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Oýer the ploug'd plain rough ridges rudely
Vanifh'd the fkater s fcene of adion flies.

So when the hurricane's deftrudive blaft,
With rage relentlefs, o'er the fliores has paft,

Roofs, rafters, trecs torn by the furious ftorm,
The level furface of the meads deform.
Fearlefs, amidft the fragments, às they flow,
The fkilful peafant guides his long canoe.
The trav'ller dauntlefi the fhovvs depths difflains,
He ftalks fécure o'er hills, o"er vales and plains;
On the fpread racket, whilft he fafély ftrides,
Tales of Europeans loft in fhow derides.

Here, (blufh ye London fops embox'd in chair,
Who féar, tho' mild your clime, to face the air)
Scorning to fhrink at every breeze that blows,

Unaw'd, the fair brave frofts and driving fhows.
But fée, far down. the weft, the God of day

j3eiiiiid ywiL inouniaiii'b brow, low finks his ray:
The fleecy clouds, deep-fring"d with blufhlng red,

Calm on the foul, mild as their luftre, fhed.
True ernblem of life s happy middle fcene,
Where nelther glare nor gloom once intervene

Beneath the blaze of mad ambition's fire,
Yet above want, where all our joys e)cpire.

There eafy labour keeps the foul férene,
Nor rais'd by vanity nor funk by fpleen
Life's clear frnooth ýream unruffled gently flows,
Nor one rude breeze 't hurt it's quiet blows.

Now fhade der i a e fteals"L gradual on the fight,
Dark-nefs fhuts up the fcenc and all is night.,
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