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%hbertifement.

ESE;G(T the defire of fome Gentlemm
%382% for whofe Tafte and Fudgment the
Editor hath the greateft Refpect, he has added
to this Edition of Mr. Gray’s Poems {wo
Latin Tranflations of the celebrated Elegy
written in a Country Church-yard, with @
poetical Addrefs to the Author; one by the
Rev. Mr. Lloyd, the other by an anonimous MK

. p . . . ° . . '
Perfon, which Tranflations and Poem, it is

hoped, will not be unacceptable to the claffical
Reader.
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L O! where the rofy-bofom’d Hours,

Fair Venvus’ train appear,
Difclofe the long-expe&ing flow’ss,
And wake the purple year !

B 2 The

i



2 ODE ON THE SPRING.

The Attic warbler pours her throat,
Refponfive to the cuckow’s note,

The untaught harmony of Spring:
While whifpring pleafure as they fly,
Cool Zephyrs thro’ the clear, blue fky

Their gather’d fragrance fling,

Where'er the oak’s thick branches ftretch
A broader, browner fhade;
. Where'er the rude and mofs-grown beech
Q’er-canopigs the glade * :
Befide fome water’s rufhy brink

With me the Mufe fhall fit, and think
(At

ki a bank

Q’crcanopy’d with lufcious woodbine.
‘ Shakefp. Midf. Night's Dream.



ODE ON THE SPRING

(At eafe reclin’d in ruftic Réte)
How vain the ardour of the Crowd,
How low, how little are the Proud,

How indigent the Great!

Still is the toiling hand of Care:
The panting herds repofe :

Yet hark, how thro’ the peopled air
‘The bufy murmur glows!

The infeé&t youth are on the wing,

Eager to tafte the honied fpring,
And float amid the liquid noon* :

Some lightly o’er the current {kim,

Some fhew their gayly-gilded trim

Quick-glancing to the fun te
B3

13

To

tR]

* ¢« Nare per xftatem liquidam——

Virgil. Georg. lib. 4.

+ s {porting with quick glance

Shew to the fun their wav’d coats dropt with
gold, Miliow's Paradife Loft, book 7.
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14 ODE ON THE SPRING,

To Contemplation’s fober eye *

Such is the race of Man; -

And they that creep, and they that fly,

Shall end where they began.

Alike the Bufy and the Gay
But flutter thro’ life’s little day,

In Fortune’s varying colours dreft :
Brufh’d by the hand of rough Mifchance,
Or chill’d by age, their airy dance

They leave, in duft to reft.

Mecthinks I hear, in accents low,
The fportive kind reply: -
Poor moralift! and what art thou ?

A folitary fly!
Thy

* While infe@s from the threfhold preach, &,
M. GrEEN, i1 the Grotto,

Dodfley’s Mifcellanies, [Lond. Edit.] Vol V. p. 861,



ODE ON THE SPRING: 13

Thy Joys no glittering female meets, |

No hive haft thou of hoarded {weets,
No painted plumage to difplay:

On hafty wings thy youth is flown;

Thy fun is fet, thy {pring is gone——
We frolick, while ’tis May.

ODE
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ON THE DEATH OF A

FAVOURITE CAT,

Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifhes.

e e et et e T b bl o talolehd el eled ebe el o)

,T W AS on a lofty vafe’s fide,
Where China’s gayeft art had dy’d
The azure flowers, that blow ; |
Demureft of the tabby kind,
The penfive Selima reclin’d,
Gazed on the lake below,

Her



20 ODE ON THE DEATH OF
Her confcious tail her joy declar’d ;
The fair round face, the fnowy beard,
The velvet of her paws,
Her coat, that with the tortoife vies,

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,

She faw ; and purr’d applaufe.

Still had fhe gaz’d; but midft the tide -
Two aAngel forms were feen to glide,

The Genii of the ftream:
Their {caly armour’s Tyrian hue
Thro’ richeft purple to the view

Betray’d a golden gleam.
The haplefs Nyﬁph with wonder faw,
A whifker firft, and then a claw;

With



A FAVOURITE CAT.

With many an ardent'wi{h,
She firetch’d in vain to reach the prize.
What female heart can gold defpife?
What Cat’s averfe to fith !

Prefumptuous Maid ! with looks intent

Again the firetch’d, again fhe bent,
Nor knew the gulf between.

(Malignant fate fat by, and fmil’d)

The flipp’ry verge her feet beguil’d)
She tumbled headlong in.

Eight times emerging from the flood

She mew’d to ev’ry wat’ry God,
Some fpeedy aid to fend.

No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftirr’'d :

Nor cruel Tom, nox Sufan heard., |

A Fav’rite has no friend |

21

From
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From hence, ye Beauties, undeceiv’d,
Know, one falfe ftep is ne’er retriev’d,

And be with caution bold.

Not all that tempts your wand’ring eyes -

And heedlefs hearts, is lawful prize ;
Nor all, that glifters, gold,
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ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF

"ETON COLLEGE.

33#%8*%##&%*%%%@**%*%#%**%#*%&*%%*%‘v’i‘*

E diftant fpires, ye antique towers,
That crown the wat’ry glade,
Where grateful Science ftill adores
» Her Henry’s * holy Shade;
And ye, that from the flately brow

Of Winbpsor’s heights th’ expanfe below
Ot

* King Henry the Sixth, Founder of the
College.



26 ODE ON A DISTANT

Of grove, of lawn, of mead furvey,
Whofe turf, whofe fhade, whofe flow’rs among’
Wanders the hoary Thames along

His filver-winding way.

Ah happy hills, ah pleafing fhade,
Ah fields belov’d in vain,
Where once my carelefs childhood ﬁray'd,
A ftranger yet to pain}
I feel the gales, that from you blow,
A momentary blifs beftow,
As waving frefh their gladfome wing,
My weary foul they feem to footh,
And, * redolent of joy and youth,

To breathe a fecand {pring, v
Say,

* And bees their honey redolent of {pring,
Dryden’s Fable on the Pythag. Syftem.



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 27

Say, Father Tuamks, for thou haft {cen
Full many a fprightly race
Difporting on thy margent green
The paths of pleafure tracc,A
Who foremc {i now delight to cleave
With pliant arm thy glafly wave ?
The captive linnet ‘which enthrall ?
What idle progeny fucceed ,
To chafe the rolling circle’s fpeed,
Or urge the flying ball?

While fome, on earneft bufinefs bent,
Their murm’ring labours ply
*Gainft graver hours, that bring conftraint

To fwesten liberty :

Some



28 ODE ON A DISTANT

Some bold adventurers difdain
The limits of their little reign,

And un’known regions dare defcry :
Still as they run they look behind,
They hear a yoice in every wind,

And fnatch a fearful Jjoy.

Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed,
Lefs plcaﬁng when pofleft ;
'Fhe tear forgot as foon as fhed,
The funfhine of the breaft :
Theirs buxom health of rofy hue,
Wild wit, invention ever-new,
And lively chear of vigour born ;
- The thoughtlefs day, the eafy night,
The fpirits” pure, the flumbers light,

That fly th’ approach of morn.
Alas,



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 29

Alas, regardlefs of their doom,
The little vi&ims play !
No fenfe have they of ills to come,
Nor care beyondto-day ; ‘
" Yet fee how all around ’em wait
The Minifters of human fate,
And black Misfortune’s baleful train'!
Ah, fhew them where in ambufh ftand
To feize their prey the murth’rous band !

Ab, tell them, they are men !

Thefe fhall the fury Paflions tear,

The vultures of the mind,
Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear,

And Shame that fculks behind ;
' Or pincing Love fhall wafte their youth,

Or Jealoufy with rankling tooth,

That



30 ODE ON A DISTANT

That inly gnaws the fecret h-earf,
And Envy wan, and faded Care,
Grim-vifag’d comfortlefs Defpair, -

And Sorrow’s piercing dart,

Ambition this fhall temypt to rife,

Then whirl the wretch from high,
To bitter Scorn a Sacrifice,

And grinning Infamy,
The ftings of Falfhood thofe fhall try,
And hard Unkindnefs’ alter’d eye,

That mocks the tear it forc’d to flow ;
And keen Remorfe with blood defil’d,
And moody Madnefs * laughing wild

Amid fevereft woe, X
Lo,

¥ —— Madnefs laughing in his ireful mood.
Drydmw’s Fable of Palamon and Arcite,



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 31

Lo, in the vale of years beneath
A grifly troop are feen.

The painful family of Death,
More hideous than their Queen 3

This racks the joints, this fires the veins,

That every labouring finew ftrains,
Thofe in the deeper vitals rage:

Lo, Poverty, to fill the ba’md,,

That numbs the foul with icy hand,
And flow-confuming Age.

To each his fuff’rings: all are men,
Condemn’d alike to groan,
The tender for another’s pain ;

Th’ unfeeling for his own.

Yet,
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Yet, ah! why fhould they know their fate ?

Since forrow never comes too late,

And happinefs too {wiftly flies.

Thought would deftroy their paradife.

No more; where ignorance is blifs,

'Tis folly to be wife.

LONG
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A

LONG STORY.

[N Brirarn’s Ifle, no matter where,
An ancient pile of building ftands :
The Huntingdons and Hattons there

Employ’d the pow’r of Fairy hands,

To raife the cieling’s fretted height,
Each pannel in achievements cloathing,
Rich windows that exclude the light,
And paflages, that lead to nothing.
| C e | Full



"6 A . LONG STORY.

| Full oft within thcvfpaciq‘u.s walls,

" When he had ﬁfty Winfers' o’er him,

My grave * Lord Keeper led the Brawls :
The Seal, and Maces, danc’d before him.

His bufhy beard, and {vhoc-‘ﬂ:rings green,
His high-crown’d hat, and fattin doublet,
Mov’d the ftout heart of England’s Queen,

Tho’ Pope and Spaniard could not trouble it

‘What, in the very firft Beginning!
Shame of the verfifying tribe!
Your Hift’ry whither are you {pinning ?
Can you do nething but defcribe ?
A Houfe

*

* Hatton, preferred by Queen Elizabeth for his
graceful perfon and fine dancing.



X LONG STORY.

A Houfe there is (and that’s enough)
From whence one fatal morning iffues
A brace of Warriors, not in buff,

But ruftling in their {ilks and tiffues.

The firft came cap-é-pié from France,
Her conqu’ting deftiny fulfilling,
Whom meaner Beauties eye afkance,

And vainly ape her art of killing,

The other Amazon kind Heaven
Had arm’d with fpirit, wit, and fatire :
But COBHQM had the polifh given,

And tip’d her arrows with ‘good’-nature.

C3

37

To



38 A LONG STORY.

To celebrate her éye;, her air——
Coarfe panegyricks would but teaze her,
Meliffa is her Nomme de Guerre.

Alas, who would not wifh to pleafe her !

