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PREFACE. vii

 When Robert was not above eleven years old,
the late Mr. W. AusTiN, of SAPISTON, * took him.
And though it is customary for Farmers to pay such
Boys only Is. 6d. per week, yet he generously took
him into the house. This reliev’d his Mother of
any other expense than only of finding him a few
things to wear: and this was more than she well
knew how to do.

“ She wrote therefore,”” Mr. G. BLOOMFIELD
continues, “ to me and my Brother NaT (then in
London) to assist her; mentioning that he, Ro-
BERT, was so small of his age that Mr. AusTIN
said he was not likely to be able to get his living
by hard labor.”

Mr. G. BrooMrIELp on this inform’d his Mo-
ther that, if she would let him take the Boy with
him, he would take him, and teach him to make
shoes: and Nar promis'd to clothe him. The
Mother, upon this offer, took coach and came to
Loxpox, to Mr. G. BroomrIELD, with the Boy:
for she said, she never should have been happy if
she had not put him herself into his hands.

“ She charg'd me,” he adds, “as I valued @
Mother’s Blessing, to watch over him, to set good
Examples for him, and never to forget that he had
Jost his Father.,” 1 religiously confine myself to
Mr. G. BLoomMFIELD’S own words; and think I
should wrong all the parties concern’d, if, in men-

* This Village adjoins to Hemincron, L,
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SPRING.

I!

O comz, blest Spirit! whatsoe’r thou art,

Thou rushing warmth that hovers round my heart,
Sweet inmate, hail! thou source of sterling joy,
~That poverty itself cannot destroy,

Be thou my Muse ; and faithful still to me,
Retrace the paths of wild obscurity.

No deeds of arms my humble lines rehearse,

No Alpine wonders thunder through my verse,















































































SUMME R.

II.

T ur Faraer’s life displays in every part

A moral lesson to the sensual heart.

Though in the lap of Plenty, thoughtful still,
He looks beyond the present good or ill ;

Nor estimates alone one blessing’s worth,
From changeful séasons, or capricious earth;
But views the future with the present hours,
And looks for failures as he looks for show’rs ;
For casual as for certain want prepares,

And round his yard the recking haystack rears ;
1




















































































AUTUMN,

- IIL.

Acarx, the year’s decline, midst storms and floods,

The thund’ring chase, the yellow fading woods,

Invite my song ; that fain would boldly tell

Of upland coverts, and the echoing dell,

~ By turns resounding loud, at eve and morn

The swineherd’s halloo, or the huntsman’s horn.
No more the ficlds with scatter'd grain supply

The restless wand’ring tenants of the sTY;
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WINTER.

IV.

W it kindred pleasures mov’d, and cares opprest,

Sharing alike our weariness and rest ;

Who lives the daily partner of our hours;

Thro’ every change of heat,and frost, and show’rs ;
Partakes our cheerful meals, partaking first

In mutual labor and im mutual thirst;

The kindly intercourse will ever prove

A bond of amity and social love.


































































































































































