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SONNET,

WRITTEN ON RISING GROLUND,

NEAR LICHFIELD.

The Evening fhines in May’s luxuriant pride,
And all the funny hills at diftance glow,
And all the brooks that thro’ the Valley flow,
Seem liquid gold.—O! had my fate denied
Leifure, and power to tafte the {weets, that glide
Thro' kindling Souls, as the foft Seafons go
On their ftill varying progrefs, for the woe
My heart has felt, what balm had been {fupplied ?—-
But where great NaTurE {miles, as fere {he {miles,
*Mid verdant vales, and gently-fwelling hills,
And glafy lakes, and mazy, murmuring rills,
And narrow wood-wild lanes, her fpell beguiles
Th’ impatient fighs of grief, and reconciles

Poetic minds to Life, with all her ills.



