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ODE TO A GENTLEMAN UPON HIS TRAVELg
THROUGH ITALY.

BT TR SAME,

HILE I with fond officious care
For you my chorded fhell prepare,
And not unmindful frame an humble lay ;
Where fhall this verfe my Cynthio find ?
What fcene of art mow charms your mind ?
Say, on what facred fpot of Roman ground you ftray ?
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Perhaps you cull each valley’s b'oom,
To firew o’er Virgil’s laurell’d tomb,
Whence oft at midnight echoing voices found ;
For at that hour of filence, there
The fhades of ancient Bards repair,
To join in choral fong his hallow’d urn around :
+ - ot
Or wander in the cooling fhade
Of Sabine bowers, where Horace ftray’d,
oft repeat in eager thought elate,
( A.s round in claffic fearch you trace
b ThW;th curious eye the pleafing place) -
" Hhat fount he lov'd, gnd there beneath that hill he fate.
How

And
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How longs my raptur’d breaft with you
Great Raphael’s magic firokes to view,

T whofe bleft hand each charm the Graces gurel
Whence each fair form with beauty glows,
Like that of Venus, when fhe rofe

Naked in blufhing charms from Ocean’s hoary wave,

As oft by roving fancy led
To fmooth Clitumnus’ banks you tread,
What awful thoughts his fabled waters raife !
While the low-thoughted {wain, whole flock
Grazes around, from fome fteep rock
With vulgar difregard his mazy courle furveys.

Now thro’ the ruin’d domes my Mufe-
Your fteps with eager flight purfues,
That their cleft piles on T'yber’s plains prefent,
Among whofe hollow-winding cells
Forlorn and wild Rome’s Genius dwells,
His golden fceptre broke, and purple mantle rent,

Oft to thofe mofly mouldering walls,
Thole caverns dark, and filent halls,
Let me repair by midnight's paly fires ;
There mufe on Empire’s fallen ftate,
_And frail Ambicion’s haplefs fate,
h.‘le more than mortal thoughts the folemn fcene Tfpires.

- What
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What luft of power from the cold North
- Could tempt thofe Vandal-robbers forth, |
| ine-clad vales to waft !
ir Traly, thy vine clad va . .
e \‘:’3 hofe hands profane, with hoflile blade,
Thy ftory’d temples dar’d invade,
Ard all thy Parian feats of Attic art defac’d.

They, weeping Art in fetters bound,
And gor'd her breaft with many a wound,
And veil'd her charms in clouds of thickeft night ;
Sad Poefy, much-injur’d maid,
They drove to fome dim convent’s fhade,
And quench'd in gloomy mift her lamp’s refplendent light,

There long the wept, to darknels doom’d,

"Till Cofmo’s hand her light relum’d,
That once again in lofty Taflo fhone ;

Since has fweet Spenfer caught her fire,

She breath'd once more in Milton’s lyre, \
And warm'd the foul divine of Shakefpear, Fancy’s fon.

Nor fhe, mild queen, will ceafe to fmile :
On her Britannia’s muchelov’d ifle, ‘q
Where thefe her beft, her favourite three were born, é
While # Theron warbles Gracian ftrains, "
Or polifh'd Dodi}n’g“_ton}remains,
Thqﬂ:ooping train of Arts to cherifh and adorn.

«~ % The author of the Pleafures of Imajgination,
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