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EPITHALAMIUM.

ODE XL

L.
Efcend, defcend, ye fweet Aonian maids,
~ Leave the Parnaffian fhades,
The joyful Hymeneal fing,
And to a lovelier Belle
Than fiction €’er devis'd, or eloquence can tell,
Your vocal tributes bring.
And you, ye winged chorifters, that fly
In all the penfile gardens of the fky,
Chant thro’ th’ enamel’d grove,
Stretch from the trembling twigs your little throats,
With all the wild variety of artlefs notes,
But let each note be love.
Fragrant Flora, queen of May,
All bedight with garlands gay,
Where in the {mooth-fhaven green
The {pangled cowllips variegate the {cene,
And the rivulet between,
Whifpers, murmurs, fings,
As it ftops, or falls, or {prings ;
There {pread a fofa of thy fofteft flowers,
There let the bridegroom ftay,
There let him hate the light, and curfe the day,
And dun the tardy hours.
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II.
But fee the bride-~~fhe comes with filent pace,
Full of majefty and love ;
Not with a nobler grace
Look’d the imperial wife of Jove,
When erft ineffably fhe fhone
In Venus’ irrefiftible, inchanting zone.
Pheebus, great god of verfe, the nymph obferve,
Obferve her well ;
Then touch each {weetly-trem’lous nerve
Of thy refounding fhell :
Her like huntrefs-Dian paint,
Modeft, but without reftraint ;
From Pallas take her decent pace,
With Venus fweeten all her face,
From the Zephyrs fteal her fighs,
From thyfelf her fun-bright eyes;
Then baffled, thou fhalt fee,
That as did Daphne thee,
Her charms thy genius’ force fhall fly,
And by no foft perfuafive {founds be brib'd
To come within INVENTION's narrow eye ;

But all indignant fhun its grafp, and fcorn to be defcrib'd

II1.
Now {ce the bridegroom rife,
Oh! how impatient are his joys!
Bring me zephyrs to depaint his voice,
But light'ning for his eyes.
He
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He leaps, he fprings, he flies into her arms,
With joy intenfe,
Feeds evry fenfe,
And f{ultanates o'er all her charms.
Oh! had I Virgil’s comprehenfive ftrain,
Or fung like Pope, without a word in vain,
Then fhould I hope my numbers might contain,
Egregious nymph, thy boundlefs happinefs,
How arduous to exprefs |
Such may it laft to all eternity :_
And may thy Lord with thee,
Like two coeval pines in Ida’s grove,
That interweave their verdant arms in love,
Each mutual office chearfully perform,
And fhare alike the funfhine, and the ftorm;
And ever, as you flourith hand in hand,
Both fhade the fhepherd and adorn the land,

Together with each growing year arife,
Indiffolubly link’d, and climb at laft the fkies.
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