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Which threw supreme delight ojer every scene,

As vivid clouds adorn the blue serene.

VIII.

In such. pure joj s the happy scasons flotv,

Years now roll oni-light labour is assiWd

And Reuben with his Lucy loves to, go

Thro' every little tagk,.one beart, one tninaý

Their pleasure with their dûty so combin'd,

That Labor e'en their happiness incrEaS'd,,

As the brown west sets off the golden ea@t.

lx.

Thrice happy childbood 1 stàl we turn to thep,
In every period of declining lilè.,,

To mark thy face ofunabated glee,

Thy heart still beating in continual strife,

Ivith present things, thy thoughts thy feelings rde,


