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DEDICATION,

TO

JAMES IRVINE, -Esq,

THE following Poem, having been literally written from a defire
to encourage your former ftudies, cannot, with propriety, be de-
dicated to any other perfon.

As this trifle came genuine from the heart, and under the hand

of oppreflion, uttered a fort of prediction of that which afterwards
unexpectedly happened to its Author; with the like uncertainty he
gives it to the Public, whofe applaufe can add httle to his happinefs,

whofe neglect can take little away ; fure only of one advantage from
it, that it enables him to boaft of the friendfhip of an honeft and
unprejudiced man. |

G. CUMBERLAND.

Biftopfpate, Windfor Park,
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ON THE

IANDSCAPES OF GREAT-BRITAIN.

+

PART L

ProMPTED by friendfhip’s undiminifh'd fire,

I wake, with willing hand, th’ obedient lyre.

B An



(2 )
An infant mufe, as yet untutor'd, {fighs

To {ing our native fields, our native fkies;

Left you, my friend, ammd the charms of Rowue,

-

Negle@ing traits peculiar to your home,

Sink in the famenefs of Camrania’s wafte,
The polifh’d ditates of a former tafte.

And, as a father, when his hope explores,

In fearch of future honours, diftant fhores,
In the yquth’s breaft to keep, his only care,
The moral virtues, early planted there,

With tales of old integrity, infpires

To deeds of worth, and fans his virtuous fires;
I, no lefs parti*d to that noble art,

Which knows each changing {eafon to impart,

Seck, by prefenting pictures to your view,

That former lov’d employment to renew ;

Which



(3 )
Which {weetly o'er the vacant fancy flole,
When Wirson’s matchlefs canvals warm’d your foul ;

Such as compos'd the fubjeét of our talk,
When, fide by fide, we trod the focial walk,

With diffring land{capes diffrent taftes accord,

This loves the wood, and that the open {ward ;

Or fpacious fields of gently rifing down,

Or thofe whofe furface yellow harvefts crown;
Where fruitful Ceres cloath‘d' in plenty reigns,
And fleecy droves are feen, and fhepherd {wains ;
Where oft the jolly hunters wake the morn,

With cheerful notes, and wind the echoing horn ;
With jocund found their mingling voices rife,
And thund’ring o'er the glebe, the courfer flies;

B2 Sidelong



( 4 )
Sidelong the fturdy ploughman views the chace,
Turning a ftubborn foil, with fteady pace ;
Their {pecd nor lights his eye, nor warms his breaft,

His bufinefs labour, and his pleafure reft.

How diff’rent thefe from HamesHire’s winding fhores;
Flat, ferule, fhady, crown'd with pleafing bow’rs;
Where fweet enclofures vary all the ground,

Whofe burfting blooms, and fpringing flow’rs abound ;
And, little vex’d by ftorms, which fcourge the deep,
Of fwelling bays the gentle waters {weep,

Or flow each day with the returning hours,

To bathe old PorTcHESTER’S romantic tow'ss.

Yet {ep’rate beauties each of thefe may boaft ;

As may the beetling cliff, the rocky coaft,

Where



( 5 )

Where jutling headlands part the driving wave,
And conftant tides refrething caverns lave.
Some love the dutky moor, and heath forlorn,
Whole unprolific nature {eems to mourn ;
While others joy the treach’rous bog to view ;

And the rank marthes have admirers too.

For me, my {foul delights to wander there,
Where nodding forefts fan the peaceful air;
Whole leafy honours climb the mountain’s fide,
And gain its fummit, with a glant ftride;
Spread their green bofoms to the nfing day,

To meet 1ts radiance, -and imbibe 1ts ray ;
Then melt in dews, draw the {oft flow'rets torth,
And feed thofe beauteous cluldren of the earth.

Thelc



( 6 )
Thefe {cenes I love---uncultur'd {cenes like thefe,

Where wood-crown'd hills my roving fancies pleafe

While, far beneath, unnumberd paftures lic,

And a {mooth lake reflects the azure fky.