With bonnet blue and capuchine,
And aprons long, they hid their armour,
And veil’d their wcépons bright and keen,

In pity to the country farmer,

Fame, in the ﬂxépe of Mr, P——t,
(By this time all the Parifh know it)
Had told, that thereabouts there lurk’d

A wicked Imp they call a Poet,

Who




"4 LONG STORY. 39
Who prowl’d the country far and near,
Bewitch’d the children of the peafants,
Dry’d up the cowé5 and lam’d the deer,
And fuck’d the eggs, and kill’d the pheafants,
L4

My Lady heard their joint petition,
Swore by her coronet and errﬁine,
She’d iffue out her high commiflion

To rid the manour of {uch vermin,

The Heroines undertook the tafk,
Thro’ lanes unknown, o’er ftiles they ventur'd,
Rapp’d at the door, ner ftay’d to afk,

-But bounce into the parlour enter’d,

C 4 The



4'0' A.L*ONG VSTOR‘Y.
The trembling family they daunt,

They flirt, they fing, t'hey laugh, they tattle,
Rummage his Mother, pinch his Aunt, |

And up ftairsin a whirlwind rattle,

Each hole and cupboard théy explore,
Each creek and cranny of his chamber,
Run hurry-{kurry. round the floor,

And o’er the bed and tafter clamber,

Into the Draw’rs and China pry,
Pap;:rs and books, a huge I\mbroglio!
Under a tea-cup he might lie,

Or creas’d, like dogs-cars in a folio.




4 LONG STORY. 41

On the firft marching of the troops
The M&fes, hopelefs of his pardon,
Convey’d him underneath their hoops

To a fmall clofet in the garden. B

So Rumour fays. (Who will, ‘believe )
But that they left the door a-jarr,
Where, fafe and laughing in his{leeve,

He heard the diftant din of war,

Short was his joy. He little knew,
The power of Magick was no fable.
Out of the window, whi{k‘they flew,

But left a fpell upon the table, -

Cs The‘



42 A LONG STORY.

The words too eager to unriddle
The poet felt a firange diforder:
Tranfparent birdlimc form’d the middle,

- And chains invifible the border.

So cunning was the apparatus,
The powerful pot-hooks did fo move him,
That, will he, nill he, to the Great.-houfe

He went as-f the Devil drove him,

Yet on his way (no fign of grace,
For folksin fear are aptto pray)
| ‘To Phaebus he preferr’d his cafe,
And Beg’d his aid that dreadful day.

The



A LONG STORY. = g4

 The God-head would have back’d his quarrel,
But with a blufh, on recolleion
Own’d, that his quiver and his laurel

’Gainft four fuch eyes were no protetion,

The Court was fafe, the Culprit there,
Forth from their gloomy manfions creeping

The Lady Fanes and Foans repair,
And from the gallery ftand peeping.

Such as in filence of the night
Come ({weep) alongr fome winding entry
(*Sty‘ack has often feen the fight)

Or at the chapel-door ftand fentry.
In

* The House-KeerPER,




4 A LONG STORTY:
In p.eake’d’ hoods and mantles tarnifh’d,
Sour vifages, enough to fcare ye,

High Dames of honour once, that garnifh’d

The drawing-room of fierce Que\cn.Mary.!

The Peerefs comes : The Audience ftare,
And doff their hats with due {ubmiffion;
She courtfies, as fhe takes her chair,

To all the people of condition,

The Bard with many an artful fib,
Had in imagination fenc’d him,
Difprov’d the arguments of * Squib,

And all that + Greom could urge againft him. .
’ But

S

* Groom of the Chambers, + The Steward,
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But foon his rhetorick forfook him,
" When he the folemn hall had 4feen;

A fudden fit of ague fhook him,

He ftood as mute as poor } Macleane,

Yet fomething he was heard to mutter,
% How in the park beneath an old-tree s
“ (Without defign to hurt the butter,

¢ Or any malice to the poultry,)

¢ He once or twice had penn’d a fonnet ;
¢ Yet hop’d; that he might fave his bacon :
¢« Numbers would give their oaths upon it,

¢ He ne’er was for a conj’rer taken,”
The

1 A famous highwayman hang’d the week before,



46 LONG STORY

The gholtly Prudes with hagged face
Already had condemn’d the finner. v
My Laay rofe, and with a grace—

She {fmil’d, and bid him come to dinner,

Y Jefu-Maria ! Madam Briciget,
¢ Why, what can the Vifcountels mean
(Cry’d the {quare Hoods in woeful fidget)

¢ The times are alter’d quite and clean!

#¢ Decorum’s turn’d to mere civility ;
¢« Her air and all her manners fhew it.
¢« Condemn’d me -to her affability !

¢ Speak to a Commoner and Poet !
- [ Here 5oo Stanzas are loft.]

And



|
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And fo, God fave our noble King,
And guard us from long-windéd Lubbers,
That to eternity would fing,
And keep my Lady from her Rubbers,

HYMN
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DAUGHTER of Jovz, relentlefs Pow’r,”
Thou Tamer of the human breaft,
Whofe iron fcourge and tort’ring hour,
The Bad affright, afflict the Beft!
Bound in thy adamantine chain
The Proud are taught to tafte of pain, '
“ And



52. HYMN TO ADVERSITY.

And purple Tyrants vainly groan

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone,

‘When firft thy fire to fend on earth
Virtue, his darling Child, defignd,
To thee he gave the heav’nly Birth,
And bad to form her infant mind,
Stern rugged Nurfe ! thy rigid lore .
With patience many a year fhe bore :
What forrow was, thou bad’ft her know,

And from her own fhe learn’d to melt at others woe,

Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly
Self-pleafing Folly’s idle brood,
Wild Laughter, Noife, and thoughtlefs Joy,
And leave us Ieifure to be good. ‘
Light they difperfe, and with them go -
The fummer Friend, the flatt’ring Foe ;



HYMN TO ADVERSITY: 53

By vain Profperity receiv’d,

To her they vow their truth, and are again believ’d.

Wifdom, in fable garb array’d,
Immers’d in rapt’rous theught profound,
And Melancholy, filent maid, |
With leaden eye, that loves the ground,
Still on thy {folemn fteps attend : x
Warm Charity, the gen’ral Friend,
With Juftice to herfelf {evere,
And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing tear,

Oh, gently on thy Suppliant’s head,
Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft’ning hand!
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad,
Nor circled with the vengeful Band
(As by the Impious thou art feen)
With thund’ring voice, and threat’ning mien,

With



94 HYMN TO ADVERSITY.

With {creaming Horror’s funeral cry,

Defpair, Vand fell Difeafe, and ghaftly Poverty,

Thy form benign, oh, Goddefs, wear,
Thy milder influence impart,
Thy philofophic Train be there
To foften, not to wound my heart,
The gen’rous fpark extin& revive,
Teach me to love, and to forgivé,
Exa& my own defeéts to fcan,
What others are, to feel, and know myfelf a Man,

THE
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ADVERTISEMENT.

When the Author firft publithed this and
the following Ode, he was advifed, even
by his Friends, to {ubjoin fome few ex-
planatory Notes; but he had too much
refpet for the underftanding of his
Readers to take that liberty.

(L PN n/0<rovrnn' N A




BREHBSLT S SRBHETL W B EK
| THE

PROGRESS OF POESY,

A PINDARIC ODE.

*-* -*u*a*‘c*'*'*‘*“*'*'*'* .* 0*0*0* o*o*n*:*.*‘*

1. 1.

¥ WA KE, Aolian lyre, awake,

And give to rapture all thy trembling
ftrings.

From Helicon’s harmonious {prings

A thoufand rills their mazy progi‘efé take :
’ The

* Awake, up my glory : awake, lute and harp.
Dawnd’s Pfalms.
" Pindar ftyles his own poetry with its mufical
aécompaniments,
~ Ajonls PLO?\W;?, " Avonides xéﬁu}, AloAidwy mvoci dvAr,
. Zolian {ong,

Aolian ftrings, the breath of the Aolian flute.
D The



<8 THE PROGRESS OF POESY,

The laughing flow’rs, that round them blow,
Drink life and fragraﬁce as t"hey flow.

Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along,
Deep, majeftic, fmogth, and ftrong,

Thro’ verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign :
Now rolling down the fteep amain,
Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour:

The rocks, and nodding gfoves rebellow to the
roar. '

Oh'!

The fubje& and fimile, as ufual with Pindar,
are united. The various fources of poetry, which
gives life and luftre to all it touches, are here de-
fcribed ; its quiet majeftic progrefs cnrichin'g every

fubje& (otherwife dry and barren) with a pomp 4
- of diftion and luxuriant harmony of numbers ; y
and its more rapid. and irrefiftible courfe, when

{fwoln and hurried away by the conflitt of tumul-
tucus paffions,




A PINDARIC ODE <

I o

* Oh! Sovereign of the willing foul,
Parent of fweet and folemn-breathing airs,
Enchanting {hell! the fullen Cares,

And frantic Paffions hear thy foft controul,
On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War,
Has cutb’d the fury of his car,
And drop’d his thirfty lance at thy command.
t Perching on the fceptred 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,

Thee

* Power of harmony to calm the turbulent fal-
lies of the foul. The thoughts are borrowed from
the firft Pythian Ode of Pindar.

t This is a weak imitation of fome incompar-
able lines in the fame Ode.

D2
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606 THE PROGRESS :OF POESY,

I. 3.
* Thee the voice, the dance, obey,
Temper’d to thy warbled lay.
O’er Idalia’s vclvet-greén
The rofy-.crowned Loves are feen
On Cytherea’s day,
With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleafures,
Erifking light in frolic meafures,
Now purfuing, now retreating,
Now in circling troops they meet:
To briftk notes in cadence beating
T Glance their many-twinkling feet.

Slow melting ftrains the1r Queen’s approa.ch de-
clare :

‘Where’er fhe turns the Graces homage pay.

"With arms fublime, that float upon the air,

In gliding ftate the wins her eafy way :
O’er

* Power of harmony to produce all the graces
of motion in the body. '

t Maguapuyds Sneivo woday Sedpale & Svpuo.
/ Homer, 0d. @.




A PINDARIC ODE 6r

O’er her warm clieek, and rifing bofom, move
* The bloom of young Defire, and purple light of

Love.

IT. ¢

-+ Man’s feeble race what Ills await,

Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain,

‘Difeale, and Sorrow’s weeping train,
And Death, fad refuge from the ftorms of Fate!
The fond complaint, my Song, difprove,
And juftify the laws of Jove.
Say, has he giv'n in vain the heav’nly Mufe ?
Night, and all her fickly dews,

Her

* Aduwe O it wopPuoines
Ilapeings QD;J; E’pw’ro;. P/Lr)/nicﬁuf, apud Athenzum.

-+ To compenfate the real and imaginary ills of
life, the Mufe was given to Mankind by the fame
Providence that fends the Day by its chearful pre-
fence to difpel the gloom and terrors of the

Night,
8 D,
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Her Speftres wan, and Birds of boding cry,
He gives to range the dreary fky :
* Till down the eaftern cliffs afar

Hyperion’s march they {py, and glitt’ring fhafts of

war,.

I 2.
+ In climes beyond the folar } road,

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

The Mufe has broke the twilight-gloor;;
To chear the fhiv'ring Native’s dull abode,
And

* Or fecen the Morning’s well-appointed Star
Come marching up the eaftern hills afar.
Cowley.
t+ Extenfive influence of poetic Genius over
the remoteft and moift uncivilized nations: its
conne&tion with liberty, and the virtues that na-
turally attend on it. [See the Erfe, Norwegian,
and Welch Fragments, the Lapland and American
fongs.] '
} ¢ Extra anni folifque vias ” Virgil,
Tutta lontana dal camin del fole.”
Petrarch, Canzon 24
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‘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,

Chlory purfue, and generous Shame,

Th’ unconquerable_Mind, and Freedom’s holy

flame,
II. g.
* ‘Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s fteep,
Ifles, that crown th’ Egzan deep, o
Fields,

- .

