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BY THE §AME,

i 1.
ET once more, {weetelt Queen of Song,
Thy humble fuppliant lead along,
Thro® Fancy’s flowery plains ;.
Oh bear me to th’ ideal grove,
Where hand in hand the Graces rove,
And footh me with feraphic ftrains!
*Tis thine, harmonious maid, to cull
Delicious balm to heal our cares ;
"Tis thine to take the prifon'd foul,
And lap it in Elyfian airs ;
While quick as thought at thy divine command
The realms of Grace and Harmony expand.
: I 2,
And 1o 1 before my ravifh'd eyes
The vifionary fcenes arife !
I hear the tender lute complain,
While Sappho breathes her amorous paii 3
(O guard me from fuch fierce defires,
Thou God of Raptures, God of Fires !)
¥ hear Anacreon’s honey'd tongue ; R 4
‘To Love and Wine repeat the fong ; His
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His flight fublime the Theban {fwan prepares,
And louder mufic wakes tthWOndermg {pheres,
iy
But ]mfk ! how fweet the numbers fwell,
While Homer waves his foul-enchanting wand !
Entranc'd the liftening Paflions ftand,
Charm'd with the magic of his fhell.
Whether to arms his trump refounds,
The heart with martial ardor bounds ;
Or {prightly themes his hand employ,
Inftant we catch the fpreading joy ;
Or when in notes majeftic, deep, and flow,
He bids the folemn fireams of Sorrow flow,
Amaz’d we hear the fadly-pleaﬁﬁg ftrain,
While tender anguifh fteals thro’ every vein.

IL; 1.
Father of Verfe, bwh’ofe _egigle flight
Fatigues the ggzerfs_ aching ﬁght,
And ftraigs th’ afpiring mind :
Teach me thy wonderous heights to view,
With trembling wihgg thy fleps purfue,
And leave the leflening %drld‘bgh_i‘nd‘.

Fond, foolith wifh I—Can human eyes
The rapid argqﬂ’strack defcry ?
Can grofs 1 Bfiai'ity"fifé,
And fpring beyond the vaulted fy ?

Loft is the momentary path, and bound _

- By cumbrous chains we creep along the ground !
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Vet fome thete are with power endow’d

To foar above the groveling croud ;

By thee, fair Fancy, rapturous maid,

By thee, O (weet enthufiaft, led,

Sublime beyond the milky way

With ftrong feraphic plumes they ftray ;

Or pierce witkin the facred fhade,

Where Natare's pllaﬁi_c forms are laid ;
Then ftrike with d‘aa"iqg.hand the magic Rrings,
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_ And warm to life a new creation fprings.

M. 2
Hail chofen few, whoefe happier birth
The Mufe beheld, and b1d your due feet climb
Fame’s {lippery hill, and paths fublime,
Untrod by vulgar fons of  earth !
When Virtue droops, all fick and pale,
In bleak Misfortune’s defart vale,
"I'is yours to fteal away her care,
And {oftly footh the penfive fair :
"Tis yours to cull from Fancy’s fairy ftores,
The brighteft gems, and {weetelt-breathing flowers,
Then bind with Dedal art fuch wreaths divine,
As bloom fecure on Truth’s immortal fhrine,
1L, 1
Hafte then!—for foft Etefian gales
Supply the ! pilot’s welcome fails,
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And waft him o’er the main : '

And gentle fhowers, the daughterf fair
Of pregnant clouds, and balm}: alr,
Rejoice the faint, and thirlty plain :
O hatte, your {weetelt numbers fhed,
Fraught with the genial dew of praife,
On Glory’s favourite fons, who tread
Unweary'd Danger’s thorny maze ;

Who tear frefh laurels from War’s ghaftly brow,
Or feer the fledfalt bark, tho tides of Fa&tion flow,

HL z.
But, O ye delegates of Jove,
Sent from the ftarry realms above
To guard the clime, with dragon eyes,
When all the Mufe’s treafures rife,
Should Gothic Ignorance invade
With lawlefs foot the virgin fhade,
And too incontinent prefume
Rafhly to plack the golden bloom ;

Wide wave the flaming {word, and fend, O fend

Your brightelt thafts to quell the Stygian fiend ! _
: HE 3,
With holy dread, ye guardians of her ftore,

Fulfl your charge, not too profufe of praife

Embalm, with her immortal lays,
The carrion corps of Pride, or Power !
Let Dulnefs her vain favours fhed
On {miling Folly’s kindred head ;

Or
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Or Vice, in tinfel trappings dreft,
Promote the wretch who flatters beft;
Difdain the crew l—and in fome diftant arove,
To Worth affliéted, friendlefs, raife your voice ;
So fhall the Mufe your honeft fongs approve,
And deathlefs Fame reward your uncorrupted choice !
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T HE Wii=H: AN ELEGY.
9 V. R A Nl &

BY THOMAS BLAC . LOCK, Db

E T others travel, with inceffant pain,
The wealth of earth and ocean to fecure;
Then with fond hopes carefs the precious bane ;
In grandeur abje&, and in afiluence poor,

But foon, too foon, in Fancy's timid eyes,

Wild waves fall roll, and conflagrations {pread ;
While bright in arms, and of gigantic fize,

The fear. form'd robber haunts the thorny bed,

Let



