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O! where the rofy-hofom’d Hours
:[_.J Fair VENUS’ train appear,
Difclofe the long-expecting flowers,
And wake the purple year !

The Attic warbler pours her throat,
Refponfive to the cuckow’s note,

The untaught harmony of {pring
While, 1v«r”h*'ifp’ring pleafure as they ﬂy,

Cool Zephyrs thro’ the clear blue iky

Their gather’d fragrance fling,
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Where'er the oak’s thick br anchcs {tretch
A broader browner fhade;

Where’er the rude and mofs-grown beech
O’er-canopies the glade ¥,

Befide fome water’s 1ufhy brink
With me the Mufe fhall fit, and thmk
(At eafe reclin’d in ruftic ftate)

How vain the ardour of the Crowd,

How low, how little are the Proud,

How indigent the Great!

Still is the toiling hand of Care s
"The panting herds repofe :

Yet hark! how thro’ the peopled air
The bufy murmur glows !

The infe&t youth are on the wing,
Eager to tafte the honied {pring,
And float amid the liquid noon 3
Some hghtly o’er the current fkim,

¥ e e o e . bk,
O’er-canopied with lufcious woodbine.
Shakef. Midf. Nig. Dream,
7 ¢“ Nare per aceftatem liquidam———?
Virg. Georg, lik. iv,
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Some fhéw their gayly-gilded trim
- Quick-glancing to the fun §. .

To Contemplation’s fober eye *

Suc}{"*is the race of Man ;

And they that creep, and they that fly,
Shall end where they began.

Alike the Bufy and the Gay

But flutter thro’ life’s little day,

In Fortune’s varying colours dreft 3
Brafh’d by the hand of rough Mifchance,
Or chill’d by Age, their airy dance

They leave, in duft to reft.

Methinks I hear, in accents low,
The fportive kind reply ;

Poor Moralift! and what art thoy ?
A folitary fly!

'} =—em—ee———fporting with quick glance

ohew to the fun their waved coats drop’d with
gold, Mislt. Par. Lo, book vii,

¥ While infeéts from the threfhold preach, &-c.

M. Green, in the Grotto.
Bodfley’s Mifcel, Vol, V. D. 161,
Bz



Thy joys no glittering female meets,
No hive baft thou of hoarded fweets,
No painted plumage to difplay :

On vafty wings thy youth 1s flown;
Thy fun 1s fet, thy {pring is gong—
We frclic, while 'tis May. .
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Drowned in 2 Tub of Gold Filhes,






‘s gayeft art had dy’q
that blow
Demureft of the taby kind,

The azure ﬂowers

The penfive Selima reclin d,
Gaz’'d on the I3ke belowr,



so ODE ON THE DEATH

Her confcious tail her joy declar’d s

'The fair round face, the fnowy beard,
The velvet of her paws,

Her coat, that with the tortoife vies,

Her eais of jet, and cmerald eyes,
She {aw, and purr’d applaufe.

Still had fhe gaz’d ; but *midft the tide

Two angel forms were {een to glide,
The Genii of the {tream ;

Their fcaly armour’s Tyrian hue

"Thro’ richeft purple to the view
Betray’d a golden gleam.

“The haplefs nymph with wonder fawsz
A whilker firft and then a claw,
With many an ardent with,
She ftretch’d in vain to reach the prize.
‘What female heart can gold delfpife?
- What cat’s averfe to fiflx !

Prefumptuous maid! with looks intent

Again fhe ftretch’d, again fhe bent,
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Nor knew the gulf between.
(Malignant Fate fat by and {fmil’d}
The flipp’ry verge her feet beguil’d,

She tumbled headlong 1n.

Eight times emerging from the flood

She mew’d to ev’ry wat'ry God,
Some fpeedy aid to {end.

No dolphin came, no Nereid {tirr’d;

Nor cruel Tom, nor Sufan heard;

A fav'rite has no friend'!

From hence, ye beauties, undeceiv’d,

Know, cne falfe ftep i1s ne'er retriev'd,
And be with caution bold.

