Ope on Lyric Poetry. By Mr. Marrjor.
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I NMATE of fmoaking cots, whofe ruftic fhed,

Within its humble bed,
Her twittering progeny contains,
The {wallow I‘l.vec'ps the plains,
Or lightly fkims from level lakes the dew.
T he ringdove ever true
In plaintive accents tells of unrelenting fate,
Far from the raven’s croak, and bird of night,
That ihrieking wings her flight
When, at his mutter’d rite,
Hid in the dufky defart vale,
With ftarting eye, and vifage pale
The grimly wizard fees the {petres rife unholy ;
But haunts the woods that held her beauteous mate,
And wooes the Echo foft with murmurs melancholy.
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Sublime alone the feather’d monarch flies,
His neft dark mifts upon the meountains fhrowd :
In vain the howling ftorms arife,
When borne on outftretch’d plume aloft ke {prings,
Dafhing with many a ftroke the parting cloud,
Or to the buoyant air commits his wings
Floating with even fail adown the liquid fkies;

Then darting upward, {wift his wings afpire,

: Where thunders keep their gloomy feat,
\ And Iightnings arm’d with heaven’s zl‘mnging ire,
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None can the dread artillery meet,
Or thro’ the airy region rove,
3ut he who guards the throne of Jove,
And grafps the flaming belt of {acred fire.
I3,
Know, with young Ambition bold,
In vain, my Mufe, thy dazled eyes explore
Diftant aims, where wont to foar,
Their burning way the kindling fpirits hold.
Heights too arduous wifely fhun ;
Humbler flights thy wings attend ;
For heaven-taught Genius can alone afcend
Back to her native fky,
And with direéted eagle eye
Pervade the lofty fpheres, and view the blazing {un.
) (O &
But hark ! o’er all the flower-enamell’d ground
What mufic breathes around !
I {ee, I fee the virgin train
Unlock their ftreams again,
Rolling to many a vale thetr liquid lapfe along,
While at the warbled {ong
Which holds entranc’d Attention’s wakeful ear,
Broke are the magic bands of iron fleep.
Love, wayward child, oft wont to weep,
In tears his robe to fteep
Forgets ; and Care that counts his ftore,

Now thinks each mighty bufinefs o’er;

While
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While fits on ruin’d cities, war's wide-wa \fting glory,
Ambition, ceafi ing the proud pile to rear,

And fighs ; unfinifh’d leaving half her ample ftory.

] 18272
‘Then once more, {weet enthufiaft, happy lyre,
Thy {foothing {olace deign awhile to bring. |
I ftrive to catch the facred fire,

And wake thee emulous on Granta’s plain, |
Where all the Mufes haunt his hallow’d {pring,
And where the Graces fhun the fordid train

Scornful of heaven-born arts which thee and peace infpire :
On life’s fequefter’d fcenes they filent wait, |

Nor heed the bafelefs pomp of power,

Nor thining dreams that crowd at Fortune's gate ; 1[1
But {fmooth th’ inevitable hour |
Of pain, which manis doom’d to know,

And teach the mortal mind to glow
Vith pleafures plac’d beyond the fhaft of Fate.
HEEe _
But, alas! th”> amufive reed 'f

I fuits the lyre that afks a mafter’s hand,
And fond fancies vainly feed

A breaft that life’s more a&ive fcenes demand.
Sloth ignoble to difclaim
215 enough : the lyre unftring.

At other feet the vitor palm T fling
In Granta’s glorious fhrine ;

Where crown’d with radiance divine

Her {miles fhall nurfe the Mufe ; the Mufe fhall 1lift her




