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Whofe lofty Genius bears along

The confcious dignity of Song ;

And, {corning from the facred ftore

To wafte a note on Pride, or Power,

Roves, when the glimmering twilight glooms,

And warbles *mid the ruftic tombs :

He too perchance, (fer well I know,

His heart would melt with friendly woe)

He too perchance, when thefe poor limbs are laid,

Will heave one tuneful figh, and footh my hov’ring Shade.

X R X R e e AR L XXX X
O D E.
By Mr.Gr av.

$ONANTA ZTNETOISI—
‘ Pinpar, Olymp. IL

L1
WAKE, Zolian lyre, awake,
And give to rapture all thy trembling ftrings.

From Helicon’s harmonious {prings
A thoufand rills their mazy progrefs take :
The iaughing flowers, that round them blow,
Drink life and fragrance as they flow.
Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along

Eee-p, majeftic, fmooth and ftrong,
“ : Through




(385)

Through, verdant vales, and Ceres’ goldén teign:

Now rolling down the fteep amain,

Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour:

The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the roar,
I 2.

Oh ! Sovereign of the willing foul,

Parent of {weet and folemn-breathing airs,

Enchanting fhell ! the fullen Cares,

And frantic Paffions hear thy foft controul.

On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War

Has curb’d the fury of his car,

And drop’d his thirfty lance at thy command.

Perching on the fcept’red hand

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king

With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing :

Quench’d in dark clouds of flumber lie

The terror of his beak, and light'nings of his eye.
I 3.

Thee the voice, the dance, obey,

Temper'd to thy warbled lay.

©O’er Idalia’s velvet-green

The rofy-crowned Loves are fe:n

On Cytherea’s day,

Vo VL. Bh  With
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With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleafures,
Frifking light in frolic meafures ;
Now purfuing, now retreating,
Now in circling troops they meet: .
To brifk notes in cadence beating
Glance their many-twinkling feet.
Slow melting ftrains their Queen’s approach declare :
‘Where’er fhe turns the Graces homage pay.
With arms fublime, that float upon the air,
In gliding ftate the wins her eafy way :
Q’er her warm cheek, and rifing bofom, move
The bloom of young Defire, and purple light of Love.
IL. 1.
Man’s feeble race what Ills await,
Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain,
Difeafe, and Sorrow’s weeping train,
And Death;- fad »refuge from the ftorms of Fate!
The fond complaint, my Seng, difprove,
And juftify the laws of Jove.
Say, .has he given in vain-the heav’nly Mufe ?
Night, and all her fickly dews, -
Her Speéres wan, and Birds of boding cry,
He gives to range the dreary fky:,
*Till down the eaftern cliffs afar

- Hyperion’s march they fpy, and glitt’ring fhafts of war.
1 IL. 2. In
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1L. 2.
In climes beyond the folar road,

Where fhaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains roam,

The Mufe has broke the twilight-gloom

To cheer the fhiv'ring Native’s dull abode.

And oft, beneath the od’rous fhade

Of Chili’s boundlefs forefts laid,

She deigns to hear the favage Youth repeat,

In loofe numbers wildly fweet,

Their feather-cin&tured Chiefs, and dufky Loves.

Her track, where’er the Goddefs roves,

Glory purfue, and generous Shame,

Th’ unconquerable Mind, and Freedom’s holy flame,
1L 3.

Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s fteep,

Ifles, that crown th’ Egzan deep,

Fields, that cool Iliffus laves,

Or where M=ander’s amber waves

In lingering Lab’rinths creep,

How do your tuneful Echo’s languith,

Mute, but to the voice of Anguifh!

Where each old poetic Mountain

Infpiration breath’d around ;

Every fhade and hallow’d Fountain

Murmur'd deep a folemn found :
Bb 2 *Till
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*Till the fad Nine in Greece’s evil hour
Left their Parnaffus for the Latian plains.
Alike they fcorn the pomp of tyrant-Power,
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains.
When Latium- had her lofty fpirit loft,
They fought, oh Albion! next, thy fea-encircled coaft.
IIL 1.
Far from the fun and fummer-gale,
In thy green lap was Nature’s Darling laid,
What time, where lucid Avon ftray’d,
To Him the mighty mother did unveil
Her aweful face : The dauntlefs Child
Stretch’d forth his little arms, and fmil’d.
This pencil take (fhe faid) whofe colours clear
Richly paint the vernal year:
Thine too thefe golden keys, immortal Boy!
"T'his can unlock the gates of Joy;
Of Horrour that, and thrilling Fears,
Or ope the facred fource of fympathetic Tears,
IIL. 2.
Nor fecond He, that rode fublime
Upon the feraph-wings of Extafy,
The fecrets of th’ Abyfs to fpy.
He pafs’d the flaming bounds of Place and Time :
The living Throne, the {aphire-blaze,
‘Were Angels wemble while they gaze,
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He faw; but blafted with excefs of hght,

Clofed his eyes in endlefs night.