* Progrefs of Poetry from Greece to Italy, and
from Italy to England. Chaucer was not unac-
quainted with the. writings of Dante or of Pe-
trarch, The Earl of Surrey and Sir Tho. Wyatt
had travelled in Italy, and formed tl'cir tafte
there ; Spenfer imitated the Italian writers ; Mil-
ton improved on them : but this School expired
foon .after the Reftoration, and a new one arofe
on the French model, which has fubfifted ever

fince,
D4
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Fields, that cool Iliflus laves,
Or where Mzander’s amber waves
In lingering'Lab’xinths creep,
How do your tuneful Echos languith,
‘Mute, but to the voice of Anguifh ? |
Where each old poetic Mountain
Infpiration breath’d around :
- Ev’ry fhade and hallow’d Fountain
Murmur’d deep a folemn found:
Till the fad Nine in Greece’s evil hour
Left their ‘Pamaﬁ’us for the Latian plains. q
Alike they fcorn the pomp of tyrant Pow’r,
Aﬁd coward Vice, that revels in her chains,
When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft,

They fought, oh Alkion ! next thy fea-encircled

coafl.
IIIO

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

* Shakefpeare.
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" 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 :v

Thine too thefe golden keys, immortal Béy !
This can unlock the gates of joy,

Of Horrour that, and thrilling Fears,

Or ope the facred fource of fympathetic Tears.
III. .

Nor fecond He *, that rode fublime
Upon the feraph-wings of Extafy,
The fecrets of th’ Abyfs to' {py.
+ He pafs’d the flaming bounds of Place and
Time :
1 The living Throne, the {apphire-blaze,

Where Angels tremble, while they gaze,
: He

* Milton.
+ o« flammantia meenia mundi.””  Lucretius.

¥ For the {pirit of the living creature was in the
wheels—And above the firmament, that was over
D5 their
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He faw ; but blafted with excefs of light, -

* Clofed his eyes in endlefs night.

Behold, where Dryden’s lefs prefumptuous car,
Wide o’er the fields of Glory bear

+ Two Courfers of ethereal race,

1 With necks in thunder cloath’d, and long-re-
founding pace,

Hark,

their .heads, was the likenefs of a throne, as the

appearance of a fapphire-ftone.—This was the ap-
pearance of the glory of the Lord.

Lzekiel 1. 20, 26, 28,

* ’0¢9u?\p.wr iy uy.spo's didov & 20Ty aody.
Homer. 0d,

+ Meant to exprefs the ftately march and found.
ing energy of Dryden’s rhimes.

1 Haft thou cloathed his neck with thunder ?
Fob,
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III. ‘30 ’

Hark, his hands the lyre explore !
Bright-ey’d Fancy hovering o’er

Scatters from her p’i&ur"d urn

* Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn,
t+ But ah ! ’tis heard no more———s |
Oh! Lyre divine, what daring Spirit
Wakes thee now ? tho’ he inherit

Nor

* Words that weep, and tears that fpeak.
Cowley.

+ We have had in our language no other odes
of the fublime kind, than that of Dryden on
St. Cecilia’s day : for Cowley (who had his merit)
yet wanted judgment, ftyle, and harmony, for
fuch a tatk. That of Pope is not worthy of fo
great a man. Mr. Mafon indeed of late days has
touched the true chords, and with a mafterly
hand, in fome of his Chorufes—above all, in the

laft of Caraftacus,

Hark ! heard ve not yon footftep dread ? &,



68 THE PROGRESS OF POESY.

Nor the pride, nor ample pinion,

* That the Theban Eagle bear

Sailing with fupreme dominion
Thro’ the azure deep of air :

Yet oft before his infant eyes would run
Such forms, as glitter in ‘the Mufe’s ray

W ith 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, ’

THE |

* Aude arpds {pmye Ssiov.  Olymps 2. Pindar com-
pares himfelf to that bird, and his enemies to
ravens that croak and clamour in vain below,
while it purfues its flight, regardlefs of their noife,
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ADVERTISEMENT.

The following ODE is founded on a
Tradition current in Wales, that Edward
THE FIRST, when he compleated the
conqueft of -that country, ordered all

~the Bards, that fell into his hands, to
be put to death,
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’ Io 1.

UIN feize thee, ruthlefs King !
€ Confufion on thy banners wait,
¢ Tho’ fann’d by Cbnqﬁef’c’s crimfon wing
¢ * They mock the air with idle ftate.

¢ Helm

» Mockmg the air with colours idly fpread.
Shakefpeare’s King Fohns
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¢ Helm, nor * Hauberk’s twifted mail,

¢ Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, fhall avail

¢ To fave thy fecret foul from nightly fears,

“ From Cambria’s curfe, from Cambria’s tears "

Such were the founds, that o’er the + crefted pride
Of the firft Edward fcatter’d wild difmay,

As down the fteep of ¥ Snowdon’s fhaggy fide
He wound with toilfome march his long array.

f
Stout

* The Hauberk was a texture of ficel ringlets,
or rings interwoven, forming a coat of mail, that
fate clofe to the body, and adapted itfelf to every

motion.

+ The. crefted adder’s pride.

Dryden’s Indian Queen.
} Snowdon was a name given by the Saxons to
that mountainous tra&, which the Welch them-
felves call Cracgian-eryri : it included all the high-
lauds of Caernarvonfhire and Merioneththire, as
far eaft as the river Conway. R, Hygden, fpeaking
of the caftle of Conway built by King Edward 1,
fays, ¢ Ad ortum amnis Conway ad clivum montis
¢« Erery;” and Matthew of Weftminfter, (ad ann.
1283,) ¢ Apud Aberconway ad pedes montis
% Snowdonizx fecit erigi caftrum forte,”
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Stout * Glo’fter ftood aghaft in fpeechlefs trance :
To arms! cried + Mortimer, and couch’d his
quiv’ring lance,
i. 2.

On a rock, whofe haughty brow
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood,

Rob’d in the fable garb of woe,
With haggard eyes the Poet ftood ;
(1Loofe his beard, and hoary hair

§ Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air)
« And

* Gilbert de Clare, furnamed the Red, Earl of
Gloucefter and Hertford, fon-in-law to K.Edward.

+ Edmend de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore.

They both were Lords-Marchers, whofe lands lay
on the borders of Wales, and probably accompa-
nied the King in this expedition.

¥ The image was taken from a well-known pic-
ture of Raphaél, reprefenting the Supreme Being
in the vifion of Ezekiel: there are two of thefe
paintings (both believed original) one at Florence,
the other at Paris.

§ Shone, like a meteor, fireaming to the wind.
' Milton’s Paradife Lojte
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And with a Mafter’s hand, and Prophet’s fire,
Struck the deep forrows of his lyre,

“ Hark, how each giant-oak, and defert cave,

“ Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath !

“ O’er thee, oh King! their hundred arms they
wave,

¢ Revenge on thee in hoarfer murmurs breathe ;
 Vocal no more, fince Cambria’s fatal day,

¥ To high-born Hoel’s harp, or foft Llewellyn’s
lay,

1. 3.
¢ Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,
 That hufh’d the ftormy main :
“ Brave Urien fleeps upon his c;aggy bed :
“ Mountains, ye mourn in vain
* Modred, whofe magic fong

.“‘ Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-top’d
head, ”

¢ On
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“ * On dreary Arvon’s fhore they lie,
¢ Smear’d with gore, and ghaftly pale: -
¢ Far, far aloof th’ affrighted ravens fail
¢ The famifh’d + Eaglé fcreams, and pafles by.
¢ Dear loft companions of my tuneful art,’
¢ + Dear, as the light that vifits thefe fad eyes,
¢ 1 Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, -
¢ Ye died amidft your dying country’s cries—

“ No

* The fhores of Caernarvonfhire oppofite to the
ifle of Anglefey.

+ Cambden and others obferve, that eagles ufed'
annually to build their aerie among the rocks of
Snowdon, which from thence (as fome think) were
named the Welch Craigian-eryri, or the crags of
the eagles. At this day (Iam told) the higheft
pomt of Snowden is called the eagle’s neft.  That
bird is certainly no ftranger to this ifland, as the
Scots, and the people of Cumberland, Weftmore-
land, €3¢. can teftify : it even has built its neft in
the Peak of Derbyfhire. [See Willoughby’s
Ornithol. publifhed by Ray.]

1 As desr to me as are the ruddy drops, -’

'lhat vifit my fad hearte=m—— '
Shakef. Ful. Cefar,
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“ No more I weep, They do not fleep.

“ On yonder cliffs, a griﬂyb 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.” '

II. 4,

¥ Weave the warp, and weave the woof,
“ The winding-fheet of Edward’s race,
“ Give ample room, and vefge enough
“ The charafters of hell to trace.
“ Mark the year, and mark the night,
4 When Severn fhall re-echo with affright
| ‘ The

* See the Norwegian Ode, that follows.
t Edward the Second, cruelly butchered in
Berkley-Cattle,
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¢ The fhrieks of death, thro’ Berkley’s roofs that
ring,

# Shrieks of an agonizing King !

¥ * She-Wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs,
“ That tear’ft the bowels of thy mangled Mate,

¢ + From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs

¢ The {courge of Heav’n., What Terrorsround
him wait !

“ Amazement in his van, with Flight combin’d.

“ And forrow’s faded form, and folitude behind.

»

II. o,
¥ Mighty Vi€or, mighty L.ord,
“ % Low on his funeral couch he lies }
“ No pitying heart, no eye, afford

*¢ Atear to grace his obfequies,
€6 Is

* Ifabel of France, Edward the Second’s adul-
terous Queen. "
t Triumphs of Edward the Third in Friance.y

} Death of that King, abandoned by his Chil-

dren, and even robbed in his laft moments by his
Courtiers and his Miftrefs,
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¢ Is the {able * Warrior 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 t+ laughs the Morn, and foft the iephyr,
~ blows, '

¢¢ While proudly riding o’er the azure realm
¢] n gallant trim the g~ilu’ded Veflel goes ;

* Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the helm;
¢ Regardlefs of the fweeping Whirlwind’s fway,
¢ That, hufh’d in grim repole, expets his even-

ing-prey.,
I1.

* Edward, the Black Prince, dead fome time
before his Father.

-+ Magnificence of Richard the Second’s reign,
See Froiffard and other contemporary Writers,
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il. g.
¢ * Fill high the fparkling bowl,
¢ The rich repaft prepare,
¢ Reft of a crown, he yet may fhare the fca.ﬂ:;,
¢ Clofe by the regal Chair
¢ Fell Thirft and Famine {cowl
“ A baleful fmile upon their baffled Gueft,
¢ Heard ye the din of + battle bray,
¢ Lance to lance, and horfe to horfe ?
¢ Long years of havock urge their deftin’d courfe,
¢ And thro’ the kindred fquadrons mow their

way.

{3 Yc

~ * Richard the Second, (as we are told by Arch-
bithop Scroop and the confederate Lords in their
manifefto, by Thomas of Walfingham, and all
the older Writets) was ftatved to death. The ftory
of his aflaflination by Sir Piers of Exon, is of much
Liter date.

