PRETFA CE

T atime when literature {fesms to be emerging from

the clofet to illuminate our horizon, I venture to

uther into day the following little poem, the offspring
of a few leifure hours; which I hope will not be un-

pleafing to the lovers of polite learnfig.

If T may be allowed to judge from experience, I muft
pronounce defcriptive poetry, that exhibits a picture of
the real fcenes of nature, to be the moft difficult to ex-

cel in. To vare, harmonize, foften and add the ne-
ceflary graces to defcription to make it palatable to a ju-
¥icious and poetical reader require no fmall genius and

ﬂnll- T think far more thair aic xcxiuiﬁl'c TO any thil‘lg
of the fabulous kind, whofg fabric is the fole work of

imagination and where the fancy has full play.

Convinced of this difficulty, I cannot enough admire
thofe writers who have excelled in this kind of writing:
At the head of whom, amongft the moderns, Thompfon,
the harmonious Thompfon ftands unrivalled. Much as
I admire that great refiner of Englith ver{e Pope, I can-
not help feeling a preference for Thomp&, fo ftri-
kingly unparallelled and inimitable are the beauties of his
nushbers. It muft be obferved that it is only Pope’s

defcriptive poetry, fuch as his Windfor-Foreft, that I .
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