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oDE AGAINST DESPATR

BY THE SAME,

Arewell thou dimpled cherub Joy,
Thou rofe-crown’d, ever- fmxlmg boy,

Wont thy fifter Hope to lead
To dance along the primrofe mead !
No more, bereft of happy hours, ol g
I feek thy lute-refounding bowers, f
But to yon ruin’d tower repair,
To meet the God of groans, Defpair;
Who, on that ivy-darken’d ground,
Still takes at eve his filent round, =~ -
Or fits yon new~.made grave Beﬁdc‘;'
Where lies a frantic Suicide: PRI
While labouring fighs my heaﬂ&ﬁnnas break,
Thus to the fullen Power 1 fpeak
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“ Hafte, with thy poifon’d dagger, ﬁaﬂeu -
“ To pierce this forrow-laden Bfeaﬁ* Lea
“ Or lead me at the'dead of night,

“* To fome fea-beat mountain’s hhigh‘f. 2 e

; Whence with headlong hafte T'Il &:'&p'" g

& Tothe dark bofom of the RSP it voiun v L 0:
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¢ Or fhew me far from human eye,

« Some cave to mufe in, ftarve, and die,
« No weeping friend or brother near,

¢« My laflt fond, faultering words to hear }”

*T'was thus with weight of woes oppreft,
I fought to eafe my bruifed breaft :
When ftraight more gloomy grew the fhade,
Andlo! a tall majeftic maid !
Her limbs, not delicately fair,
Robult, and of a martial air;
She bore of fteel a polifh’d fhield, -
Where highly.fculptur’d I beheld
Th’ Athenian * martyr fmiling fland,
The baleful goblet in his hand ;
Sparkled her eyes with lively flame,
And Patience was the feraph’s name ;
Steraly the look’d, and flern began——
“ Thy forrows ceafe, complzaining man,
“ Roufe thy weak foul, appeafe thy moan,
“ Soon are the clouds of fadnefs gone ;
“ Tho’ now in Grief’s dark groves you walk,
“ Where griefly fiends around you ftalk,
*“ Beyond, a blifsful city lies,
“ Far from whofe gates each anguifh flies:

“ Take thou this fhield, which once of yore
“ Ulyfles and Alcides wore,

“ Socra‘es,
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¢ And which in later days I pave
« To Regulus and Raleigh brave ;
« In exile or in dungeon drear

¢« Their mighty minds could banifh fear;
¢« Thy heart no tenfold woes fhall feel,
¢ *Twas Virtue temper’d the rough fteel,
« And, by her heavenly fingers wrought,
¢ To me the precioas prefent brought.”
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O Thou, that to the moon.light vale
Warbleft oft thy plaintive tale,
What time the village murmurs ceafe,
And the ftjl] eye is hufh’d to peace,
When now no bufy found is heard,
Contemplation’s favourite bird !

Chauntrefs of Night, whofe amorous fong
Firk heard the tufted groves among,
Warns wanton Mabba to begin ‘

- Her sevels on the circled green,
Whene'er by meditation led,

I_ nightly feek fome diftant mead, A fhort -f