+ Ruinous wars of York and Lancafter, =
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¢ Ye Tow’rs of Julius*, London;s lafting fhame,
¢ 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.

“ Abgve, below, the § rofe of fnow,
“ Twin’d with her blufhing foe, we fpread :

¢ The briftled ¥ Boar, in infant gore,

% Wallows beneath the thorny thade,
- “ Now,

* Henry the Sixth, George Duke of Clarence,
Edward the Fifth, Richard Duke of York, &c. be-
lieved to be murthered fecretly in the Tower of
London. The oldeft part of that ftru@ure is vul-
garly attributed to Julius Cefar,

+ Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic {pirit,
who ftruggled hard to fave her Hufband and her
Crown. .

T Henry the Fifth.
|| Henry the Sixth very near being canonized.
The line of Lancafter had no right of inhetitance
to the Crown,

§ The white and red rofes, dcvxces of York and
Lancatter.

9 The filver Boar was the badge of Richard thc
Therd ; whence he was ufually known in his own
time by the name of the Boar.



A PINDARIC ODE 81

¢ Now, Brothers, bending o’er th’ accurfed loom,

% Stamp we our vengeance deep; and ratify his
doom, '

III. 1.

¢ Edward, lo! to fudden fate
“ (Weave we the woof. The thread is fpun)

« % Half of thy heart we confecrate.
¢ (The web is wove. The work is done,)”
¢ Stay, oh ftay! nor thus forlorn
¢ Leave me unblefs’d, unpitied, here to mourn :
* In yon bright track, that fires the weftern fkies,
¢ They mcit, they vanifh from my eyes,

“ But,

* Eleanor of Caftile died a few years after the
conqueft of Wales. The heroic proof fhe gave
of her affe&tion for her Lord is well known. The

monuments of his regret, and forrow for the lofs

of her, are ftill to be feen at Northampton, Ged-
dington, Waltham, and other places.
E
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¢ But, oh! what folemn {cenes on Snowdon's
height )

¢ Defcending flow their glitt’ring fkirts unroll ?
¢ Vifions of glory, fpare my aching fight,

“ Ye unborn Ages, crowd not on my foul !
“ No more our long-loft * Arthur we bewail.

¢ All-hail, + ye genuine Kings, Britannia’s Iffue
hail !

111, o,
« Girt with many a Baron bold,
* Sublime their ftarry fronts t};ey rear;
¢ And gorgeous Dames, and Statefmen old

# In bearded majeﬁy, appear,
: « In

* It was the common belief of the Welfh
nation, that King Arthur was ftill alive in Fairy-
land, and fhould retwrn again to reign over Bri-
- tain, '

+ Both Merlin and Talieffin had prophefied, that
the Welch fhould regain their fovereignty over
this ifland ; which feemed to be accomplifhed in
the Houfe of Tudor,
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“ In themidft a Form divine !

“ Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line 3

“ Her lyon-port*, her awe-commanding face,

¢ Attemper’d fweet to virgin-grace. |
“ What ftrings fymphonious tremble in the air,

¥ What ftrains of vocal tr;nfport round her play !
¢ Hear from the grave, great Talieflint, hear ;

L They breathe a foul to animate thy clay;

¢ Bright rapture calls, and foaring as fhe fings,

¢ Wavesin the eye of Heav’n her many-colour’d
wings,
The

* Speed, relating an audience given by Queen
Elizabeth to Paul Dzialinfki, Ambaffadour of Po-
land, fays, “ And thus fhe, lion-like rifing,
¢ daunted the malapert Orator no lefs with her
- ¢ ftately port and majeftical deporture, than with
¢ the tartnefle of her princelie checkes.”

+ Talieflin, Chief of the Bards, flourifhed in the
VIth Century. His works are ftill preferved, and
his memory held in high veneration among his
Countrymen, E 2
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I1I. 3.
 “ The verfe adorn again |
¢ *Fierce War, and faithful i.ovc; ‘
“ And Truth fevere, by fairy FiGtion dreft.
¢ In + bufkin’d meafures move -
e Paie Grief, and pleafing Pain,
% With Horrour, Tyrant of the throbbing breaft.
“ A iVoi:c_e, as of the Cherub-Choir,
* Gales from blooming Ed'en bear; .
“ 4 An& diﬁantwarhlir‘lgs leflen on my ear, -
% That loft in long :"ﬁturity expire.

¢ Fond,

* Fierce wars and faithful loves fhall moralize
my {ong. ‘ v
Spenfer's Proeme to the Fairy. Queen,
.+ Shakelpeare,
1 Milton.

N The fucceflion of Poets after Milton’s time.
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- % Fond, impious Man, think’ft thou, yon fan-

guine cloud,

| & Ram’d by thy breath, has quench’d the Orb of
day? -

% To.morrow he repairs the golden flood,
T And warms the nations with redoubled ray,
s Enqugh for rﬁe: With joy I fee
- ¢ The different doom our Fates aflign.
¢ Be thine Defpair, and {cepter’d Care,

¢ To triumph, and to die, are mine.”

He fpoke, and headloﬁg ‘from the mountain’s
height

Deep in the roafing tide he plung’d to endlefs
night.

E 3 THE
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ADVERTISEMENT.

The Author once had thoughts (in concert
with a Friend) of giving the Huftory of Eng-
lifh Poetry: In the Introducttion to it,
he meant to have produced fome {peci-
mens of the Style that reigned in ancient
times among the neighbouring nations, or
thofe who had fubdued the greater part
of this Ifland, and were our Progenitors :
The following three Imitations made a part
of them. He haslong fince dropped his
defign, efpecially after he had heard, that it
was alrcady in the hands of a Perfon well
qualiﬁed to do it juftice, both by his tafte,
and his refearches into antiquity.
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N the Eleventh Century Sigurd, Earl of
the Orkney-Iflands, went with a fleet of
thips and a confideratle body of troops into
Ireland, to the afliftance of Silryg with the
Jilken beard, who was then making war on his
father-in-law Brian, King of Dublin: the
Earl and all his forces were cut to pieces, and
Siclryg was in danger of a total defeat; but

the enemy had a greater Jofs by the death of
Brian, their King, who fell in the a&ion,
On
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- On Chriftmas-day, (the day of the battle) a
Native of Caithnefs in Scotland faw at a dif-
. tance a number of rperfons on horfeback
riding full fpeed towards a hill, and feem-
ing to enter into it. Curiofity led him to
follow them, till looking through an open-
ing in the rocks, he faw twelve gigantic
figures refembling women : they were all
employed about a loom ; and as they wove
they fung the following dreadful Song;
which when they had finifhed, they tore ‘the
web into twelve pieces, and (each taking
her portion) galloped Six to the North and
as many to the South.
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THE

FATAL SISTERS.
AN ODE °
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| N O W the ftorm begiﬂns to low’r,
(Hafte, the loom of Hell prepare,)

* Iron-fleet of arrowy fhow’r

+ Hurtles in the darken’d air.
Glitt’ring

Note —The Valkyriur were female Divinities, Ser-
vants of Odin (or Woden) in the Gothic mythology.
Their names fignifies Chufers of the flazn. They were
mounted on {wift horfes, with drawn f{words in
their hands; and in the throng of battle felefted
fuch as were deftined to flaughter, and conduéted
them to Valkalla, the hall of Odin, or paradife of
the Brave ; where they attended the banquet, and
ferved the departed Heroes with horns of mead
and ale.

* How quick they wheel’d; and flying, behind

them fhot
Sharp fleet of arrowy fhower
, _ Milton’s Parad. Regain’d,
+ The neife of battle hurtled in the air.

Shakefp. Ful, Cefar,
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Glitt’ring lances are the loom,
Where the dufky warp we ftrain,

Weaving many a Soldier’s doom,

Orkney’s woe, and Randyer’s bane.

Sce the grifly texture grow,

| (’Tis of human entrails made,)

And the weights, that play Below',
Each a gafping Warriour’s head.

Shafts for fhuttles, dipt in gore,
Shoot the trembling cords along.
Sword, that once a Monarch bore,

Keeps the tiffue clofe and firong,

Mifta black, terrific Maid,
Sangrida, and Hilda {ee,
Join the wayward work to aid ;

*Tis the woof of viltory.

Ere
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Ere the\ruddy fun be fet,
Pikes muft fhiver, javelins fing,
Blade with clattering buckler meet,

Hauberk crafh, and helmet ring,

(Weave the crimfon web of war)
Let us go, and let us fly,
Where our Friends the confli& fhare,

Where they triumph, where they die,

As the paths of fate we tread,
Wading thro’ th’ enfanguin’d field :
Gondula, and Geira, fpreéd
O’er the youthful King your fhield,

We the reins to flaughter give,
Ours to kill, and ours to fpare
Spite of danger, he fhall live,

(Weave the crimfon web of war.)
They,’



4

g6 THE FATAL SISTERS,

They, whom once the defart-beach
Pent within its bleak domain,

Soon their ample fway fhall ftretch
O’er the plenty of the plain.

Low the dauntlefs Earl is laid,

Gor'd with many a gaping wound ;

Fate demands a nobler head;

Soon a King fhall bite the ground.

Long his lofs thall Eirin weep,
Ne’er again his likenefs fee;
Long her ftrains in forrow fteep,

Strains of Immortality!

Horror covers all the heath,
Clouds of carnage blot the fun.
Sifters, weave the web of death;

Sifters, cea’e, the woik is done.

-

Hail




AN ODE 97

Hail the tafk, and hail the hands!
Songs of joy and triumph fing !
Joy to the vi&orious bands;

Triumph to the younger King.

Mortal, thou that hear't the tale,
Learn the tenour of our fong.
Scotland, thro’ each winding vale

Far and wide the notes prolong.

Sifters, hence with fpurs of fpeed:
Each her thundering faulchion wield ;
 Each beftride her fable fteed,
Hurry, hurry to the field.

THE
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BarTHOLINUS, de caufis contemnendx mortis ;
Harnig, 1689, Quarto.
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U PR O S E the King of Men with {peed,
And faddled firait his coal-black fteed ;
Pown the yawning fteep he rode,

That leads to * Hera’s drear abode.

* Nifthermr, the hell of the Gothic nations, con-
fited of nine worlds, to which were devoted all
fuch as died «f ficknefs, old age, or by any other

means than in battle : Over it prefided Hevra, the
Goddefs of Death,



102 THE DESCENT OF ODIN,

Him the Dog of Darknefs {py’d,

His fhaggy throat he open’d wide,
While from his jaws, with carnage fill’d,
Foam and human gore diftill'd : |
Hoarfe he bays with hideous din,

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin 7
And long purfues, with fruitlefs yell,
The Father of the powerful fpell,
Onward ftill his way he takes,

(The groaning earth beneath him fhakes)
Till full before his fearlefs eyes

The portals nine of hell arife,

Right againft the eaftern gate,
By the mofs-grown pile he fate;
Where long of yore to fleep was laid
The duft of the propheti‘c’ Maid.
Facing to the northern clime,

Thrice he trac’d the runic rhyme ;
Thrice
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Thrice pronounc’d, in accents dread, )
-The thrilling verfe that wakes the Dead ;
Till from out the hollow ground

Slowly breath’d a {ullen {ound.

