thou quit the ftream, :

That murmurs through the dewy mead,

The grove, and the fequefter’d fhade,
To be a gueft with them ?

For thee I panted, theeI priz’d,
For thee I gladly facrificed
Whate’er I lov’d before
And fhall T fee thee ftart away,
And helplefs, hopelefs, hear thee {ay—
¢¢ Farewel! we meet no more ?*’
CowpPiR

THE TWENTY-FIFTH CHAPTER OF JOB

PARAPHRASED.

THEN will vain man complain and murmur ftill,
And ftand on terms with his Creator’s will?
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Shall this high privilege to clay be given ?
Shall duft arraign the providence of Heaven ?
With reafon’s line the boundlefs diftance f{can ?
Oppofe Heaven’s awful majefty to man ?

To what a length his vaft dimenfions run!
How far beyond the journeys of the {un !

He hung yon golden balls of light on high,
'And launch’d the planets through the liquid fky :
To rolling worlds he mark’d the certain fpace,
Fix’d and fuftain’d the elemental peace.
Unnumber’d as thofe worlds his armies move,

And the gay legions guard his realms above;

High o’er th’ ethereal plains the myviads rife,

And pour their flaming ranks along the fkies:
From their bright arms inceffant {plendours fiream,
And the wide azure kindles with the gleam,

To this low world he bids the light repair,

Down through the gulphs of undulating airs

For man he taught the glorious fun to roll

From his bright barrier to his weftern goal.

How then fhall man, thus infolently pround,

Plead with his jndge, and combat with his God >
How from his mortal mother can he come
Unftain’d from fin, untin&tur’d from the womb ?
‘The Lord, from his fublime empyreal throne,

-

As a dark globe regards the filver moon.
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Thofe ftars, that grace the wide czleftial plain,
Avre but the humbleft [weepings of his train,

Dim are the brighteft fplendours of the fky ;

And the fun darkens in Jehovah’s ey«.

But dces not fin diffufe a fouler ftain,
~And thicker darknefs cloud the {oul of man ?

Shall he the depths of endlefs wifdom know ?

This fhort-liv'd fovereign of the world below ?
His frail original confounds his boaft,

Sprung from the ground, and quicken’d from the

duft. -
Pirve:

A BIRTH-DAY THOUGHT.

CAN I, all gracious Providence!
Can I deferve thy care?

Ah! no! I’ve not the leaft pretence
To bounties which I fhare.

Have I not beén defended ftill
Prom dangers and from death;

Been fafe preferv’d from ev’ry ill,
E’er fince thou gav'it me bieath ?
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I live once more, to fee the day
That brought me firlt to light ;
O! teach my willing heart the way

"To take thy mercies right.

Tho’ dazzling {plendor, pomp, and fhew,
My fortune has denied ;

Yet more than grandeur can beftow
Content hath well fupplied.

No firife has e’er difturb’d my peace,
No mis’ries have I known;

And, that ’'m blefs’d with health and eafe,
W ith humble thanks I own.

I envy no one’s birth or fame,
Their titles, train, or drefs;

Nor bas my pride e’er ftretch’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,
; Axon.
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ON ETERNITY.

WHAT is Eternity ? canaught
Paint its duration to the thought ?
Tell ev’ry beam the fun emits,
When in fublimeft noon he fits ;
Tell ev’ry light-wing’d mote that ﬁrays
Within its ample round of rays
Tell all the leaves and all the buds,
That crown the garden, fields, and woods ;
Tell all the fpires of grafs the meads
- Produce, when Spring propitisus leads
The new-born year; tell all the drops
That night, upon their bended tops,
Sheds in {oft filence, to difplay
Their beauties with the rifing day;
Tell all the fand the ocean laves,
Tell all its changes, all its waves ;
Or tell with more laborious pains,
The drops its mighty mafs contains
Be this aftonifhing account
Augmented with the full amount
Of all the drops the clouds have fhed,
Where’er their wat’ry fleeces fpread,

P
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Thro’ all time’s long protraéted tour,
From Adam to the prefent hour;

Still fhort the fum, nor can it vie

With the more num’rous years that lie
Embofom’d in Eternity, '
Was there a belt that could contain

In its vaft orb the earth and main 3
With figures was it clufter’d o’er,
Without one cypher in the fcore;

And would your lab’ring thought affign
The total of the crowded line ;

How fcant th’ amount! th’ attempt how
vain!

