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SONNET.
INVITATION TO A FRIEND.

Since dark December fhrouds the tranfient day,
And flormy Winds are howling in their ire,
Why com'ft not THov, who always can’ft infpire
The {oul of cheerfulnefs, and beft array

A {ullen hour in fmiles?—O'! hafte to pay
The cordial vifit fullen honrs require !

Around the circling Walls a glowing fire
Shines ;—but it vainly fhines in this delay
To blend thy fpirit’s warm Promethean light.
Come then, at Science, and at Friendfhip’s call,
Their vow’d Difciple ;—come, for they invite;
The focial Powers without thee languifh all.
Come,—that I may not /4zar the winds of night,
Nor count the heavy eve-drops as they fall !



