EYAM?>,

FOR one fhort week I leave, with anxious heart,
Source of my filial cares, the FuLL oF DAYS;
Lur'd by the promife of harmonic Art

To breathe her Handcl’s {foul-exalting lays.
Penfive 1 tracc the Derwent's amber wavef,
Foaming thro’ fylvan banks, or view it lave

The foft romantic vallies, high o’er-peer’d

By hills, and rocks, in favage grandeur rear’d.

Not two fhort miles from thee,~can I refrain
Thy haunts, my native Evawm, long unfeen?

Thou, and thy lov'd Inhabitants again

Shall meet my tranfient gaze.—Thy rocky fcreen,

* This Poem was written Augufl 1788, on a journey throvgh Detlnfhive, 1o
a mulic-mecting at Sheffield.  The Author’s Father was Refum of Evas, i ex-
tenfive Village, that runs along a mountainons terrace, i one ot the highell parts
of the Peak. She was born there, and there paffed the fufl feven ycars of her
life, viliting the Place often with her Father in future penodse The middle pae of

this Village is built on the edge of a deep Dell, which has vesy pictarefine, anid
beautiful features.

t dmber wave. From the peculiar nature of the clay on thic mountains, from
which it defeends, the River Derwent has a vellow tint, that well becomes the dak

foliage on its banks, and ihe perpetual foam produced by a marrow, and rochy
channel,
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Thy airy cliffs I mount; and {feek thy fhade,
Thy roofs, that brow the fteep, romantic glade;
But, while on me the eyes of Friendfhip glow,

Swell my pain’d fighs, my tears {pontaneous flow.

In Scenes paternal, not beheld thro’ years,

Nor view'd, till mow, but by a Father’s fide,

Well might the tender tributary tears,

From keen regrets of duteous fondnefs, glide.

Its Paftor, to this Human-Flock no more

Shall the long flight of future days reftore;
Diftant he droops—and that once-gladdening eye

Now languid gleams, e’en when his Friends are nigh. *

Thro’ this known walk, where weedy gravel lies,
Rough, and unfightly ;—by the long coarfe grafs
Of the once fmooth, and vivid Green, with fighs,
To the deferted Rectory I pafs;—

Stray thro’ the darken’d chambers naked bound,
Where Childhood’s earlieft, livelieft blifs I found.
How chang’d, fince erft, the lightfome walls beneath,
The focial joys did their warm comforts breathe!
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Ere yet I go, who may return no more, .
That facred Pile, mid yonder thadowy trees,

Let me revifit —ancient, mally door,

Thou grateft hoarfe!-—my vital {pirits freeze

Paffing the vacant Pulpit to the {pace

Where humble rails the decent Altar grace,

And where my infant fifter's afthes fleep,
Whofe lofs I left the childifh fport to weep. ‘

*Now the low beams, with paper garlands hung,

In memory of fome village Youth, or Maid,

Draw the foft tear, from thrill'd remembrance {prung,
How oft my childhood mark’d that tribute paid.

The gloves fufpended by the garland’s fide,

White as its fnowy flowers, with ribbands tied;

Dear Village! long thefe wreaths funereal fpread,

Simple memorials of thy carly Dead !

* The ancient cuflom of hnnging a parland of white rofes, made of wnung-
paper, and a pair of white gloves, over the pew of 1l e unmarried Villagers, who
die in the lower of their aze, is obferved to this dav, m the Villare of Evas, and

ﬂl ; ¥
in moft other Villages, and little Towns in the Peal,
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But, O! thou blank, and filent Pulpit ! _thou
That with a Father’s precepts, juft, and bland,
Did’ft win my ear, as Reafon’s ftrengthening glow
Show’d their full value—now thou feem’ft to ftand
Before my fad, {uffus’d, and trembling gaze,

The drearieft relic of departed davs;

Of eloquence paternal, nervous, clear,

Dim AppariTioN THOU,—and bitter is my tear.