To reach Duration’s endlefs chain!
For when as many years are run,
Unbounded age is but begun.
Attend, O man, with awe divine,
For this Eternity is thine !

: Giepons.
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CHARITY.

DID fweeter founds adorn my flowing tongue,
Than ever man pronounc’d, or angels fung;
Had I all knowledge, human and divine,

‘That thought can reach, or fcience can define;
And had I power to give that knowledge birth,
In all the {peeches of the babbling earth:

Did Shadrach’s zeal my glowing breaft infpire,
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire;

Or had I faith, like that which Ifracl faw,
When Mofes gave them miracles and law:
Yet gracious Charity! indulgent gueit,

Were not thy power exerted in my breaft,
"Thole fpeeches would fend up unheeded prayer ;
That {corn of life would be but wild defpair ;
A tymbal’s found were better than my voice j=—
My faith were form; my eloquence were noife,

Charity, decent, modeﬁ: eafy, kind,
Softens the high, and rears the abjeét mind,
Knows with juft reins and gentle'hand to guide
Betwixt vile Shame and arbitrary Pride.

Not foon provok’d, fhe eafily forgives ;
And much fthe fuffers, as the much believes.
S
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Soft peace the brings wherever the arrives;
She builds our quiet, as fhe forms our lives 5
Lays the rough paths of peevifh Nature even,
And opens in each heart a little heaven, /

Each other gift, which God on Man beftows,
Its proper bound_and due reftri¢tion knows ;
To one fix’d purpofe dedicates its power,
And, finithing its aét, exifts no more.
Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees,
Knowledge fhall fail, and prophecy fhall ceafe ;
- But lafting Charity’é more ample fiay,
Nor bound by time, nor fubjeét to decay,
In happy triumph fhall for ever live,
And endlefs good diffufe, and endlefs praife receive.
As thro’ the artift’s intervening glafs,
Our eye obferves the diftant planets pafs,
A little we difcover, but allow
That more remains unfeen, than art can fhow ;
So, whilft our mind its knowledge would improve,
(1Its feeble eye intent on things above),
High as we may, we lift our reafon up,
By Faith diretted, and confirm’d by Hope 5
Yet we are able only to furvey
Dawning of beams, and promifes of day.
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Heaven’s fuller efluence mocks our dazzled fight ;
Too great its {wiftnefs, and too ftrong its iight.
But foon the mediate clouds fhall be difpell’d ;
The {un fhall foon be face to face beheld,

In all his robes, with all his glory on,

Seated {ublime on his meridian throne.

Then conftant Faith and holy Hope fhall die,
One loft in certainty, and one in joy :
Whilft thou, more happy power, fair Charity,
Triumphant fifter, greateft of the three,
Thy office and thy nature ftill the fame,
Lafting thy Jamp, and unconfum’d thy flame,
Shalt ftill furvive
Shalt ftand before the Hoft of Heaven confeft,
For ever blefling, and for ever bleft.

PrioR.

THE PRIZE OF VIRTUE.

WHAT nothing earthly gives or can deftroy,
The foul’s calm fun-fhine, and the heart-felt joy,
Is Virtue's prize a better would you fix?

Then give Humility a coach-and-fix ?

Juftice a conqu'ror’s fword, or Truth a gown,
Or Public Spirit its great cure, acrown.

P 3
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Weak, foolith Man! will Heav’'n reward us there
With the fame trath mad mortals with for here ?

“ The boy and man an individual makes,
Yet figh’ft thou now for apples and for cakes ?
Go, like the Indian, in another life

- Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife !

As well asdream fuch trifles are affign’d,

As toys and empires for a godlike mind ;
Rewards, that either would to Virtue bring

No joy, or be deftruétive 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, but the good orjuft?
Judges and Senates have been bought for gold ;
Efteem and love were never to be f{old.

Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind,
The lover, and the love of human kind,

Whofe life is healthful, and whofe conicience clear,
Becaufe he wants a thoufand peunds a year.