How {weet it is, to mark the deep'ning thade,
By varying forms enchantingly difplayd.
The ancient trunk, low ftooping to the ground,
By the blind ivy clafp’'d in volumes round ;
The graceful bandage of the pendant vine,
The waving cyprefs, and the nodding pine;
The lime {weet-fcented, or the holly bright,
The tow'ning poplar trembling at her height ;

The =lm majeftic, bending to the wind,

?

The beech wide-theoting, and her polifh’d rind;

The



(7 )

The healthy chefnut’s mafs, and cluftring bloom,

Or the white-branching birch athwart the gloom ;

All thele, or each, as {wift the {eafons fly,
In groups, or {eparate, delight the eye:

But moft the oak’s broad venerable head

Affords my foul a pleafure mix’d with dread ;

In {pring the nightingale’s belov’d retreat,
In fummer pleafant, as in autumn {weet;
Ever the refuge of the weak and fair,

The painter’s idol, and the prince’s care.
Ah beft of trees, and emblem of the bleft!

Like virtue, {till in native grandeur dreft ;

Strong to prote&, and fruitful to {uftain,

The fhelter, | food, and riches of the plain'!

Nor



(8 )
Nor lefs I joy, at parting day, to trace

The {un-gilt forms of ExrievLp’s fhaggy chace* ;
Elyfian bow'rs! whofe op’ning glades entice

Our willing feet, a fairy paradife!

Then, loft in mazes {weet, I frequent tread,
Where branching canopies o‘erhéng my head ;
Or, penfive, wind along a gloomy pafs,

Whofe envious fhade confumes the {canty grafs ;
While gadding vines and brakes 1ts {ides difplay,
And the path widens as 1t leads to day;

Till all around, on ev'ry {ide, 1s feen,

Circled with varying plants, a level green,

On whofe enchanting bofom are difplay’d

Clufters of humble flow'rs that love the {hade.

= Pariicelarly aliudes to that part of the Chace, which lies about two nules caft of

ENFIZLD.

There



( 9 )

There fox-glove’s purple Ipires furround each root,
There the pale eglantine projects her thoot,
Whofe blufhing tints with fofteft union meet,

In ornamental neatnefs fimply {weet :

Above, in flaunting circles loofely born,

Th’ afpiring honeyluckle crowns the thorn ;

Like a gay miftrefs, innocently bold,

She woos his ftraggling limbs with wanton fold ;
Whilft the dark ivy fring’d, and mofs-clad vine,
Grafp the diftorted trunk with {naky twine. -

At our firft ftep, the folitary jay

Shoots thro’ the glades, and thrids the wiry {pray ;
Nor aught 1s heard but fongs of birds around,
And filence reigns for voice of human found ;
Save when the ploughboy, with provincial {queal,
Calls the ftray cattle from their fav'ry meal.

C O!



( 10 )
O! how delightful here to fit unfeen,
Or ftretch’d at eafe upon the velvet green ;
As fwift the hours unheeded roll along,
To pore on SHAKSPEARE's page, or DrYDEN's fong ;
Imagine woodland nymphs of heav'nly make,
Or the ftrong fatyr burfting thro’ the brake !
Such as mild Gessyer in his tales difplays,
In rude fimplicity of ancient days.
Ingenious GEssNER !* who at once may claim
The painter’s honour, and the poet’s fame;
Nice to difcriminate, and juft to trace,
Uniting ftrength with eafe, and truth to grace,
Here, at each turn, the various charms we find,

Of Ruvspare, Cuve, and WaTERLOO, combin'd :.

* GessNER of ZUuRicH.

Men,,



\

(11 )
Men, who ran nature’s virgin fancies thro,
And faithful all her living graces drew;
Nor eer, with rafth licentioufnels of tafte,
Her decent garment wantonly difplac’d ;

View well their works, therr ﬂﬂighte{’c touches hoard,

For thefe with nature liv’d in {weet accord.

