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ODE ON THE APPROACH OF SUMMfp.
BY ——.

EN CE, iron-fcepter’d Winter, hafte : a
To bleak Siberian wafte!
Hatfte to thy polar folitude ; 3
Mid catara&s of ice, : ¥ o] . |
Whole torrents dumb are firetch’d in fragments rude,
From many an airy precipice,
Where, ever heat by flezty thowers;
Thy gloomy Gothic caftle towers ;
Amid whofe howling iles and nalls. . .
Where no gay funbeam paints the walls;
On eboh throne thou lov'f to fhroud
Thy brows in many a murky cloud,
Ev’n now, ‘before the vernal heat,
Sullen T fee thy train retreat :
Thy ruthle(s hoft ftern Eurus guides,
That on a ravenouys tyger rides,
Dim-figur'd on whofe rope are fhewn
Shipwrecks, and villages o’erthrown : _
Grim Aufter, dropping all with dew;
Inmantle ¢lag of witchet hye:
And Cold, ike Zemblan favage feen;
Sl threatning wih bis arrows. keen;
k- And
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And next, in furry coat embog
with icicles, his brothey Froft,

Winter, farewel! thy forefts hoar,
Thy frozer floods delight no more ;
Faréwél the fields, fo bare and wild !
But come thou rofe-cheek cherub mild, :
Sweeteft Summer! hafte thee ‘here,
Once more fo crown the gladden’d year. 3
'Thee April blithe, as long of yore,
Bermudas’ lawns he frolick’d o’er,
With mufkye ne&ar—tncklmg win
(In the new world’s firk daang %prmgf
To gather balm of choiceft dews, 53
And patterns fair of various hues, . :
With which to paint in changeful dye, £h |
The youthful earth’s embroidery; 2
To cull the effence of rich fmells, i
In which to dip his new-bdm bella,; o sode
Thee, as he ﬂumﬁ d _\Xlt}}( inio 57,",,' . o
He found an mfa:nt, ﬁﬂlﬁn fwae' ol e
Where 7 tall citron’s fhade thffg%
The foft lap of the fragrant
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ning hand, and nurture kimd,

-births to rear,

s mellowing I'CZ}_;” appear.
Hafte thee, nymph! and hand in hand

With thee lead a buxom band;

Bring fantaftic-footed Joy, 5

With Sport, that yellow-trefled boy.

Leifure, that thro’ the balmy {ky

Chafes a crimfon butterfly.

Bring Health, that loves in early dawn

To ;?.eet the milk-maid on the lawn;

Bring Pleafure, rurdl nymph, and Peace,

Meek, cortage-loving fhepherdefs!

And that {weet ftripling, Zephyr, bring,

Light, and for ever an the wing.

Bring the dear Mufe, that loves to lean

On river margins, mofly green.

Bat whois fhe that bears thy train,

Pacing light the velvet plain ?

The pale pink binds her auburn hair,

Her trefles flow with paftoral air;

"Tis May, the grace—confeft fhe ftands

By branch of hawthorn in her hands :

Lo! near her trip the lightfome dews,

Their wings all ting’d in irjs.}

19€5 3
With whom the

powers of Flora play,
And paint with panfies all the way,

11 1 ”
Oft when thy feafon, fweetelt Queen,
Has dreft the groves in |

lvery oreen,

W hen

S

e
‘\ﬁug” -



275 )
When in each fair and fertile feld
Beauty begins her bower to build;
While Evening, veil’d in fhadows brown;
Puts her matron-mantle on,
And mifts in {preading fteams convéy
More frefh the fumes of new-fhorn hay}
Then, Goddefs, guide my pilgrim feet
Contemplation hoar to meet,
As flow He winds in mufeful mood,
Near the rufi’d marge of Cherwell’s flood
Or o’et old Avon’s magic edge, “
Whence Shakefpeare cull’d the fpiky fedge,
All playful yet, in years unripe,
To frame’a fhrill and fimple pipe.
There thro’ the dufkc but dimly feen,
Sweet evening objes intervene:
His wattled cotes the ﬂiepherd plants;
Beneath her elm the milk-maid chants: f:'-'
The woodman, fpeeding home; Wu o
Refts him at a fhady ftile.
Nor wants there fragrance to difpenfe 1
Ref‘refhmént o’et my foothed pfe" ik

Nor WM@ the
Nor fcnnd.aﬁ,
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tle the breczes lightly borne
¥ .
ecen-embattled ears of corn:
: ¢ elm with humming noile,
{warms rejoice,

Rul
Ord

Round ancien

Full loud the chaffer-

Meantime a thoufand dies inveft

The raby chambers of the welt!