Behold, where Dryden’s lefs prefumptuous car,

Wide o’er the fields of glory bear o

Two courfers of ethereal race,

With necks in thunder cloath’d, -and long-refounding
1L 3. [pace.

- Hark, his hands the lyre explore!

Bright-eyed Fancy hovering o’er

Scatters from her pictur'd urn

Thoughts, that breathe, and words, that burn,

But ah! ’tis heard no more —

Oh! Lyre divine, what daring Spirit

Wakes thee now? though he inherit

Nor the pride, nor ample pinion,

That the Theban Eagle bear

Sailing with fupreme dominion

Through the azure deep of air:

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run

Such forms, as glitter in the Mufe’s ray

With orient hues, unborrow’d of the Sun:

Yet fhall he mount, and keep his diftant way

Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate,

Beneath the Good how far, — but far above the Great,

Bbg ODE.
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O - D E.
" By the Same.

The following Ode is founded o a tradition current in
Wales, that Epwarp the Firft, when be compleated
the congueft of that country, ordered all the Bards, tbat
Sfelk into bis bands, to be put to death.

L 1.

UIN feize thee, tuthlefs King!
< Confufion on thy banners wait,
¢ Though fann’d by Conqueft’s crimfon wing
¢ They mock the air with idle ftate.
¢ Helm, nor Hauberk’s twifted mail, .-
¢ Nor even thy virtues; Tytaat, fhall avait
< To fave thy fecret foul from nightly féars,” .
¢ From Cambrid’s curfe; Ffrom Cambria’s tears
‘Such were the fotnds; that'o'er the crefted pride
Of the firft Edward feateer*d wild difinay,
As down the fteep of Stowdon’s thaggy fide -
He wound with toilfome imarch his loig ‘array.

' - : Stout
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Stout Glofter ftood aghaft in fpeechlefs trance :
Toarms! cried Mortimer, andcouch’d hisquiy’ring lance.
1 a,
Ona rock whefe haughty brow |
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood,
Robed in the fable garb of woe,
With haggard eyes the Poet ftood ;
(Loofe his beard, and heary:-hair
Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troybled air)
And with a Mafter’s hand, and Prophet’s fire,
Struck the deep forrows of his :i)’i_’@- -
¢ Hark, how each giant-oak, and defart.cave, |
¢ Sighs to the torrent’s aweful voice beneath !
¢ O’r thee, oh King! their hundred arms they wave,
¢ Revenge on thee in hoarfer numbers breathe ;
¢ Vocal no more, -fince Cambria’s fatal day, . .+
¢ To high-born Hael's harp, -or foft Llewellyn’s lay. -
L 3.
¢ Cold is Cadwalla’s tongue, -
¢ That hufh’d the ftormy: main: N
¢ Brave Urien fleeps upon his. craggy bed: .
¢ Mountains, ye moush in vain -
¢ Modred, whofe magic fong
¢ Made huge ;F'Imlumnon bow his slcud—xop’d hcad

e

“B-b4. o ‘On
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¢ On dreary Arvon’s coaft they lie,
¢ Smear’d with gore, and ghattly pale:
¢ Far, far aloof th’ aﬁ'righfed ravens fail ;
¢ The famifh’d Eagle fcreams, and paffes by,
¢ Dear loft companions of my tuneful art,
¢ Dear, as the light, that vifits thefe fad eyes,
¢ Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart,
¢ Ye died amidft your dying country’s cries —
¢ No more I weep. They do not fleep.
¢ On yonder cliffs, a griefly band,
¢ I fee them fit, they linger yet,
¢ Avengers of their native land :
¢ With me in dreadful harmony they join,
¢ And weave with bloody hands the tiffue of thy line.
- ILu o
“ Weave the warp, and weave the woof,
“ The winding-fheet of Edward’s race,
‘¢ Give ample room, and verge enough,
* The characters of hell to trace.
« Mark the year, and matk the night,
© When Severn fhall re-echo with affright
« The thrieks of death, through Berkley’sroofsthat ring,
¢ Shrieks of an agonizing King! }
¢ She-Wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs,

