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Oy the hoarfe death-boding owl,

Or village maiftift’s wakeful howl,
while through thy melancholy room
A dim lamp cafts an awful gloom ;
Thou, that on the meadow green,
O; daify’'d upland art not feen,

But wandering by the dutky nooks, .
And the penfive-falling brooks,

Or near fome rugged, herblefs rock,
Where no fhepherd keeps his flock !
Mufing maid, to thee I come,
Hating the tradeful city’s hum ;

O let me calmly dwell with thee,
From noify mirth and bufinefs free,
With meditation feek the fkies,
This folly- fetter'd world defpife !
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f:fave yet their glory : not that Sidney’s hand
Marﬂtall’d in even ranks th' obfequious band ;"
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Or his frehh garl.mis in thefe bo‘:'.-’CTS_ en.t\vin'd,
Whillt all Arcadia open’d on h1s. mind:
But here fweet Waller breath’d hl_s afnorous flame,
And taoght the groves his Sacharifla’s name ;
Here met the Mafe, ¢ while gentle Lov-e was by.,
« That tun'd his lute, and wound the ftrings fo high :»
Suill with th’ enraptur’d (trains the valleys ring,
And the groves fourifh in eternal Spring

Eternsl Spring {miles in thofe green retreats,
« No more the Monarch’s, ftill the Mufe's feats,”
Where crown'd with towers majeftic Windfor ftands,
And the wide world beneath her feet commands :
Notthat her regal rampires boaft the fame
Of each great Edward’s, each great Henry's name;
Not that, in days of high-atchiev’d renown,
There Britain's Genius fix’d his aweful throne,
Encircled with that glorious blaze that {prings
From conquer’d nations, and from captive kings :
When each proud trophy moulders from the wall,
And ¢'en the imperial dome itfelf fhall fall:
When thofe great names, the Warrior and the Sage,
Lie clouded in the dark hiftoric page ;
Then fhall the heaven-born Mufe (to whom belong
The more than mortal making powers of Song)
Thro® Time"s deep fhades her facred light difplay,
And pour the beam of Fame's eternal dhy.

1%““ of fv.:ec: numbers and melodious ftrains,

* yet thou deign to vifit Britain’s plains ;

If
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f yet thy hallow’d haunts-partake thy love,
Clear {pring; enramel’d vale, or bowery grove ;
O come, and range with me th’ afpiring glades,
Where Leicelter fpreads the lawns and forms the fhades,
On Holkham’s plains bid Grzcian ftruftures rife, '
And the tall column fhoot into the fkies ;
Beneath whofe proud furvey, extended wide,
New fcenes, new beauties charm on every fide :
Here, crown'd with woods, the fhaded hills afcend,
In open light there the low vales extend 5
Here in rich harvefts waves the ripen’d grain,
And there frefh verdure cloaths the paftur’d plain,
Sweetly intermix’d, and lovely to behold,
As the green emerald enchas’d in gold.

$ce where the limpid lake thro® pendant fhades,
The hills between, her liquid treafures leads ;
And to the boughs, that fringe her crifped fides,
Holds the clear mirror of her cryftal tides :
Her cryftal tides refleét the waving {cene,
Their filvery furface darkening into green ;
As on the fteep banks, bending o'er the flood,
Grotefque and wild up fprings th’ o’erfhadowing wood ;
Or the flope margent, with a fofter rife,
Shade above fhade, and rank o’er rank fupplies ;
The verdant bais of yon’ champain mound,
Its hallow’d head with God's own temple crown'd :
The home-bound mariner from far defcries,
Emerging from the waves the tall tower rif¢ 5

ith
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With tranfport bids the folemn ﬂru&‘ure hfxi?,
And wing'd for Britain {peeds the ﬂym.g fail.

