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O fallly fond of what feems great,
Of purple pomp and robes of ftate,
And all life’s tinfel glare!
Rather with humble violets bind,
Or give to wanton in the wind
Your length of fable hair.

Soon as you reach the rural fhade,
Will Mirth, the fprightly mountain maid,
Your days and nights attend ;
She’ll bring fantaftic Sport and Song,
Nor Cupid will be abfent long,
Your true ally and friend.

ODE T Oubg®ik &:T U D:E.
By THI SAM.I.-
HO U, that at deep dead of ni
T , dead of night
% GhWalk it f:o;th beneath the pale moon’s light,
robe of flowing black array’d, |

; W‘h&'cﬂ:fg.hgvuﬂg brows o’erfhade ;

® ¢ crowing cock
 Andhe dittot unding dock ;-
ﬁrﬁ:z’ in thy cavern low,
n‘;_ " the bleak winds loudly blow,
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Oy the hoarfe death-boding owl,

Or village maiftift’s wakeful howl,
while through thy melancholy room
A dim lamp cafts an awful gloom ;
Thou, that on the meadow green,
O; daify’'d upland art not feen,

But wandering by the dutky nooks, .
And the penfive-falling brooks,

Or near fome rugged, herblefs rock,
Where no fhepherd keeps his flock !
Mufing maid, to thee I come,
Hating the tradeful city’s hum ;

O let me calmly dwell with thee,
From noify mirth and bufinefs free,
With meditation feek the fkies,
This folly- fetter'd world defpife !
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| BY MR. POT'I.'ER.
THE lofiy beeches, and their facred g i .
~ O’ Penfhurft’s flower embroider’d vale difplay’d, | :

f:fave yet their glory : not that Sidney’s hand
Marﬂtall’d in even ranks th' obfequious band ;"
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