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WRITTEN ON THE CONCLUSION OF THE PEACE or

AIX-LA-CHAPELLE, MDCCXLVIII,
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"TENCE, pettilential Mars,
Of fable-vefted night and chaos bred,
On matter’s formlefs bed,
"Mid the harfh din of elemental jars:
Hence with thy frantic crowd,

Wing’d Flight, pale Terror, Difcord cloath’d in fire,
Precipitate retire ;

While mad Bellona eracks her fnaky thong,
And hurries headlong on,

To Ach’ron’s brink and Phlegethon’s flaming flood.
But hail, fair Peace! fo mild and meek, ;

With polifh’d brow and rofy cheek ; ]
That, on thy fleece-white cloud defcending,

‘Hither, foft-ey’d queen, art tending

~ Gently o%r thy favourite land

’{'o wave thy genial myrtle wand -

e 'f'o thake from off thy turtle wing

- TW ambrofial dews of endlefs fpring ;

Spring
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Spring, like that, which poets felgn,
- Gilded Saturn’s eafy reign:

For Saturn’s firft born daughter thou;
Unlefs, as later bards avow,

The youthful god with fpangled hair
Clofely clafp’d Harmonia fair:

For, banifh’d erft heaven’s ftar-pav’d floor,
(As fings my legendary lore)

As Pheebus fat by weeping brook,

With fhepherds fcrip and fhepherds crook,
Penfive midft a favage train

(For favage then was all the plain)
Fair Harmonia left her bowgr,
T'o join her radiant paramour:

Hence didft thou {pring; and at thy birth
Lenient Zephyrs fann’d the earth,
Rumbling thunders growl’d no more,
Prowling wolves forgot to roar,

And man, from fiercer rage pofleft,
Smil’d Diffenfion from his breaft.

She comes, fhe comes, ye nymphs, prepare
Gay floral wreaths to bind your hair;
Ye fwains, infpire the mellow flute

To dulcet firains, which aptly fuit
The featly-footed faraband S
Of Phillis trim and Marian bland,
- When mmbly light each ﬁmpermg lafs
Trips it o’er the pliant grafs.

But fee, her focial fmiling train, 2
Now invefts th’ inraptur’d plain!




(l 192 )

Plenty’s treafure teeming hom. |
Show’rs its fruits, its flowers, 1its corng

Commerce fpreads his amp]?ﬁ: fa.il;
Strong-nerv’d Labour lift his flail ;
Sylvanus too attends (’tis he

That bears the root-plllc_k’d cyprefs tree}
He fhall my youngling footfteps lead
Thro’ tufted lawn and fringed mead,

By fcooped valley, heaped hill,

Level river, dancing rill,

Where the thepherds all appear,

To fhear and wath their fleecy care,
Which bleating ftand the ftreams around,
And whiten all the clofe-cropt ground :
Or when the maids in bonnets theen,
Cock the hay upon the green ;

Or up yon fieep rough road the fwains
Drive flow along their rolling wains
(Where Jaughing Ceres crowns the ftack,
And makes the ponderous axle crack)
Then to the village on the hill,

‘The barns capacious jaws to fill,

Where the anfwering flails rebound,
Beating bold with thundering found,
Enchanted with this rural fcene,

¢ let me weaye my arb’rets green :
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But if my vagrant fancy pants

For charms, which fimple Nature wants,
Grant, Power benign, admittance free

To fome rang’d academy : '
There to give to aris refin’d

All the impulfe of my mind ;

And oft obfervant take my ftand,

Where the painter’s magic hand

From fketches rude, with gradual art,

Calls dawning life to every part,

Till, withnice tints all labour’d high,
Each ftarting hero mects the eye:

Oft too, O! let me nice infpeét

The draughts of jufteft architect :

And hence delighted let me pafs,

Where others mould the ductile brafs;

Or teach the Parian ftone to-wear

A letter’d fage’s mufing air.

But ah! thefe arts have fix’d their home

In Roman or in Gallic dome: '
Tho ftrange befeems, that arts fhou’d fpread
Where frowns black Slavery’s baleful fhade;
And ftranger far that arts decay

Where Freedom deals her warmeft ray.
This then deny’d, I’ll fwift retreat,
Where Camus winds with murmur {weet :
There teach me, piercing Locke, t explare
The bufy mind’s ideal ftore;

There, heaven-rapt Newton, guide my way
*Mid rolling worlds, thro’ floods of day,
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To mark the vagrant comet’s roa&‘,-d
And thro’ his wonders tr.ace th’e God. ‘
Then, to unbend my Jlmnd, 1I 11 roam ¢
i e cloyfters filent gloom: -
é:liixetfe ranl);’d oaks their .ﬂmdes diffufe,
Hold dalliance with my darling mu{e,
Recalling oft fome heav:n-bo-rn ftrain,
That warbled in Auguftan reign ;
Or turn well pleas’d the Grecian page, |
If fweet Theocritus engage, )
Or blith Anacreon, mirthful wight,
Caroll his eafy love-lay light.
Yet let not all my pleafure lie
Confin’d to one Pheebeian joy ;
But ever give my fingers wings,
Lightly to fkim the trembling ftrings,
And from fome bower'to tune the lay ¢
While lifning birds crowd every {pray,
Or hovering filent o’er my head,
Their quivering wings exulting {pread;
Save but the turtles, they alone
With tender plaintive faithful moan,
Shall tell, to all the fecret grove,
Their foft thick-warbled tale of love:
Sweet birds! your mingling blifs purfuing,
Ever billing, Ever cooing, VAR
 Yel conflant pair! 1 love to note
Your hoarfe firain gurgling in your throat;
And ye nnheard from fidelong hills
The Hquid lapfe of whifpering rills,
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T hitt to hear: fuch founds diffufe

Sweet tranfports to the thoughtful mufe.
Thus fummer fees me briflc and light,
Till winter {preads her ’kerchief white;

e

‘hen to the city’s focial walls
Where tolling clock to bufinefs calls,
There the weaver’s fhuttle {peeds
Nimbly thro’ the fine-fpun threads ;
There the vocal anvil rings,

While the {mith his hammer fwings;
And every man and every boy,
Brifkly join in warm employ,

Thro’ fuch throng’d fcenes full oft I’ll range,
Oft crowd into the rich exchange:

Or to yon wharf; afide the mote,

Where the anchor’d fhips do float,

And others, haftening into bay,

Swell their fails in fair array:

Wafting to Albion’s fons the ftore °
That each Peruvian mine can pour}
Wafting to Albion’s {miling dames

The ruby’s glow, the diamond’s flames,
Till all the Indies rufh into the Thames.
Joys vaft as thefe my fancy claims;

And joys like thefe if Peace infpire,
Peace with thee, I ftring the lyre.
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