In nearer view, 'midft the lawn’s wide extent,
That gently {wells with an unforc’d afcent,
In juft proportion rifing on the fight,
The ftately manfion lifts its towery height,
And glitters o’er the groves. An oak beneath,
That calls the cool gales thro® its boughs to breathe,
Where the fun darts his fervid rays in vain,
Like the great patriarch on Mamre's plain
The princely Leicefter fits : the pageant pride
Of cumbrous greatnefs banifh’d from his fide,
In thefe bleft bowers he plans the great defign ;
With heighten’d charms bids modeft nature fhine ;
Shows us magnificence allied to ufe ;
- Tho’ rich, yet chafte ; tho’ fplendid, not profufe ;

- Calls forth each beauty that from order fprings ;

From its lov'd Greece each honour’d Science brings ;
- O'er Art’s fair train extends his generous care ;
And bids each polifi’d Grace inhabit here.
Nor thefe alone : here Virtae loves to dwell,
No cold reclufe felf-cavern'd in a cell ;
W’Gfﬂé warm fhe breathes a noble part,
‘Glows in the breaft, and opens all the heart ;
To generous deeds fhe fires th* empafiion'd mind,
Lhe to blefs mankind ;
s chearlefs gloom

-_Mgfk&cakWorth'to bloom ;

She
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She n each bofom ftills the riﬁng ﬂgh,

And wipes off every tear from every eye;

8he to yon’ alms-houfe, bofom'd in the grove,
From toil and cares bids Age and Want remove ;
There the tir'd eve of labour'd life to reft,

Fed by her hand, and by her bounty bleft,

Thefe, thefe are rays that round true greatnefs thine,
And thine, bright Clifford ! the full blaze is thine.
Bring the green bay, the fragyant myrtle bring,

The violet glowing in the lap of fpring ;

Bid the fweet vallies fend each honied flower,

Each herb, ea<_:h leaf o_f aromatic power ;

The Mufe’s hand fhall their mix'd odours fpread,

And firew the ground where Clifford deigns to tread.
In diftant profpec, finking from the eye,

Low in the tufted dales the hamlets lie ;

Where virgin Innocence, and meek-ey’d F'eace,

With calm Content, the ftraw-roof'd cottage blefs:

And frong-nerv’d Induftry in purelt flow

Spreads o’er the vermeil cheek Health's rofeate glow.

More diftant yet the throng'd commercial town,
That makes the wealth of other worlds her 0wn,

Lifts her proud head, and fees with every tide

Rich.freighted navies croud her harbour'd fide : -

Or bids the parting veflcl fpread the fail

Loofe to the wind, and catch the rifing gale:

Whiltt the vaft ocean, Albion's utmoft bound,

Rolls its broad wave, a world of waters, Totf
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In {weet aftonithment th’ impatient Mind
Bids her free powers expatiate unconfin'd ;
From fcene to fcene in rapid progrefs flies,
Glances from earth to feas, from feas to tkies ;
Delights to fecl the great ideas roll,

Swell on the fenfe, and fill up all the foul.
Not fuch the feene, when o’er th” uncultur'd wild

No harvelt rofe, no chearful verdure fmil'd ;

On the bare hill no tree was feen to {pread

The graceful foliage of its waving head ;

No breathing hedge-row form'd the broider’d bound,

Nor hawthorn bloffom’d on th’ unfightly ground ;

Joy was not here ; no bird of finer note

Pour'd the thick warblings of his dulcet throat ;

E’en Hope was fled ; and o'er the chearlefs plain,

A walte of fand, Want held her unblefs’d reign.
Lo, Leicelter cames ! Before his maftering hand

Flies the rode Genius of the favage land ;

The ruffet lawns a fudden verdure wear ;

Starts from the wondering fields the golden ear ;

Up sife the waving woods, and hafte to crown

The hill’s bare brow, and fhade the fultry down :

The fhelter'd traveller fces, with glad furprife,

O'er tracklefs wilds th’ extended rows arife ;

And, as their hofpitable branches fpread,

Blefies the friendly hand that form'd the fliade :

Joy M around, and chears the peafant’s toil,

4 fmiling plenty decks the celtur'd foil ; |
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The brightnmg'fccnes a kinder Geniuyg own,

And Nature finifhes what Art begun,

But can the verfe, tho’ Philomela deign
To breathe the fiveet notes thro’ the warbled firajn ;
Tho every Mufe and every Grace fhould fmile,
And raptures raifc the honey-fteeped fyle ;

Can the verfe paint like Nature ? Can the power
That wakes to life free Fancy’s imag'd ftore,
Boaft charms like her’s? or the creative hand

In blended tints fuch beauteous fcenes command, o
Tho’ learped Pouflin gives each grace to flow, : \
And bright Lorrain’s ethereal colours glow !