That all aflant the village tower

A mild refleted radiance pour,

While, with the level-ftreaming rays

Far {een its arched windows blaze:

And the tall grove’s green top is dight

In ruffet tints, and gleams of light:

So that the gay fcene by degrees

Bathes my blithe heart in extafies;

And Fancy to my ravifl’d fight

Pourtrays her kindred vifions bright.

At length the parting light fubdues

My foften’d foul to calmer views,

And fainter fhapes of penfive joy,

As twilight dawns, my mind employ,

Till from the path I fondly ftray

In mufings lapt, nor heed the way ;

Wandering thro’ the landfcape flill,

Till Melancholy has her fill ;

And on each mofs-wove border damp,

The glow-worm hangs his fairy lamp.
'But when the fun, at noon-tide hour, -

Sits throned in his higheft tower ;

Me, heart-rejoicing Goddefs, lead

o the tann’d hay-cock in the meads:
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T'o mix in rural mond among

The nymphs and fwains, a bufy ﬂuon :
Or, as the tepid odowrs breathe, g

The ruflet piles to lean beneath;
There as my littlefs limbs are thrown
On couch more foft than palace down,
1 liften to the buly found
Of mirth and toil that hums around ;
And fee the team fhrill- ~tinkling pafs .
Alternate o’er the f'urrow’d grafs,

But ever, after fummer-mower, ;
When the brzght {un’s returning powér',
With langhing beam has chas’d the flornt,
And chear’d reviving Nature’s form; =
By fweet-brier hedges, bath’d in dew,
Let me my wholefome path Purfue,
There iffuing forth the frequc,nt fna‘l )
Wears the dank * way with ,ﬂ; trail,
While as I'w \'“tkw "‘fi'qin pearle u
"Fhe funny <
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But ever, againit reftlefs heaty

Bear me to the rock-arch’d feat,

’er whofe dim mouth an ivy'd oak

?“{;m gs nodding from the low-brow’d rock ;
Hau;tcd by that chafte nymph alone,
Whofe waters cleave the fmoothed ftone ;
Which, as they gufh upon the ground,
Still featter mifty dews around:

A ruftic, wild, grotefque alcove,.

Its fide with mantling woodbines wove ;
Cool as the cave where Clio dwells,
Whence Helicon’s frefl fountain wells;
Or noon-tide grott where Sylvan fleeps
Tn hoar Lyczum’s piny ftecps.

Me, Goddefs, in fuch cavern lay,
While all without is fcorch’d in day;
Sore fighs the weary {fwain, beneath
His withering hawthorn on the heath ;
The drooping hedger wifhes eve,

In vain, of labour fhort reprieve!
‘Meantime, on Afric’s glowing fands,

Smote with keen heat, the traveller ftands =

Low finks his heart, while round his eye
Meafures the {cenes that boundlefs lie,
Ne’er yet by foot of mortal worn,
Where Thirft, wan pilgrim, walks forlorn.
How does he wifh fome cooling wave :
To flake his lips, or limbs to layel
- And thinks, in every whifper low,

- He hears a burfing fountain flow, .

i et
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Or bear me to yon antique wood,

Dim temple of fage Solitude!
But ftill in Fancy’s mirror fees
Some more romantic fcene woyld pleafe
There within a nook moft dark, :
Where none my mufing mood may maxk,
Let me, in many a whifper’d rite,

The Genius old of Greece invite,

With that fair wreath my brows to bind,
Which, for his chofen imps he twin'd,
Well nurtur’d in Pierian lore, :

On clear Iliffus’ laureat fhore— |

Till high on waving neft reclin’d, -
The raven wakes my tranced mind!