Now fhift the fcene, and let us view a while,
The river-profpeds of this favourd ifle.
And firft, becaufe the faireft of our ftores,
Smooth Tuamzs gay borders, and delightful {hores ;
Tuames, whofe foft windings no obftructions vex;
Tuames, whofe fmooth currents mark the gentler fex ;
For female {ll to. me the ftreams appear,

Thro’ all the varying feafons of the year:
C2 The



(12 )

The flow'rs of fpring adorn her grafly veft,
Summer's rich harvefts wave around her breaft ;
Mild autumn's mellow fruits confefs her care,
And cluftring woods defend from winter’s air.
Thus do the circling moons the fex betray ;
Should Fatuer Trames be thus unfitly gay ¢
Or fuit thefe epithets with aged pow'ss,
Frurtful, tranfparent, lucid, deck’d with flow'rs?
Nor can I yield the male thould be combin’d,
With aught that bears the name of river kind ;
Oceax alone appears the wat'ry male,
And all the frefh’ning fireams his gay ferail ;
Like gentle females, coyly firft they trace
Their winding banks; then flow with {teady pace,

Till, grown mature, they rufh to his embrace.



(13 )

But fay, my friend, will critic laws exculfe
Thefe novel fancies of a free-born mufe?
It may be not; yet ftill this truth I know,
From ufe and habit half their maxims flow ;
And all I boaft 15, fimply to impart
A few {light fketches undifguisd by art;
To {ftir your mind with traits from nature caught,
And roufe remembrance by exciting thought;
To call forth native chara&er, whofe voice
Loudly proclaims that a// depends on choice ;
As thofe who truly ftudy can defcry,
Up from the tinted plaifter to the fky.

The crazy tow’r, with mofs-incrufted head,

The ftreaky marl-pit. or the ill-propp'd fhed;

Th'



(14 )
Th’ unequal bark, with ftretching ivy bound,
The bloffom'd hedge, with roving tendrils crown'd ;
The giddy mill, that whirls with rapid courfe,
The riﬁng ﬂream, that renovates its fo.rca;
The ravin deep emboft with many a bufh,
Thro' which difcolourd waters wildly rufh;
The ruftic cottage, deck'd with {traggling vines,
And the flow wreathing brook’s eccentric lines ;
Tho fimple all, yet each, if well expreft,
Poflefles pow’r to touch a feeling breaft ;
And men of tafte in this one point unite,
To view fuch objects with confirm’d delight.
This feehing Remsrant knew, of fkill confeft,

And of Baravian land{capes chole the beft.

Heremn dilclofing as much tafte to view,
As He, who Latium’s fmiling paftures drew.

Grand
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(15 )
Grand as Poussin, to whom ev’n nature yields,

And great as Rosa from Cavagrian fields.

O Tafte! thou fure unerring guide to fame,
Without whofe influgnce talents lead to fhame;
Devoid of thee, tho’ fathion yield them place,
Our labours fink to flow, but fure, difgrace;
Which, rein’d by realon, and with virtue nurft,
Of all created beings forms the firft;

Whence life’s beft ornaments and honours {pring,
That gives diftinGion by diftinguithing ;

Pow’r of the foul, whofe influence all confefs,
The polifh’d garden, or the wildernefs;

Whofe wond’rous fitnefs makes thy nature known,-

As well around the cottage as the throne;

Who..



