LLEGIAC SONNETS. 24

SONNET 1.,

BLEST is yon shepherd, on the turt reclin’d,
Who, on the varnied clouds which float above,
Lies 1dly gazing—while his vacant nund
Pours out some tale antique of rural love !
Ah' be has never telt the pangs that move
T indignant spirit, when with selfish pride,
Friends, on whose faith the trusting heart 1ehv'd,
Unkindly shun th’ imploning eye of woe !
The ills they ought to svothe, with taunts deride,
And laughattearsthemselves lave forcd to flow. 1o
Noy Jzs rude bosom those fine teelings melt,
Children of Sentiment and Knowledze born,
Thio’ whom cach shaft with czuct foree is felt

Lupoison'd by deceit—or barb’d with scuin,
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