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For ever with thy raptures fir’'d,
For ever from the world retir’d ;

Nor by a mortal feen, fave he
A Lycipas, or Lycon be.

An O D E
ON
A O L U SES A R
By the Same.

I‘
T\ Therial race, inhabitants of air !
Who hymn your God amid the fecret grove ;

J

Ye unfeen beings to my harp repair,
And raife majeftic ftrains, or melt in love,

I1.

Thofe tender notes, how kindly they upbraid ?
With what foft woe they thrill the lover’s heart ?
Sure from the hand of fome unhappy maid
Who dy’d of love, thefe {weet complainings part.

¥ Zolus’s Harp is a mufical inflrument, avbhich plays awith
the avind, invented by Mr. Ojwald ; its properties are fully

defcribed in the Caftle of Indolence.
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HHE
Buj hark ! that ftrain was of a graver tone,

On the deep ftrings his hand fome hermit throws ;
Or he the facred Bard ! * who {at alone,

Inthe drear wafte, and wept his people’s woes.

TV
Such was the fong.which Zion’s children {ung,
When by Euphrates’ ftream they made their plaint:

And to fuch fadly folemn notes are ftrung
Angelic harps, to footh a dying faint.

V.

Methinks I hear the full celeftial choir,

Thro’ heaven’s high dome their aweful anthem raife ;
Now chanting clear, and now they all confpire

To {well the lofty hymn, from praife to praife.

VI.

Let me, ye wand’ring {pirits of the wind,
Who as wild Fancy prompts you touch the ftring,
Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join’d,
For ’till you ceafe, my Mufe forgets to fing.
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