Pr. What call unknown, what charms prefume
To break the quiet of the tomb?
Who thus afflits my troubled {prite,
And drags me from the realms of night ?
Long on thefe mould’ring bones have beat
The winter’s fnow, the fummer’s heat,
The drenching dews, and driving rain !
Let me, let me fleep again.
Who is he, with voice unbleft,

That calls me from the bed of reft ?

O. A Traveller, to thee unknown,
Is he that calls, a Warriour’s Son,

" Theu
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Thou the deeds of light fhalt know ;
Tell me what is done below,

For whom yon glitt’ring board is {pread,

Dreft for whom yon goldenbed ?

Pr. Mantling in the goblet fee
The pure bev'rage of the bee,
O’er it hangs the fhield of gold;
*Tis the drink of Balder bold :
Balder's head to death is giv'n,
Pain can reach the Sons of Heav’n !
Unwilling I my lips unclofe :

Leave me, leave me to repofe.

O. Once again my call obey.
Prophetefs, arife, and fay,
What dangers Odin’s Child await,
Who the Authdr of his fate ?

Pr.
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Pa. In Hoder’s hand the Heroe’s doom :
His Brother fends him to the tombp,
Now m)l Weary lips I clof® -

Leave me, leavé me to repofe,

0. Prophetefs, my fpeII obey,
Once again arife, and fay,
Who th’ Avenger» of his guilt,
By whom fhall Hydgys blood be fpilt,

Px. In the caverns of the weft,
By Odin’s fierce embrace compretft,
A wond’rous Boy fhall Rindg bear,
Who ne’er fhall comb his raven-hair,
Nor wath his vifage in the ftream,
Nor fee the fun’s departing beam 3
Till he on Hoder's corfe (hy] fmile,

Flaming on the fun’ral pile,

F : Now

W s e b msres o
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Now my weary lips I clofe:

Leave me, leave me to repofe,

O. Yet a while my call obey.,
Prophetels, awake,‘ and fay,
What Virgins thefe, in fpeechlefls woe,
That bend to earth their folemn brow,
That their flaxen trefles tear,
And fnowy veils, that float in air,
Tell me, whence their forrows rofe &

Then I leave thee to repofe.

" pr. Ha! no Traveller art thou,
King of Men, I know thee now,

Mightieft of a mighty ling—— |

0. No boding Maid of fkill divine

Art thou, nor Prophetefs of good!

“But Mother of the giant—brood!

Px.
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Pr. Hie thee hence,' and boaft at home,
That never fhall Enquirer come
To break my iron-fleep again :
© Till * Lok has burft his tenfold chain.
Never, till {fubftantial Night
Has reaflum’d her ancient right 3
Till .wrapp’d in flames, in ruin hurl’d,

Sinks the fabric of the world,

THE

|

* Lok is the evil éeing, who continues in chzirg
till the Twilight of the Gods approaches, when he
fhall break his bonds; the human race, the ftars,
and fun, fhall difappear; the carth fink in the
feas, and fire confume the fkies: even Odin him-
felf and his kindred deities f{hall perith, For a
farther explanation of this mythology, fec Mallet’s
Introduftion to the Hiftory of Denmurk

s 1755,
Quarto.

Fe
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~Owen fucceeded his Father Grirrin in
the PrincirarLity of North-Wales,

A. D. 11z0. This battle was fought

near forty Years afterwards.
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OW E N’s praife demands my fong,
Owex fwift, and Owe~ ftrong;

" Faireflt flower of Roderic’s ftem,

* Gwyneth’s ﬂlie‘ld, and Britain’s gem,

He nor heaps his brooded ftores,

Nor on all profufely pours ;

Lord of every regal art,

Liberal hand, and open heart.

? North-Wales,
¥ 3
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- Big with hofts of mighty name,
Squadrons three againft him came;
This the force of Eirin hiding,
Side by fide as proudly riding,

On her fhadow, long and gay,

* Lochlin plows the watry way ;
There the Norman fails afar,

Catch the winds, and join the war:
Black and huge along they fweep,
Burthens of the angry deep,

Dauntlefs on his native fands
t The Dragon-Son of Mona ftands ;
In glitt’ring arms and glory dreft,
High he rears his ruby creft.
‘There the thund’ring ftrokes begln,

There the prefs, and there the din;
Talymalfra’s

* Denmark.
+ The red Dragon is the device of Cadwalla-

der, which all his defcendants bore on their
“banners.
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Talymalfra’s rocky fhore

Echoing to the battle’s roar.
Where his glowing eye-balls turn,
Thoufand Banners round him burn,
Where he points his purple {pear,
Hafty, hafty Rout is there,
Marking with indignant eye

Fear to ftop, and fhame to fly.
There Confufion, Terror’s child,
Confli& fierce, and Ruin Wild,
Acrony, that pants for breath,

Dcf;mn‘ and hofdurable Death.
e g

* * *
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CARMEN ELEGIACUM.
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i
AU DISTIN! quam lenta fonans campana

per agros,
Arato occiduam nuntiat ore diem.
Armenta impellunt crebris mugitibus auras,

Laffatufque domum rufticus urget iter.

Solgego in tenebris moror, & vefligia folus
mpo citd note, vacoque mihi,
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3. ,
Quique hedera antiquas focia comple&itur umbri
Turres feralis lugubre cantat avis ;
Et firepit ad lunam, fi quis fub noe \;agetur
Imperium violans, Cynthia Diva, tuum.
40
Has propter veteres ulmos, taxique {fub umbri
Qua putris multo cefpite turget humus,
Dormit, in zternum dormit gens prifca coloniim,
Quifque {ui angufti conditus ufque domo.
: 5
Hos nec mane novum, Zephyrique fragrantior aura,
Nec gallus vigili qui vocat ore diem,
Nec circumvolitans quee ftridula garrit hirundo
Stramineumque altd fub trabe figit opus,
Undique nec cornu vox ingerﬁinata fonantist

ff- Aterno elicient
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|
7
| Quam feepe Hi raftris glebam fregere feracem !
Sepe horum cecidit falle refeta feges.
Quam lxti egerunt firidentia plauftra per agros,
Et fimulis tardos increpuere boves !
Horum f{ylva vetus quam concidit i&ta bipenni,
| Quaque ruit laté vi tremefecit humum !
| 8.
| Ne tamen Ambitio rifu male lxta maligno
Sortemve, aut lufus, aut rude temnat opus !
Nec fronte excipiat ventofa Superbia torva
hiftoriafque breves.
9.
Et generis jattatus honos, dominatio regum,
Quicquid opes, quicquid forma dedere boni,
( Supremam fimul hanc expeftant omnia noftem :
| Scilicet ad lethum ducit honoris iter.
_ ~ v 10.
Nolite hos humiles culpz infimulare, Superbi,
Quod domini oftendant nulla trophza decus,
rba patronum,

Pauperis annales,

Qui canit amiffum longo ordine tu
Clarefque ingeminant clauftra profunda fonos.

An



1o CARMEN ELEGIACUM.

11,
An vanis infcripta notis anguftior urna
Phidiacumve loquens nobile marmor opus,
An revocent animam fatali a fede fugacem ?
Detque iterum vitd poffe priore frui ?
Poflit adulantum fermo penetrare fepulchrum ?
Evocet aut manes laus et inanis honor ?
12,

Forfan in hoc, olim divino femine praegnans
Ingenii, hoc aliquis cefpite dormit adhuc.
Negle&to hoc forfan jaceat {ub cefpite, fceptra

Cujus traltirint imperiofa manus.
Vel quales ipfo forfan vel Apolline dignz
Pulfirint dofto pollice fila lyrz.
» 13,
Doé&rinx horum oculis antiqua volumina prifca
Nunquam divitias explicuere fuas,
Horum autem ingenium torpefcere fecit egeflas
Afpera, et angufte fors inimica domi,
14.
Multa fub oceano pellucida gemma latefcit,
Et rudis ignotum fert et inane decus. |
Plurima negle&tos fragrans rofa pandit odores,

Ponit ct occiduo pendula fole caput,
Amulug
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15.
ZEmulus Hampdeni hic aliquis requiefcat agreflis
Quem patriz indignans exftimulavit amor ;
Aufus hic exiguo eft ville oppugnare tyranno,
Aflerere et forti jura paterna manu.
Aut mutus forfan, fatoque inglorius, alter
Hac vel Miltone par requiefcat humo.
Dormiat aut aliquis Cromuelli hic ®mulus audax

Qui patriam poterit vel jugulaffe fuam.
10. r

Eloquio arre&tum prompto mulcere fenatum,
Exilii immoto peftore ferre minas,

Divitias largi in patriam diffundere dextra,
Hiftoriam ex populi colligere ore fuam.

17.
Illorum vetuit fors improba,— nec tamen arto
Tantum ad virtutem limite claufit iter,
Verum etiam & vitia ulterius tranfire vetabat,
Nec dedit his magnum poffe patrare’{celus.
Hos vetuit temere per ftragem invadere regnum,
Excipere et furdd fupplicis aure preces.

Sentire



a

122 CARMEN ELEGIACUM.

18,
Sentire ingenuum nec dedidicere ruborem,
Conlcia fuffufus quo notat ora pudor,
Luxurid hi nunquam fefe immerfere fuperbi,
Nec mufe his laudes proitituere fuas,
19, '
At placidé illorum, procul a certamine turhe
-Speftabant propriam fobria vota domum ;
Quifque fibi vivens, et {ponte inglorius exul,
Dum tacito elabens vita tenore fluit.
20, :
Hazc tamen a damno qui fervet tutius offa,
En tumulus fragilem pracbet amicus opem ?
Et vera agrefli eliciunt fufpiria corde
Incultz effigies, indocilefque modi.
21, ‘
Atque locum fupplent elegorum nomen et anni
Qua forma infcribit ruftica Mufa rudi:
Multa etiam {icri diffundit commata textis
Queis meditans difcat vulgus agrefte mori,
22,
Heu, quis enim dubid hic dulcique excedere vitd
Juflus, et xternas jam fubiturus aquas,
Deflcendit nigram ad noétem, cupidufque fupremo
Non {altem occiduam refpicit ore diem ?
Decedens
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24,
Decedens alicui faltem mins fidit amico
In cujus blando peftore ponit opem,
Fletum 'aliquem expofcunt jam deficientia morté
Lumina, amicorum qui riget imbre genas.
Quin etiam ex tumulo, veteris not infcia flammae,
Natura exclamat fida, memorque fui.
24.
At tibi, qui tenui hoc deducis carmine fortem,
Et defun&orum ruftica fata gemis,
Huc olim intentus {i quis veftigia fleftat
Et fuerit qualis fors tua forte roget.
25.
Huic aliquis forfan fenior re{pondeat ultro,
Cui niveis albent tempora fparfa comis,
Vidimus hunc quam {zpe micantes roribus herbag
Verrentem rapido, mane rubente, gradu,
Ad rofeum folis properabat {xpius ortum,
Summaque tendebat per juga leetus iter.
. ’ 20.
Sxpe fub hac fago, radices undique circum
Qua varie antiquas implicat alta {uas,
Stratus humi meditans medio procumberet x{tu,
Luftraretque inhians flebile murmur aqux.
Seepius
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27,
Sxpius hac fylvam propter, viridefque receffus
Urgeret meditans plurima, lentus iter,
Intentam hic multa oble&aret imagine mentem,.
Mufarumque frequens {ollicitaret opem,
Jam veluti demens, tacitis errarit in agris, .
Aut cujus ftimulat corda repulfus amor,
28. )
Mane aderat nuper, tamen hunc nec viderat arbos,
Nec juga, nec faliens fons, tacitumve nemus ;
Altera lux oritur ; nec aperta hic valle videtur,
Nec tamen ad fagum, nec prope fontis aquam,
) - 20s
Tertia fucceflit—lentoque exangue cadaver
Ecce fepulcral; eft pompa fecuta gradu.
Tu lege, (namque potes) czlatum in marmore car-
- men,
Quod juxta has vepres exhibet ifte lapis,

