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By the Same.
] %
L{"}' NSDALE ! thou ever-honour’d name,
For fuch 1s {acred virtue’s claim,
Say, why! my noble friend !
While nature fheds her balmy powers
O’er hill and dale, in leaves and flowers,
Say, why my joys fufpend !
IV
Here {preads the lawn high-crown’d with wood,
Here {flopes the vale, there winds the flood
In many a cryftal maze;
The fithes {fport, 1n filver pride
Slow moves the {fwan, on either fide

The herds promifcuous graze.

III.
Or 1f the ftiller thade you love,
Here {olemn nods th’ imbow’ring grove
O’er innocence and eafe ;
Whether with deep refletion fraught,
Or in the fprightly ftream of thought,
‘T'he lighter trifles pleafe,
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IV.
+ And fhould the fhaft of treacherous fpleen __
Glance venom’d through this peaceful {cene, )
Unheeded may it fly. i
Provok’d, nor tempted to repay,
Tho’ truth feverer prompt the lay,
A mean profaic lie.
o
Here with the pheafant and the hare, ':
Unfearful of the human {nare,

Have ftatefmen pafs’d a
While far from yon mrblddcn gate,
Pale care and lank remorfe await
Their {low-returning prey.
VI.
O blind to all the joys of life,
Who feek them in the ftorm of ftrife,
Deftroying, or deftroy’d.
Lefs wretched they, and yet unblefs’d,
Who batten in lethargic reft,
On bleflings unenjoy’d.
V1I.
But come, my friend, the fun invites,

For thee the town hath ne delights,
Diftafted and agoriev’d ;
While fools believe, u.-']ule villains cheat,
Too honeft to approve deceit,
Too wHe to be deceiv’d.
* Alluding te a certain fcandalous libel.
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VIII.
Or doft thou fear left dire difeafe
Again thy tortur’d frame may feize ; :
And haft thou therefore ftay’d ?
O! rather hafte, where thou fhalt find
A ready hand, a gentle mind,
To comfort and to aid.
IX.
And while by fore afliGions try’d,
You bear without the Stoic’s pride,
What Stoic never bore;
O! may I learn like thee to bear,
And what fhall be my deftin’d fhare,
To ﬁiﬁ‘{:r; not explore.
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By the Same.

i ; ENTLE, idle, trifling boy,
Sing of pleafures, fing of joy!

Well you paint-the cryftal {pring,

Well the flow’ry meadow fing.

But beware with bolder flight,

Tempt not heaven’s unequal height ;
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