% That tear’ft the bowels of thy mangled Mate,
¢ From
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* From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs
¢ The fcourge of Heav’n.What Terrorsround him wait!
“ Amazement in his van, with Flight combin’d,
< And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude behind.
O IL 2.
¢ Mighty Vicor, mighty Lord,
“ Low on his funeral couch he lies! -
“No pitying heart, no eye afford
A tear to grace his obfequies. -
“ Is the fable Warriour fled ?
“ Thy fon is gone. He refts among the Dead.
¢ The Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were born,
¢ Gone to falute the rifing Morn.
¢ Fair laughs the Morn, and foft the Zephyr blows, -
« While proudly riding o’er the azure realm
< In gallant trim the gilded Veffel goes;
“ Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the helm;
“ Regardlefs of the fweeping Whirlwind’s fway, -
¢ That, hufb’d in grim repofe, expets his evening-prey.
IL 3.
“ * Fill high the fparkling bowl,
 The rich repaft prepare,

* Richard the Second, (as we are told\l;ry Archbithop Seroop,
*>Thomas of Walfingham, and all the older Writers) was ftarved ta
death. The ftory of his affaflination by Sir Piers of Exon, is of
much later date.

Reft
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“ Reft of a crown, he yet may fhare the feaft :
“ Clofe by- the regal chair
¢ Fell Thirft and Famine fcowl
‘ A baleful fmile upon their bafed Gueft.
“ Heard ye the din of battle bray,
¢ Lance to lance, and horfe to horfe ?
* Long Years of havoe urge their deftin’d courfe,
“ And through the kindred fquadrons mow their way.
““ Ye Towers of Julius, London’s lafting thame,
*“ With many a foul and midnight murther fed,
¢ Revere his Confort’s faith, his Father’s fame,
¢ And fpare the meek Ufurper’s holy head. -
¢ Above, below, the rofé of fnow,
¢, Twined with her blufhing foe, we fpread:
* The briftled Boar in infaie-gore
*¢ Wallows beneath ‘the thorny fhade. .
* Now Brothers, bending o’er th’ accurfed loom,
* Stamp we our vengéance deep, and ratify his doom.
. : R § S S ‘
¢« Edward, lo! to fudden fate
¢ (Weave we the woof. The thread is fpun) -

e
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“ + Half of thy heart we confecrate,

¢ (The web is wove. ‘The work is done.)”

¢ Stay, oh ftay ! nor thus forlom - .

¢ Leave me unblefled, unpitied, here to mourn :

¢ In yon bright track, that fires the weftern fkies,

¢ They melt, they vanifh from my eyes.

¢ But 6h! what folemn {cenes on Snowdon’s height

¢ Defeending flow their glitring fkirts unroll ?

¢ Vifions of glory, fpare.my aching fight,

¢ Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my foul!

¢ No more our long-ldﬁz"ﬁrfhur‘wc bewail,

¢ All-hail 3, ye g oehnine K’mws, Britannia’s Iﬁite, hail }
IH: 4.

¢ Girt with many a Baron bold,

¢ Sublithe their ftarry fronts they rear;

¢ And gorgeous Dames, and Statefmen oid

¢ In bearded majefty, appear:

¢ In the midft 2 Form divine !

¢ Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-Line -

+ Eleanor of Caftile died a few years after the conqueft of
Wales. The heroic proof fhe gave of her affetion for her Lord
is well known. 'The monuments of his regret, and forrow, for
“the lofs of her, are ftill to be feen in {everal parts of England
S ¢ Acceiﬁon of the lrne of Tudor. -

¢ Her
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¢ Her lyon-port, her awe-commanding face,

¢ Attemper’d fweet to virgin-grace.

¢ What ftrings fymphonious tremble in the air,

¢ What ftrains of vocal tranfport round her play !

* Hear from the grave, great Talieffin *, hear;

¢ They breathe a foul to animate thy clay.

¢ Bright Rapture calls, and foaring, as fhe fings,

¢ Waves in the eye of Heav’n her many-colour’d wings.

111 3.
¢ The verfe adorn again

¢ Fierce War, and faithful Love,

¢ And Truth fevere, by fairy Fiction dreft, -

* In bufkin’d meafures move

¢ Pale Grief, and pleafing Pain, :

< With Horrour, Tyrant of the throbbing breaft.

¢ A Voice, as of the Cherub-Choir,
"¢ Gales from blooming Eden bear;

¢ And diftant warblings deflen on my ear,

¢ That loft in long futurity expire.

¢ Fond impious Man, think’ft thou, yon fanguine cloud,
_¢ Rais’d by. thy breath, has quench’d the Orb of -day?

Al

» Taliefin, Chief of the Bards, flourift’d in the VIth Cen-
tury. His works are fiill preferved, and -his memory held in
high veneration among his Countrymen.

T ¢ To-morrow
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¢ To-morrow he repairs the golden flood,

¢ And warms the nations with redoubled ray.

¢ Enough for me: With joy I fee

¢ The different doom our Fates affign.

¢ Be thine Defpair, and fcepter’d Care,

¢ To triumph, and to die, are mine.’

He fpoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height
Deep in the roaring tide he plung’d to endlefs night.




