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MOUNTAIN-DAISY,

On tirning one down, with the Plough, in A-
P?"fl I786n

EE, modeft, crimfon-tipped flow'r,
Thou’s met me in an evil hour;

For I maun crufh amang the ftoure
Thy flender ftem:

To {pare thee now 1s paft my pow'r,
Thou bonie gem.

Alas! it’s no thy neebor {weet,

'The bonie Lark, companion meet!
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Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet!
' Wi's fpreckl’d breatt,
When upward-{pringing, blythe, to greet
' The purpling Eaft.

Cauld blew the bitter-biting North
Upon thy early, humble birth ;
Yet chearfully thou glinted forth
Amid the ftorm,

Scarce rear’d above the Parent-carth

Thy tender form.

The flaunting flow’rs our Gardens yield,

High-fhelt’ring woods and wa’s maun {thield,

But thou, beneath the random bield
| O’ clod or ftane,
Adorns the hiftie fibble-field,

Unfeen, alane.

There, 1n th}r {canty mantle clad,
Thy {nawie bofom {un-ward {pread,
Thou lifts thy unaffuming head

In humble guife;
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But now the fbare uptears thy bed,

And low thou lies!

Such 1s the fate of artlefs Maid,
Sweet flow’ret of the rural {hade'
By Love’s ﬁmphmty betray d,
~ And guilelefs truft,
Till fhe, like thee, all {oil'd, is laid |
an 4 the du{’c

Such is the fate of fimple Bard,

On Life’s rough ocean lucklefs ﬁarr d!
Un:[kllful he to note the takd (11

Of ;ﬁma’mz‘ Lore,
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard,

And whelm him o'er!

Such fate to fufering worth is giv'n,

Who long with wants and woes has ftriv’ 1,

By human pride or cunmng driv'n
To Mif’ry’s brink,

Tﬂl wrench'd of ev’ry ftay but HEAV’ N
' He, ruin’d, fink! |
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Ev’n thou who mourn’ft the Daify’s fate;
That fate is thine

Stern Ruin’s plough-/hare drives, elate,

no diftant date;

Full on thy bloom,
Till crufh’d beneath the furrows weight,
Shall be thy doom'!