Not all that tempts your wand’ring eyes

And heedlefs hearts, is lawful prize;
Nor all that glifters, golds
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O F

ETON COLLEGE

E diftant fpires, ye antique towers,
That crown the wart’ry glade,

Where grateful Science @till adores
Her HE~NRY's holy fhade {3

i King Henry VI, founder of the College,
G
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And ye, that from the (tately brow

Of WinNDsoRr’s heights th’ expanfe below
Of grove, of lawn, of mead furvey, .among
Whofe rurf, whofe fhade, whois flowers
Wanders the hoary Thames along

His filver-winding way :

Ah happy hills, ah pleafing fhade,
Ah ficlds belov'd in vain,
Where once my carelefs childhood {tray’d,
A flranger yet to pain!
I {cel the gales that from ye blow,
A momentary blifs beftow,
As waving frefh their gladfome wing,
Wy weary foui they feem to footh,
And, * redolent of joy and youth,
To breathe a fecond fpring,

Say, Father T Anmes, for thouhall feen
Full many a {prightly race

# And bees their honey redolent of {pring.
Dryden’s Faole en the Pythag, Syfrems,
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Difporting on thy margent green
The paths of pleafure trace,

Who foremoft now delight to cleave
With pliant arm thy glafly wave ?
The captive linnet which enthrall?
What 1dle progeny fucceed

To chafe the rolling circle’s fpeed,
Or vrge the flying ball ?

While fome on earneft bufinefs bent
Their murm’ring labours ply
‘Gainft graver hours, that bring conftraing
To {fweeten Liberty:
Some bold adventurers difdain
The Limits of their little reign,
And unknown regions dare defery;
Still as they run they look behind,
They hear a voice in every wind,
And fnatch a fearful joy.

Gay Hope 1s theirs by Fancy fed,
I.efs pleafing when pofieft;
The tear forgot as fcon as {hed,
The funihine of the breaft ;
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"Theirs buxom Health of rofy hue,
Wild Wit, Invention ever new,

And lively Chear of vigour born,
The thoughtlefs day, the eafy night,
The fpirits pure, the flumbers light,
‘That fly th> approach of morn.

Alas, regardlefs of their doom,
The little vitims play !

No fenfe have they of 1lls to come,
Nor care beynond to-day.

Xet {ee how all arcund them wait

The minilters of human fate,

And black Misfortune’s baleful train ¥
Ah, thew thiem where in ambuih {tand
To fcize their prey the murtii’rous band!
Ah, teil them they are men |

Thefe (hall the fury Paflions tear,
The vultures of the mind,
Dtdainful Anger, pallid Fear,
And Shame that fkulks behind;
Or pining Love (hail wafte their youth,
Qx Jealoufy with rankling tooth,
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That inly gnaws the fecret heart,
And Envy wan, and faded Care,

Grim-vifag’d comfortlefs Defpair,
And Sorrow’s piercing dart.

Ambition this fhall tempt to rife,

Then whirl the wretch from high,
To bitter Scorn a facrifice,
And grinning Infamy.
- The ftings of Falfchood thofe fhall try,

And hard Unkindnefs’ alter'd eye,
That mocks the tear it forc’d to flow;
And keen Remorfe with biood defil’d,
And moody :Jadnefs * laughing wild
Amid{t {everelt woe.

1.0, in the vale of years bencath
A griefly troop are feen,
'The painful family of Death,
More hideous than their queen

? wem=Madne!s langhing in his ireful moed.
Dryden’s Favle of Palimon and Arcite,
€3
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This racks the joints, this fires the veins,.
That every lahouring finew ftrains,
‘Thofe in the deeper vitals rage ¢
1.0, Poverty to fill the band

That numbs the foul with icy hand,
And flow-confuming Age,

To each his fufl’rings : all are men,
Condemn’d alike to groan ;
The tender for another’s pain,
Th’ unfeeling for his own.
Yet ah, why {hould they know their fatez
Since Sorrow ncver comes too late,
And Happinefs too {wiftly flies.
Thought would deftroy their paradife,
No more; where ignorance is biils,
"Tis folly to be wife.
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ADVERSITY.

Power,
Thou tamer of the human breaft,
Whofe iron fcourge and tort’ring hour,
The Bad afright, afllice the Beft!
Lound in thy. adamantine chamn
The Proud are taught to tafte of pain,
And purple tyrants vainly groan
with pangs unfelt betore, unpitied and
alones

D AUGHTER of Jove, relentlefs