( 6 )
Who, blending kindred forms, and chafing ftrife,
Walk'ft with complacent majefty through life
Tafte! be my goddefs, all accomplifh’d maid !
Sitting with Genius calmly in the fhade,
Oft bring thy graceful footfteps to my view;
Where Vixcr panted, and where Juiio drew; 27
Where MicnaEL's giant genius warms thy breaft,
Or RapracL clafps thee in his arms compreft.
Oh! had my fortunes led me to that coaft
Where Grecian arzs exift, tho’ Romr’s be loft;
And of its native honours difpofleft,
Tafte only rears her ever blooming crelt ;
Where juft Etruriax, and Arneniax forms,
Delight the lover, and the artift warms;
Then had I trac'd the fountain whencé they came,

And pafs'd my days amid the {eats of fame:



(17 )
Still fhould the goddefs; in a fickle mood,
Who {eldom flatters where fhe is not woo'd,
With pleafing wealth obliterate the paft,
And give me independence at the laft;
Gratetul I'll travel to that diftant f{eat,
For which my bounding heart {o long has beat,
- Naries’ broad bay, whofe undulating wave
Chafes the {mooth bofom of each {un-gilt cave;
Or, fann'd by cool refrefhing breezes, plays
In golden liﬁes beneath his foften'd rays;
Narre’s wide bay, where palaces anfe,
Crown'd with fair iflands, bleft with cloudlefs fkies,
Where Baia’s fields prefent a length'ning green,
And proud VEsuvius terminates the {cene.
Narre’s I'll feek, with fond affeGtions warm,

Where ev’ry element contends to charm;;
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(18 )
And fhould Ei1za, gentle, good, and fair,
She, whom my inmoft thoughts adopt, be there;
And thofe, who know my heart, my plans approve,
‘Then, bleft with friendfhip, competence, aﬁd love,
As years roll on, remark each changing {cene,

And pity thofe, who tinge their hours with ipleen.

END OF THE FIRST PART.



POEM

ON THE

LANDSCAPES OF GREAT-BRITAIN,

PART IL

BOLD is the man that dares attempt a rhyme,

Where tafteful talents are almoft a crime ;*

* "The Author refers to two or threc wretched individuals, on whom, at the period
of writing, he had the misfortunc to be dependent, and who, as he fears is but too
often the cafe among mere men of bufinefs, endeavoured to render his liberal purfuits

an obftacle to his advancement in life. 'The meaneft of them having paid the debt of

nature, fhall not be named ; the others are too callous or too ignorant to feel fuch

centle firokes as thefe ; but as the fituation is very common, he will not fupprels the
lines.

D 2 And,



(20 )
And, #rade exalted, with abhorrence views
One only commerce, commerce with the mufe.
Yet once again, my loul, as yet untam'd,
Break from the bonds neceffity had-fram'd ;
And, as a flave, with {ocial thoughts pofleft,
To meet his friend, contra&s the hour of reft;
Walks all unfeen to execute his plan,
And, in thofe moments, feels himfelf a man;
So, when loud clamour with the day is flown,

And evening brings me {eafons of my own;

When, ftretch’d at eale within my humble cot,
Each bufy care that vex’'d me 1s forgot ;

Sull, calm, compos'd, and fatishied at heart,

I woo the fong, or ply my fav'rite art:

Then, wrapt in cool contempt of wealthy names,

My bofom opens, and my {pirit flames.

O



( 21 )
O! could thofe fools, who born to fortune, know

No {prightly fancy, feel no fecret glow;

Or thofe, whom knavery, with fupple knee,
Well-feign'd refpect, and winning flattery,
Teaches to {mile, and {mile, with ceafelefs art,
Wind round an honeft man, and gain his heart ;
And like a ferpent, with a fhining face,
Wriggle, at laft, to confidence and place:
Could thofe behold me, in {fuch hours as thefe,
Richly contented, fausfied with eafe;

Could they conceive what dignity belongs

To patience, {miling at dete&ed wrongs;
Straight they would ficken with averted eye,

And difappointed, curfe their gods, and die.

