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Ovely, lafting Peace of Mind!
Sweet Delight of human kind !
Heavenly born, and bred on high,
To crown the Fav'rites of the Sky
With more of Happinefs below,

Than Vi&ors in a Trinmph know !

Whither, O whither art thou fled,

To lay thy meek, contented Head ?
- What
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What happy Region doft thou plcafe
To make the Seat of Calms and Eafe?

Ambition fearches all its Sphere. -
Of Pomp and State, to meet thee there.
Encreafing Avarice would find
Thy Prefence in its Gold enfhrin'd.
The bold Advent’rer ploughs his way,
Thro’ Rocks amidft the foaming Sea,
To gainthy Love; and then perceives
Thou wert not in the Rocks and 'Waves,
The filent Heart which Grief affails,
Treads foft and lonefome o'er the Vales,
Sees Daifics open, Rivers run,

And fecks (as I have vainly done)
Amufing Thought ; but learns to know
That Solitude’sthe Nutfe of Woe,

No
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No recal Happinefs .is found

In trailing Purple o'cr the Ground :

~ Or in a Soul exalted high,

To rangc the Cm:mt: of the Sky,

Converfe with Stars above, and kiow -
All Nature in its Forms below s

The Rett it feeks,in feeking dies,

And Doubts -at laft for Knowledge rife.

Lovely, latting Peace a;;‘pcar -
‘This World it felf, if thou art here,
Is once again’ with Eden blefs'd,

And Man contains it in his Breaft.

"T'was thus, as under Shade I ftood,
I fung my Wifhes to the Wood,
And loft in Thought, no mote perceiv'd
The Branches whifper as they wav'd:
It
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It feem’d, as all the quiet Place |
Confefs'd the i’rtfcncc of the Grace. . ..
When thus the -fpnkc——- Go rule thy Will,. . .
Bid thy wild Palionsall be fil, . .
Know Goci—-;—and bring thy Heart .t;; knﬂWj - E
The Joys which from Rcligic;n flow: |
Then ev'ry Grace fhall prove its Gueft,

And TI'll be thereto crown the reft.

Oh'! by yonder Mnﬁy Sear,.
In my Hours of fweet Rétrca't;
Might I thus my Soul employ,
With fenfe of Gratitade and Joy :
Rais'd as antient Prophets were,
In heavenly Vifion, Praife, and Pray’r;
Pleafing all Mcn, hurting none,

Pleasd and blefs'd with God alone:

M ' Thea



12 ~~~ POEMS ox
‘Then while the Gardens take my Sight, ‘
With all the Colours of Delight 3 |
While filver Waters glide along,

To pleafe my Ear, and court my ISnng:
I'll life my Voice, and tuné my String,
And thec, :greaf Source of Natnrf,l ﬁng.

The Sun that walks his airy Way,
To light the World, and give the Day ;
The Moon that fhines with borrow’d Light s
The Stars that gild the gloomy Night ;
The Seas that roll unnumber'd Waves;
The Wood that fpreads its Thady Leavess
The Ficld whofe Ears conceal the Grain,
The yellow Treafure of the Plain
All of thefe, and all I fee,
Showd be fung, and fung by me :

‘ L : They
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They fpeak their Maket as they can, |
But want and ask the Tongue of Man. -

Go fearch among your idle Drcams,
Yourbufy, or your vain Extréatns ; :
And find a Llf: of cqual Bhfs, _

Or own. thc ﬂfxt bcgun in Tb;n

M - The