Or to the foreft-fringed vale

Where widow’d turtles love to wail,

Where cowﬂi'p's clad in mantle meek, |
Nod their tall heads to breezes weak‘ 3w
In the midf, with fedgesgrey
Crown’d, a fcant rivulet wmﬁs_t_ﬁi"ﬁfﬁrf TR o
And trembling thro’ the weedy W

’! : -I:‘d' '.:?-'. A :
Around an oozy frefnefs breathes.
. e L

Q’er the folitary grgm, ¥

‘Nor cott, nor ‘% v
ﬁ :
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Vet ftill the {ultry noon t

)
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Some more romantic fcene might pieaic;

Or fairy bank, or may

- 5
[ ] in Vallambrofa’s
Or bower 1n V aiulamoroia s

d

1c lawn,

thade,

T
y legendary pens pourtray’d.
ot o«

Hafle let me fhroud from painful light,

4 Akl

On that hoar hill’s acrial he

ight,

In folemn ftate, where waving wide,

A : ; SRRy
Thick pines with darkening umbrage hide

The rugoed vauolts, and riv

]

("‘.!,' hat nraond caflile’e .]i,.,,.
74 that r;Dt;-..l Lailic 9 P-.- L

en towers
ed bowers,

Whence Hardyknute, a baron bold,
In Scotland’s martial days of old,
Defcended from the flately feaft,

Begirt with many a warrior-gueft,
To quell the pride of Norway’s king,

With quivering lance and twanging firing.

As thro’ the caverns dim I

Might I that holy legend f;

wind,
nd,

By fairies {pelt in myftic rhymes,
To teach enquiring later times,

What open force, or fecret

guile,

Dafh'd into duft the {olemn pile.
But when mild Morn in faffron ftole

firﬁ iffues from her eaftern
Let not my due feet fai] o

goal ;
climb

pome breezy fummit’s brow {fublime,

Whence Nature’s univerfal
;@Iumia’d {miles with new

face
-born grace ;

The

.
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The mifty ftreams that wind below,
With filver-fparkling luftre glow ;
The groves, and caftled cliffs appear
Invefted all in radiance clear;
O'! every village-charm beneath!
The fmoke that mounts in azure wreath!
O beauteous, rural interchange!
The {imple fpire, and elmy grange!
Content, indulging blifsful hours,
Whilftles o’er the fragrant flowers,
And cattle rouz’d to pafture new,
Shake jocund fiom their fides the dew.
’T'is thou alone, O Summer mild,
Canft bid me carol wood-notes wild :
Whene’er I view thy genial {cenes,
Thy waving woods, embroider’d greens,
What fires within my bofom wake,
How glows my mind the reed to take!
What charms like thine the mufe can call,
With whom ’tis youth and laughter all;
With whom each field’s a paradife,
And all the globe a bower of blifs!
With thee converfing, all the day,
I meditate my lightfome fay.
Thefe pedant cloifters let meleave
"T'o breathe my votive fo_;lg__. at oY% " 4
In valleys where mild whifpers uie
Of thade and fream to

While wande:
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But when life’s bufier {cene is ofer,
And age fhall give the treffes hoar,
1'd fly foft Luxury’s marble dome,
And make an humble thatch my home,
Which floping hills around enclofe,
Wherg many a beech and brown oak grows ;
Beneath whole dark and branching bowers
Its tides a far-fam’d river pours:
By Nature’s beauties taught to pleafe,
Sweet T'ufeulane of rural eafe!
Still grot of Peace! in lowly fhed
Who loves to reft her gentle head.
For not the fcenes of Attic art
Can comfort care, or foothe the heart:
Nor burning cheek, nor wakeful eye,
For gold, and Tyrian purple fly.
Thither, kind heaven, in pity lent,
Send me a little and content ;
The faithful friend, and chearfyl night,
The focial fcene of dear delight : |
The confcience pure, the temper gay,
The mufing eve, and idle day.
Give me beneath cool thades to fit,
Rapt with the charms of claffic wit:
To catch t]}e bold heroic flame, ;
That built iminortal Graxcia’s ?amc_
Nor let me fail, meantime, to raife
The folemn fony to Britain’s praife :
To fpurn the fhepherd’s fimple reeds,
¢ b Laint }}eyoic ancient deeds :
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To chant fam’d Arthyy’s magic tale,

And Edwatd, ftern in fable maj],

Or wandering Brutus’ lawlefs doom,

Or brave Bonduca, {courge of Rome;
O ever to fweet poefie, 5

Let me live true votary!

She fhall lead me by the hand,

Queen of fweet fmiles, and folace bland!

She from her precious ftores fhall fhed

Ambrofial flowrets o’er my head :

She, from my tender youthful cheek

Can wipe, with lenient finger meek,

‘The fecret and unpitied tear,

Which ftill I drop in darknefs drear.

She fhall be my blooming bride, -

With her, as years fucceflive glide, |

'l hold divineft dalliance,

For ever hcld in holy trance.
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