Pore.
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THE FATHER AND JUPITE

THE man to Jove his fuit preferr’d -

He begg’d a wife; lhis pray’r was heard.
Jove wonder’d at his boldhddrefﬁng;
For how precarious is the blefﬁng!

A wife he takes. And now for heirs

Again he worries Heaven with prayers.

Jove nods affent.  T'wo hopeful boys

And a fine girl reward his joys.

Now more {olicitous he grew,

And fet their future lives in view;

He faw that all refpect 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 firft hope, my fav’rite boy,

All fortune’s richeft gifts enjoy.

My next with ftrong ambition fire:
May favour teach him to afpire,

Tl he the ftep of pew'r afcend,

And courtiers to their idol -bend !

With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry charm,
My daughter’s perfect features arm.

If Heaven approve, a father’s bleft,

Jove fmiles and grants his full requeft,
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The firft, a mifer at his heart,

Studious of every gripiang 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 fancied want (a wretch complete!)
He ftarves, and yet he dares not eat.
The next to fudden honours grew :
The thriving arts of courts he knew ;
He reach’d the height of pow’r and place,
Then fell, the victim of difgrace.

- Beauty with early bloom fupplies

’ His daughter’s cheek, and points her eyes.
The vain coquette his fuit difdains,
And glories in her lover’s pains.
With age fhe fades, each lover flies,
Contemn’d, forlorn, fhe pines and dies.
When Jove the Father’s grief furvey'd,
And heard him heaven and fate upbraid,
Thus fpoke the God: By outward fhow
Men judge of happinefs and woe:
Shall ignorance of good and ill
Dare to dire&t th’ Eternal Will ?
Seek Virtue: and, of that pofleft,
To Providence refign the reft. Gay.
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VERSES WRITTEN ON THE SANDS AT
CROMER, IN NORFOLK.

THOU emblem of the youthful breaft!
Thoughts, fair or foul, may be imprefs’d
On thy f{mooth face; but not like thee,
Can youth’s once tainted mind be fiee,
Nor foul be fair with the next tide,
The mind’s’ pollution muft abide:
Alas! if that pure fhrine you ftain,
Seas cannot wafh it white again :
Guardians of youth, then, O take care!
TR impreffions that ye give be fair.

X Pranm.

THE SNAIL AND THE FROG.

& FABLE.

THE conftant drop will wear the ftone : —
The flow but fure i time get on.

One morning when the vernal flowers
Open’d their cups to drink the thowers,
Ere fluggard man had left his bed,

Or ’danger’d reptiles by his tread,

A brifk ybung frog, intent to ftray,
Along a garden took his way,
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And as he beunded, full of glee,

A creeping fnail he chanc'd to fee

¢ You lazy animal;”” he cried,

¢¢ Emblem of bloatad ftately pride,

That f{carce can crawl or move along,

For fear of joftling in the throng,

When do you fancy, at this pace,

Youwll reach the obje& of your chafe?

No doubt yon lettuce tempts your view,
Or yon ripe plum of glofly blue;

But ere you come within their fphere,
The keen-ey’d gard’ner will be here;
While I upon yon flowery bank,

With early dew fo frefh and dank,

Shall foon be ledg’d, and find my prey
Sufficient for the longeft day:”— -

¢¢ Softly but flowly,” faid the fnail,

¢¢ Not {peed but diligence prevail.”

The frog leap’d on—bade fnail good morrow,
And deem’d its life a fcene of forrow.
Diverted from th’ intended route,
Now here, now there, he hopp’d in doubt.
¢¢ That bed will copious ftores fupply,
This bank I find too hard, too dry;
Again I’ll fhift; for, free to change,
O’er all the garden foon I'll range ;
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And when I quite can fuit my tafte,
Then is the time to feed and reft.”

Thus haft’ning with unfteady aim,

From bad to worfe, in queft of game,
Again ke crofs’d the fteady fﬁail, ,

Juftt as it gain’d the propping rail

On which the downy plum repos’d,

The object which its journey clos’d.:

¢¢ Ah, friend!” in turn the fhail exclaim’d,
€ What’s this I fee! the bank you nam'd
Is ftill unreach’d — though flow my pace,
I’ve beat you hollow in the race.

You hopping, vain, unfettled thing,

Lo, what avails your length of {pring ?—
Had you like me purfu’d the line,
Unchanging from your firft defign, .

