Poctrji.
And can that fomething eachman calls « Himstve,”
Ml this '_wide miracle of earth and fky, .
Walte the fwift moments in the toil for peif,—
Nor raife one thought to Nature’s Majefty ?

On the globe’s furface creep, a grov’ling worm!
Nor joy the noon-tide radiance to behold,—

Ner trace thesMighty Hand that guides the ftorm,—
But think exiftence relative to gold. ’

Ah! fince this awful Now remains for me,

‘To think, to breathe, to wonderat the whole,
'To move, to touch, to tafte, to hear, to fee,

To deem the myftic confcioulnefls, my Soul;

Fain would I {eek a-while the {portive fhade,
“Yore the {cene clofe upon this doubtful ftate;

Catch every painted phantom ere it fade,
And leave the vaft Uncertainty to fate.

But cr1EF 15 MINE—Yyct can 1 quit the crew

W hol¢ bofoms burn with avagice and pride,

In yon blue vault to quench my thirlty view,,
Or tell my feelings to theboift’rous tide.

For are there not, as jourreying on we go,
With pilgrim {tep thro’ an unfriendly vale,

Oppreflion, Malice, Cruelty, and Woe, .
‘And do not Fallehood’s venom’d fhaftsaffail?

‘Were it not nobler far, with focial love,
As fellow-trav'lersin a rugged road,

That each the other’s evils {hould remove,
“And with joint force fuftain the gen'ral load?

O while fuch fancied happinefs I trace,
A glow of gladnefs runs through ev’ry vein,
Rapture’s warm tear fteals filent down my face, .
And thus I wake the philanthropic ftrain,
Long, long, may Britain’s gen’rous Ifle be blefk
With foreign fame, domeftic joy’s increale;
At ev’ry Infult, fhake the warlike Creft ; .
Then weave her laurels in the bow'r of Peace!

‘Bleft be her Sons in hardy valour bold,
And all who haunt meek Léarning’s facred fhade}
Th’ alpiring Young; ana the repofing O_!d; )
‘The modeft Matron ; and th’ enchanting Maid.
And bleft be. thofe whofe wifdom rules the land;
Wheo cherifh Freedom with a foft’ring wing!
_All who obey ; and all who give command ;
. BauNswick’s fam’d Houle;. and Albion’s PATRIOT
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