EPITAPHIUM,

306
C U I nunquam favit fama aut fortuna fecunda,
Congefto hoc juvenem cefpite fervat humus,
Huic tamen arrifit jucunda Seientia vultu,

Selegitque, habitans pedtora, Cura fibi,

N
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5 , 31 |
Largus opum fuit, et fincero pe&ore fretus,

Accepit pratium par, tribuente Deo.
Indoluit miferans inopi, lacrymafque profudit,
Scilicit id, miferis quod daret, omne fuit,
A ceelo interea fidum acquifivit amicum,
Silicet id, cuperet quod magis, omne fuit,
32.
Ne merita ulterius defunéi exquirere pergas,
Nec vitia ex facrd fede referre petas.
Utraque ibi trepida pariter {pe condita reftant,
In gremio Patris {cilicet atque Dei,

St

CARMEN
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b,

POETA M

NOS quoque per tumulos, et amica Silentia dulcis
Raptat Amor ; Tecum liceat, Divine Pocta,

Ire fimul, tacitique lyram pulfare fub umbré,

Non tua fecuros Saftidit Mufa Penates,
Non humiles habitare cafas, et fordida Rura ;
Quamvis radere iter liguidum fuper ardua Cals
Carula, Pindarici non expallefceret Als.
Quod f. Te Latic numeros audire Camane
Non jnget, et nq/lro vacat zndulgere la&on :
Forte erit, ut vitreas n’cuban: Anienis ad undas,
Te doceat refonare nemus, Te flumina, szlor,
Et tua ceruled difcet Tiberinus in Urng

-Carmina, cumiumulos praterlabetur agreftes.
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Et cum pallentes inter numeraberis Umbras,
Cum neque Te vocale melos, meque murmura fontis )
Caftalii, cithareve .[onus, quam ﬁfiﬂ’;gz:{_/{lﬂ_l_lg,_
Ex lzur;-z’i—‘l;_;[tcri;?‘f fote}int revocare cubili ;
Quamuvis nulla tuum decorent Infignia Buftum,
4t pia Mufa fuper, nofire nikil indiga Laudis, |
Perpetuas aget excubias, lacrymégque perenni

Nutriet ambrofios in odoro Cefpite floves.

G ELEGIA,



1.
U DIN’ utocciduz fignum campana diei

chpertina {onet? fle€tunt fc“ tarda per agros

Mugitufque armenta cient, veftigia arator .

et folus {fub no&e relinquor

Feffa domum trahit,
Nun¢
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1.

T HE Curfew tolls * the knell of parting day,

The lowing herd wind’ﬂowly o’er the lea,
The plowman homeward plods his weary way,
And leaves the world to darknefls and to me.

Now

e fqm’ll\a di lontano,

Che paia 'l giorno pianger, che fi muore.
Dante, Purgat, [. 8,
G2 '
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2.

Nunc rerum fpecies evanida cedit, et omnis
Aura filet, nifi qua Pigfo {carabzus in orbes
Murmure fe volvat, nifi tintinnabula longe
Dent fonitum, faciles pecori fuadentia fomnos 3

3

Aut nifi fola fedens hederofo in culmine turris
Ad Lunam effundat lugubres no&tua cantus,

Vifa queri, propter fzcretos forté receffus

Si quis eat, turbetque antiqua et inhofpita regna.

4.
Hic fubferquc rudes ulmos, taxique fub umbri,
Qua fuper ingeftus crebro tumet aggere cefpes,
Zternum pofuere anguflo in carcere duri

Villarum Patres, et longa oblivia ducunt.

Non
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2.
Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight,
And all the air a folemn ftillne{s holds,
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,

And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds;

ge
Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow’r
The mopeing owl does to the Moon complain
of fuch, as wand’ring near her fecret bow'r, .
Moleft her ancient fdlitary reign.v
4.
Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree’s fhade,

Where heaves the turf in many a mould’ring

heap,
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,

The rude Forefathers of the hamlet ﬂcep.

G 3 | The
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5
Non vox Aurera croceos {pirantis oﬂores,
Non qua fitamineo de tegmine firidft hirundo,
Non galli tuba clara, neéque hos refonabile cornu,
Ex humili ulterids poterunt revocare cubili
6.

Non illis fplendente foco renovabitur ignis,
Sedula nec curas urgebit vefpere conjux ;
Non patris ad reditum tenero balbutiet ore
~ Certatimve amplexa genu petet ofcula proles,

7e

1llis fepe 'fegest maturd ceffit arifti,

IMli feepe graves fregerunt vomere glebas;
Ah'! quotics'laeti fub };lauf’ara egere juvencos !

Ah! quoties dyro nemora ingemuere fub i€tu!

Nee




ELEGY. 135

5 .
The breezy call of incenfe-breathing Morn,
The {wallow twitt’ring from the firaw-built thed,
The cock’s fhiill clavion, or the echoing horn,
No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed,
6.

For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn,
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care :
No children run to lifp their fire’s return,
 Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare.
7o
Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield,
Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke §
How jocund did they drive their team afield !

How bow’d the woods beﬁ&ath their fturdy
ftroke !

G 3 Let



156 g ELEGTI A

8.
Nec vitam utilibus quz incumbit provida curis,

Nec fortem ignotam, fecuraque gaudia ruris
Rideat Ambitio, tumidove Superbia faftu

Annales inopum quofcunque audire recufet.
9.

Sceptri grande decus, generofz flirpis honores,

Quicquid opes, aut forma dedit, commune fepul.
chrum

Opprimit, et leti non evitabilis hora.

Duqitlaudis iter tantum ad confinia mortis.

10.
Parcite fic tellure fitis (ita fata volebant)

‘Si nulla in Memori f{urgant Infignia Bufto,
Qui longos per templi aditus, laqueataque telta

Divinas iterare {olent gravia organa laudes.
11,

Infcriptzne valenturnz, fpirantiaque zra,
Ad fedes fugientem animam revocare reliftas ?
Dicite, follicitet cineres fi fama repoftos ?

Gloria i gelidas Fatorum mulceat Aures ?

Quls
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8. -
Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil,

Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure ;
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile,

The thort and fimple annals of the poor.
: 9.
The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r,

And all that beauty, all that wealth ¢’er gave,
Awaits alike th’ inevitable hour.

The paths of glory lead but to thc’grave.

10,
Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Thefe the fault,

If Mem’ry o’er their Tomb no Trophies raife,
Where thro’ the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault

The pealing anthem {wells the note of praife,
11,

Can floried urn or animated buft
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ?
Can Honour’s Qoice provoke the filent duft,
Or Flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of Death ?
G ; Per-
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12,
Quis fcit, an hic animus negle& in fede quiefcat
Quis prius incaluit ceeleitis femine flamma ?

Quis fcit, an hic fceptrp Manus haud indigna re-
cumbat,

Quzve lyrz poterat magicum infpirdfle furorem ?

13.
Annales fed nulla fuos His Mufa reclufit,

Dives opum variarum, et longo fertilis zvo :
Pauperies angufta facros compefcuit ignes,

Et vivos animi glaciavit frigore curfus.

. 14.
Szpe corufcantes puro fulgore {fub antris

Abdidit Oceanus, caecoque in gurgitc gemmas ;
Negle&us fepe, in folis qui nafcitur agris,
Flos rubet, inque auras fruftra difperdit odorem.

15.
Hic aliquis forte Hampdenus, qui peftore firmo

Obflitit Imperio parvi in fua rura Tyranni,
Miltonus tumulo rudis atque inglorius illo
Dormiat, aut patrii Cromvellus fanguinis infons.

~ .
Elozaio
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) 12,
Perhaps in this negleted fpot is laid
Some Heart once pregnant with celeftial fire
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway’d,
Or wak’d to extafy the living 1yre.
13.
But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page
Rich with the fpoils of time did nc’erranrolI;
~Chill Penury reprefs’d their noble rage,
~ And froze the genial current of the foul,

14.
Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene,

The dark unfathom’d caves of Ocean bear :
Full many a flow’r is born to blufh unfeen,

And wafte its {weetnefs on the defert air,

15.
Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs breaft

The little Tyrant of his ficlds withftood ;
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft,
Some Cremwell guiltlefs of his country’s blood,

Th*
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16. E

Eloquio attenti moderarier ora fenatis,
Exitium fzvique minas ridere doloris,
Per patriam largos fortun= divitis imbres

Spargeré, et in lzto populi fe agnofcere vultu,

17,

Hos fua fors vetuit; tenuique in limite claufit
Virtutes, {celerifque fimul compefcuit ortum 3
Ad folium curfus per cedem urgere cruentos,

Atque tuas vetuit, Clementia, ciaudere portas,
18.

Conatus premere occultos, quos confcia Veri
Mens fovet, ingenuique extinguere figna pudoris,
Luxurizque focos cumulare, Ademque fuperbam

Thure, quod in facris Mufarum adoleverat aris.

Infanz
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16.

Th’ applaufc of lift'ning fenates to command,
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife,
To fcatter plenty o’er a fmiling land,

And read their hift’ry in a nation’s eyes,

17,
Their lot forbad : nor «circumfcrib’d alone
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin’d;
Forbad to wade through flaughter to a throne,

- And fhut the gates of Mercy on mankind ;
180

The ftruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide,
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous ﬂxamé,

Or heap the fhrine of Luxury and Pride |
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe’s flame,

Fap
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Infane procul amotis certamine turbe
Sobria non illis dedicerunt vota vagari ;
Securum vitz per iter, vallemque reduétam,

Servabant placidum, curfu fallente, tenorem.

20,

His tamen incautus tumulis ne forte viator
Infultet, videas circum monimenta caduca,
Qui numeris incompofitis, rudibufque figuris

Offa tegit lapis, et {ufpiria pofcit euntem,

Pro meeftis elegis, culto pro carmine, fcribit
Quicquid mufa poteftincondita, nomen et annos;
Multaque queis animum moriens foletur agreftis,

Dogmata difpergit {acrai Scriptural.

Sollicite
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19,
Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble ftrife,
Their fober wifhes never learn’d to ftray ;
Along the cool fequefter’d vale of life

They kept the noifelefs tenor of their ways

20,
Yet ev’n thefe bones from infult to proteét
Some frail memorial ftill ere@ed nigh,

‘With uncouth rhimes and fhapelefs fculpture
deck’d,

Implores the pafling tribute of a figh.