But



( 22 )

But turn Emy numbers to the theme ye {ought,
Nor {ing of beings, Icarcely worth a thought.
Revive the welcome, pleafing talk anew,
Wave the white quill aroﬁnd, and bring to view
(Where {portive fancy revels uncontroll'd)
The torrents rapid ftream from mountains rol'd ;
Whofe roaring waters, 1n a vortex flung,
With dark and melancholy boughs o’erhung,
Boiling, fhoot upwards, from unfathom'd caves,
And flow in broken forms of frothy waves.
The troubl'd Severn thus, with devious courle,
Rolls in ftrong volumes from her mountain {ource ;
A thoufand beauteous ftreams as yet unfung,
Confefs the haughty parent whence fhe {prung;
A thoufand meads, in everlafting green,

Fed with her flowing bounties, own their queen;

While



(23 )
While the, from ev’ry hill, her ftrength fupplies,
Till, greatly wealthy, to t}!/g {ea fhe flies,

Meets his broad wave, her gatherd fireams to crown,

And fweetly yielding, pours her waters down.

Nor lefs her fifter Conway, crown'd with wood;
And rocks encompals'd round, augments the flood.
Forth from the giant hills fhe takes her way,
Refiftlefs winds, and moves with {ov’reign {way ;
With flow majeftic fweep, creates her bed,

Wide, and more wide, the pregnant waters {pread ;.
While herds, from purple hills, look down below,
And rocks inverted on the furface glow:

Fair healthful ftreams! a mighty, matchlefs pair!

Strong as-your Cameria’s {ons, {weet as her fair;

Like



(24 )

Like them, when thwarted, turbid, and enrag'd,

Like them, tho’ foon excited, foon affwag’d ;

Lovely in anger, beautiful in ftorms,

And proudly conicious of unrivall'd forms:

Yes, Britisn females, yes, to you belong

The earlieft blofloms of my youthful {fong :

The arching brows, the hazle-rolling eye,

The open forehead, mouth of crimfon dye;
The cluft'ring auburn locks of burnifld glow,
That kifs your ivory fhoulders as they flow ;
The fnowy whitenefls of the fwelling cheft,
Courting the eye, and {uing to be preft;
Cheeks, where the little loves delighted dwell,
And lips, beyond what mortal lips can tell;
All thele are yours; and yours, ah more defired !
Virtue, by rofe-cheek’d modefty, attir'd;

Love,



(25 )
Love, faithful love! the animated {oul,

And rich fertility to crown the whole.

With one of thefe, {weet-blooded chary maids,
To mealure CLirpeN’s walks, or PiercrieLp’s fhades,
Tafting {oft converfe from her {yren tongue,

With all one’s youthtul nerves to pleafure ﬂruﬁg;
Know you, my friend, a more delighttul way

To {peed the moments of a fummer’s day ?
Or yield our modern modes, which time deftroy,
So {weet, fo folid, fo fublime a joy?
PiercrieLp !* the found {till vibrates in mine ear,
Thy folemn mazes, ftill to mem’ry dear,
* Piercrierp, thelate feat of VALENTINE MoRrris, Efq. is fituated two miles
from CHersTOw, in MONMOUTHSHIRE, and is indifputably the fineit fpot for

natural beauties in this ifland. The owner’s hofpitality, 1t is {aid, {oon deprived him

of his refidence.

E Rufh



(26 )
Rufh on my fancy with renew’d delight,
And all thy varying foliage burfts to fight !
Here nature heaps the garden’s wond’rous mound,
Here rears the windy cliffs tremendous bound ;
Affords the fertile {oil a rich fupply,
And leads the windings of the graceful WyE :
Here nature feeds the verdure, points the views,
Whilft art, her handmaid, foberly purfues;
Supports her facred train, divides the groves,

And, at due diftance, with dilcretion moves.