Yet peerlefs is the power of facred fong,

That burfts in tranfport frem the Mafe's tongue :
And hark ! methinks her haliow'd voice I hear,

In notes mellifluous ftealing on the ear;

Now clearer, and yet clearer trills the ftrain,

Swells thro’ the grove, and melts along the plain.

“ Ye nymphs, that love to range the lillied vale,

“ Where ftreams the filver fount of Acidale ;

““Ye, that in Pindus’ laurel’d groves abide,

* Or haunt Cyllene's cyprefs-fhaded fide ;

: Or braid your fine wreaths in the pearly caves,

! g;]l.ere fam’d Iliffus rolls his Attic waves ;

4 ilt the barbarian's rude unlettcr'd-racc ;

& s’ °fﬂDF your grottos, and your bowers deface,

e, ¢¢ Leicefter courts you to th’ Icenian fhore, .
. §tud§ous your long loft honours tQ reftore 1 _
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¢t See, the fair rival of your native feats,
«¢ Aonian Holkham opens all its fu.reets F
« Deign then, ye {acred fifters ! deign to tread

« The rich embroidery of yon velvet mead,

¢« As frefh, as lovely as your lilied vale,

« Where fireams the filver fount of Acidale :

s If old Cyllene’s cyprefs-thaded bower,

« Or Pindus' laurel’d mount delight you more ;

& Go, fweet enthufiafts ! foftly-filent rove

« The ftudious mazes of the twilight grove ;

« Or, at the foot of fome hoar elin reclin’d,

s« Wake the high thought that fwells the raptur’d mind ;
« Or penfive liften to the folemn roar

«« Of whitening billows breaking on the fhore :

¢ If the majeftic domes, whofe towery pride

¢ Glitter o'er fam’d Iliflus’ Attic tide,

“ Your fleps detain ; yon’ princely ftruQture view,

¢« Grac'd with each finer art your Athens knew !

“ Each finer art to juft perfe@tion brought,

« All that Vitruvius and Palladio thought ;

“ The trophied arch ; the porphyry-pillar’d hall ;

* The feulptar'd forms that breathe along the wall ;

““ Lycan Pan ; the faun’s Arcadian race 3

* The huntrefs-queen’s inimitable grace;

*¢ Athenian Pallas clad in radiant arms ;

o _He“““'s emprefs confeious of her flighted charms ;

# Your own Apollo, on whofe polifh’d brow

¥ Youth blooms, and grace, and candor’s brightning glow ;
' % o Gods,
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o« Gods, heroes, fages, an illuftrious train,

«« Court you to Holkham’s confecrated plain,

t Hafte then, ye facred fifters | hafte, ang bring

« The laurel fiecep’d in the Caftalian {pring 4

« On the choice bough a purer fragrance breathe,

« And twine for Leicefter’s brow th’ unfading wreath.”
She ceas’d the raptur’d ftrain; and dear¢o fame,

Flows the proud verfe inferil’d with Leicefter’s name.

THE POOR MANs PRAYER.

WRITTEN 1766, ADDRESSED TO THE EARL OF CHATHAM,.

M ID ST the more important toils of flate,
. The counfels labouring in thy patriot foul,]
Tho’ Europe from thy voice expe@ her fate,
And thy keen glance extend from pole to pole ;

O Chatham, nurs’d in ancient Virtue’s lo:rle,
To thefe fad ftrains incline a favouring ear ;
Think on the God, whom thou, and I adore,
Nor turn un pitying from the poor man’s prayer.

Ahme ! how bleft was once a peafant’s life!
No lawlefs pafiion fivell'd my even breall ; vk ol
Far fiom the ftormy waves of civil firife, .

Sound were my flumbers, and my heart atrelt. - 1 i;;"'ﬂ