Ere now you might have gain’d a cover,
And fed as I now do in clover.

MORAL,

Ths defultory mifs the mark,
The fteady find it in the dark,
To perfeverance all fubmit,
And dulnefs wins the prize from wit.
MAVOR,
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ADAM AND EVE’s MORNING HYMN.

THESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good,
Almighty, thine this univerfal frame,

Thus wond’rous fair ; thyfelf how wond’rous then !
Unfpeakable, who fitc’ft above the heavens

To us invifible, or dimly feen

In thefe thy loweft works ; yet thefe declare

Thy goodnefs beyond thought, and pow’r divine,

* Speak ye who beft can tell, ye fons of light,
Angels ; for ye behold him, and with fongs

And choral fymphonies, day without nigh,

Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in Heaven,

On earth, join all ye creatures to extol

Him firft, him laft, him midft, and without end.
Faireft of ftars, laft in the train of night,

If better thou bélong not to the dawn,

Sure pledge of day, that crown’ft the {miling morn
With thy bright circlet, praife him in thy fphere,
While day arifes, that fweet hour of prime.

Thou fun, of this great world both eye and foul,
Acknowledge him thy greater, found his praife

In thy eternal courfe, both when thou climb’ft, '
And when highnoon haftgain’d, and when thou fall’ft.
Moon, that now meet’ft the orient fun, now fly’ft
With the fixd flars, fix'd in their orb that ﬂies,/
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And ye five other wandring fires that move

In myftic dance, not without {ong, refound

His praile, who out of darknefs call’d up light.
Air, and ye elements, the eldeft birth

Of Naturc's womb, that in quaternian run
Perpetual circle, maltiform ; and mix

And nowrifh all things ; let your ceafelefs change
Vary to our great Maker fill new praife,

Ye mifts and exhalations that now rife

From hill or ftreaming lake, dufky or grey,

Till the fun paint your fleecy fkirts with gold,
In honour to the world's great Author rife!
Whether to deck with clouds th® uncolour’d tky,
Or wet the thirfty earth with falling fhowers,
Rifing or falling ftill advance his praife.

His praife ye winds, that from four quarters blow,
Breathe (oft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye pines,
With every plant in fign of worfhip wave.
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praife,
Join voices, all ye living {ouls ; ye Birds,

That finging up to Heaven’s gate alcend,

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, morn or even,

Q.
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To hill or valley, fountain or frefh {hade, Y
Made vocal by my fong, and taught his praife,
Hail univerfal Lord ! be bounteous ftill

To give usonly good ; and if the night

Have gather’d aught of evil, or conceal’d,

Difperfe it, as now light difpels the dark.
i MiLTonN.

VERSES ON A TEAR.

OH'! that the Chemift’s magic art
Could cryftallize this facred treafure!
. Long fhould it glitter near my heart,
A fecret fource of penfive pleafure.

The little brilliant ere it fell,
Its Juftre caught from Chloe’s eye !

Then, trembling, left its coral cell—
The fpring of Senfibility!

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light,
In thee the .rays of Virtue fhine;

More calmly clear, more mildly bright,
Than any gem that gilds the mine,
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Benign reftorer of the foul!
Whaever fly’ft to bring relief,
When firlt the feels the rude controul
Of Love, or Pity, Joy or Grief. -

‘The Sage’s and the Poet’s theme,
In ev'ry clime,-in ev’ry age:
Thou charm’ft 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 preferves the earth a fphere,

And guides the planets in their courfe.
RoCERS,

A WISH.

MINE be a cot befide the hills ;

A bee-hive’s hom fhall foothe my ear ;
A Willowy brook, that turns a mill,

W ith many a fall fhall linger near.

The fwallow, oft, beneath my thatch,
Shall twitter from her clay-built neft ;

#* The Law of Gravitation,
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Oft thall the pilgrim 1ift the latch
And fhare my meal, a welcome gueit,

Around my ivied porch fhall fpring
- Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew ;
And Lucy at ber wheel fhall fing
In ruflet gown and apron blue.

The village-church, among the trees,
 Where firft our mairiage vows were giv'n,
With merry peals fhall fwell the breeze,
And point with taper-(pire to heav’n.
RocEers,

FINTS,
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