O Nature! hear the humbleft of thy fons,
Wholfe blood, uncheck’d by foul intemp’rance, runs;
Who loves thy precepts, owns thy gentle fway,

And, by thy rules unerring, fhapes his way ;

Grant



(27 )
Grant me, dear goddels, whether doom'd to bear
The city’s {moaky, health-deftroying air;
Or fhould fome future accident allot
A decent competence, and choice of {pot;
Grant me to find, in all thy wide domain,
A feat where none difturbs thy quiet reign :
Where no rich mifcreant, fatally mifplac'd,
Narrows thy bounties by perverted tafte ;
Lifts the fharp {ounding “axe among thy trees ;
(The fancied haunts of nymphs and dryades)
And, with remorfelefs ignorance and rage,
Fells in a day the produc of an age.
Not {o thy tenant, PIERC‘FIELD, he, with care,
Spread thy luxunant fhoots, and learnt to {pare ;
Ah! cruel fatc! that he whofe bounteous hand,

Dealt fmiling plenty o'er thy grateful land ;

E 2 Who



( 28 )
Who made thy venerable groves his care,

That he, who nurft thy fhades, {hould not be there.

Now, long negle@ted, in thy grafs grown walks,
The wily fox unnoticed boldly ftalks;

And, 1in the cool alcoves defird retreat,

The timid hare ufurps the vacant {eat.

To happier Crirpex® turn my mule, and fing
Its wood-¢loath’d winding hill, 1ts ﬁreaﬁl, its {pring.

A

* CLiFDEN gives 2 fine fpecimen of the magnificent {tyle of natureat PIERCFIELD ;
but with 21l its beauties, to thofe who have vifited the latter, it feems only a fragment
torn irom the fides of that majeftic work ; and yet, between CL1FDEN and Prerc-
FIELD, there is nothing approaching it in grandeur. The country, about the DEviIL's
Brince and Havob, furpafles cither ; containing {cenery fo fupremely beautiful,
that the Author, having paffed a few days there making drawings, meditated the defign

of compofing a2 defcription to accompany them ; but too much enchanted to give it

with coolnefls, he relinquifhed the contemplation; and all he ¢an now fay is, that

having,



(29 )
A wond’rous {pring, with glades encompals’d round,
Whole nfing waters yield a murm'ri;lg found ;
High overhanging, nodding woods afcend,
Around, pale waving willows graceful bend ;
Beneath, a dazied carpet {weetly blows,
And friendly feats invite to cool repofe :

While Tuames unrufll'd ghdes with tranfcient gleam,

Kifs'd by the bending boughs that drink the ftream.

Yet what are thefe, cries Fancy, what are thefe,

(Tho’ plann’d by princes in luxurious eafe)

having, fince that time, vifited all the fine fcenes of SwiTzErRLAND, SAVOY, the
Tyror, and [TAaLy, truth compels him to give many parts of WA LEs the preference,
except the advantages derived from clearer fkies; and a circumitance that fhould give

. this teflimony additional weight is, that {atiated with landfcape, fince his acquaintance
with the highelt efforts of human art, the fcuipture of the ancients, his before heated

imagination is cooled fufficiently to fee the face of nature with difcriminate delight,

Compar'd



( 30 )
Compar'd with Cayeria’s wild untravell’d hills

Worn with the waters of a thoufand rills s
Where torrents thunder down on ev'ry fide,
And fubterraneous {treams 1n filence glide ?
There barren rocks and fhelving ridges frown,
Whence ev'ry winter rolls a fragment down ;
There melancholy pools the vallies fill,

Or cultvation climbs the topmoft hill ;

And, tll afpiring mountains part the fkies,
Meadows, fields, forefts, in {ucceflion rife :
How Cruvps laughing vale her wealth difplays,
Where Dee wide-rufhing thro’ her verdure ftrays;
Roars in LraxcorLex’s wild romantic feat,

And bathes, with dingy wave, the Berwin's feet ?
Matchlefs
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Matchlefs LrancorLen !* whofe neglected charms
Are left to cottages and ftraggling farms;
For fave IrenE’s friendly tafteful pair,
No gentle tenants deem them worth their care.
It was not thus, when on the mountain’s brow,
Dinas™ proud battlements look’d down below ;
[t was not thus when grac’'d with ladies’ bow'rs,
Wit, valour, beauty, fill'd thofe cloud-capt tow’rs;

Then 1n each chamber flow'd the feftive bowl,

Then the harp’s merry tinkling cheerd the {oul ;

* LLANGOLLEN (pronounced CLANGOTHLIN), avillage not far from WyN-Stay,
which, although furrounded every way by the moft romantic walks and rides, and
healthily fituated, hag not been made the refidence of any genteel people, except Mifs

BuTLER, and Mifs PoNsoNBY, who, a few years ago, it 1s faid, came from IRELAND

for that purpole.

