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HY Plains, C Abram! and thy pleafing views,
Where, hid in thades, I fit and court the mufc,
Grateful I fing. For there, from care and noife,
Oft have I ﬂed to tafte thy filent joys:

There, loft in thought, my mut”mor paffion fed,

Or held bleft converfe with the learncd dcad.

Elfe, like a fteed, unbroke to bit or rein,

Courting fair health, I drive acrofs the plain;

‘The balmy breeze of Zephyrus inhale,

Or bare my breaft to the bleak northern gale,
Oft, on thc gicen fd lolling as I lay,

Heedlefs, the grazing herds around me ftray :
Clofc by my fide fhy fongfters fearlefs hop,

And fhyer {quirrels the young verdure crop :

All take mc for {ome native of the wood,

Or elfe fome fenfclefs block thrown from the flood.
Thy flood Saint Lazvrence, in whofe copious wave
The Naiades of a thoufand riv’lets lave:

Through whom, frefh feas, from mighty urns defcend,
And, in one ftream, their many waters blend.
Thee, firft of lakes*! as Afa’s Cafpian great,
Where congregated ftreams hold icy ftate.

B Hiron,

* Loke Suporicur.  One quality of whofe waters is to be remarkahly coid under the furfice,