21

Their name, their years, {pelt by th’ unletter’d
mufe,

The place of fame and elegy fupply:
And many a holy Text around fhe ftrews,

That teach the ruftic moralift to die,

Fox
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22.
Sollicitz quis enim, quis amatz dulcia Vit
Tadia, {uftinuit mutare filentibus umbris ;

Deferuitve almz confinia lzta diei,

Nec defiderio cun@antia lumina flexit ?
23.
Projicit in gremium fefe moriturus amicum,
Deficienfque oculus lacrymas, pia munera, pofcit;

Quinetiam fida ex ipfo Natura fepulchro

Exclamat, folitoque rclucent igne favillz,

At
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22,

For who to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey,
This pleafing anxious Being ¢’er refign’d,
Left the warm precin&@s of the chearful day,

Nor caft one longing, ling’ring look behind ?

23.
On fome fond breaft the parting foul relies,
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires ;
Ev’n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,

* Ev’n in our afhes live their wonted fires.

For

— AT, M\

* Ch’i veggio nel penfier, dolce mio fuoco,
Fredda una lingua, & due begli occhi chiufi

Rimaner doppo noi pien di faville.

Petrarch, Son. 16g,
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24,

- At te, cui cura tumulo fine honore jacentes,
Incomptoque memor qui pingis agreftia verfu ;
Si quis erit, tua qm cognato pelore quondam
Fata roget, fold fecum meditatus in umbrd,

250

Fort: aliquis memoret, canus jam tempofa
Paftor,

« Illum fepe novo fub lucis vidimus ortu
« Verrentem propero matutinos pede rores,
¢ Nafcenti fuper arva jugofa occurrere Sol.

26,

& Illic antiquas ubi torquet devia fagus
¢ Radices per humum, patulo {ub tegmine, laffus
¢ Solibus =fivis, fe effundere f=pe folebat,
¢ Lumina fixa tenens, rivumque notare lognacem.

§ Sxpe
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24«

For thee, who mindful of th’ unhonour’d dead,
Doft in thefe lines their artlefs tale relate ;
If chance, by lonely contemplation led,

‘Some kindred Spirit fhall i mqmre thy fate,

25,
Haply fome hoary-headed Swain may fay,
¢ Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn
¢ Brufhing with hafty fteps the dews away,

% To meet the Sun upon the upland lawn.

26.

¢ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech
¢ That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high,
¢ His liftlefs length at noontide would he ftretch,
¢ And pore upon the brook that babbles by.
§ Hard
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B7

« Sxepe iftam affuetus prope fylvam errare, fu-
perbum <

¢ Ridens nelcio quid ; nunc multa abnormia vol-
vens,

¢ Aut defperanti fimilis nunc pallidus ibat,

¢ Ut curd infanus, miferove agitatus Amore.
28.

% Mane erat, et folite non illum in colle vides
bam,

¢ Non illum in campo, noti nec in arboris umbra:

¢ Jamque nova eft exorta dies; neque flumina
propter,

¢ Nec propter fylvam, aut arvis erat ille jugofis.
29.
¢ Adveniente alif, portaium hunc ordine mefto
« Vidimus, et triftes qua femita ducit ad Adem
« Rite ire exequias; ades huc, et perlege carmen

¢ (Nam potes) infcriptum lapidi fub vepre ve-
tu&éo”‘

EPITA4-
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27,
¢ Hard by yon wood, now {miling as in fcorn,
¢ Mutt’ring his wayward fancies he would rove,
% Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,

£ Or craz’d with care, or crofs’d in hopelefs love,

28,
¢ One morn I mifs’d him on the cuftom’d hi'ﬁ,
“ Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree ;
¢ Another came; nor yet befide the rill,

*¢ Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he ;®

29,
The next with dirges due, in fad array,

¢ Slow thro’ the Church-way path we faw him
borne,

¢ Approach and read (for thou can’ft read) the
lay,
¢ Grav’d on the ftone beneath yon aged thorn,

THE
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EPITAPHIUM,

0.
N E.C fame, neque ngtus, ki quiefeity
Fortune Fuvenis, fuper Sfelenti
Telluris gremio caput reponens.
Non cunas humiles, Laremque parvum
Contempfit pia Mufa; flebilifque
Fufit Melpomene fuum vocari.
31.

Huic largum fuit, integrumque pectus,
Et largum tulit a Deo favorem : '
Solum quod potuit dare, indigenti
Indulfit lacrymam ; Deufque Amicum,
Quod folum petiit, dedit rogantie |

| 82-

Virtutes fuge curiofus ultra
Scrutari; fuge fedibus tremendis
Culpas eruere, in Pairis Deique
Tilic mente facrd . fimul repofiz
Inter fpemque metumgque conguicfcunt,
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THE EPITAPH,

0.
H E R E refts his head3upon the lap of Earth
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown ?
Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth,
And Melanc}wly mark’d him for her owite
1.
Large was his bounty, ami3 his foul fincere,
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend :
He gave to Mis’ry all he had, a tear,
 He gain’d_from Heav'n (‘twas all he wifh’d) a friends
2.
No farther feek his merits ?o difclofe,
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,
(* There they alike in trembling hope repofe)
The bofom of his Father and his God.

* — paventofa fpeme, Peirarch, Son, 114,
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E dazzling lamps, ye jocund fires,
That from yon fabric thine,
Where grateful Pleafure yet admires
Her * Lacy’s great defign :
[H 2] And

* Mr. Lacy, formerly one of the managers of

Drury-lane theatre, is faid to have firft planned
Ranelagh,
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And ye, who from the fields which lie
Round Chelfea, with amazemen(’s eye,
The gardens and the dome {urvey,
Whofe walks, whole trees, whafe lights among,
‘Wander the courtly train along

Their thought-difpelling way.

A, fplendid room 1 ah, pleafing fhade?
Ah, walks belovd in vain
Where oft in happier times 1 firay’d,
A firanger then to pain :
I feel the gales, which from you blow
A momentary blifs beflow,
As waving frefh their gladfome wing,
They feem to footh my famifh’d foul,
And, redolent of tea and roll,

- To breathe a {econd {pring,
' Rotonda,
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Rotonda, fay, for thou haft feen
Full many a fprightly race,
In thy bright round with ftep ferene, |
‘The paths of pleafure trace;
Who chiefly now delight to lave
Green hyfon, in the boiling wave,
The fable coffee, which diftil ?
What longing progeny are found,
Who ftroll incefant round and round,

Like horfes in a mill ?

While fome on earneft bufinefs dream 3
And, gravely ftdpid, try

To fearch each complicated fcheme
Of public policy ¢

Some ladies leave the fpacious dome

Around the garden’s maze to roam,

[(H 3]

l57

And
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- And unknown regions dare defcry;
Still as they walk they look behind,
Left fame a fecret foe thould find

From fome malicious eye.

Loud mirth is theirs, and pleafing praife,

To beauty’s fhrine addrefs’d ;

The fprightly fongs, the melting lays,
Which charm the foften’d breaft ;

Theirs lively wit, invention free,

The tharp bon mot, keen repartec,
And ev’ry art coquets employ ;

The thoughtlefs day, théyjocund. night,

The fpirits brifk, the forrows light,
That fly th’ approach of joy.

Alas!
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Alas! regardlefs of their doom.

The lovely vi&ims rove ;

No fenfe of fufferings yet to come

Can now their prudence move :

But fee! where all around them wait
The minifters of female fate,

‘An artful, perjur’d, cruel train ;
Ah! fhew them where in ambufh ftand
To feize their prey, the faithlefs band

Of falfe deceitful men'!

Thefz fhall the luft of gamiﬁg wear,
That harpy of the mind,

With all the troop of rage and fear,
That follows clofe behind :

Or pining love fhall wafte their youth,

A Y

Or jealoufy, with rankling tooth,

[(H 4]

159

That
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That gnaws bright Hymen’s golden chain,
‘Who opens wide the fatal gate,
For fad diftruft and ruthlefs hate,

And forrow’s pallid train,

Ambition this fhall tempt to fix

Her hopes on fomething high,
To barter, for a coach and fix,

Her peace and liberty.
The ftings of {candal thefe fhall try,
And affc&tation’s haughty eye,

That {cowls on thofe it us’d to greet,
The cutting {neer, th’ abuﬁvc {fong,
And falfe report, that glides along,

With never-refting feet,

And
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And lo! where in the vale of years
A Grifly tribe are feen;
“ Fancy’s pale family of fears,
More hideous than their queen ¢
Struck with th’ imaginary crew
‘Which artlefs nature never knew
Thefe aid from quacks, and cordials beg,
‘While this, transform’d by folly’s hand,
Remains a-while at her command

A tea-pot, or an égg.

To each her fuff'rings: all muft grieve,
And pour a filent groan,

At homage others charms receive,
Or flights that meet their OWn 1w me

[H 5] But
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But ill the voice of truth fevere

Will fuit the gay, regardlefs ear,
Whofe joy in mirth and revels lies !

Thought would deftroy this paradife.

No more ! — Where ignorance is blifs,

>Tis folly to be wife.

AN
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HE curfew tolls the hour of clofing gates,
With jarring found the porter turn the key,
Then, in his dreary manfion flumb’ring, waits

And flowly, fternly quits it + « .. Tho’ for me.

Now fhine the fpires beneath the paly Moon
And thro’ the cloyfter peace and filence reign;
Save where fome fiddler fcfapes a drow{y tune,

Or c.dpious bowls infpire a jovial firain,
| Save
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Save that in yonder Cobwed-mantled Room,
Where lies a Student in profound repofe,
Opprefs’d with Ale, wide echos thro’ the Gloom,

The droning mufic of his vocal Nofe.

Within thofe Walls, where thro’ the glimm’ring
fhade

Appear the Pamphlets in a mould’ring heap,
Each in his narrow bed till morning laid,

The peac'eful Fellows of the College fleep.

The tinkling Bell proclaiming early Prayers,
The noify Servants ratt’ling o’er their head,
The call of bus’nefs and domeftick cares,

Ne'er roufe thefe Sleepers from their downy bed.

No chatt’ring Females crowd their focié} fire, -
No dread have they of difcord and of ftrife ;

: Unkﬁown the names of Hufband and of Sire,

Unfelt the plagues of Matrimonial Life.

' Oft
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Oft have they bafk’d along the funny walls,

Oft have the benches bow’d beneath their
weight :

How jocund are their looks when Dinner calls!

How {moke the Cutlets on their crowded Plate !

O let not Temp’rance, too-difdainful, hear
How long our Feafts, how long our Dinners laft ;
Nor let the Fair, with a contemptuous fnecr,

On thefe unmarried men Refleftions caft!

The fplendid Fortune and the Beauteous Face
(Themfelves confefs it and their Sires bemoan)
Too foon are caught by Scarlet and by Lace:

Thefe Sons of Scien<e fhine in Black alore.

Forgive, yé Fair, th’ involuntary fault,
If thefe no Feats of Gaiety difplay,
Where thro’ proud Ranelagh’s wide-echoing vault
Melodious Fraf: thrills her quav’ring lay.
Say,
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Say, is the Sword well fuited to the Band,
Does broider’d coat agree with fuble Gown,
Can Drefden’s laces fhade a Churchman’s hand,

Or Learning’s Vot’ries ape the Beaux of Town?