? CastLE-Dinas-Brawn, or Crow-Castig, of which M PENNANT gives
fome curions particulars in his Welch Tour.

And,
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And, as Myranvy Vecuax tript along,
Pale am'rous Hoxw breath’d his love-fick fong.
But now, of ev'ry {ocial charm bereft,
(Not e'en a veftige of thy greatnefs left)
To travelling winds, and blafting ftorms, a prey,
In the laft ftages of a {low decay;

Scarce of thy mould’ring walls enough remain,

To {creen the fhepherd from the driving rain.

Yet thefe are filent fcenes, my friend, which fill
Aflift the painter, and excite his fkill.
In the lone courts of Cueprow’s ivy'd bow’ss,

Near Coxway’s, KENNILWORTH’s, or LUDLOW'S tOW'ss;

Oft the mild artft fits fo long alone,

That birds approaching deem him turn'd to ftone;
Loft



( 33 )

Loft in the pleafures of a penfive mood,
Forgets his nature, and negle&s his food ;
Nor end his labours till, with dufky ftole,
Night drops her fable curtain o’er the whole.
Then in the grated chamber’s dull retreat,
Some muiing poet’s pacing footfteps beat,
Where-as the moon’s unequal thadows fall,

His mutt’ring image glides along the wall.

How ftrong the fancy works on fuch a fpot:
(No legend old or fchool-boy tale forgot),
Firft in the quickly-teeming bofom {prings
The thought of captive maids, or murderd kings;
Next proud ufurpérs, and intemp’rate hofls;
Then the {wift ruthing of unquiet ghofts;
B

Talk
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Till halt affrichted from the thought we turn,
And bid the light-foot faries leave the fern:

They come, they gambol on the dazy'd green,
And fill the unfully'd mind with forms f{erene.

But reft my hand, and check th’ excurfive tale,
Left the lines languifh, and attention fail.
Which of our country’s frugal charms remain,
To fhade the paper, or the canvas {tain;
Tho' rude my notes, and {light my lyre be ftrung,
Which of our country’s charms remamn unfung ¢
The thymey hills, where flocks and fhepherds rove,

The flowry pafture, and the fhady grove;
The
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The guthing rill, the torrent’s rapid tide,
The winding ftreams by fhallow brooks fupply'd ;
The filent greenwood’s melancholy gloom,
Where infe&s flutter, and where buds perfume;
The naked rock, th’ inhofpitable moor ;
The roaring furges, and the {founding fhore:
Tho’ rude my notes, and fhight my lyre be ftrung ;
Each, as the mufe infpird, my voice has {ung.
And if thefe traits, for that alone deﬁgn‘d,
Recall the face of Avsion to your rﬁind;
If, as the friendly numbers artlefs flow,
Some rural features in defcription glow :
Enough for me---for reafon long has taught

That, when the lab’ring foul is overwrought,

When
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When pale with ftudious care, and clofe reftraint,
The head is weary, and the heart is faint -
Then, if the rural fong with ardour burns,

The mind relaxes, and its fpring returns.

FINIS.
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&% Of this Porx a very fmall number has been printed, and fome of*the Etchings
jaid afide that were intended for it, on account of the Author’s Diffidence of fuccefs,
it being his firlt eflay in printing. Should it meet with the approbation of the judicious,
it will then be reprinted, with Views of each of the Scenes mentioned in the Poens,

from his original Drawings.



