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PROPHECY of FAMINE.

A

SCOTS PASTORAL.

HEN Curip firft inftruéts his darts to fly
From the {ly corner of fome cook-maid’s eye,
The ftripling raw, juft enter'd in his teens,
Receives the wound, and wonders what it means;
His heart, like dripping, melts, and new defire
Within him ftirs, each time fhe flirs the fire;
B Trembling
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“Trembling and blufhing he the fair one views,
And fain would fpeak, but can’t—without a Muse.

So, to the facred mount he takes his way,
Prunes his young wings, and tunes his infant lay,
His oaten reed to rural ditties frames,

To flocks and rocks, to hills and rills proclaims,
In fimpleft notes, and all unpo]ifh'd ftrains,
‘The loves of lnj@p{'@, and ke the loves of fwaine.

Ciad, as your ny-mphs were always clad of yo;c,

- In ruftic weeds—a cook-maid now no more —
Beneath an aged oak LarpELLA lies —
Green mofs, her couch; her canopy, the fkies.
From aromatic fhrubs the regusfb gale
S:eals ymng perfumes; and wafts them thro’ the vale.
The youth, turn’d fwain, and fkill'd in ruftic lays,
Faft by her fide his am’rous defcant plays.
Herds lowe, Flocks bléat, Pics chatter, Ravens ﬁ:rmm,
And the full chorus dies a-down the ftream.
The ftreams, with mufic frc:ghted as they pafs,
Prefent the fair LarprLra with a glafs,
And Zzravg, ‘to compleat the love-fick plan,
Waves his light wings; and ferves Her for a fan.

But,
!
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But, when maturer Judgment takes the lead,
Thefe childifh toys on Reafon’s altar bleed,
Form'd after fome great man, whofe name breeds awe,
Whofe ev’ry fentence Fafthion makes a law,

Who on mere credit his vain trophies rears,

And founds his merit on our fervile fears;

Then we difcard the workings of the heart,

And nature’s banifh’d by mechanic art.

Then, deeply read, our reading muft be thewn;
Vain is that knowledge which remains unknown. -
_ Then OsTENTATION marches to our aid,

And letter’d Pripe ftalks forth in full parade,
Beneath their care behold the work refine,
Pointed each fentence, polith'd ev’ry line.

Trifles are digniﬁ'cd, and taught to wear

The robes of Antients with a Modern air,
Nonsense with Claffc ornaments is grac'd,

And paffes current with the ftamp of Taste.

~ Then the rude TurocarTE is ranfack’d o'er,
And courtly Maro call’d from Mincio’s fhore,
Sicilian mufes on our mountains roam,

Eafy and free as if they were at home

Nywmpus,
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Nvywmrus, Naraps, Nereips, Dryaps, Satyrs, Fauns,
Sport in our floods, and trip it o’er our lawns;

Elow’rs, which once flouri(hd fair in Greece and Roate,
More fair revive in EncrLanp’s meads to- bloom ;

Skies without cloud exotic funs adorn ;

And rofes blufh, .but bluth without a thorn;
Landfcapes, unknown to dowdy Nature, rife,

.And new creations frike our wond'ting eyes.

For bards, like thefe, who neither fing nor fay,
“Grave without thought, and without feeling gay,
‘Whofe numbers in one even tenor flow,

Artun’d to pleafure, and attun’d to woe,

‘Who, if plain Common-sense her- vifit pays,
And mars one couplet in their happy lays,

As at, fome Ghoft affrighted, ftart and ftare,
.And afk the meaning of her coming there;

For bards like thefe a wreath fhall Mason bring,
Lin’d with the fofteft down from ForLy’s wing ;
In Love’s Pacopa, fhall they ever doze,

And GiseaL kindly rock them to repofe ;

My lord,—to letters as to faith moft true—

At once their patron and example too—



