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An Erecy, written. on VALENTINE Morning
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I.oud Chanticleer doth found his clarion fhrill,

Hailing with fong the firft pale oleam of light,

That floats the dark brow of yon eaftern hill.

Bright ftar of morn, oh! leave not yet the wave,
To deck the d”"ﬂ. frontlet of the '\:'.'-:1':
Nor thou, Aurora, quit Tithonus’ cave,

Nor drive retiring darknefs yet away,

Ere thefe my ruftic hands a oarland twine,
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Ere yet my tongue indite a fimple fong,
For her I mean to hail my Valentine,
Sweet maiden, faireft of the virgin throng.

Sweet is themorn, and {weet the gentle breeze
That fans the fragrant bofom of the {pring,
Sweet chirps the lark, and {weeter far than thefe

The centle love-fong gurgling turtles fing.
o [ | L | (- ]

Oh let the flowers be fragrant as the morn,
And as the turtle’s fong my ditty fweet
Thofe flowers my woven chaplet mufl adorn,

That ditty muft my waking charmer greet.
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And thou, bleft faint, whom choral creatures joIn

In one enlivening {ymphony to hail,
Oh be propitious, gentle Valentine,
And let each holy tender figh prevail.

Oh give me to approach my {leeping love,
And ftrew her pillow with the frefheft flowers,
No figh unhallow’d fhall my bofom move,

Nor ikr:*p pmpimmu pollute my true-love’s bowers,

At facred diftance only will I gaze,
Nor bid my unreproved eye refrain,

Mean while my tongue fhall chaunt her beauty’s praife,
And hail her fleeping with the gentleft ftrain.

‘““ Awake my fair, awake, forit is time ;

Hark, thoufand fongfters rife from yonder grove,
And rifing carol this fweet hour of prime,

Each to his mate, a roundelay of love.

All nature fings the hymeneal fong,
All nature follows, where the fpring invites ;
Come forth my love, to us thefe joys belong,
Ours 1s the {pring, and all her young delights.

For us fhe throws profufely forth her flowers,
Which in frefh chaplets joyful I will twine;

Come forth my fair, oh do not lofe thefe hours,
But wake, and be my faithful Valentine.

Full
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Full many an hour, all lonely have [ figh’d,

Nor dared the fecret of my love reveal,
Full many a fond expedient have I tried
My warmelt wifh in filence to conceal,

? And oft to far retired folitude
‘ All mournfully my flow ftep have I bent,

| Luxurious there indulg’d my mufing mood,

| And there alone have given my forrows vent.

This day refolv’d I dare to plight my vow,
This day, long fince the feaft of love decreed,

Embolden’d will I fpeak my flame, nor thou

| Refufe to hear how fore my heart does bleed.”

Yet if I fhould behold my love awake,
Ah frail refolves, ah whither will ye fly ?
| Full well I know I fhall not filence break,
But {truck with awe almoft for fear fhall die.

Oh no, I will not truft a fault’ring {peech

In broken phrafe an aukward tale to tell,
A tale, whofe tendernefs no tongue can reach,

Nor fofteft melody can utter well.

But my meek cye, beft herald to my heart,

I will compofe to foft and downcait loole,

And at one humble glance it fhall impart

My love, nor fear the language be miftook.

For
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For fhe fhall read (apt fcholar at this lore )

With what fond pafliion my true bofom glows,
How hopelefs of return I ftill adore,
Nor dare the boldnefs of my wifh difclofe.

Should fhe then fmile,—yetah! fhe fmileson all,
Her gentle temper pities all diftrefs ;
On every hill, each vale, the fun-beams fall,

Each herb, and flow’r, each tree, and thrub they blefs,

Alike all nature grateful owns the boon,
The univerfal ray to allis free;
Like fond Lndymionfhould I hope the moon,

Becaufe among the reft fhe fthines on me?

Hope, vain prefumer, keep, oh keep away:
Ev’'n 1f my woe her gentle bofom move,
Pity {fome look of kindnefs may difplay ;
But each foft glance is not a leok of love.
Yet heav’nly vifitant, thou doft not quit
Thofe bow’rs where angels fweet divifion fing,
Nor deigneft thou on mortal fhrine to fit

Alone, for round thee ever on the wing,

Glad choirs of loves attend, and hov’ring wait

‘Thy miid command; of thefe thy blooming train

s B o e f AT S e s e e e 2 R
j__l]"':.- ‘I}L'q.. :.11_- I;,_}rL n'.-'l.lkp.l.l.i."s‘ln.._, J'--'l-_r ILL"'\'t .I-'{Lina
F ’




