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If yet no fwain hath blefs'd thy _ChOice :
Indulgent hear thy Damon’s voice ;
From doubts, from fears his bofom free,
And bid him live—for love and thee!
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WRITTEN UPON A PEDESTAL BENEATH A ROW OF gy
IN A MEADOW NEAR RICHMOND FERRY, BELONGING
RICHARD OWEN CAMBRIDGE, ESQ.  SEPT, MDCCLX,

’Y E green-hair'd nymphs! whom Pan allows
To guard from harm thefe favour’d boughs;
Ye blue-eyed Naiads of the ftream,

That footh the warm poetic dream ;

Ye elves and fprights, that thronging round,
When midnight darkens all the ground,

In antic meafures uncontroul’d,

Your fuiry {ports and revels hold,

And up and down, where-¢’er ye pafs,

With many a ringlet print the grafs;

If e’er the bard hath hail'd your power

At morn’s grey dawn, or evening hour ;

If e’er by moonlight on the plain

Your ears have caught th’ enraptur'd ftrain

* A line of Mr. Mafon’s From




[ 181 ]

every floweret’s velvet head,

From reverend Thames’s oozy bed,
e thefe mofs’d elms, where prifon’d deep,
Frofl‘eal,d from human eyes, ye fleep,
Cfo?he{e your haunts be worth your care,
Lwake’ arife, and hear my prayer!

0 banifh from this peaceful plain
The perjur’d nymph, the faithlefs {wain,
The ftubborn heart, that fcorns to bow,
And harfh reje&ts the honeft vow :
The fop, who wounds the virgin’s ear
With aught that {fenfe would bluth to hear,
Or, falfe to honour, mean and vain,
Defames the worth he cannot ftain:
The light coquet, with various art,
Who cafts her net for every heart,
And {miling flatters to the chace
Alike the worthy and the bafe :
The dame, who, proud of virtue’s praife,
Is happy if a fifter firays,
And, confcious of unclouded fame,
Delighted, {preads the tale of fhame :
Bitfar, O 1 banif'd far be they,
Who hear, unmov'd, the orphan’s cry,
Who fee, nor wifh to wipe away,
‘he tear that {wells the widow’s eye;
i}}d".“lwing man, whofe narrow mind

ans to feel for human-kind,
W (;tfhers blifs whofe cheek ne’er glows,
. ¢ breaft pe'es throbs with others woes,
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Whofe hoarded fum of private joys
His private care alone deltroys;
Ve fairies caft your fpells around,
And guard from fuch this hallow’d ground !
But welcome all, who figh with truth,
Fach conflant maid and faithful youth,
Whom mutual love alone hath join'd,
Sweet union of the willing mind!
Hearts pair'd in heaven, not meanly fold,
Law-licens'd proftitutes for gold :
And welcome thrice, and thrice again,
The chofen few, the worthy train,
Whofe fteady feet, untaught to ftray,
Still tread where virtue marks the way ;
Whofe fouls no thought, whofe hands have known
No deed, which honour might not own ;
Who, torn with pain, or ftung with care,
In others blifs can claim a part,
And, in life’s brighteft hour, can fhare
Each pang that wrings another’s heart :
Ye guardian {prights, when fuch ye fee,
Sweet peace be theirs, and welcome free !
Clear be the fky from clouds or fhowers !
Green be the turf, and freth the flowers !
And that the youth, whofe pious care
Lays on your fhrine this honelt prayer,
May, with the refb, admittance gain,
And vifit oft this pleafant {cene,
Let all who love the Mufe attend ! |
 Who loves dhe Mule is Virtue's friend. b
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guch then alone may venture here,
Who, free from guilt, are free from fear;
whofe wide affections can embrace
The whole extent of haman race ;
Whom Virtue and her friends approve ;
Whom Cambridge and the Mufes love,
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WEET are the banks, when Spring perfumes
The verdant plants, and laughing flowers,
Fragrant the violet, as it blooms,
And fweet the blofloms after fhowers.
Sweet is the foft, the funny breeze,
That fans the golden orange-grove ;
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Ve rofes | blufhing in your beds,
That with your odours fcent the air ;
Yelillies chafte I with filver heads

As my Cleora’s bofom fair: >R
0 more I court your balmy fweets; e
For I, and I alone, can prove, i S
How fweeter, when each other mpgtyy - lsdintiacs 1T S
The _ki;r“ are of her D love. =& &; :
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