
IN PtlAISE OP A COUNTRY LIFE.

Invite to gentle slumbers. But ere long
Comes winter with fle«e rains and snows, and song
Is fled. Arid now he winds the hunting horn,
And with his dogs, goes forth at early morn
To drive feiwious boars into the toils ;

Or, being in the mood for trifling spoils,

He^retehes with smooth pole his thinnest nets
To snare the greedy thrushes ; or he gets
A timorous hare, or, rarest luck, a crane
Is caught Within tte trap,-amusii.g gain
For ialwurs given. Piirsuing ioj^s like these.
Who will remember those anxieties

Which are imong the bitter-sweets of Love,
Whose flaming eyfes have kindled gods aboVe

!

But if a filthfut wife-i Sabine one.
Or an Apulian tawny With tie SUn—
And healthy children greet him on his Wiy
With warm imbrajje, and prattle of the daj^

;

And the wide With is piled up with old wool.
The cattle lidused and fed, and iliglifs milk stood
To cool; and ttis year's Wholesome wine is poured
Out of a seasoned oisk, and on the boaH
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