Perhaps in thefe time-tott’ring walls refide
Some who were once the Darlings of the Fair;
Some who of old could Taftes and Fafhions guide,

Controul the Manager and awe the Play’r,

But Science now has fill’d their vacant mind

With Rome’s rich fpoils and Truth’s exalted
Views ;

Fir'd them with tranfports of a nobler kind,

And bade them flight all females....but the
Mufe. e

Full many a lark, high-tow’ring to the iky,

| Unheard, unhe"eded, greets th’ approac‘h of light;
Full many a ftar, unfeen by mortal eye,

- 'With twinkling luftre glimmers thro’ the night.

Some
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Some future Herring, that with dauntlefs breaft,
-Rebellion’s torrent fhall, like him, oppofe,

Some mute, {fome thoughtlefs Hardwicke here may

reft,

Some Pelham dreadful to his Country’s Foes,

From Prince and People to command Applaufe,
>Midft ermin’d Peers to guide the high debate,
To fhield Britannia’s and Religion’s Laws,

And fteer, with fteady courfe, the helm of State.

Fate yet forbids; nor circumfcribes alone
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confines ;
Forbids, in Freedom’s veil, t'infult the throne.

Beneath her mafk to hide the worft defigns,

To £ll the madding Crowd’s perverted mind
With ¢ Penfions, Taxes, Marriages and Jews;”
Or fhut the gates of Heav’n on loft Mankind,

And wreft their darling hopes, their future views.
Far
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Far from the giddy Town’s tumultuous ftrife,
Their wifhes yet have never learn’d to ftray ;
Content and happy in a fingle life,

They keep the noifelefs tenor of their way.

Ev’n now their Books from Cobwebs to proteét,
Inclos’d by doors of glafs in Doric ftyle,
On Afluted pillars rais’d, with bronzes deck’d,

They claim the pafling tribute of a fmile,

Oft are the Authors’ Names, tho’ richly bound,
Mif-fpelt by blund’ring Binder’s want of care ;
And many a catalogue is ftrew’d around

To tell th’ admiring Gueft what Books are thére.

For who, to thoughtlefs Ignorance a prey,
Negleéts to hold fhort Dalliance with a Book ?
‘Who there, but wifhes to prolong his ftay,

And on thofe Cafes cafts a ling’ring look ?
Reports

~
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‘chorts attraét the Lawyer’s parting eyes,
Novels Lord Fopling and Sir Plume require ;

For Songs and Plays the voice of Beauty cries,
And Senfe and Nature Grandifon defire,

For thee, who mindful of thy lov’d compeers,
Doft in their Lines their artlefs Tales relate,
If chance, with prying fearch, in future years,

Some Antiquarian fhall enquire thy Fate,

" Haply fome friend may fhake his hoary head,
And fay, ¢ Each morn, unchill’d by frofts, he

ran
¢ With hofe ungarter’d, o’er yon turfy bed,

¢ To reach the Chapel ere the Pfalms began,

¢ There, in the Arms of that lethargic chair,

¢ Which rears its moth-devoured Back fo high,
% At noon he quaff ’d three glafles to the Fair,

¢ And por’d upon the news with curious eye.

¢« Now
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«

Now by the fire, engag’d in ferious talk,

. % Or mirthful convcr(fé, would he loit’ring

(33

€

(12

13

1

4

ftand ;
Then in the Garden clofe a funny walk,

¢ Or launch’d the polifh’'d bowl with fteady
hand ;

One morn we mifs’d him at the hour of Pray’r,
¢ Befide the Fire, and on his fav’rite Green ;
Another came, nor yet within the chair,

% Nor yet at Bowls, nor Chapel was he feen.

The next we heard, that in a neighb’ring fhire
¢ That day to Church he led a bluthing Bride,
A Nymph, whofe fnowy Veft and maiden Fear

¢« Improv’d her Beauty while the knot wasty’d.

Now, by his Patron’s bounteous caré remov’d,
¢¢ He roves enraptur’d thro” the fields of Kent ;
Yet, ever-mindful of the place he lov’d,

¢ Read here the Letter which he lately fent.”
THE
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THE LETTER,

N rural Innocence fecure I dwell,
Alike to Fortune and to Fame unknown ;
Approving Confcience chears my humble cell,

And focial Quict marks me for her own,

Next to the bleffings of religious Truth,
Two Gifts my endlefs Gratitude engage ;
A Wife, the Joy and Tranfpost of my Youth,

Now, with a Son, the Comfort of my Age.

8cek not to draw me from this kind Retreat,
In loftier {fpheres unfit, untaught to move;
Content, with calm, domeftic life, where meet

The Smiles of Friendfhip, and the Sweets of
Love,

The
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I; 1.
DAUGHTER of Chaos and old Night,

memerlan Mufe, all hail !
That wrapt in never-twinkling gIoom canft write,

- And fhadoweft mearung Wxth thy dufky

veil !

What Peet fings, and ﬂfikes the ﬁrings-?
It 'was the mighty Theban fpoke.
He, from the ever-living Lyre,
With magic hand elicits fire,
Heard ye the din of modern Rhymers bray ?
It was cool M—~——n: or warm Ge——y

Involv’d in tenfold fmoke.
' (1] The



THE BARD,
1. e.

The {ballow Fop, in antic velt,
Tir'd of the beaten roads

Proud to be fingularly dreft,

Changes, with ev’ry changing moon, the mode.

Say, fhall not then the Heav’n-born Mufes too

Variety purfue?

Shall not applauding critics hail the vogue ?

Whether the Mufe the ftyle of Cambria’s fons,

Or the rude gabble of the ‘Huns,

Or the broader diale&

of .'Caledonial‘lhc affelt,

Or take, Hibernia, thy il ranker brogue?
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On this terreftrial ball
The tyrant Fafhion governs all
She, fickle Goddefs, whom, in days of yore,
The ideot Moria, on the banks of Seine;
Unto an antic fool, hight Andrew, bore;
Long fhe paid him with difdain,
And long his pangs in filence he conceal’d &
At length, in happy hour, his love-fick pain
On thy bleft calends, April, he reveal’d.
From:their embraces {prung,
Ever changing, ever ranging;

Fafbion, Goddefs ever young,

fI3] : Perch’d
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II. 1.

-~

Perch’d on the dubious height, fhe loves to ride
Upon a weather.cock, a{’cride;, ‘
Each blaft that blows, around fhe goes,
While nodding o’er her crcf’c,
Emblem of her magick pow’r.
The light Cameleon ftands confeft.
Changing its hues a thoufand times an hour.
And in a veft is the afray’d,
of many a dancing moon-beam made,
| Nor zonelefs is her waift :
But fair and beautiful, I ween,
As the ceftos-cin&ur’d Queen,

Is with the rainbow’s fhadow‘y girdle brac'd.

She
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II. =,
‘She bids purfue the fav’rite road
Of lofty cloud-capt ode.
Meantime each Bard, with eager {peed,
Vaults on the Pegafean fteed :
Yet not that Pegafus of yore,
Which th’ illuftrious Pindar bore,
But one of nobler breed.
High blood and youth his lufty veins infpire,
From Tottipontimoy he came,
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy, thy name ?
The bloody-fhoulder’d Arab was his fire.
* His Whitenofe. He on fam’d Doncaftria’s plains
Refign’d his fated breath :
In vain for life the ftruggling courfer ftrains.
Ah'! who can run the race with Death?
The tyrant’s {peed, or man or fteed,
Strives all in vain to fly.
e lcads the chace, he wins the race,

We ftumble, fall and dic.
[13s] Third

* The author is either miftaken in this place,

~ or has elfe indulged himfelf in a very unwarrant-

able poetical licence. Whitenofe. was not the
Sire, but the Son, of the Godolphin Arabian,

See my Calendar, HEBER,
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II. 3.

Third from Whiterofe fprings |
Pegalus with eagle wings:

Light o’er the plain, as dancing cork,
With mary a bound he beats the ground,
While all the Turf with acclamation rings.

He won Northainptcn, Lincoln, Oxford, York :

He too Newmarket won.
There Granta’s Son
Sciz'd on the Steed ;
And thence him led (fo Fate decreed)
To where old Cam, renown’d in Poet’s fong,.
With his dark and inky waves
Either bani; in filence laves,

Winding flow his fluggifh ftreams along.

What
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I, 1,

. What {tripling neat, of vifage fiveet,

In trimmeft guife array’d,

Firft the neighing fteed affay’d ?
His-haﬁd a taper {witch adorns, his heel
Sparkles refulgent with claftic fteel :

The whiles he wins his whiffling way.
Prancing, ambling round and round,
By hill, and dale,an'd"mead, and greeni-'werd gay :
Till, fated with the pleafing ride,
From the lofty Steed difmounting, -
He lies along, enwrapt in confcious pride,

By gurgling rill or cryftal fountain,

Lo!
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III. =
Lo ! next, 2 Bard, fecure of praife,
His fclf-comélacént’ countenance difplays.
| His broad muftachios, ting’d with golden dye,
- Flame, like a meteor, to the troubled air:
Proud his demeanor, and his eagle eye

O’erhung with lavifh lid, yet ‘fhone with glorious
glare.

The grizzle grace

Of buthy peruke fhadow’d o’er his face.
In large wide boots, whofe pond’rous weight
Would fink each wight of modern dafe,
He rides, well-pleas’d. So large a pair
Not Garagantua’s felf might wear ;

Not He, of nature fierce and cruel,
Who, if we truftto ancient ballad,
Devour'd three Pilgrims in a Sallad;

Nor He of the fame germane, hight Pantagruel.
Accoutred
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| 111, g.
Accoutred thus, the advent’rous Youth-
Seeks not the level lawn, or velvet mead,

Faft by whofe fide clear ftreams meand’ring
creep ;

But urges on amain the fiery Steed

Up Snowdon’s fhaggy fide, or Cambrian rock un.
couth :

Where the venerable herd -
Of Goats, with long and Fapient'l‘;éard,
And wanton Kidlings their blithe revels keeps
Now up the Trountain fee him ftrain |
Now down the vale he’s toft

Now flathes on the fight again,
Now in the Palpable Obfcure quite loft,

IV, 1.

Man’s feeble race eternal dangers wait,

With high or low
Difeafe,

y all, all, is woe,
mifchance, pale fear and dubious fate,
But, o’er every peril bounding

Ambition views not all the ills furrounding,
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And up-toe on the mountain’s fteep,

Rcﬂc&s notin tl;e yawnmg deep.

1V, 2.
See, fee, he foars! with mighty wings out{pready
And long refounding mane,
The Courfer qmts the plain. -
AIoft in air, {ee, fee him bear
" The Bard, who fhrouds
~ His Lyric Glory in the clouds,.
Too fond to ftrike the ftars with lofty head !
- He topples headlong from the giddy height,

Deep in the Cambrian: Gulph immerg’d in endlefs
night..

‘ | IV. 3.
O Steed bivinc! what daring fpirit
_ Rides thee now ? tho” he inﬁerit
| Nor the pndc nor felf-opinion,
thch clatc the mxghty paxr,
Each of Ta{’te the fav’rite mmlon, '

Prancing thre’ the defart air 3
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By help mechanic of equeftrian block,
Yet fhall he mount, with claflic houfings grac’d,
And, all unheedful of the critic mock,

‘Drive his light courfer o’er the bounds of Tafte.
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