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STaNzAas written on taking the Air after a
long Illnefs.

By the f{ame.

I.
AIL, genial fun! T feel thy powerful ray

Strike vigorous health into each languid vein ;

Lo, at thy bright approach, are fled away

- The pale-ey’d fifters Grief, Difeafe, and Pain.

L1
O hills, O forefts, and thou painted mead,
Again admit me to your fecret feats,
From the dark bed of pining ficknefs free’d.
With double joy I feek your green retreats.
III.
Yet once more, O ye rivers, fhall I lie,
In fummer evenings on your willow’d banks,
And unobferv’d by pafling thepherd’s eye,
View the light Naiads trip in wanton ranks.
IV.
Each rural obje&t charms, fo long unfeen,
The blooming orchards, the white wand'ring flocks,
The fields array’d in fight-refrefhing green,
And with his loofen’d yoke the wearied ox.
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Ve
Here let me ftop beneath this {fpreading bufh,
While Zephyr’s voice I hear the boughs among,
And liften to the {wect thick-warbling thrufh,
Much have I wifh’d to hear her vernal fong.

VAR
The Dryad Health frequents this hallow’d grove,
O where may I the lovely virgin meet ?
From morn to dewy evening will I rove
To find her haunts, and lay an off’ring at her feet.
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The Two Beavers. A FABLE.

By the Rev. Mr. Dvuck.

y ) Were well, my friend, for human kind,
Would ev’ry man his bus’nefs mind ;
In his own orbit always move,
Nor blame, nor envy*thofe above.
A Beaver, well advanc’d 1n age,
By long experience render’d fage,
Was fkill’d in all the ufeful arts,
And juftly deem’d a beaft of parts ;
Which he apply’d (as patriots fhou’d)
In cultivating publick good.

T his




